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CHAPTER ONE

 


Author note.

 


“I have to say
from the outset, Jazmine, or ‘Jaz’ is a psychopathic, control
freak, and a sadist. Her victims are human beings. She doesn’t
prefer male over female, or vice versa. She doesn’t care, as long
as she can insidiously destroy them with their own sexuality and by
ignoring their own individual thresholds for physical and
psychological pain.

Right now she wants to
‘do’ an entire family. And what Jaz wants, Jaz gets.”
DrkFetyshNyghts on ‘Ruined Lives’ Oct 2020

 


 


The Beginning -
Bonnie

 


The double storey annex
overlooked Jaz’s neighbours extensive grounds at the rear of the
house. She had the heavy drapes pulled right back so that she could
look out unhindered. That window wasn’t on the original plans of
the extension and there was a simple reason for that - planning
wouldn’t have allowed it because of the very fact that it looked
over the neighbouring property, thus encroaching on privacy. But
Jaz had smiled about that. She liked it that she’d been able to use
her charms with the builders to get the little addition
‘unofficially’. And besides, at the time, the house next door was
unoccupied. The previous owners had been there for a long time, and
it was like overnight they’d sold up and moved on. By the time
Bonnie, Ralph and Teddy came along, ‘that window’ was well
established, and these new owners didn’t seem to mind it. That made
Jaz smile as well.

“What an
attractive family.”

Jaz spoke out loud to
herself the first time she saw them all together. The mother Bonnie
was a definite ‘model’ type. She was past her best years in
modelling but she was still an absolute stunner. There was
something about Ralph that made Jaz tilt her head in puzzlement.
Yes there was definitely something about him. And whatever that was
had a knock on effect to Teddy. There was something in the teen’s
body language - maybe a gayness or something effeminate about him
that although hard to pin down was there none the less. That needed
to be looked into.

This family looked good
though and Jaz liked that. They looked happy and well-rounded and
she liked that even more. She’d watched them from that window on
the day they moved in for ages as they’d explored the gardens to
the rear of the house. And they had been oblivious to her watching.
As she’d watched them, she’d had this feeling, this amplified
feeling of the need to rip this happy, attractive family to
absolute shreds. She didn’t know why them, not at that point.
Because they were happy and well-rounded perhaps? Or maybe because
Jaz was ‘disturbed’ on levels that were invisible to the human
eye.

 


A Few Weeks
Later

 


Jaz was at that window
again and she was watching, again. This time it was just the Ralph
and Teddy. It was a Saturday and Ralph was tending the lawns,
setting up a ride-on lawn mower. Teddy appearing too awkward for
this manual labour was trying to get too grips with an industrial
sized trimmer which he would use to trim the edges of the lawns.
They weren’t together they didn’t work together and yet by pure
chance, from different areas they appeared to look to Jaz’s window
at the same time.

By this time Jaz had bared
her voluminous, big nippled breasts and had crushed them up against
the centre of the big picture window. And as she did that she’d
smiled a huge lipstick smile and waved. Both Ralph and Teddy at
first just stood, mouths agape at what they were seeing. Neither of
them were aware that they were seeing the same thing. Ralph
swallowed dryly and lifted a hand, rather limply and waved back
which was bizarre given what was happening. And Teddy, poor boy,
looking mortified, had just turned away quickly like he wanted to
wipe what had just seen from his memory banks.

For Jaz she was seeing
enough for her to process two very different reactions from father
and son. Far from thinking Teddy was rude for not waving back, she
smiled to herself again like from that simple act of turning away,
blocking out the glorious sight of her breasts, it was clear that
he had a problem interacting with females and that was absolutely
fine by her. She’d spotted something in him before the breast
baring, and that he couldn’t even wave back, that he turned away,
told her at this point all she needed to know.

And for Ralph - yes he
waved back, but it was the way he looked. The way he stared at her
as he raised his hand limply to wave. He didn’t smile back, he just
looked. And right at the end of that, there was this little lick of
his thick lips that he did. It was an almost obscene thing that he
did and that didn’t get past Jaz. Nothing got pas Jaz, that was the
thing. Already, there was this secret between them. There was this
secret that she had with the two men of the house, and a secret
that they would keep from the homemaker Bonnie. This was her first
tiny ‘test’ of this family unit.

Jaz was becoming very
excited at the prospects of this family. She was seeing things in
them that a normal person would never see. She stayed out of sight
for the next few days. She didn’t know, not really if this little
family would have a meeting and discuss what had happened with the
‘weirdo’ next door. She didn’t know if these were people who
‘shared’ and were close. If she stayed out of sight and nothing
came of it, then she would have her answer. She smiled as she set
wheels in motion.

 


Jaz

 


Jaz was a Detective
Inspector in the City Police. Given a somewhat disturbed past, it
was to her credit that she’d risen through the ranks seemingly with
ease. But there was always something ‘reserved’ about her. Maybe
something ‘leashed’. It didn’t come across in her day to day
dealings with people. She was thirty three years old and had made
the rank a good five to eight years before she’d be expected to be
up there. But she never got close enough to anyone for them to spot
the flaws in her - and there were flaws. And to be honest, someone
would have to be more than just ‘close’ in order to spot these
flaws. They would have to have like an intimate inside knowledge of
Jaz. And there was no-one around who had that knowledge of her.
Those who maybe had it in the past were not around anymore and that
in itself spoke volumes.

When Jaz made eye contact
it was an intense eye contact that she made. It wasn’t a fleeting
eye contact either - she didn’t seek to avoid that contact. It was
like she wanted to look right into a person’s soul. The thing about
Jaz was that she was beyond stunning. A tall, well stacked, long
legged woman with long, lush auburn hair that was almost ‘red’. She
turned heads and she did that by the simple act of walking into a
room. It was her beauty that maybe distracted acquaintances, male
or female from looking for or finding those flaws in her. To them
she was just this glorious woman. And she had that trick with the
eye contact - that is she could make that eye contact and draw
someone into her, welcome them into her world, or equally she could
look at someone directly and unsettle them, push them away and warn
them off without saying anything.

She certainly had the
traits a detective needed. During her early time in uniform she’d
displayed talents in questioning and interrogation. And she had
taken them onwards and into CID with her. She’d shown a
professionalism that was a rare find. And yet there had been this
aloofness as well. Her private life was just that - no-one got
close enough to know the real her and that came across as ‘ok’ with
her superiors and her squad. And with how this woman would pan out
in life, how she HAD panned out in life there was no surprise
there.

If Detective Inspector
Jazmine Solomon did one thing deliberately it was keep people at
arm’s length. Oh she did what she had to do. She carried out her
professional role to perfection and flawlessly. She went to the
get-togethers and the do’s. She was even first to the bar to buy
the first big round every time. But she could close down in the
blink on an eye. She could communicate at all levels, from the
upper echelons and down to street level. But if she thought or felt
that anyone was getting too close to her she could close down, just
like that. And more to the point she could close other people down.
She had this definitive ‘don’t fuck with me’ vibe about her and
that came across in how she carried herself, her body language, her
spoken voice - the way she just was.

It was like she had this
ability, this inner radar that covered her back. She could flirt,
and she did that and that was what was surprising. Given what she
had to hide about herself, one might think that flirting, or any
kind of suggestive behaviour she would stay right away from. But
not so. It would take one to know about this woman’s secret life to
understand that the flirting with her big, glorious eyes and other
assets, was a necessary part of her makeup. And she was a smooth,
consummate expert at it. But, oh could she close down!

The simple fact was that
Jaz had come from a broken home. She never knew her mother and her
father was a drunk. She’d been shoved from pillar to post before
her teens and then from foster family to foster family during her
early teens. It’s unclear if something happened during those years
or not. One had to assume, because of how she turned out, that yes
indeed ‘something’ had happened to her. But if this was the case
then she kept it all inside of her. There was no visible sign of
trauma or that anything bad had happened to her. Maybe that was
completely wrong - that there was nothing in those early years at
all. Maybe whatever it was that had happened to make her what she
was today, happened later in life, in her early uniformed days for
instance. Maybe even this woman had what she had in her from the
moment she was born. It would be difficult to imagine what could
have happened to her to make her what she was. It would have to be
something bad, very bad. So maybe there was something in the
premise that people don’t become evil, and that they are in fact
born that way.

It was an eye opener when
she went into the police service. It wasn’t even something she had
planned to do. It was like something that she had decided to do on
the spur of the moment. Like she had woken up one day and decided
that she needed to do something with her life. She’d taken the
plunge and gone all out and she sailed through the selection
process despite having a chequered past. But it was like she was
raw, and that was exactly what the police service needed. Whatever,
it had been ‘the’ choice of choices. She sailed through and after
showing early promise in uniform she had turned down the chance of
fast tracking up the ladder.

“No. I want to
rise through the ranks on my own merit.”

And that had been
something that her superiors couldn’t argue with. Yes they had been
surprised that they got that response from her but that surprise
had turned pretty quickly into respect. She had that ‘respect’. It
would be true to say that Jaz was looked on differently to others
in the ranks. There was respect for every officer, but for her that
respect was different. Oh, she’d suffered the usual misogyny and
even those brave enough had tried sexually harassing her in the
early days.

Correction, there had been
ONE case of a male officer slapping Jaz on her not inglorious
tightly skirted ass and she hadn’t said anything. Her eyes followed
the back of the head of the officer. Two days later, he’d been
arrested for various reasons of a nefarious nature. He’d never been
seen again. Completely orchestrated by Jaz herself, the little
whispers had suggested that this officer had fallen foul of her,
and that she had looked into his background and one thing leading
to another, and he was out of there. And it was like no-one quite
knew what to make of all that - what to make of Jaz because of
that. There was none of the usual shit that happens to a cop
snitching on another cop. It wasn’t like that because it was a cop
thrown out for suspected sexual reasons. No-one wanted to be seen
on the side of a nonce after all and Jaz had made sure to make it
all cloudy enough to serve her purposes. The lesson - don’t fuck
with the Jaz!

Jaz shone when she was
given her own squad. It was like she was elevated further. She’d
already been on a level not many women in the force had been on,
but getting her own squad leading in serious fraud, vice and
murder, there was little left of the ladder for her to climb. There
had been fleeting thoughts of being the country’s top cop, she’d
smiled to herself when she’d thought of herself as Met Commissioner
- that would be the top position in British policing. She toyed
with it in her mind for a little while and the thing was that she
never discounted it. Rather she shelved it for another day. She put
it to the back of her mind in that greyed out condition and left it
there so that she could return to it another day.

Jaz was already at a level
that allowed her free reign. She had her issues, and her other life
outside the force and with her building this platform of
ultra-professionalism and respectability it was as though she could
operate in plain sight. That made her smile as well. The thought
that she could do what she did and it not even cause a ripple in
her professional life. The thought that she could do to the people
she chose, what she did, and then carry on with her life was
something that she had intended all the time and it was something
that excited her. It wasn’t that she was using her position to
advance her twilight activities. She was simply using all of her
life to do that. The simple fact was that Detective Inspector
Jazmine Solomon was like this multiple personality that was on an
upward trajectory, and there was no stopping her. In her own mind,
why should she be stopped?

 


03.00 hrs

 


Jazmine had found Bonnie
on the net - it was an easy search, an easy find. She already knew
that taking the men of the house out was the easiest and that they
wouldn’t be too much problem at all. She was a woman and she knew
other women. She knew what made them tick and she had dealt with
all sorts of women from all walks of life. She’d dealt with the
dregs of humanity in her time in the force, so she knew all too
well what women were capable of. She knew that the key to this
happy little family unit in the property next to hers was the wife
- the nest builder, the homemaker.

Even Jaz, who knew how
stunning she herself was, had to admit that Bonnie had been a
beauty right through her career. From an early teen model, right
through her twenties and even now the odd jobs she did choose to
do, she looked absolutely stunning. She’d done some pretty high
level stuff - magazines and glamour spreads. She’d even done a
Vogue cover in her late twenties and when she’d had enough profile
behind her for people to want to know what she was all about the
sky was the limit. Jaz smiled to herself as she crossed legs that
went on for days. She knew that anyone’s fame could also be used
against them, at any time in the future. Bonnie’s career was
impressive and she certainly must have raked in the money at her
height. But there must have been something else about her. There
must have been ‘something’ that this woman wouldn’t want to get out
into the public domain. There had to be something that Jaz could
use against her.

She knew that searching
the normal web would throw up snippets, even hints as to a darker
side of a well-known model. But in order to drill down she would
need to get into the dark web. That she would need to go to the
areas of the web that weren’t accessible to normal people doing
normal web searches. Jaz was able to log into her own police portal
whilst rerouting through proxy servers all over the world, and her
own searches would never be traced back to her. That was one of the
perks of being in the position that she was in. Was that abuse of
her power - sure it was.

Jaz was deep into the dark
web when she found what she was looking for. She found an incident
that would have occurred when Bonnie hadn’t even hit twenty years
old. That was enough - that was the in that Jaz needed. She drilled
down deeper and read the entire saga. She’d needed to piece it all
together from various bits and pieces out there but eventually the
picture emerged and it was like putting together a jigsaw puzzle.
She swallowed a couple of times as the facts became more obvious.
She could read between the lines, she was a detective after all.
She could take the facts from the conjecture and from the opinion
of the writers and then she could dig deeper in order to find the
glue to bind it all together. When she was done she sat back. It
was coming up to 6 a.m. She’d have to head to the station soon and
make sure it was all in order there before she spent some time on
her next phase with the family next door.

Bonnie of course was the
next phase and she knew that at some point she would have to
confront her. Quite how she was going to do that she didn’t know
yet, but she would. There had been the breast baring to the men of
the family, and that had been another tester and nothing had come
of that which was good. And there had been the usual pleasantries
with Bonnie, in passing. But there had been nothing significant
yet.

“Look I’m Jaz,
I live next door. If there is anything I can do, anything you want,
just give me a call. Here’s my number.”

And Jaz had given Bonnie
her card with her job title proudly displayed. And that would have
put Bonnie at ease. Not that she was a nervous woman. Or that she
was insecure. But seeing that title, ‘Detective Inspector Jazmine
Solomon’ had something about it. Was she abusing her power? Yes of
course she was, again.

“Thanks Jaz,
I’m Bonnie. I will. Thank you so much.”

Bonnie was well spoken,
educated and very attractive - Jaz liked her. The trouble was that
she didn’t like her in the normal sense of the word. She didn’t
like her like any normal person meeting another for the first time
would like her. She liked her in ‘special’ way. Jaz knew what she
had to do and she was already on it.

 



CHAPTER TWO

 


20.00 hrs

 


“I was at a
loose end and I thought you could use some company. I saw your
husband and son go out earlier.”

Jaz had a beaming lipstick
smile on and she was holding up a very good bottle of red wine. She
hadn’t only known that Ralph and Teddy had gone out, she had
orchestrated it.

“Wow, you read
my thoughts, I’m impressed, come on in.”

Bonnie was smiling as well
even though she lied. She wasn’t expecting anyone and didn’t really
feel like entertaining this night. But at the same time she didn’t
want to be rude. Having said that, she would look out of this world
dressed in a bin bag. As it happened she was breath-taking in a
Japanese style silk wrap. She wasn’t going anywhere. It looked like
she was ready for a night by the television even if she did still
wear her makeup. She was the sort of person, having made a living
from her looks, who must have had this routine she went through
every day. Get out of bed and put on a full face of makeup and
refresh throughout the day. Then before bed, a full wipe off. There
was no way she looked like she did without working at it, hard. But
at the same time no-one could deny the foundations of her beauty
were there. She really was a stunning woman.

“Beautiful
house you have here Bonnie I have to say.”

Jaz wasn’t lying. She
looked around the huge entrance foyer and the double staircase to
the first floor were spectacular to say the least.

“Thank you so
much. Look take a seat, I’ll get a bottle opener and some glasses.
Let’s make a night of it hey?”

Bonnie was smiling again.
Jaz sized her up. She looked like the woman who had everything, she
really did. There was this ‘happiness’ that exuded from Bonnie as
she led the way into a huge, though minimal lounge. On the wall a
massive 100 inch flat screen that was set up to look like a work of
art, that is the screen was live but the TV was off. And huge deep
comfortable chairs were placed so that this TV was the central
piece and although this could have been looked on as indulgent, it
kind of detracted from the one or two of the real expensive and
indulgent items in the room. A bronze that looked like it needed a
crane to position it on its plinth and then a wall full of abstract
art by what looked like the same artist. The way these pieces were
framed and displayed, and then lit, just gave away that they were
collectors pieces that were worth a fortune.

Jaz watched Bonnie leave
the lounge to get the opener and the glasses. She loved the way
this woman moved but then took that away from her when she thought
about her being a model and knowing how to make the best of herself
at all times. The way her ass moved in that silk wrap was inviting
- so inviting in fact that Jaz couldn’t keep her eyes off her. And
then when Bonnie came back there was the front view. The split in
the wrap giving a hint of extraordinary leg length and then the
absolute definite view of nipple through silk and the breast volume
shifting with every step. Bonnie’s breasts were not huge, cat-walk
model’s breasts rarely were. But what there was were perfectly
formed. And with her willowy height and form, those breasts were
literally that, perfect. It was almost like she was poetry in
motion.

“Great choice
in wine I have to say. Are you an expert?”

Bonnie was back now and
sitting at right angles to Jaz.

“Oh god no! I
guess I just know a good wine when I taste one. But an expert most
definitely not. Not in wine at least. I tend to look more at the
alcohol volume to see what sort of kick it’s going to
give.”

And Jaz accompanied her
response with a wide lipstick smile. The thing about Jaz was that
when she was on one of her nefarious missions, as she was, she
always added that slash of deep red lipstick. In a way it was like
her trademark. It was like something that set her apart from the
normal and mundane. Otherwise she was in a loose dress, slightly
leggy hemmed above the knees, and she’d hung her leather jacket
over the massive arm of the chair she was sitting on. Her legs were
sheathed in dark brown nylon and her feet arched into moderate
heels. The thing about Jaz was that she had height and she cut an
imposing feminine figure with curves that enhanced her. Her breasts
were huge and yet she could make the most of them every single
time. She crossed her legs and there was that sound of nylon
rasping nylon. And then she sat with her crossed over foot, bobbing
slightly.

For a while nothing was
said. Each of the women smiled and sipped wine.

“I’ve been
looking you up. I mean, sorry, I couldn’t resist, you know? I
recognised you the first time I saw you. The model life hey? That
must have been exciting. It must have been, right?”

Jaz sipped again. She was
just getting into the groove gently. She didn’t want to scare
Bonnie half to death. At least not before she had time to tell this
woman her fortune.

‘Oh? Right
well, yeah. I never did have much going for me and I was spotted by
an agent in a mall one Saturday afternoon. He got me to come down
to his offices in Soho, and we did some test pictures. The rest as
you’ve probably seen, is history.”

Bonnie could have been a
little worried. She might have been had she been thinking right. Or
had her mind been in the right place. The fact was that, ‘that
night’ she was out of it. She was young and she’d been desperate to
make the modelling work once the bug had bit her and she would have
gone to any lengths to make it work. And in fact she did. But that
night was so long out of her memory, it was so done and dusted,
even the furore after it, that right at this point it didn’t even
enter her mind.

“I can imagine,
a young woman, the bright lights and all that. But was it all it
was cracked up to be? I mean, we, that is the public, we only ever
get to see the glamorous side right? There must be a down
side?”

Jaz’s voice was soft,
almost inviting. There was this cigarette huskiness to the lower
tones that made her almost motherly. The thing was that Bonnie was
a few years older than her. But it didn’t stop this almost
incestuous vibe being present as the detective inspector tried to
get this women to open up.

“Oh you know.
Sure it had its downsides. The long days, the never ending parties.
And of course there were drugs and stuff there. You know? The job
you’re in you must know how it goes?”

If Bonnie was honest with
herself she was starting to feel a little uncomfortable with the
conversation. She didn’t spend too much time dwelling on those
days. The days she referred to were the early ones of her career,
when it was really wild.

“You know, I DO
know how it goes down. I really do.”

And Jaz changed her tone
for that. There was this nuanced performance that she was putting
on that deserved an Oscar. But this is what this woman did in her
spare time. It was what she did in her second life. That little
change in her voice and tone was deliberate, and then she watched
and listened for the discomfort in Bonnie’s body language. And
there it was. The awkward shift in her seat - and the recrossing of
long, hairless smooth, bare legs.

“Anyway, let’s
change the subject.”

And that would have come
as a relief for Bonnie but even at this time, it was too late. The
seeds had been sewn so to speak.

“What about you
Jaz. What’s your story?”

Bonnie had been desperate
to change the subject. But it didn’t matter, now she had that
change in Jaz’s tone on her mind. Like a thought that this woman
who had just appeared from next door to encroach on her night had
begun to say something but hadn’t finished. What she’d really
wanted to do was ask Jaz what she meant by “…I really
do.”

“Oh I don’t
have a story. Not one anywhere near as exciting as yours anyway. I
pretty much grew up out of a family unit - that is a long, long
story. The police force was my saviour if I’m honest, and now,
apart from a few other ‘interests’ it’s all I know.”

It was a clever thing that
Jaz did. She was a woman who was in the process of taking over
Bonnie’s life. She was in the process of actually ripping this
woman’s world apart in the most heinous of ways, and yet she was
coming across as some kind of victim. Or some kind of melancholy
person who anyone would garner the sympathy of anyone in
earshot.

“You’ve
obviously done well though. I mean, forgive me, but aren’t you
quite young to be in the rank you’re in? I mean you’re heading
right up in the Met and it doesn’t look like you’re gonna be
stopping any time soon?”

Bonnie was making
conversation - she was even making it, naturally and there was no
sign of the turmoil that was beginning to stir in her mind. Those
words replaying in her mind on repeat, “…I really do.” Like what
did Jaz even mean by that?

“It’s true. I
did rise quite quickly. They’ve earmarked me down as a future Met
Commissioner. Can you imagine that? Me the Commissioner of the
country’s biggest police force. In effect the top job in UK
policing!”

Oh one would pay to look
into the mind of Jaz and how it worked. From melancholy and a
victim to reminding this ex super model of her position of
authority and power. However this story panned out, it would be
deliberate. The way Jaz steered and guided the conversations and
the subject matter was precise and pin point in accuracy. She’d put
thought into what she was doing and yet there was this casualness
about the way she did it. There was this unhurried casualness about
the way she was laying the seeds of the future for this woman who
was now slightly off balance. Only slightly at this time
though.

“Tell me about
Ralph, and Teddy? I have to admit, I did look into Ralph the same
time as I looked into you, but it was curiosity more than anything
else. There’s nothing out there about Teddy though. He’s a bit
young to be on the radars at the moment.”

There it was again, a
little lie but as well just the little nudge, the little dig that
she had been looking into this family, just to add to the seeds
already sewn. But there was this relief in Bonnie that the subject
was off her early career life. There was this fact that she was in
a happier place than she ever had been. Ralph had come along at the
right time, and so had Teddy. They had no financial worries, in
fact, they were very well off and both could easily give up work
and not need to work another day in their lives. There was this
word that kept creeping into Bonnie’s mind and that was life for
her was ‘perfect’ and that it couldn’t get any more
perfect.

Jaz picked up on that of
course. The more she spoke to Bonnie, the longer she was in her
presence the more convinced she was that the ‘perfect’ situation
was going to happen for her. That this family just appearing right
next door to her was like a gift from the gods. Or a gift from the
devil himself. She liked it that Bonnie was wrapped up in her
beautiful perfect life. She liked it that she had seemed to put all
the bad shit behind her. And she liked it even more that she seemed
to know nothing of the shit involving her husband and son. But that
was for the future.

“Ralph’s been
in property development for years, literally. It’s the only job
he’s ever had. It’s how we were able to pick this place up for a
steal - you know, contacts and all that?”

Bonnie was smiling again
now, the wine was hitting the spot.

“Yeah I can see
he’s been very successful, and at the right time of life as well,
when he’s able to enjoy it, right? Were you ever afraid he’d stray
on you. You know, attractive man and all that?”

Jaz loved making the small
talk, the chit chat. It was like a pause in her mind. She could
talk chit chat all day without putting too much effort into it. And
she could put the cat amongst the pigeons with ease as
well.

“Oh, you know,
I’m a big girl, I know how it goes down with guys in his position.
Of course there are always attractive women hanging round, but I
never got the sense that he would stray on me - not even without
the fabled feminine instinct you know?”

Bonnie spoke but then she
paused, sipped more wine from the goblet and then carried
on.

“And yeah we’re
waiting for Teddy to get his uni place and then we’re going to go
travelling. That’s something we’ve always wanted to do and there’s
nothing stopping us now. Just gotta spur Teddy on to get his
grades, and get his place and we can go into planning our world
travels.”

Bonnie was smiling wide
and so was Jaz. One had to sense they were each smiling for
different reasons.

“Living the
life hey?”

Jaz did that wide lipstick
smile of her’s liking even more what she was hearing. The thing
about Jaz and what she did to other people was that people were
already fucked up were no good to her. She needed people who were
happy and content with life. She needed something to fuck up and
picking on someone from the lower echelons of life would not work.
Those people were seldom happy and were always hovering on the edge
of some mental health issue or other. THIS was what Jaz wanted - a
family like Bonnie’s, who wanted for nothing and appeared to be so
happy. She already knew things about both Ralph and Teddy that
Bonnie didn’t know. She already had enough ammunition to blow it
all out of the water and things were looking more perfect all the
time.

“I think we’ve
both worked for it so why not? Sometimes the planets just align
right you know and then you know that it’s all going to be
ok.”

And Bonnie was nodding as
she was talking. Like she was agreeing with herself. Jaz was
nodding as well, and they were agreeing but again, for different
reasons.

“That’s true. I
guess once you got over that shit early in your career you could
just look up at the stars,”

And that was like a mini
bomb that Jaz was dropping. She’d changed her tone again and this
time she was sitting more forward on the chair, her legs still
crossed. But she had this aloofness about her, like a barrier that
she had put up. It was subtle, very subtle and this exposed what an
expert in manipulation she was. But for Bonnie it was like
something that was grating in her nerves.

“I’m not sure I
know what you mean?”

She did know. And very
slowly there were pieces being slotted into place in her mind. But
those pieces weren’t anything like the final pieces. At this moment
she was just accepting that Jaz was a high ranking police officer
that must have had information about her - and then she thought
that it was obvious that Jaz would be able to find that shit out.
She kind of accepted that. In a way she wished she could remember
all of ‘that night’ all that time ago better, but she couldn’t and
it was that inability to fill in details that had got her through
the years. But now this was unsettling her and her defence was to
progress the conversation further herself. Jaz didn’t respond to
her. The detective knew when to stay silent and when to let the
‘subject’ take it further.

“You’re talking
about that night aren’t you? From early in my career. I remember
the night but the details are a blur.”

It was as though coming
clean to Jaz would clear the air and that would be that. She could
admit there was something but nothing she could remember about the
tiny details.

“I am. What DO
you remember?”

Jaz was shorter this time,
and more blunt. There was still that croakiness to her voice, and
yet almost a softness to her tone, but it was definitely shorter
and more blunt.

“We’d done a
shit loads of lines.”

“You mean of
cocaine?”

“Yes, but there
was other stuff as well, and the booze. It was a crazy
night.”

Bonnie spoke almost as
though the drugs and drink were the excuse she needed - or that
they were the justification.

“Is that what
you told the young girl you coerced for your sick
friends?”

Again Jaz was blunt but
this time her voice was slightly louder and she was looking
directly at Bonnie. Bonnie herself could feel the bottom of her
mind rippling a little bit. She hadn’t been expecting to hear this
on this night.

“Look, I told
you. I can’t remember the details. I just know it was a crazy crazy
night.”

“You know she
was fifteen right? Just fifteen years old and handed round the
group like ketchup.”

Unlike Bonnie, Jaz did
know all of the details.

“I didn’t touch
her. She came with us. She WANTED to come with us.”

“That’s
questionable - if you touched her or not. But she was spotted at
the club and you brought her, coerced her, plied her with drink and
drugs and then laughed and joked as she was handed round the way
she was. And like I said it’s questionable if you took part in the
abuse or not. Some who were present said that you played a huge
part in what went on. And that you couldn’t get enough.”

This time Jaz sat back and
recrossed her legs in the opposite direction. This was too much
information for Bonnie to process. It was hitting her like a
freight train and then driving further into her psyche.

“Yes you were
on drugs. Yes you were drunk. But you had the where-with-all to do
what was asked of you. To present this young girl, this ‘child’ on
a silver platter for the group, who then went on to use and abuse
her over a period of three days over a weekend. Do you have any
idea of what your so called friends did to this girl? I think you
know but I think you’ve tried all this time to block it all out.
Haven’t you? Especially YOUR part in it?”

Jaz stopped talking again
to let the words she spoke sink into the psyche of the stunned
Bonnie. There was this period of silence where Bonnie seemed to
rock back and forth on the chair she was sitting on.

“Is this what
you’ve come here for tonight, to fucking remind me of that night?
To fill in the gaps and make me feel like shit? I don’t want to
remember. Maybe I DO want to block it out. Maybe it’s just fucking
better to leave it in the past where it belongs, so fuck
you!”

“In a manner of
speaking yes I have come to remind you.”

Again Jaz reverted to a
short and blunt answer.

“So now you’ve
reminded me, what now? Have you just come to fuck my night up, or
what? What exactly have you come for?”

Bonnie was upset now. She
wasn’t sobbing or even sniffing back tears but there was this
breaking in her voice that was unmistakeable. Jaz didn’t respond to
her straight away. She let the silence fill that room and she
sipped red wine. Bonnie gulped red wine in contrast. All the time
Jaz was making notes, mental notes.

 



CHAPTER THREE

 


00.00 hrs

 


“I can
understand you don’t want all of this raked up again. It was years
ago. It’s buried in the past and that’s where you want it to
stay.”

Jaz’s voice was softer
now.

“Where’s Ralph
and Teddy they should be back now?”

Bonnie was frustrated and
she was upset.

“They won’t be
back tonight. We have to talk and it needs to be just you and me.
They’re on a boys night out, rooms included. They’ll be back in the
morning.”

If Bonnie was puzzled
before then she was even more so now.

“I don’t
understand? You’ve spoken to them? They knew you were coming to see
me tonight? I didn’t realise you guys even spoke? What do you mean
we have to talk? What about?”

It didn’t get any easier
for Bonnie to get her head round what Jaz was saying and that came
across in the amount of questions she was firing off.

“Yes, they knew
I was coming here, but not what for. I gave them tickets for a show
in town that included overnight stays in a five star
hotel.”

“Even I don’t
know what the fuck you’ve come for. For fucks sakes what is going
on here?”

Bonnie was getting more on
edge the longer this went on.

“Like I said,
I’m sure you don’t want all that shit from years ago being raked up
again. You got away with your part. It was like there was this vow
of silence taken with you all. It had to be all brushed under the
carpet. Your lawyers saw to all of that. But the facts have become
crystal clear ever since and there is always the possibility that
this case can be re-opened as a ‘cold case’. The girl is now a
married woman with mental health issues, but is lucid and clear in
what happened to her that night, and what part you played. But I
KNOW you don’t want it all being opened up again.”

Jaz stopped talking - she
wanted Bonnie to understand every word she said and she wanted her
words to tumble round inside Bonnie’s mind.

“I don’t get
it? Is it money you want? Is this blackmail we are talking about?
You want money so that I don’t have to go through that shit again?
Is that it? And if I don’t pay, you’ll bring it all up again?
You’re a dirty cop right? Is that it?”

This time Bonnie did let
out a little sob and as she did, her silk wrap slipped to reveal
the full length of one leg. Jaz watched that silk slip and then her
eyes came back up to meet Bonnie’s. It didn’t harm for Bonnie to
think that she was being blackmailed, at least for now. Or that
blackmail was at least part of the bigger picture.

“I wouldn’t say
blackmail, exactly.”

“What then?
Here you are the big high flying detective inspector, coming to MY
house, hitting me with THIS shit. What else could it
be?”

Tears were squeezing out
of her eyes now and streaking her mascara.

“It’s true that
the incident WILL come back into focus if you don’t do as I tell
you. In that respect I am blackmailing you, yes. But there is more,
much more to it than that.”

Bonnie stopped sniffing
long enough to form another question in her mind.

“What do you
mean, if I don’t do as you tell me? If this isn’t about money, what
is it about?”

It was certainly like
Bonnie couldn’t see another angle in blackmail other than the
financial angle.

“You need to
settle down, calm down and listen to what I am going to tell
you.”

Jaz stopped again, looking
for some kind of understanding from Bonnie. The ex-model nodded as
she wiped her nose.

“Those plans of
yours - to travel and spend the rest of your life in a happy place,
aren’t going to happen now. I don’t want you to be in a happy
place. In fact I don’t want ‘happy’ to be in your
vocabulary.”

She stopped again, to
allow Bonnie to at least partly get her head round what she was
saying.

“I’m going to
fuck your life up Bonnie. Your life, Ralph’s life and Teddy’s life.
I’m going to fuck you all up in ways that I cannot even begin to
describe at this point.”

And there was that pause
again. Bonnie sat upright as though she herself was aloof and
alert.

“Who the fuck
do you think you are coming into my house and saying this shit? Who
the fuck are you to tell me that my life isn’t going to be as
expected? You’re a mental bitch and I want you to leave,
NOW.”

It really was as though
Bonnie had reached the end of her tether. She’d been hit with her
past and now she was being told her future was fucked. But she
didn’t even know what that meant. And she didn’t know how to handle
it. Jaz left it a few seconds before she responded.

“Sure, I can
get up and leave here right now. And tomorrow at some point you’ll
get a call from your lawyers informing you that I am re-opening
that case from that night all that time ago, because new evidence
has come to light. You know how it goes right - allegiances change,
minds change and guilt trips are taken. And the victim in this
case, although scarred for life, has a lot to say about that
night.”

Jaz stopped talking
allowing Bonnie to absorb what she had said. Bonnie most definitely
did not want this to be raked up again. What Jaz had said - she’d
always had the feeling that she took a bigger part in that girl’s
abuse than she cared to admit. The detective inspector had hit the
nail right on the head and that unnerved Bonnie. It scared her to
her core.

“Look ok, ok.
You’re right I don’t want that to be dragged up. I don’t want any
of that dragged up. But what I don’t know is what you want from me,
from US?”

Bonnie wasn’t crying now
but she was wide eyed and disturbed. It was easy to see that
disturbance in her.

“Good girl.
Your being very sensible. You’re not going to understand fully, not
tonight, and not for some time. But your life is going to change,
for the worse. Your life and that of your family is going to take a
downward trajectory. Again you won’t understand how or why tonight.
But you will understand eventually. All you have to do for now is
as you’re told. You’ll see you husband and your son, destroyed, but
you can’t do anything about it. You have to turn a blind eye and
let it all happen. And at the same time you will have to allow
yourself to be destroyed by me.”

Again Jaz stopped talking.
She knew that she was throwing curve balls into this woman’s head
that Bonnie would be able to make no sense of.

“I don’t
understand? But why?”

“Like I said
you won’t understand, not tonight and not for some time. All you
need to understand for now is that your life, as you knew it, is
over.”

Jaz looked directly at
Bonnie who was slightly more than just disturbed now.

“But this is
police business right? I have to play ball or be in trouble,
right?”

Bonnie just sounded
frustrated that she wasn’t getting it. Jaz let her have her little
outburst and then moved her head to the negative,

“No, it only
becomes police business if you fail to fall into line. Otherwise
this is between you and me. I’m not a dirty cop at all, not in any
respect. I am using my position yes, but this is personal to me.
That what you need to know that what I am going to do with you all,
is MY thing. It’s not a police thing at all. It’s MY thing. If you
like, it’s personal even though we don’t even know each other,
yet.”

There was that change
again, in Jaz’s voice, like she was talking from another part of
her mind. It wasn’t ‘like’ she was talking from another part at
all, she WAS talking from a deeper part of her mind that controlled
the other woman that she was. This didn’t help Bonnie though. This
woman had heard every single word that Jaz had said to her - she’d
even understood every word, but without understanding. The bottom
line was that there was no way that Bonnie could understand what
was going through the mind of this woman who had crept into her
life.

“But why?
Fucking WHY? Why US?”

The frustration, even the
anger was clear in Bonnie’s voice but it was a simple fact that she
wouldn’t be able to understand anything yet. And when she did get
even a clue about what was going on, it would be too
late.

“Like I said,
it’s not personal, not in that sense of the word. You, and your
family are just perfect for what I want to do. That’s
it.”

Jaz sat back and she
recrossed her legs. This time the rasp of nylon on nylon seemed
more acute, and louder in the still air. Bonnie gulped down another
mouthful of red wine. It was clear she was trying either to numb
out what was happening to her, or she was trying too hard to work
it all out.

Jaz had changed from the
woman who had ‘called in’ earlier and Bonnie would be getting that
change. She would be getting a whole lot more as well. She would be
getting the feeling that the walls were closing in on her and Jaz
knew that.

“So what now? I
mean, what the fuck now?”

Jaz watched the throat of
Bonnie as she swallowed the wine and she was imagining her
swallowing other things.

“Firstly you.
Say NOTHING to either Ralph, or Teddy. You carry on as normal, and
you hide what you know. You keep it to yourself.”

Jaz was watching Bonnie
all the time.

“He’ll know
something is wrong, Ralph. They both will. You can’t come in with
this shit and expect me to be ‘normal’ for fucks sakes.”

“That’s exactly
what I want from you at this stage. And you can tell them both
you’ve got a little ‘job’. You can dress it up by saying that
you’re at a loose end. The modelling work is no more but you need
to do something to keep your mind occupied.”

Again Jaz just watched
Bonnie become even more uncomfortable in her seat. For Bonnie, the
whole situation was just becoming more and more impossible for
her.

“But, but what
job though? What job can I do, what job can I concentrate on when I
have all this going on?”

There was genuine hurt and
confusion in her voice. It was like her voice was as teary as her
eyes.

“I need a
cleaner, a skivvy in my house next door. And that is what you will
be, my skivvy. My housekeeper and my skivvy. I would normally
employ the services of a Filipino maid, or slave. But I need to
keep you close to me, to supervise you, make sure you don’t fall
out of line in any respect.”

The ‘job’ didn’t need any
more elaborate description. It was what it was. Bonnie just looked
at Jaz and if she had a hurt look in her eyes before, then that
hurt was more so now.

“You have to be
kidding? I’ve got a cleaner who comes to me three times a week, and
yes she is from Asia. Can’t she come do yours as well?”

It was as though she’d
found a solution that maybe Jaz hadn’t thought of.

“No. You need
to let her go. She can’t come to you anymore. You will have to
ensure both properties are kept spotless at the same time as
pleasing me.”

Bonnie absorbed the words
but her head was moving from side to side as though she wasn’t
believing what she was hearing. There was this fact that she was
being taken into this dark place and she could do nothing about it.
That was what it was the most, that she could do nothing about it -
she couldn’t halt it, and she couldn’t jump off this ‘ride’ she
felt she was on. She just had to go with it and that was causing
her all manner of psychological distress.

But she was getting it. At
least she was getting it a little bit. This woman Jaz was obviously
out to control everything, and everyone and it made sense that
there was no trust between them yet. This was early days and she
was getting it. Having her as her skivvy and cleaner would be a
perfect cover. But even this was something that Bonnie was making
‘glossy’. She was looking for answers and she was trying to find
those answers and she was coming up with a version of what this was
all about. But it would never be the full un-edited version. And on
top of that, there was this despair that was setting in.

Jaz had come this night to
create that despair. That was something that Bonnie would never
understand - the inner workings of the sadist’s mind. Jaz had come
to confront Bonnie in the most forceful way and yet in the most
gentle way as well. In a way Jaz’s words, spoken and the
implication of those words were as harsh and as cruel as they could
be and yet at the same time they were gentle, almost as though she
set out to caress the mind of this poor woman. And for Bonnie, up
to a few hours ago she had everything. Nothing could have been more
perfect in her life. She wanted for nothing and she didn’t look for
more. She was content in life and what the future held. And now?
And this was what she was struggling with as she sat with
Jaz.

 


02.00 hrs

 


The red wine had numbed
Bonnie to an extent but she was getting it that life wasn’t going
to be as she expected. Certain words and phrases played and
replayed in her mind that disturbed her and filled her with anxiety
even though she had the alcohol for comfort. For example how her
and her family’s life were going ‘to take a downward trajectory’.
That sounded almost terminal and being slightly ‘drunk’ only
emphasised those words and what they meant in her mind.

The thought of having that
night, back in the day, brought up all over again and of the
possibility of her being charged, criminally for her part in it was
just too much for her to bare. At this point Bonnie was thinking
more about having her life turned upside down, than what it was
this Jaz actually wanted to achieve. If she had been able to think
straight, if she had been able to collect any kind of lucid
thoughts, then she would be far more worried about what the bigger
picture meant than what she was losing out on. But that was the
world that she had come from, the materialistic world. Her
modelling life and years had all been about life’s excesses. They
had been all about the bank balance and not getting out of bed for
less than twenty grand a day. In a way that life had helped form
the woman she was today. But now she was having to think
differently. She was having to come to terms with something that
she though was dead and buried, and she was having to come to terms
with detective inspector Jazmine Solomon. The fact was that it was
all coming on top for her and this was what she was having to come
to terms with. And she was, slowly.

“When do I have
to start ‘work’?”

She sounded dejected.
She’d never looked on modelling as a job, or as work. But being
someone’s skivvy, she knew that was a real job. Jaz knew that this
was going to be a long night. She’d known what she had to do and
what she’d had to achieve. And she’d known how long it would take.
That was why the men had to be out for the duration. She had to be
able to do what she did, uninterrupted. She had to focus and she
had to get Bonnie to focus. She’d had to get Bonnie to know and
accept that she was in a whole load of ‘poo’!

“Report to me,
at my house at midday. You can get some rest before that. I know
it’s been a big night for you. I know it’s been a lot for you to
take in, and accept. On a normal day you will start work at 6am and
finish and 10pm.”

The hours were beyond
harsh and quite illegal in UK employment law which was ironic given
what Jaz did for a living. Bonnie looked visibly shaken at what she
was being told.

“That’s a
sixteen hour day? How many days will I have to work?”

Bonnie was swallowing gulp
of shock from what she’d just been told.

“You will work
sixteen hours a day, seven days a week. There are no days
off.”

Jaz spoke as though what
she was saying was quite alright, quite normal and quite
acceptable. The thing about Jaz was that she was speaking from her
point of view. She knew exactly what the future held for Bonnie and
so these little things, like hours of work, days of work were just
small details to her. There was no consideration for how much of a
shock to the system that this would be to Bonnie. There would be
knowledge of the shock - that is Jaz would know what she was doing
to Bonnie, but there would also be the expectation that she would
just absorb it, and suck it up.

“No days off?
So that I can have some family time?”

There was this hurt,
dejected tone to Bonnie’s voice.

“No Bonnie
there is no family time any more. You will understand that as we
move forward. You’ve lost everything, and I mean everything. The
family unit will remain, sort of, but family life as you’ve known
it will not exist anymore. And I know you’ll be thinking about what
Ralph and Teddy will make of all this. You don’t need to worry
about them I promise you, they will have enough on their minds
regarding their own life. They have to accept the same as you do.
It’s just that you’re all having to do it separate for
now.”

Every time Jaz spoke she
sent some new shiver down the core of Bonnie’s spine. Everything
sounded ‘final’ and terminal. Everything reeked of a dramatic and a
catastrophic change in this family’s life.

“I
see.”

Bonnie didn’t see at all,
but her head was nodding.

“You don’t see,
yet, but you will. And I am going to leave you now with the
thoughts of our night together. You’ve got a lot to deal with in
your mind, I know that. But report to me at midday. Have a full
face of makeup on, with red lips, and I will have a uniform for you
to wear during your working day.”

Jaz got up and she brushed
herself down whilst looking down at the still seated
Bonnie.

“I’ll see
myself out.”

Jaz was smiling as her
heels clicked expensive marble floor. But it wasn’t a kind smile.
There was a sadism in that smile that was impossible to hide from
someone who might be in the know. But that smile invisible to
someone like Bonnie who had a lot to learn.

 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


05.00 hrs

 


Bonnie sat bolt upright in
her bed. She was alone for the first time in her married life. She
hadn’t been able to sleep not really. She’d sunk into an alcoholic
slumber that meant the effects of the wine would lessen. By the
time she was sitting upright she was completely sober. The fact
that her life was fucked was like an old concept now that she was
actually getting. She didn’t want to get it, she didn’t want her
life to be fucked, but she got that something was happening that
she had no control over.

It wasn’t that, that she’d
sat bolt upright for though. In the cold light of day the other
stuff was coming back to her. The almost barbaric ‘job’ that she
had been given. The tortuous hours seven days a week were harsh but
she was getting used to the idea, even preparing herself mentally
and physically for that toil. It’s strange the way the human body
and mind can adapt to situations and predicaments. But true also
that the adapting and the dealing with it, only went so far before
something broke for good.

But the other stuff, that
last stuff that Jaz threw in. The ‘uniform’ that she would have to
wear when she was working for her and the full face of makeup with
red lips. That was the stuff that had woken her from her slumber.
It had been like a freight train had rammed into her nightmare and
woken her up. Except it wasn’t a nightmare.

Bonnie felt the ‘uniform’
and the ‘red lips’ were things that sexualised her. Why would
another woman sexualise her like this? This was stuff that was
throwing Bonnie’s mind into a turmoil that she couldn’t get on top
of. She got out of bed and paced. Her mind was so into overdrive
that it was some time before she realised she was pacing naked
around the bedroom, her breasts moving, and bobbing slightly with
every step she took. And now that she was sober, she had this
anxiety that was eating into her. She was accepting that she was in
some amount of shit that she didn’t control. But then she
questioned herself about that. Should she bring a halt to it
herself? She could, she could contact the police. Not contact Jaz
but someone else, she could explain her situation and what was
happening. She could bring this whole episode to a halt and if it
meant that her case from all that time ago was brought up again and
she would have to answer to allegations herself then so be it. At
least this nightmare would be over.

Except it wasn’t a
nightmare and it wouldn’t be over. She thought more about Jaz and
what she was doing to her family. She accepted that this woman
wasn’t just acting on spec. This was a serious woman with a serious
agenda and there would be no way that Jaz had left anything to
chance and that to do what she had done, come to her house and
proceed to expose herself the way she had, that she would have all
angles covered. And it was when she thought about it like that,
that she knew that she couldn’t do anything about it. She couldn’t
risk in any respect being dragged back to that night all that time
ago. She couldn’t risk Ralph and Teddy in any respect at all. Maybe
the one thing she wasn’t getting fully was that it wasn’t just her
that was fucked, it was the whole family, Ralph and Teddy as well,
and more so. Jaz had completed her phase one with ease. She’d
needed to neutralise Bonnie and she had done that effortlessly so
that she could move on to the men.

 


11.00 hrs

 


Bonnie got nothing,
literally nothing out of Ralph and Teddy when she’d told them she
had a ‘job’. It had disturbed her when Ralph asked,

“You working
for the Lady next door?”

“Yes. Yes
that’s right.”

“Ah good. It’ll
be good for you to have something to do.”

And that was it. But Ralph
had been ‘distant’, as though his mind was somewhere else. But in a
way Bonnie had been grateful for that because even she knew that at
one time Ralph would have blown his top at the thought that his
perfect wife in their perfect house would go work as a skivvy for
someone else. There was none of that though. It was like Jaz had
already spoken to Ralph like she had spoken to her, and it was like
Ralph was in that same place of acceptance that she was in. She
didn’t know that, but it seemed like it. Things were coming more
complex and harder to get her head around. It was like this
continuous evolving puzzle that has no final piece to
it.

Bonnie was at a loss as to
what to wear in order to report to Jaz next door. Her full face of
makeup was on, including the slash of deep red lipstick. She’d
thought about that, and of being sexualised and now she was seeing
herself in the cold light of day she could feel it. There was no
other reason for another woman, that is ‘her boss’, to tell her
about makeup and lips, other than to be suggestive. She pressed her
lips together and rolled them in. Bonnie was an expert at makeup -
she’d had enough practice at it during her modelling years. But she
needn’t have worried about what else to wear, Jaz had that covered.
She’d turn up in jeans, expecting that to be suitable since she
would be doing menial tasks and chores. This was how Bonnie
unfolded all of this in her mind. But it showed she didn’t have a
clue not really.

 


12.30 hrs

 


Bonnie was a ‘maid’. There
was no other way to describe her and there would be no other
conclusion drawn if anyone saw her. She had been sexualised but she
had been fetishized as well. A silk and lace maid’s dress and apron
was fitted to her. It looked like it had been made to measure for
her. It wasn’t a micro mini length dress and apron because that
would have been too vulgar. Bonnie would learn that her role
eventually would involve receiving visitors to the house - people
from the normal world, and from everyday life for every sort of
reason and so her dress would have to be subtle, decent and yet
only micro-suggestive at the same time. It was the beginning of Jaz
taking her apart at the seams but Bonnie wouldn’t be getting that
bit yet. That was something that she might not even get at all.
Even when she was teetering on the brink of some kind of madness,
she might not get that bit.

The dress was long and
almost flowing over her hips and then her thighs, and down to below
the knees. And then the hint of the long legs sheathed in sheer
seemed nylons. It would not be immediately obvious that under the
dress, there would be no panties, or knickers. Rather just
self-supporting stocking that clung to the very tops of Bonnie’s
thighs.

“I know this
must all be a shock to you. But this is how ‘I’ want it. This is
how it has to be for ME. From now on, it’s all about me Bonnie, do
you understand that?”

Jaz had been referring to
the lack of panties. Bonnie blinked and she nodded that she
understood. And she might well have but she had so much more going
through her mind that getting the bigger picture was something that
would evade her until it was too late. If the truth was known,
Bonnie should have put a stop to this already. She should have
called the police and reported Jaz. She should have put her family
first - she shouldn’t have put her being in the dock over what
happened all that time ago as a reason not to call a halt to this.
She would realise all of this at some point and she would dearly
regret not acting when she at least could.

“Like I said,
your life is taking a downward turn. And in this downward turn you
don’t deserve to wear panties. If you ask yourself ‘why?’ Think of
that girl all that time ago and what she deserved. That will help
you deal with it better. You understand? Oh and make sure you are
smooth, hairless down there at all times.”

Bonnie nodded but she
didn’t understand and she could have done without the reminder of
what happened back in the day. She had been thrown another curve
ball. Since that visit from Jaz the night before, and that went
into the early hours of the morning, Bonnie’s world had been turned
upside down and inside out. But she didn’t know half of it. And yet
now, this sexualisation of herself - the red lips, the no panties
rule, the smooth hairless sexuality, the seamed nylons and her feet
arched into severe heels - this all changed everything again. Just
when she was beginning to adapt, she was being guided in another
direction and she didn’t know how to handle it. But she would
handle it. And if she thought now that her world and her life had
been turned upside down, then she didn’t have a clue, truly how
cruel the world and other women could be.

“Come I’ll show
you around the house, and then I have to go. I have meetings all
afternoon, and a dinner do tonight. But I expect you to be here
when I get back. It won’t hurt you to be here until midnight for
this first day. I want you to show me that I can trust you and that
you are absolutely committed to me.”

Jaz was speaking like what
she was saying, what she was implying, was all quite normal and
acceptable, whereas in fact it wasn’t. What she was doing was
controlling Bonnie. She was hijacking this mature woman and she was
controlling her - but this was only the start. The funny thing was
that Bonnie, now that she was in this ‘place’ physically in this
other house with Jaz, and in this place in her mind, she was
getting it and she had this kind of ‘longing’ not to disappoint
Jaz. She wouldn’t even understand that yet - that longing to please
her captor as it were. Like a version of Stockholm Syndrome but not
that she had fallen for her captor but that she was developing this
need to not displease Jaz, and this need not to disappoint
her.

“I understand,
I think. I just wish I knew where this was all going Jaz. I’m
sorry. This time yesterday I barely knew you, and now this. I’ve
got so much going round in my mind that I can’t think
straight.”

Now Jaz was leading the
way through the ground floor of the extensive house. Both this
house and Bonnie’s were in a row of well-to-do houses in a tree
lined cut-de-sac. Bonnie and Ralph’s house had been bought
outright. Jaz’s house was supplied by the Met. At this time Jaz
part owned it, but how it worked was that as Jaz made her way
through her working life, the house would be bought and paid for
the closer she got to retirement. In effect it was her’s, she just
hadn’t paid for it yet.

“I told you
sweetheart, I’m going to fuck you up. I’m going to fuck you up, I’m
going to fuck your husband up, and I’m going to fuck your one and
only up as well. There is no happy ending for you, or any of you.
All you have to do is cooperate with everything required. You don’t
really need to know what is going to happen ‘in the end’. There is
no end. There’s no end, and there is no conclusion. All you need to
‘get’ is that your life is going down the shit pan. That’s it.
That’s all you need to know. I don’t have to explain how or why. I
don’t have to inform you in advance of anything. If I were you, in
this predicament, I wouldn’t want to know the minute details in
advance. I’d just try my best to deal with every revelation as it
happens. And all you need to know you can’t do, is interfere, or
try to stop it. If you do, you know where that ends.”

And again there was this
simple tone that Jaz used. Not a threatening tone. Jaz didn’t need
to re-threaten - she’d done that already just to get her point
across. And now this for her was real life. This was her doing what
she did. In a way it was like although Jaz had this control,
although she was more than capable of what she was doing, that she
didn’t quite understand the devastation she was creating in the
minds of her victim. Maybe it was her casualness, and her matter of
fact tone that was the one and only helping hand that she would
give Bonnie. Jaz didn’t do dramatic effects at this stage - she
didn’t need to. She’d explained the situation to Bonnie, and now
she was leading the way in that casual manner even if it was a fact
that she was leading Bonnie into a form of hell that this poor
woman wouldn’t be able to imagine not in her worse
nightmare.

The house was traditional.
In lots of ways Jaz was traditional in her tastes and this
reflected in the house. The dining room, rather formal, the lounge
with nothing more than a moderate television and yet furnished
beautifully. And then the ultra-modern barely used
kitchen.

“I don’t have a
set routine of chores for you. I expect flawless cleanliness
carried out not with mod cons, but with basic hard work. If I find
things I don’t like then there will be punishment. You need to
understand that ‘punishment’ could be part of your daily life
now.”

They had paused in the
huge modern kitchen and this was another freight train hitting
Bonnie in that part of her mind that could not cope with any more
at this point.

“Punishment?”

‘Yes that’s
right.”

What Bonnie had really
wanted was for Jaz to elaborate on that, but she didn’t. It was as
though this woman knew what to expect. She’d already said that she
wouldn’t be explaining or describing the journey that Bonnie and
her family would be taking.

“Trust me, you
don’t want to be punished.”

And her eyes went to a
door, to the side of the kitchen that was locked shut.

“If I have to
punish you, it will be down there, in the cellar.”

And that was it, she left
it at that. No saying what that punishment would be, or how it
would be administered. Jaz only gave enough for there to be a need
for more in Bonnie. That was the sadist in her. That was her
playing her own type of games. Bonnie looked at the door leading to
the cellar and then she looked back at Jaz. She’d felt awkward and
uncomfortable, the way she was dressed and made up. She felt all
‘enhanced’ and that was it. With everything else happening in her
mind, she shouldn’t have been feeling the enhancement of her
femininity, but she was and she didn’t get that.

“I’ll give you
a few days to make this place absolutely spotless. I won’t hinder
you or harass you but in one week’s time, I will inspect the place.
I will carry out a total inspection which you will be present at of
course. At the end of that inspection, if you need to be punished
then I will do that.”

There was that word again,
‘punished’. Bonnie didn’t want to hear that word for some reason.
It was one of those words, like those phrases that Jaz had used,
that grated on the back of her mind. Bonnie didn’t say anything in
response and Jaz liked that. There was just this vacantness in her
eyes like, ok it had all become too much for her to try to work
out. Which was the desired result of course.

‘The floors you
scrub by hand. The bathroom floor, again scrub by hand. The toilet,
my own en-suite and all the others, you get on your knees and rim
with your tongue before wiping clean.”

And Jaz paused. That was
an obscenity she dropped in a little too casually. It was as though
she had this method of debilitating Bonnie’s mind - a method of
grinding her to a halt. But at the same time a method that made
this woman take in more and more. And Bonnie acted as though she
hadn’t heard correctly.

“Say again,
sorry Jaz?”

“Which bit? You
scrubbing floor by hand, or cleaning the toilets with your tongue?
Either or, that is the way it’s to be, to please me.”

Again Jaz had this
casualness that was chilling. This was a woman who was well spoken
and educated and held a high rank in the police service but at this
time she sounded quite mad.

‘Please,
please, I cannot do that? Please Jaz, have some compassion,
please?”

And there was that
breaking in Bonnie’s voice now, as though she were about to cry her
eyes out. And it was like this was what Jaz wanted and needed to
hear.

“There is no
compassion Bonnie. There is no kindness and there is no compassion.
What there is, is a gradual slide into a life that won’t be a good
one. What there is, is this gradual change that will change you as
a person. You won’t recognise yourself in the end, I promise you.
But don’t expect compassion from me, because this will not happen.
When I say you have to clean the toilets by licking them first,
that is what I mean - that is the method that you will adhere to,
or there will be punishment.”

And Bonnie was left almost
floored by the little bits that she had been given. She had been
decimated by those little snippets that Jaz had let slip,
deliberately. She tried to take stock of what was happening to her,
but she couldn’t. The fact was that Bonnie was a decent human
being, whatever happened that night all the time ago. She was a
decent human being who was kind to people, and she was used to
being treated decently. In a lot of ways she was a god faring
woman. She believed that there was a god, and she believed that
human being were basically decent. So for her to get used to how
Jaz spoke to her, about what was expected of her and the methods
she had to use to do her job was something that she couldn’t wrap
her mind around. It was like this gradual slide into obscenity and
indecency had already started.

They finished the tour of
the house and Jaz spoke again.

“I think that’s
enough to get you started. Familiarise yourself with the house and
work out what I expect. And then start work. I will be back at some
point this evening and I expect you to be here, do you
understand.

“Yes. Yes Jaz,
yes I understand.”

The truth of it was that
Bonnie wanted to be on her own now even if it was in this fucking
house. She’d had enough for her brain to contend with to last her a
lifetime. She needed some ‘her time’ so that she could at least try
to process what was happening in her life.

‘That will be
‘Yes Miss Jaz, yes I understand. Oh and, no contact with the family
during work hours, at all, at any time.”

And Jaz waited for Bonnie
to repeat the Miss Jaz line, and then she left. Bonnie let out a
deep sigh as she began to process the shit that her mind had been
fed with.

 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


20.00 hrs

 


Bonnie had begun at the
centre part of the house. She worked it out to get the main living
rooms spotless immediately so that first impressions were good, was
the way to go. And then she could work through bedrooms and more
distant rooms after. She’d found her cleaning ‘kit’ - rubber gloves
and brushes, dusters, products. But nothing to make it easy for
her. In fact this was a job that was made deliberately hard and
degrading for her. At first she had just stood in the middle of the
lounge and cried. There was still this disbelief that this could be
happening to her. There was this questioning, what the fuck WAS
happening to her? She knew and yet it didn’t stop her asking
herself. It didn’t stop the disbelief and the devastation from
washing over her and almost drowning her in this despair that was
building up inside her.

The worse thing was having
no contact with Ralph or Teddy. She wondered what they were
thinking about her working for this woman. She wondered if they
knew as much as she did? In a way she hoped not. She didn’t want
Ralph or Teddy being burdened by what was developing for her. In a
way she was thinking that this would end, that it couldn’t be as
bad as this woman Miss Jaz was making it out to be. She must have
been believing in her faith. She must have been trying to make it
logical that worlds and lives like Jaz described did not, and could
not exist in the modern world. Bonnie was at that point that she
was being torn between believing this would be all over and knowing
that it wouldn’t be.

In a way, in her way, she
was protecting her family. Hoping they didn’t know and not able to
contact them to tell them was a good thing. It meant that she had
more time to work out how this would all end happily ever after.
But she knew deep, deep down that this wouldn’t be the case. But
this wouldn’t stop her trying to string it out. So she had spent
the first half of the day from after Jaz left, dusting up high with
her little feather duster. This in itself was a come down for her.
She’d never held a menial job, she’d never had to. And yet here she
was dressed as a maid and dusting. The second half of the day she’d
spent scrubbing floors and that had brought things even more home
to her. On more than one occasion she would stop, after a hard
scrubbing session and just kneel in the middle of a vast wooden
floor and cry. Sometimes she cried her heart out.

Tomorrow she would spend
time polishing. And she knew that the time would come when she
would have to clean toilets and she knew what that meant. To her
credit, she was thinking ahead. She was even thinking, how the fuck
would Miss Jaz know if she had licked the toilet at all? It was a
fair enough question but she worked out that to test it, and rock
the boat wouldn’t be a good thing. Jaz was a woman of complete
mystery and she was also a complete bitch. It would be better not
to get on her bad side. That word kept coming up, ‘punishment’ and
she didn’t like that word. The thought did briefly flow through her
mind that somehow Jaz would be watching her and that she would have
the ability to watch every single move she made in that house.
There had to be another reason why she wanted to keep Bonnie in
that house for so many hours over seven days, week in, week out.
And that was a true thing.

There was a downstair
bathroom, like a guest bathroom that would save guests to parties
or casual visitors from using the upstairs of the house at all.
Yes, Bonnie was thinking ahead. Upstairs were five bedrooms and
five bathrooms which she would begin cleaning tomorrow. That was
five bathrooms in which she would have to lick the toilets clean
plus this one downstairs. She was dreading that and yet at the same
time she was wondering what it would be like to do that. What would
it be like to lick and rim a toilet and it’s seat clean before
wiping it down? Before this day, before this night she wouldn’t
have any such thoughts or questions in her mind. In fact such
thoughts, or suggestions would have revolted her.

And then she was working
out that it might be good for her to try it out, on this downstairs
one. She didn’t want to do it but she knew that she would have to,
at some point. If she tried just licking one toilet clean before
the end of this traumatic day then maybe, just maybe she could get
through tomorrow. And she did that, she got to her stockinged knees
and she crawled into the guest bathroom. Even that act of crawling
was something that was making her feel degraded, and reduced as a
woman. It was odd, the way her mind was being forced to work
now.

The thing about that guest
bathroom was that it was all mirrored - the walls, floor to ceiling
were made up of huge, mirrored tiles and she could see herself in
stark and real terms. She caught herself at the corner of her eye
as she crawled in and she looked at herself, all heavy mascara and
red lipstick. And she caught the way she was dressed. She’d seen
herself in the mirror when she first got changed, watched by Jaz,
and that had been an experience. But this was something else. This
was her on her hands and knees, crawling, literally into a bathroom
to lick a toilet clean. That didn’t bode well in her mind. Funny
though, it wasn’t the nasty indecency of what she had to do, it was
the reduction of her as a woman that she could feel and it was
that, that was eating into her.

Before sliding out her
tongue, she knelt looking down into the toilet bowl. It wasn’t
nastily soiled or dirty. But there were signs of urine in the water
and that that toilet had not been flushed. This was the first sense
of real degradation that she could feel. She’d lived a privileged
life. She’d had people serve her in five and six star hotels around
the world so this was something that was more than eating into her
psyche. This was a come down of monumental proportions and it was
affecting her. By the time she was right down and slithering her
wet fleshy tongue out to meet the porcelain of the toilet rim she
was crying again.

It was like she couldn’t
do it. It was like she was thinking that if she did it then she
wasn’t the woman she had been any more. It was as though she was
being reduced in her own company and all alone. She had to move,
she had to adapt and reposition herself to clean that toilet bowl
completely with her tongue. And she had almost boughed up but
didn’t. She’d begun slowly, making sure that she got her tongue
right out, making sure that she used its entirety to clean the
toilet. She liked to think that Miss Jaz would be satisfied with
what she was doing and how she was doing it. But as with everything
now, her life was filled with uncertainty.

As it happens, Miss Jaz
was happy. She smiled as she looked at her smartphone screen. She’d
been able to dial into the covert cameras remotely from outside the
building. Bonnie had been right to wonder how this woman would know
that she was doing as she was told at all times. She didn’t know
about the cameras but it was like something that she just knew,
that this woman was aware and watching every move she made in some
way.

 


23.30 hrs

 


When Jaz came back she was
smartly, if ultra professionally dressed in her uniform. She didn’t
get to wear uniform very often except for official occasions. But
she cut a striking figure and ironically she struck a fetish figure
in her fitted uniform jacket, skirt, crisp white blouse and then
high stiletto heels with dark brown nylon sheathing her
legs.

“I can see
you’ve been busy Bonnie. I like that.’

“Thank you Miss
Jaz.”

Bonnie would never know
why she was falling into that way of speaking and acting towards
this woman. This was another thing that she wouldn’t understand
yet. She just needed to know that there was this deep seated need
in her to please this woman. That need had been implanted in her
from the very early stages. Once Jaz had gained attention and
control it was easy for her then to make sure this woman respected
her, and her rules. For anyone looking from the outside there would
be the disbelief and this outrage that one woman could treat
another like this. But there was no-one looking in from the outside
world - Bonnie was all alone and she had to deal with all this
alone. She couldn’t even talk to her husband and son.

“Come sit with
me, before you go.”

Jaz had poured two glasses
of red wine and already Bonnie felt like she didn’t deserve to be
on the same level as this woman. But that was it, she wasn’t on the
same level as Jaz. But she sat and adjusted herself slightly to
cross her legs but was stopped by Jaz holding up a finger, wagging
it to stop her.

“No Bonnie. You
don’t get to cross your legs. ‘Ladies’ get to cross their legs.
You’re not a lady, not anywhere near it. Ladies don’t lick toilets
clean. YOU lick toilets clean and I know you’ve already done it. So
you don’t get to cross your legs, not now, not ever.”

Of all the things that had
happened and been said since this unfolded for Bonnie, what Jaz
said now floored her the most. All women crossed their legs! It was
the decent thing to do. It was the elegant thing to do, and yet now
she wasn’t allowed to do that, and she had been told why. And it
was the reasoning that floored her the most. Somehow that she had
been a lady in the most eloquent of settings in her time as a top
flight model didn’t mean anything. Nothing at all. And to be
stopped, to be forbidden from crossing her legs in the most natural
and elegant way was like a denial of one of her basic human rights.
But this was Miss Jaz turning the screw.

“You sit with
your stilettos planted wide and your knees twelve inches apart. You
don’t cross your legs and you don’t close your knees. It’s ok, it’s
another rule for you to get used to, but you will.’

What Jaz was doing was
occupying Bonnie’s mind. She was occupying her mind so much that
she wouldn’t be able to see the devastation, not properly when it
began to descend.

 


02.45

 


A single thought went
through Bonnie’s mind, and that was that she was being sexually
assaulted - that she was being sexually abused. So why then was she
‘wet’? Why was she not just wet, but wet through? In the first
instance she had been almost floored again when Miss Jaz had told
her,

“Come to the
edge of the seat Bonnie, slide your dress up, and spread your legs
for me, nice and wide. Show me what you’ve got.”

Such an instruction
shouldn’t have had this effect on her but it did. With what she had
been through so far, this instruction wasn’t so mind-blowingly
shocking, surely? Bonnie already had the feeling, or the sense that
she had been sexualised and this was fact. But to hear those words
coming out of the mouth of a woman who was younger than her, not by
much, but some, must have brought it to a new version of reality.
Bonnie had been loosened up by the wine she had been given, and if
she was grateful for anything it was that.

She was cringing inside as
she’d move to the edge of the low, deep, plush seat and then slid
up her maid’s dress to reveal long stockinged legs, and a nice
tidily bushed pussy, that wouldn’t be there for much longer. And
then she spread her legs wide planting her stilettos and spreading
her knees until it almost hurt her.

“Don’t forget,
I want to see that pussy smooth and hair free the next time we are
together. And I will check. Failure of course means
punishment.”

It was the casual sexual
abuse from this woman that had the ability to shock to the core. It
was that woman to woman verbal assault on the senses first followed
by the physical act that debilitated Bonnie’s mind from trying to
get her head around it. And when Miss Jaz stroked her sex lips,
when that unmistakable sensation of herself being wet down there
became known to her there was a tear - a solitary tear that dripped
out of one eye and down her cheek taking some of her mascara with
it.

It was as though her own
body was betraying her. And that was exactly what it
was.

“I know what
you’re thinking. You’re thinking I’ve got no right to touch you
like this. Your thinking that whatever I have on you, that I have
no right to be touching to most intimate private flesh, right? It’s
ok you don’t need to answer I know.”

Jaz’s tone was soft,
almost gentle on and in the ears of Bonnie and that was throwing
her into more mind melt.

“I don’t, I
can’t….”

But that was all she could
get out.

“You just need
to ‘sshhhh’. You need to know that I have every right to do what I
want with you, and to you. I wasn’t jesting when I told you I was
going to fuck your life up. And that your life was going down the
shit pan, so welcome to the shit pan, and welcome to the knowledge
that your ass is owned by me now.

“And you just
need to know that your sexuality, your orgasms belong to me as
well. Not to you, but to me. If you accept that the same as you
accept everything else that you have learned this last few hours,
then this journey will be easier for you to bare. If you resist, if
you try to deny it, then it will be harder for you to cope going
forward. And that is key, that you don’t deny it. If you become one
that denies then your life will take a much harsher downward turn.
And believe me that can happen even though you might think that now
you are at rock bottom. There is a place below rock bottom believe
me.”

Jaz’s voice was full of
confidence, full of knowledge and full of something that told that
she was in the right to be doing what she was doing. That was what
was so shocking and so outrageous at the same time. That was what
began the process of mind melt the most. That this woman acted,
spoke and just existed in this sexually criminal world as though,
the laws of the land didn’t apply to her. It was like she had
created this world of her’s within the real normal world and that
she had written her own laws.

Bonnie gasped as she felt
a finger nail part her wet sex lips. Miss Jaz was right up to her
now, right in her personal face and she was drilling her eyes into
those of Bonnie. Bonnie wanted to look away, she didn’t want that
eye contact but she had the feeling that she would be in some sort
of trouble if she looked away or averted that eye contact. And all
the time, constantly that word kept replaying in its various
iterations - punishment and punish.

As the finger slipped
inside her and then deeper Bonnie gasped again and this time she
was aware that her hot breath was washing over Jaz’s. That was
intimate and she didn’t know how she felt about that. But Jaz was
drinking in that breath of both desire and anxiety like any sadist
would want to do. If Bonnie was asked, she would never deny that
the sensations that Jaz was creating up inside her most private
flesh were beautiful. But she was having trouble associating
‘beautiful’ with what she was going through as a whole.

“It’s ok to let
go Bonnie. This is the only source of pleasure that you will get in
your life going forward, sexual pleasure, as and when you deserve
it. There is nothing else pleasant in your life from now on. I know
it’s difficult now, but you will get to learn to grasp the
opportunity of the only pleasure left in your life when it is
offered. Remember your sexuality doesn’t belong to you
anymore.”

Again that soft succulent
voice - those slow dripping words filtering into her psyche helping
that melting of her mind progress on a quicker pace. Jaz was
inserting one, then two, then three of her fingers into the swamp
that was Bonnie’s cunt and she was hooking them back, and then
feeling and searching that inner flesh for the G spot. Bonnie was
gasping - little, short sharp gasping sounds and then the pushing
out of her red lips. She was blowing out her deep red lips as she
tried to absorb the pleasure she was feeling.

But she was trying to
absorb the guilt as well. She shouldn’t have been feeling pleasure,
not when she was in so much trouble. Not when her life was being
ripped apart at the seams. She had this intense pleasure that she
was being given by Miss Jaz, and she was of the mind that she
didn’t deserve that pleasure because of that girl all those years
ago. Her mind was being fucked up, but it was being fucked up in a
complex, advanced way. Her mind was being twisted in a way that it
wouldn’t be able to be untwisted. She was asking herself why she
could feel every nuance of what Jaz was doing to her with her
fingers inside her? She wished she couldn’t feel it, she wished she
didn’t have the pleasure but she did.

“I know, I know
this is all confusing and mind boggling. But what is easier is that
you don’t have any choices any more. You don’t have any decisions
to make because I am going to make all of those for you. All you
have to do is accept. Just like I want you now to accept the orgasm
I am going to give you… right now.”

And as she got those two
last words out, Jaz pressed and held the pressure on Bonnie’s G
spot which she had located with ease. She pressed and spilled
Bonnie into an intense orgasm that was more beautiful than the
pleasure that Jaz had been giving her. More pleasure than she
deserved. And as a sadist, Miss Jaz knew what she was doing. She
knew what she was doing and she knew the effects of what she was
doing. And she moved slightly as Bonnie reached the height of that
orgasm. She moved just in time to avoid the ‘squirts’ that came
from Bonnie’s intimate flesh and at the same time she held that
pressure elongating the orgasm. Bonnie would have to lick her own
squirts up, before she left Miss Jaz on this night. And already her
world would be in free-fall.

 



CHAPTER SIX

 


The Infiltration -
Teddy

 


10.40 hrs

 


Jaz was in her office
which was closed and with a do not disturb instruction to anyone in
the squad. And she certainly didn’t want to take phone calls. She
was looking at a screen intently. It had taken her some time to
drill down into Bonnie’s son. He was young, just eighteen, but even
eighteen year olds, and younger these days had a footprint on the
net with social media and so forth. Teddy had his Facebook and his
Twitter but they were vanilla. Just a few friends, or
acquaintances, boys and girls but there was nothing that hinted at
his sexuality or beyond - at least not at first look. It took a lot
of drilling down to find his ‘secret accounts’. And when Jaz did
that she sat back in her chair, crossed her legs and looked out of
her window over London. She was smiling, and she was bobbing her
crossed over leg under her desk. She let out a big sigh, like she
had found what she needed to find and there was something about her
sigh and her expression that told of an excitement building within
her. There was something of a gratification written over her face
and because of that, her true beauty seemed to be shining through.
Usually there was this harshness about her that gave her stunning
features and body language a hard edge. But now, there was this
‘something else’, this softness and this excitement in her that was
hard to not see.

If the truth were known,
at first she’d been worried about not finding anything on Teddy and
about how she would be taking out a total innocent. They were all
innocents though, in a way and she would have done what she had to
do. It was just that she had more to work with now. And now she had
this contented smile on her face. And now with mummy all under
control and mind fucked to a degree she could begin to work on the
men of the house. That was the thing about Jaz, she always uses the
word ‘men’ loosely - as though she didn’t accept that there were
real men in this world, and the ones that masqueraded as men and
alphas were all in fact bitches waiting to be taken in
hand.

And this made her smile
again as she thought about Teddy. She already had what she needed
on Ralph - and in a way she was looking forward to taking that
bitch out in a style that he certainly wouldn’t be accustomed to
and yet one that he deserved. But her mind was working overtime
with Teddy. The more she looked into him the more she realised she
had a rare, a delicious find. A ‘boy’ who could be taken, moulded
and stripped back and made into what she wanted him to be. And what
she wanted was already forming in her mind. She smiled
again.

“Who’d have
thought?”

And she said those words
out loud to herself. And then she leaned forward to her computer
keyboard again and typed in a search, ‘boys will be girls’ and in
micro seconds the search results were displayed for her. What she
wanted to land on was the Boys Will Be Girls website. She went on
as a guest first - she wanted to see what it was all about and she
wanted to browse the profiles at her leisure. She’d found out that
Teddy went by the name of ’Selina’ and so she studied the profile
and the postings in full. One could imagine that nothing much
shocked a woman like Jaz. In order for her to be able to do what
she did to people, to her victims, she had to be largely
un-shockable. What she found was that Teddy had been on this site
since he was fourteen years old - she raised her eyebrows at that
but then just smiled again.

And the more she read of
his conversations and posts, it was clear that he was enrolled in
this transgender, fetish site as a ‘girl’. Nowhere in his posts did
he refer to his real self, or did he converse as a teenage boy or
admit to being one. Often he referred to himself as a ‘slut’ who
liked to suck cock, and who liked his ass, or his ‘pussy’ to be
ripped by thick long cocks and by real men. There was clearly
something in his makeup that’d already gone a little bit twisted.
Or that was getting more and more twisted as time went on. The
severity of his posts had got steadily more and more over the
years. There were conversations that he’d had with ‘men’ who’d
decreed what they would do with him if they had a chance and it was
these that he responded to the most.

Teddy could have been one
of those girls trapped in a boy’s body - a true transgender person
in the process of flowering. That would make sense and yet not at
the same time. What was clear was that he was a fantasist. What was
obvious was that he was a boy who’d discovered his sexuality, he’d
discovered his own orgasms but at some time that he’d been
infiltrated by these sex demons that he carried everywhere with
him. What was even more obvious to Jaz, a mature and experienced
sadist was that he was a boy, about to sprout into manhood, who had
kept it all to himself. He was a boy who hid this side of him and
didn’t share it with anyone in his real life - which for her was a
good thing. All he had in his life by the looks of it, was this
‘other side’ of himself. She could see from his timelines that he
spent a lot of time online in the small hours of the morning. The
1am through to the 6am. That told that he conversed with people in
different time zones. That was good as well.

The deeper that Jaz dug
into this account and into Teddy’s cloud account the more she could
see he was a loner. His Facebook and twitter accounts were barely
touched. Every so often he’d post, to keep the accounts alive, but
it was clear that Teddy spent a lot of his entire time on Boys Will
Be Girls and that made her smile. Teddy was already ‘isolated’ and
she liked that thought. She had imagined that she would have work
to do, in order to take this boy out of circulation. She still did
have work to do, but his isolation was already a fact and that was
a good starting point. She found online orders for feminine
underwear. Panties, bras, tights and stockings. And she found
orders from fetish sites for latex items. Jaz raised her eyebrow at
the twilight and dark life this boy had forged out for himself. And
the fact that he did it all alone.

She opened up another of
his order accounts and selected something that he hadn’t ordered
before. She could tell what flicked his switch but she wanted to
select something that he wouldn’t order himself. Something that
when it arrived for him, would hit him for six because he’d know
that he hadn’t ordered it. It was her ‘in’ to Teddy, an in that she
needed in order to reel him into her world. She wanted to shake his
foundations first and foremost, make it like his world was closing
in around him.

Jaz knew what this boy had
done. She knew he’d created this little world for himself that he
could exist in and which could be separate from his real life. She
was impressed that he’d managed to do that to the extent that he
could run his normal life without raising any suspicions, much like
she did. Sure he had this slight effeminate way about him and that
was a drip through from that secret life of his. But this was 2020
London after all. All manner of tolerances existed for those who
might not know yet which way their sexuality, and gender would take
them.

She selected a complete
false chest with large nippled breasts - the kind that a ‘would be
slut’ might choose. She could choose his size from what she’d seen
of him. This would never be something that Teddy would choose to
wear. If he did it would mean he was coming out. It would look like
he had breasts, and it would be statement thing that he would be
making. He was too private for that. He was too withdrawn into
himself for that. He’d created this world of his and he could live
that in his imagination. Him receiving this very real in the post,
to his home address would put him on more than the back foot. It
would send a chill down the core of his spine in the first
instance. And that chill would stay right there and fester into a
fear and an anxiety over time.

She pressed send and the
order went through on Teddy’s stored card details. It was already
clear that he received packages at his home address so there was no
worry about his parents opening anything. And she had gained access
to Teddy’s email so she could open the conformation of order email
so that he wouldn’t be alerted by it. It didn’t matter about Bonnie
anymore., she was under control, but Ralph could be a problem until
he too was reeled in. But she had something real nice planned for
him given what she was learning about him.

Jaz sat back in her seat
and recrossed her legs. She couldn’t remember being as excited as
this for some time, if at all. She went back into Boys Will Be
Girls and found the chat rooms. She couldn’t take part in chats yet
but she could be a ‘guest’ in the rooms and observe. And she could
open her own account. A deliciousness about the internet and about
this twilight world was that it was or could be as anonymous as one
chose it to be. One could be out and proud and one could hide
behind anonymity, just like Teddy, or ‘Selina’ had done. She did
briefly wonder why he had chosen that name. Was there a Selina in
his life - maybe he had a crush on one? Maybe it was a Selina who
encouraged him to be the slut his sexuality drove him to be? She
didn’t ponder it for long. Just a little while and then she made up
her own account, an anonymous one.

She called herself, ‘The
Empress’ - she liked that. It kind of fitted in with the submissive
nature of these creatures that inhabited this fetish cross
dressing, cross gender site. She knew that once her profile was
complete and once she had uploaded a none facial picture of
herself, but one that attracted the bitches in droves, that she
would be inundated. She’d show that she was a woman who understood
these creatures. And she did understand them. But she would also be
one that took them in hand, that controlled them and ‘helped’ them
with their urges. She wouldn’t be interested in any of the others
though and she would block them. The one she would pursue through
these clandestine chat rooms that existed on the IRC, Internet
Relay Chat network, was the one called Selina. It was this one that
she would begin talking to, and begin reeling in before she showed
herself. Even as she was setting up her account she was smiling to
herself and she was ‘excited’. She was so excited that she was
‘wet’. She’d been wet when she was in the process of taking Bonnie
out as well. Now though she was more wet. And she knew what that
meant.

She made her account and
thought of a tagline that Teddy wouldn’t be able to get out of his
mind. She knew what kind of kinky and fetish things made him tick
and so she just had to think for a little while about that tagline
and how it could be specific to him, or to the urges that he
clearly had.

‘I’ll make you
crave to suck cock. I’ll make you need to be a cum dump. I’ll
change your life forever.’

And that was her tagline.
From Teddy’s posts and from his conversations, all saved from open
chatrooms and private ones, she could see that he fantasised about
him being entrapped and feminised. She could see that he
masturbated over the images in his mind of him being in a
predicament that he couldn’t get out of. She could see that he was
an advanced fantasist who craved being dominated, and treated
cruelly by both men and women.

She could see that for a
boy his age, his fantasies were ‘odd’ and that they would normally
be out of his age range, out of his knowledge range. But she liked
that. She liked it that this ‘boy’ thing’s eyes were bigger than
his belly in the sense that in his mind, and in the depths of those
fantasies he had, that there would be no limits and no safe words.
She liked it that this boy had no idea that situations and
predicaments that he envisaged and craved actually did exist in the
real world but that they would be nothing like he imagined. They
would be nothing like he masturbated his little clitoral cock
about. But Detective Inspector Jazmine Solomon was nothing if not
willing to indulge. But what she would do was make it ‘real’. What
she would do would be give this little bitch what he’d craved for
over four years. She smiled again.

 


00.40 hrs

 


Jaz could see that
’Selina’ was on line. She’d put him on her watch list and because
she had done that, she was notified immediately she logged on that
he was also on line. She entered the chatroom entitled ‘little
bitches for cock’ and she just sat there. Her name was in caps, and
her tag line was clear to see. she would be like a flame for the
moths in there. There were just ten or so members in the room and
Selina was one of them.

“Selina, a
private chat?”

The line was simple and it
got Teddy’s attention straight away. All the other notifications
from other little bitches she just ignored.

“Yes Empress of
course.”

Jaz liked it that he was
already trained in etiquette and the way he spoke to a dominant
woman. The thing was that he was probably self-trained, and as
such, most definitely lacked the real time experience. But that
would come as an unpleasant shock to him further down the line. She
clicked twice on Selina’s name in the room list and a new window
was opened - a private chat, just the two of them.

“I’ve looked
into your profile extensively and I want to help you be the best
cum guzzling slut that you can be, for Me.”

Jaz used lines that she
knew would make his little cock twitch. Lines and words that she
knew would get a result. Jaz had this ability, this ‘skill’ in
being able to look deep into someone’s psyche. If she was to be
successful in what she wanted to do with someone then it depended
on this skill of hers. Sometimes it was like she could be in this
person and know what it was they craved and what it was they felt.
She felt this about Teddy right now. She had spoken, in real life,
to him a handful of times, and then only in passing mostly. And
then of course giving him and Ralph the tickets for their overnight
stay in the west end. But she just knew him.

“Could you,
really Empress. That’s what I want so so much.”

It would be a fact that
other so called dominant women, and men might have used such lines
on Teddy before. But those journeys would have been short lived.
Teddy’s response would have excited them, but with this journey of
his four years in the making and him still hiding in anonymity
online, in the shadows, it would have been clear in a very short
time that he didn’t intend to take his graphic, sometimes
disturbing fantasies into real life. Jaz saw past that. She was a
doer and she knew exactly how to reel this weird boy in, and she
would.

Jaz would feed Teddy’s
mind and his senses with images that were above and beyond where
his mind had ever been and in doing so she would take him out of
the shadows. And then once she had him exactly where she wanted
him, she would reveal herself.

“Oh yes, I can
do that and more. All you need to do is let yourself go. Put
yourself into my hands. Tell me Selina sweetie, are there times
when you ‘feel’ like you are really a girl?”

And that could have been a
wall being hit at high speed. Empress letting Selina know that she
in fact wasn’t a girl but a boy pretending and living in that world
of his. But Jaz didn’t make a thing of it. She said it, or asked it
as it was and then moved on casually.

“Oh yes, god
yes I do. And there are times when I hate, you know, hate my
cock.”

Jaz smiled he was opening
up really easily. But he would because he knew, or thought he knew
that he was in this anonymous state that he could just hide in and
not have to face himself or the world.

“Let me tell
you sweetheart, that ‘thing’ you have is not a cock. Only men have
cocks and you are most certainly NOT a man. What you have is a
clitoris. What you have is a big fleshy clitoris. I don’t want to
hear you talk about it as though it’s a cock, because it’s not. Do
you understand Selina? If you are to be the best slut you can be,
for me, you have to understand all I am telling you.”

The thing was that Jaz was
using very gentle tones. There were firm words there, but they were
delivered gently and that would be registering in Teddy’s psyche.
The way Jaz spoke would help him relax and unwind and at the same
time what she said, the finer detail, would serve to excite that
twisted sexuality in him. She smiled.

“Yes, I’ve
thought about that. A clitoris. Yes I understand but no-one ever
told me this before. I don’t deserve a cock. I’m not a man, I’m a
little sissy slut with a clitoris.”

Jaz read his response and
sat back and reread the conversation so far. She would leave it for
a little while before she responded again. She wanted Teddy, or
‘Selina’s’ mind to be in a whirl. She wanted him to wonder if she
would reply to him again or whether this was yet another of the
false starts that he had experienced over the years. She wanted to
fuck with his mind even as early as this. She smiled when she
wondered what he would do if she knew he was talking to the breast
baring police woman from next door. That almost made her giggle but
it was a sadistic giggle.

“That’s right a
little sissy slut that I am going to take charge of - that I am
going to turn into EXACTLY what you’ve wanted, and needed for a
long, long time.”

If Teddy had been thinking
anywhere near logical, he would have been hearing alarm bells
ringing. Jaz had dropped two huge clues that she knew more about
him than she should have from this brief short conversation. In the
first instance she knew he wasn’t a real girl at all and then she
was dropping a hint that told of his long term longing to be that
cock sucking, cum drinking slut. If he thought about that then he
would know that she knew something of his history - even that she
had access to his history of this online life he led. But she knew
that at this time, his desire, his lust and those images and
visions in his mind were controlling the narrative. She looked at
her watch - it was 03.05 hrs. The conversation was warming up and
Jaz knew that later this day, Teddy would take delivery of the
false chest and breasts for him to wear. That made her smile. The
turmoil that would go through Teddy’s mind would be absolute. She
would make sure of that.

 



CHAPTER SEVEN

 


11.00 hrs

 


Jaz was in her office
again. It had been a busy day so far. A murder and two rapes
unconnected meant that resources were stretched. She’d given the
individual members of her squad their jobs for the day. She wanted
these case closed out.

“Make sure we
nail these twats, you hear me. No mistakes and no errors in
procedure, you know how it goes down right? We make procedural
mistakes and they walk. I don’t want that shit happening
here.”

There was a difference in
the professional cop Jaz, and this other self of hers. It was why
she could operate in plain sight. It was why she could do what she
did in that other life. To look at this Jaz, the cop one and that
other sadist one, they were chalk and cheese strutting round on
high heels in the same body.

“I don’t want
to be disturbed. Cancel my diary for the day and no
calls.”

She spoke to a young,
uniformed police officer who had expressed an early interest in CID
work. Jaz got that, so she took her into the department to be her
PA first and foremost. This officer wouldn’t get to do field work,
not yet. She would learn how the department worked from within and
she would be starting at the very bottom rung of the ladder. And
she would either fall by the wayside, or would go on further up
that ladder.

And now Jaz was looking
intently at her PC screen again. She was picking up where she’d
left off with her digging into daddy Ralph’s secret life. Oh yes he
had s secret life as well. She’d begun work on Teddy, and later
today ‘Selina’ would get the shock of her life when that package
turned up. She smiled when she thought of his face. She guessed he
didn’t check all his communications very often, or very diligently
or he would have found the confirmation email. Whatever it didn’t
matter. When he did get the package he would know that he didn’t
order it. And that would mean he would work out that someone else
knew about him and had arranged this delivery. Poor boy would be
distraught, at least at first. Not as distraught as he would be
though once the screw was being turned.

“Sick
cunt.”

Jaz was referring to Ralph
of course. It had been easier for her to look into him that it had
been Teddy. Once men got to a certain age their self-security and
caution all seemed to go out of the window - she guessed they just
felt untouchable. But she knew of course they were anything but
untouchable.

It seemed Ralph was into
young girls - very young girls. Girls that could be, or not,
underage. If they weren’t underage then they certainly looked like
they were. It wasn’t just that he was into such girls, he was into
the abuse of them in the most vile ways imaginable. Hard to believe
that this man who gave over the impression he was a pillar of the
community, could net a looker like Bonnie and then live what
appeared to be a normal respectable life in the meantime. But he
had and that made Jaz growl from somewhere that was beyond the back
of her throat. And then now to see his ‘hobbies’. It was enough to
make the stomach wretch. Jaz was drawing the conclusion that this
family were as fucked up as they could be without her help. She was
drawling the conclusion that they deserved to be taken out in the
way she was going to take them out.

Ralph was a frequent
visitor to the dark net. One could say he was a regular in the
shadier parts of the World Wide Web. He was a daily visitor to hard
core porno sights - more to the point he visited specialist sites
that contained video and still photographs of the kind that
obviously turned him on. Girls dressed in exaggerated schoolgirl
uniform being passed around like ketchup. Those girls impaled on
thick, mature cocks via their mouths, their cunts and their asses.
Wince inducing pictures of tight smooth, hairless holes being
reamed by brutal looking cock. There was big emphasis on black
cocks and Jaz sucked her teeth like she was seething with anger at
what she was seeing. There was semen dripping from abused asses and
vaginas. Sometimes that semen was flecked or streaked with blood
from the damage caused to flesh.

Jaz could only look in
small doses. It was strange really, this was a woman capable of
destroying male and female victims in ways that would shock,
outrage and maybe damage a person for good, and yet she was so
outraged at what she was seeing on the screen in front of her.
Maybe it was better this way for her to be like this. This gave her
an excuse and a reason to take this family out after all. She’d
begun by being wet through at the thought of taking out an entirely
innocent family. But what she found was not so much innocence at
all. What she’d found was a flawed family that deserved all that it
was going to get. A twisted boy that needed her brand of guidance
and dominance and a father figure who was despicable to say the
least.

The only innocent, even
then she wasn’t wholly innocent, it seemed, was Bonnie and that
gave Jaz a little throb to her clitoral flesh. Bonnie was damage
that just so happened to turn her on. And now she was turned on
more to what she was going to do to the males of the family. It was
all falling into place for her, just not as at first
expected.

The more Jaz looked into
Ralph, the more she didn’t like him. She didn’t like the fact that
she had bought into his perfect life and perfect family. It was
beyond the mere need to dominate men in every way. Jaz was finding
that she actually didn’t like this man at all. And that the
feelings she was coming up with, the more she looked at what he got
up to in his spare time, the more the worst case scenarios for his
destruction were popping up in her head. The more she was feeling
that she didn’t need to stick to conventions or certain limits. The
more actually those limits didn’t apply. The family were fucked
anyway. The question was what the degree of ‘fucked’ would be
applied. Jaz wasn’t feeling particularly inclined towards going
easy on them as she looked at a stream of videos on the screen in
front of her.

A young girl, a small girl
was being picked up by the hair. She was naked and she was
frightened. There was that look in her face, in her eyes, that told
of a bemusement and a confusion and a question, ‘why are you doing
this to me? Please stop!’. But there was no heed to that look in
her eyes and face as the group of six or seven middle aged men of
all nationalities from black through brown and then white, all took
their turns with her. At any point in the video she was impaled on
thick hard cock, but more often than not she had all three holes
populated by straining, dripping cock. Jaz just watched - it was
all she could do. And she had to watch because she had to get the
full picture. She needed to have the full story so that she could
apply the appropriate justice, in due course.

Later in that same video
that same girl was in excruciating bondage. It must have been shown
in sequence because there was semen leaking from her and dripping
to what looked like a cold stone floor. She had a hood on, a latex
hood that fitted her head and face in a skin tight fashion. Her
hair had been pulled through a hole in the crown and formed a high
tight pony tail, and her swollen cock sucking lips had been painted
with red lipstick. If the description sounded sickening, it looked
even more so. There was a man with his balls hanging over her lips
and she was being encouraged to slip her tongue out and up so that
she could lick the underside of those balls. That encouragement was
in the form of crocodile clips being attached to her nipples that
had been further encouraged to stand up proud and erect. The sounds
coming from this girl were heart rending.

At her other end, her legs
had been secured wide and doubled, ankles secured to thighs. And
then her legs had been spread at the hips. It looked like they had
been spread to such an extent she was in agony. Anyone in the know
would think that there was a danger of her hips dislocating because
of how wide they were. These men certainly were not making love to
this girl. And if this was her first sexual experience, which
judging from the expressions of fear and bemusement it was, it was
not an experience that would leave her sexually or psychologically
intact. It was not an experience that would leave her any time
soon. It was a video that absolutely told the story of not only
what this girl was going through now but what she would go through
for the rest of her life. And Ralph had rated it ‘five stars
excellent’, the most that could be given to any video on this
particular underground site.

There were hundreds
literally hundreds of these sick videos that Ralph had rated five
stars. It was clear from his history that he had been coming to
this site for many years. As ‘members’ go, he was called a
‘veteran’. And it was down to men like him that sites like this
existed. And it was due to men like him that these girls and young
women were abused in the way they were. If there was no market for
them, they wouldn’t exist. After all, it was about the bottom line
financially.

Jaz growled again from
that place that was not the back of her throat. She started
downloads and copies all filed away in her own cloud. She’d seen
all she needed to see. But again and again in her mind was the
question ‘what happened to that young girl?’ She was a detective
inspector dealing in the worse humanity had to offer, she didn’t
need to ponder too long over the answer. But even knowing that
answer didn’t stop the replays of the question. It didn’t stop her
wanting only the worse for Ralph either. She was going to take
father and son apart, but in different ways. And with very
different results. She was beginning to like this re-plan that was
occurring organically. She liked it that her plans, and her needs
were going to be sated in differing ways.

 


01.55 hrs

 


“Hello Selina,
I hope you are well? You received a package today, didn’t
you?”

It was time to drop the
bomb, but not the atomic bomb. That would be at a later time. For
now, for Teddy to know that someone was on to him was
enough.

“Yes, y-yes I
did. But who are you?”

Jaz smiled. She liked the
way he placed his stutter into the conversation on line. That
showed immersion. It showed he was shocked that there was someone
out there who knew him and where he lived. But it showed also that
he had no control over his sexuality because, she would put a bet
on it that his little clitoris was twitching and dripping with
pre-cum. It was the kind of thing that he could masturbate over,
but then be in a pit of despair when it was all over. That was when
real life crept into the fantasy.

“I’m Empress,
Teddy. That’s all you need to know at this point. All you need to
know is that all we talked about, yesterday, is going to come true
for you. You will be that cock sucking, cum drinking slut, and you
will thank me for it.”

She sat back and waited
for an answer. It seemed like an age but she knew he was shocked to
the core as well as being sexually excited by what was happening.
Then ‘typing’ appeared in the top left corner of the window. He was
replying.

“Please
Empress, please turn me into that. A cock sucking cum drizzling
bitch.”

Jaz smiled again. She was
reeling him in further and further into her world. She made him
wait for his answer again and then she typed.

“Oh I am going
to do that and more Selina darling. I am going to make you forget
every thread that you were ever male. I am going to make gratifying
the cocks of real men so important to you, so central to your life,
that this is what you will crave from the time you open your eyes
in waking until you fall asleep literally exhausted from sucking,
and fucking cock.”

Jaz sat back and she
smiled again. She was letting him absorb her words. And when she
had given him enough time she typed again.

“You’re going
to feel spent semen slurping around your digestive tract, and you
are going to taste it in your mouth. You’ll feel it dripping from
your ‘cunt’ like a tap because you will have taken so much cock.
And that little clitoris of yours, the one you thought was your
cock - that will be locked in a little cage like it deserves to be.
Locked in a cage and dripping because you can’t tug it off any
more.”

She stopped again and this
time she was running her own her fingers up the line of her skirt,
at the inner thigh. She was turning herself on and she realised
that. She realised also that it was odd because what she was
describing had never been a thing for her. This was new to her and
yet it was exciting her to think of what she had planned for Teddy
aka Selina. She knew that she was going to fuck up whatever
existed, or was left of his manhood, which wasn’t much, but that
she was going to take it further, much further than
that.

“Oh please,
please lock my dripping clit up. Please do that Empress,
please?”

And there was a
desperation in his words - Jaz could sense that utter desperation
for him to be in the situation and the predicament that she was
describing. She could see him in her mind’s eye, watching for her
words to appear on the screen and then rubbing himself off, tugging
his little clit so that it swelled and dripped more. She imagined
that eventually it would all become too much for him and he would
orgasm in a shower of squirting semen. And that he would come down
from that and be scared, very scared of what he was being taken
into it. But she knew also that once she had planted the seeds in
his mind, that they would fester there and the times when his clit
was flaccid and soft would become less and less. The sooner she got
this ‘girl’s’ cock locked up, the better. Once he was locked, he
would be more docile and obedient. And once he was locked, what she
described to him would become his new sex life. His only sex life.
Actually, his ONLY life. And she smiled at that. There was
something that was more than sadistic about it. The woman in her,
maybe the nurturing, mother in her would have felt sorry for Teddy
Selina - but not Jaz. Anything that excited her like this she did
not feel sorry about.

“You will
receive another package, later today. This is a chastity cage which
you will lock on, tight, and flush the two keys to the lock down
the toilet. The chastity device is deliberately small, and it is
deliberately tight to fit and lock. But the design will mean that
you cannot remove it, even if you try. It will get tighter the
longer you wear it. And for your information you will be wearing
this clit-lock for the foreseeable future, until a more rigid and
permanent solution is employed for this rancid piece of
flesh.”

Jaz was putting tone into
her typed words. She was in no doubt that as Selina was reading
these words, that his mind would be in a whirl. There was no doubt
either that he would not have experienced anything as near to real
as this. In his mind he would have, in that little world he would
have created this huge sexual, feminine world for himself but
nothing would have been touching the reality like Jaz was. Jaz was
making it something tangible. She was making it a physical reality
- first the contact in the chat room, then the delivery of that
first item, the false chest and tits and now him knowing that a
chastity device was on the way for him to fit to himself. This was
real and it would make him want to tug more and more on his
clit.

There was a fact that
existed - that this boy/girl would have been in this secret bubble
of his for four years, or maybe even longer. It was four years
since his history on this site had begun. Who knows when his mind
started to be warped, and why? But in all this time he would not
have ventured out into the real world. It was all in his mind and
in this chat room. And there was this thing that told Jaz that he
would never come out of it, that he would hide in there forever.
And that even though he was having a taste of reality now in the
form of Jaz that ultimately he would not make the move into the
real world fully, and not willingly. Or that this was what he
intended - to stay in the shadows and stay anonymous so that he
could play to his heart’s content.

Little did he know that he
wouldn’t have a choice in it. He was just busy in his mind playing
these games and hiding out of sight. He was accounting for this
woman, and for all he knew it could be a man pretending to be a
woman - just like he had pretended to be a girl all this time. But
he was so mind fucked and in his own world that he wasn’t thinking
straight. He wasn’t thinking about someone out there who knew about
him and who was reeling him in. He thought this person, Jaz, was
just out to gratify his perverted little lusts and that there would
be no payback - he thought it was all about him. Little Selina
probably had fucked around a load of men and even women who would
have taken him to a degree into the real world to realise his true
place. And he probably had the routine of ghosting them off to a
tee when he’d had enough or wanted to change his fantasies around a
little bit. But he wasn’t accounting for Jaz. That was the thing
about these sorry people who entered into their own sexually
perverted world - they were selfish narcissists. But now Selina had
Jaz to contend with.

 



CHAPTER EIGHT

 


19.30 hrs

 


“You know,
you’ve ended up like this because of the so called ‘men’ in your
life. You have to bear the brunt of the blame for not bringing your
despicable husband, and your seriously fucked up son into
line.”

Jaz was speaking slowly to
Bonnie. Bonnie herself was exhausted. Since her life had taken the
downturn she had barely slept. Looking after two houses had taken
its toll. Actually ensuring that Miss Jaz’s house was absolutely
immaculate, all the time meant that she had less time to spend on
her own house. There was no surprise that standards dropped at her
own place.

“I’m sorry. I’m
sorry Miss Jaz, I just didn’t know. I had no idea.”

Bonnie sounded strained
and tearful and on top of that she didn’t know what she was
apologising for. Jaz hadn’t furnished her with any of the smaller
detail about why Ralph was despicable or why Teddy was seriously
fucked up. She just had to go with it.

“Ignorance is
no defence. I thought you would get punished eventually for your
domestic standards. But no, credit where it’s due, you are doing a
sterling job. But I can’t say the same about your family, as a
unit. And you have to take the blame and therefor the punishment
for that, do you understand?”

Jaz had come home from
work, one murderer and one rapist caught and banged up. There had
to be a level of stress that she was under at such times. And there
had to be an escape from that stress, surely? But it wasn’t stress
that drove Jaz’s urges. She’d announced,

“Three hours in
the basement before you go home, I think.”

And those would not have
been the words that Bonnie wanted to hear. The basement had been
the crux of her waking nightmares ever since Jaz had pointed out
that door leading to the stairs down. And that was the only place
in this vast house that Bonnie didn’t have access to. She had to
keep the house spotless and clean but there was no access down
there - it was shut up and locked up, until it was
required.

“Yes Miss Jaz,
I understand. It’s only right that you punish me. It’s my fault
after all.”

And Jaz smiled.

“Yes it
is.”

For Bonnie it had been an
incessant barrage of assaults on her mind. She had literally had
her world turned upside down and inside out. And she had been given
no time for it to sink in. There had been no time for her to absorb
what was happening, or even to try to work it out in her mind. She
had been confronted by Jaz and from that point on her life had
changed.

“So, you can
strip to your stockings and heels, and you can wait for me. We’ll
go down into the basement together and I can put some of your
wrongs, right.”

Again Jaz spoke slowly -
she tended to do that when she was about to commit some act of
gross indecency or sadism. Bonnie, if she didn’t know this now,
then she would learn to decipher those tones of voice. It would be
true to say that Bonnie would learn the very smallest nuances of
how to appease this woman who was now looking at her, piercing her
eyes with her own eyes.

“Yes Miss Jaz,
thank you Miss Jaz.”

It could be said that
Bonnie sounded delighted at the prospect of being punished by this
woman, but that was far from the truth. She was saying what she had
to say to agree with and please Jaz. The thought of her going down
some steps into a cellar of hell in just self-supporting stockings
and heels was the stuff of hard core nightmares for her. Mainly
these nightmares existed because she didn’t know what was down
there. It was all psychological trauma that was being inflicted on
her. The worst case scenarios creeping into her mind and staying
there. Questions playing and replaying in her mind time and time
again. Would she be whipped, or caned, or was there something worse
that this woman could do to her that would make her nightmares seem
like Sunday dreamy days?

“You can hold
onto the hanging rope loops, but not let go. Is that
clear?”

The descent into the
cellar had been worse than her meagre nightmares could come up
with. The stone stairs were narrow and steep and managing them on
her spiked stilettos was a mission especially with her being naked
except for the sheer nylon sheathing her long, long legs. But she’d
managed it, and then down into a red lit space. The door at the top
of the stairs was double. The inner door was lined and soundproof.
The door leading to the kitchen area was just a normal looking
door. When both doors closed then there was this ‘ear popping’
sensation as the sound proof vacuum was created.

Bonnie shivered. She’d
never experienced a sound proofed room before and it made her feel
weird and light headed.

“You don’t need
to worry in here about anything. You can scream to your hearts
content, and then some more. No-one will hear you. If you hold your
breath now, and listen, you can hear nothing except what is in this
room.”

And Bonnie did this, she
held her breath and Jaz had been right - there was nothing. It was
as though the outside world didn’t exist anymore because there was
just no sign of it, or no sound of it. And when Bonnie had got used
to the shiver, and the sense of isolation in that room she looked
around it. There was this red glow, a soft red glow that bounced
off all walls, floors and ceiling to create this other level of
weird. But it was more than weird, it was like a level of doom that
she was feeling. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that even
before Bonnie reached up and slipped her wrists through the rope
loops, that she was trembling.

And Jaz took the time to
take in this woman. Oh yes Bonnie was a looker. But now she was a
looker of a different sort. Jaz liked it that Bonnie was a
subjugated looker. One that didn’t control any aspect of her life
any more. And there was an added boost of ‘thrill’ for Jaz in that,
for appearances sake, Bonnie was a free woman, to do what she
wanted when she wanted but she wasn’t that at all. And this must
have fucked with Bonnie’s mind more. That she could come and go,
subject to her work hours at Jaz’s house, and it all looked above
board and legitimate. But the reality in Bonnie’s mind was often
too much to comprehend or cope with, and Jaz liked that.

“Obviously, you
haven’t mentioned anything to the men, of our little progressing
arrangement? At least I hope you haven’t? They just think that you
are coming to work for me, right?”

The truth was that Bonnie
had so often wanted to mention the shit she was in and that it was
all her own fault to Ralph, but she hadn’t. At no time had she been
sworn to secrecy by Jaz, and yet now this woman asked her
this.

“No, no Miss
Jaz, I haven’t said a word, I swear I haven’t Miss Jaz.”

And there was this urgency
in her voice that was desperate to convince Jaz that was she was
saying was the truth. It wasn’t like Bonnie at all - not the old
Bonnie anyway. That Bonnie was street wise and smart and confident
and sassy. This one, the one that Jaz was turning her into was
reduced. Reduced as woman and as a human being.

“If I ever find
out you’re lying to me…”

And Jaz left the sentence
unfinished as though she didn’t really need to spell it out. But in
fact she did because Bonnie was anything but on top of this in the
coping department. Jaz was looking at her, all stretched up. She
really was a fine specimen of a woman. And those legs, legs that
went on for days enhanced even further with the sheer nylon
stockings, and with her feet arched into the strapless court
stilettos. There was this little shift that Bonnie did, from high
heel to high heel. There was just enough of her arm length to
facilitate that shift and Jaz studied that. She liked the way that
Bonie moved. She was used to shifting her body for the catwalk. She
knew how to use her height and her legs to best effect. And that
carried over here. It was like Bonnie would never lose the habits
of a lifetime. Except now her movements were curtailed by Jaz, and
the detective inspector like that.

Bonnie had done a double
take when Jaz had reappeared to bring her down into the basement.
This policewoman had come in dressed all in leather. A leather
catsuit in tight supple black. And over that catsuit like a rubber
splash apron in white. Bonnie had shivered at the sight of this
woman who was revealing more and more of herself all the time. What
could she want or need a splash apron for? And the way that Jaz
moved on her high heeled boots was to behold. Bonnie knew about
women like her, but she’d thought they were from the night time.
She didn’t think that a woman like this would be able to exist in
the daylight hours. Not that she was a vampire or anything like
that but because she thought that heavily made up leather clad
women in high heeled boots came from the world of hookers and
escorts. And Bonnie was discovering that she had more to worry
about. When she saw Jaz like this for the first time she was
learning very quickly that she was in something that she didn’t
understand. But she couldn’t put too much thought into that then
because, she was being taken to the basement for a punishment she
knew nothing about.

 


“I promise Miss
Jaz, I’ll never lie to you, EVER, EVER!”

Poor Bonnie was almost in
tears hanging on the rope loops above her but that added to the
appeal of how she looked.

“I believe you,
I believe you. But you know, because I already know about your
history with that poor girl, and now I know more about the men,
that some kind of correction has to start somewhere and it has to
start with you because I see it as your fault.”

Jaz was talking from
behind Bonnie so couldn’t be seen and that voice of her’s filtered
in to her ears, her head and then her psyche.

“I know Miss
Jaz. I know.”

And Jaz liked it that
there were not many spoken words back to her. That was a sign that
Bonnie was accepting things now as they presented themselves to
her.

“I’m going to
warm your bottom with this first, before the punishment starts
properly. And if you are a good ‘slut’, if you take your punishment
with the least fuss, then maybe, just maybe I will give you an
orgasm. How would you like that?”

Ordinarily Bonnie would
have jumped on the chance of an orgasm but when she saw what Jaz
was carrying, a flat wooden paddle, with brass studs that were
almost spikes, she could feel her voice cracking. And that pleased
Jaz more.

“Yes please
Miss Jaz, oh yes an orgasm, yes please.”

Her response was almost
pathetic and the fear of the paddle was showing through her
cracking voice, and she did that thing again where she shifted her
weight from one stiletto to the other. She didn’t want to be
punished, not if the truth were known. But she was saying
everything that Jaz wanted to hear. And Jaz knew what this woman
really felt knowing she was just about to be punished. For some
reason Bonnie knew that Miss Jaz didn’t do soft punishments - or
ones that were anything but harsh and that was creating more
anguish in her mind.

“Once I’ve
finished with the paddle, once your bottom is nice and hot, then
I’ll revert to the cane and begin the punishment
proper.”

Jaz told Bonnie what was
going to happen because it was the sadist in her talking. Never
give too much and never hold too much back either. Always give
enough to keep the nightmares alive.

“Yes Miss Jaz,
thank you Miss Jaz.”

Again that teary voice,
repeating her thanks, from Bonnie as she poured her eyes over the
lethal looking paddle that was about to be used on her. Like she
knew that Jaz didn’t do soft punishments she also knew that this
woman knew how to use that paddle that she was holding. And as Jaz
slapped that paddle into the palm of her hand, the crack was loud
and that unsettled Bonnie. Jaz looked at her again, making sure she
took in the full sight of this magnificent woman that she was about
to punish.

 


21.00 hrs

 


Bonnie’s ass cheeks were
aglow and that shifting from stiletto to stiletto had taken on a
more urgent meaning - a more urgent ‘timing’, almost like a
quickstep. And there was this noise coming from her, like a
snivelling, teary noise. It wasn’t the noise of a grown, mature
woman that could be heard. Well, it was, but this mature grown
woman had been reduced a little bit more. For over an hour, Jaz had
used that heavy paddle on her. And it was ‘heavy’. There was the
swing of the paddle that Jaz took and then the slap with all its
weight into the ass of Bonnie. And Bonnie felt every single one of
those paddle blows just like she felt every single ripple of ass
flesh that the paddle created.

And right there, there
would have been that visual feast as that paddle contacted with ass
flesh. Sometimes Jaz struck across both ass cheeks at once but at
other times she paddled individual ass cheeks so that she could
cover more flesh. She worked systematically, alternating the sides
she used the paddle from and equalising the redness. And yes that
redness - beginning with an almost delicate pick glow and
increasing in redness. As the redness became more striking, more
angry, so the little indentations of the studs could be seen. By
the end of the paddling of Bonnie’s ass there were hundreds upon
hundreds of these little ‘holes’ in the flesh. Not holes that
pierced the flesh but just very deep indentations.

And of course there was
the fact that Bonnie had to remain with her wrists loped through
the hanging ropes, and not take them away. In effect she had to
submit fully to the paddle and to Jaz without resistance. And this
would have been a trauma in itself for her. There would have been
that quick-step dancing of her’s from one stiletto to the other -
doing that as though it might offer up some sort of comfort or
easing of that hotness that was being applied to her ass - but not.
And then there would have been the pausing of Jaz, to stand back,
and look at Bonnie from all angles, just to take in the sight. That
delicious sight of a woman who was so bemused and frightened by
life now that all she could do was whimper.

“And now for
the finale.”

Bonnie could be forgiven
for forgetting that the paddling of her ass was just literally, the
warm up - and that she had to be caned as well. When she was
reminded by that simple line from Jaz, she whimpered and cried a
little bit more.

“Awww don’t
cry. Remember you deserve this. It’s all your fault.”

This was Jaz punishing
Bonnie yes, but she was also laying on a psychological master
class. It would result in Bonnie turning on herself, hating herself
and as such, crave to be punished, and abused more. Jaz smiled when
she thought about that. This was the first chance, the first real
chance she’d had to take a whole family out and into her world.
There had been individuals and there had been sisters, and couples.
But never a whole family and Jaz squeezed her thighs at the thought
of what she was doing. And more squeezing her thighs to what she
would do in the future. She already knew this was about the
long-game. She already knew that this wasn’t a quick fix and that
it was the main event and so there was no way she was going to rush
it so that she fucked up. She was too into this, she was too
immersed in what she was doing and what she had planned to fuck up
now.

“Yes Miss Jaz,
thank you Miss Jaz.”

That was what Bonnie said
in response even though she would have been screaming something
else inside her mind. Even at this point Bonnie could have got out,
if she’d had half a mind. She could have still gone to the police
to blow Jaz’s world upside down. But that was it, she didn’t have
half a mind left, not really.

“This cane is
my ‘special’ cane. It’s been with me for a long time and has tasted
a lot of flesh.”

And there was this edge to
Jaz’s voice. One would have to say that it wasn’t a very pleasant
edge that she had applied to her voice. It was like the real sadist
in her coming to the fore. She’d reduced this poor woman to tears
and to distress with her heavy stud covered paddle and now she was
about to capitalise on that distress by applying more of the same.
Or she was going to apply a different kind of distress with a cane
that was long and slightly arched. This looked like a cane that was
used in those countries that still held public floggings. It wasn’t
a ‘pretty’ cane used for visual effect, although to some there
would be that visual effect. This was a cane that was designed and
made to be ‘used’ to its fullest extent. It was the kind of cane
that had to be used in a measured way. A cane that required Jaz to
be standing a certain distance from the target - that being
Bonnie’s already red, angry ass. And it was a cane that needed to
be applied in a long sweeping, almost slow motion horizontal
arch.

And therein lay the secret
of that cane. The way it was used - the way Jaz had to swing it
back and then apply it by brute force at the same time as swinging
her hips in the direction of that arch. When it contacted the flesh
it made a noise that was not pretty either. It made a noise that
was almost sickening. There was the initial whoosh of the air as
the cane sliced through that still red air in the basement, and
then the almost thudding ‘crack’ as it sunk into already tortured
ass flesh of Bonnie.

“Don’t forget,
slut. Keep holding those ropes. Don’t you dare let go.”

There was the noise of
that cane, but there was also the noise of Bonnie. For the paddling
she had been distraught. But there was no doubt that she wouldn’t
have felt this kind of pain before. That searing cutting pain over
an already burning sensation and that pain being furthered with
Bonnie’s mindset that it was a pain that would not lessen over
time.


CHAPTER NINE

 


00.55 Hrs

 


“I think it’s
time we met face to face Selina. I want to see that slutty little
face of yours. And I want to check that you’ve fitted your chastity
device to my exacting standards.”

Now these typed words,
appearing on a screen in front of him would have frightened Teddy
half to death. He never met those he conversed with in those rooms.
And if they ever got pushy, he ghosted them, much as Jaz suspected
he did.

“I’m so sorry.
I don’t think I’m ready for that, yet.”

Jaz smiled. She was
smiling because of how this boy thought he had a choice. She was
reading his mind - she knew he was thinking he could maybe put a
meeting off and wring as much out of her as he could in wanks. But
she already knew that the device was fitted and so already there
would be a mind-fuck in operation. All this time he had been able
to wank to his heart’s content whilst generating these images in
his mind of how he thought total domination and feminisation would
look and feel - and now he didn’t have that release.

She had got him to fit the
device and then send her a picture of it. That had been to feed
that need in him. He wouldn’t have had a clue once that chastity
was on, and locked, the keys flushed down the toilet that there
would be no escape for that miserable cock of his. And Jaz had got
him to do it all, and photograph it, without his face being in the
pictures of course, just to feed him some more and at the same time
let him think he was still safe and anonymous.

Poor boy wasn’t putting it
all together in his mind. He couldn’t quite get to the point in his
mind where he would know he was busted and fucked. That was down to
him thinking with his cock, or his clitoris and although Jaz smiled
at that, she was getting excited herself by the speed of progress.
There was little point in her hiding from Teddy any more. If she
wanted to play the games he had played for years, then yes. But she
didn’t. She had definite and all-encompassing plans for this boy
come girl and so, with Bonnie as deep in as she could be at this
point and with her net closing round that cunt Ralph, she needed to
reveal herself to Teddy. She needed to apply the shock and then the
mind bondage that would keep him exactly where she wanted him to
be.

“You might not
be ready Selina darling. But I am. And I want to begin your journey
to full cock sucking, full cock fucking, full cock worshipping
femininity without any more delay and I know that you want that as
well.”

And she stopped typing.
She knew what was going through Teddy’s mind now. She knew that he
had reached that point where he would either have to go real time,
or he would have to ghost her. She knew that ghosting people in
this room in the past would have been easy. He just needed to
ignore them and not have any more contact with them. He ghosted
mainly because he had existed online as a girl called Selina. So to
go real time he would have to come out as Teddy. He’d never do
that. But with Jaz it was different. She knew where he lived. She
knew ‘she’ wasn’t a she at all and there was already that measure
of real-time and reality in what they had. Maybe somewhere in his
mind he had thought about all this. Maybe not.

“I don’t think
I can do it, I’m sorry.”

And there was this tone to
that message that still told Jaz that this boy thought he had a
choice. And then there was the ‘logging out’ sign next to Selina’s
name and he was gone. That was Jaz ghosted, or so he thought. He’d
made the decision and went with it. He probably thought that ‘oh
well, I can just create more fantasies now, even though Empress is
gone’. But he was still stuck with his chastity. Maybe he thought
he’d get it off, and he could wank again. Maybe with him having
made the decision to ghost Jaz, it would all come to him and he
wouldn’t have a very good night thinking about it all. It would be
like that question occurring and recurring in his mind. ‘Will she
come after me?’ And a little bit of him at least hoping that she
did come after him because that was a turn on as well. Of course
part of him would be shitting himself because, basically he didn’t
know and couldn’t know what the outcome of him ghosting Empress
would be.

Jaz smiled - she knew how
psychology worked and she knew how mind fucks worked. She’d known
that this would probably happen and she saw it as part of the game.
Part of the cat and mouse game that had to be played in order for
someone like Teddy to feel trapped. He’d done what he wanted how he
wanted for years and this was the beginning of the turning of the
tables. Jaz was chilled and relaxed. The nets were closing on the
men.

 


From somewhere else in the
house, maybe upstairs, she could hear the soft gentle mewling of
Bonnie after her caning. Even by Jaz’s standards that’d been some
caning. When she used that big, long arched cane, this woman went
into a zone of her own. She kind of levelled out, in her mind and
existed in just one zone. There was no other purpose for her
existing at this point other than to cause as much pain and damage
to flesh as she could to the target area. Of course that target
area was Bonnie’s ass, and of course the sweet spot where the ass
rolls gently into the upper thigh, right in that crease is the
‘sweet spot’.

“THIS is
punishment. But I have many methods of punishment. This is my least
severe. And this apron is to protect me from your splash backs
because there will be splashback of your feminine sluttish
juices.”

She had spoken to Bonnie
between those long arching strokes of the cane. But the thing was
that she had barely broke a sweat. There was this cool, almost
casual control that she was able to exercise at the same time as
creating the most painful havoc in the butt cheeks and the mind of
Bonnie. The cane left welts, upon welts, and there was the splash
back which Bonnie might never understand.

It wouldn’t be an
exaggeration to say that the skin had been removed from Bonnie’s
ass. It had been removed slowly and systematically over the course
of an hour or so and then Jaz had instructed Bonnie to remain
holding on to those rope loops so that she could walk around her
and take her in - the sight of her, the sound of her. Jaz did this
thing, this little gasping thing as she took the sight in. She’d
always wanted an innocent slightly older woman at her mercy like
this. And, ok, Bonnie wasn’t innocence personified but she could
hardly be responsible, not really, for that cunt of a husband or
that twisted mess of a son of her’s. And she could hardly be kept
on a hook for something that happened way way back in her early
drug and drink fuelled modelling days, even if that night had been
‘bad’. So to all intents and purposes, Bonnie was innocent. And Jaz
drank her in. She loved her, but she loved her in a special way. Of
course, she wouldn’t tell Bonnie that it wasn’t all her fault. She
needed to keep her on that hook. It was that hook that would be the
downfall of Bonnie, eventually.

The way the distressed,
pain filled Bonnie moved with her hands up stretched and her free
legs was to behold. There was a desperate scissoring motion to her
long stockinged legs. Like she thought if she moved her feet like
this then the pain would go away. It didn’t. The more she moved the
more the flesh stretched and hurt. Her ass really had been flayed
by that cane and by Jaz. And still Jaz had barely breathed deeply
in the effort she had put in. And the remarkable thing was that Jaz
had not destroyed either of Bonnie’s stockings. They remained
intact and they remained clinging to the very upper thighs of those
spectacular legs, as though they had been told to stay like that.
And even when Jaz had eventually targeted the ‘sweet spot’ she was
so accomplished and so accurate with the cane that she didn’t even
skim the top of the stockings. It was just flesh that she damaged
with that cane.

There was this thing, this
urge in Jazz to hurt her more. She’d considered getting the woman
to remove the stockings to just her shoes, and come down her thighs
with the cane. But that would have been too much too soon and Jaz
knew when enough was enough, for now. And she listened to her in
the other part of the house, she knew that Bonnie had gone into
shock with what she had done to her. She’d tried to get her to go
home at the end of her work shift.

“You need to go
home, another long day tomorrow. Don’t show Ralph your ass though.
I’ve got another surprise in store for him so I don’t want him
seeing you like this, yet.”

But Bonnie hadn’t been
able to respond with a coherent response. Eventually she did
try.

“I can’t go
home like this Miss Jaz please don’t send me home like
this.”

And her words had come in
shuddering stutters that she was barely able to contain.

“You can stay
for a little while and ponder on what’s happened here tonight. You
need to know how your life is going to be from now on. When I said
your life is going to take a downturn, I meant it in every sense of
the words I used. There is nothing you can do about it, you just
have to live what I let you live and block everything else
out.”

“But how can I
go home, to my husband like this Miss? Look at me!”

And Bonnie was sobbing.
She was right though - her ass was a mess and she wouldn’t be able
to be seen like that, not by Ralph, not by anyone. It was like the
first layer of skin had been taken off and in places there was
bleeding over her ass cheeks. The sweet spot had caught it the most
and Jaz knew this so she reached between the legs of Bonnie and she
stroked her cunt. And Bonnie far from shrinking away from such
attention lay back and spread her legs so that Jaz could stroke all
of her cunt as deeply as she wanted to.

“Remember I
told you, if you were good, through the punishment then I may give
you an orgasm? Now I know what caning the sweet spot between your
ass and your thighs means. I know that you are wet - and yes, you
are wet, you splashed back many times onto my apron. And I know
that your clitoris will be swollen, and pulsating and dripping, and
yes it is. So now, just relax for a while and think of this orgasm
as your treat from your Owner. Just think of it this way and I’m
sure it will all be good for you.”

Jaz stopped talking but
she didn’t stop masturbating Bonnie. She slipped two then three
fingers inside Bonnie and then she found that G spot again and she
pressed and held that pressure so that Bonnie orgasmed instantly.
Bonnie came and came until she was breathless. And then she came
some more. There was this whimpering sound from her. Yes it was a
distress tinged whimpering but it was also coloured with pure lust
for the pleasure that Jaz was giving her. She was giving her
pleasure that allowed Bonnie to sink out of this real life of her’s
and into that other one. Jaz was replacing Bonnie’s life with
sexual orgasm.

Eventually, it would be
the only thing that she would be able to think about logically at
any point. It would be the only thing she could crave, and that was
the orgasm. And because she was being given orgasm at times of such
high distress and anxiety, and pain, she would always associate the
negatives with the positive of orgasm. And that would work into as
addiction for her. One that there would be no cold turkey retreat
from. It would stay with her. And after this orgasm, the despair
again and the realisation that she was trapped in this never ending
loop of pain and pleasure. Jaz smiled as Bonnie came down into that
despair and distress. And that was what she could hear now, that
despair and distress. But Jaz was already onto how she was going to
front Teddy out. And she smiled again.

 


11.00 hrs - a central
London police station

 


“There must be
some mistake - there has to be? Look I’m sure we can sort all of
this out. I’m sure we can.”

Ralph had been hauled out
of his work space, all eyes on him. To say that he was traumatised
and in shock would be something of an understatement. He was beyond
any kind of logic.

“No mistake
sir. You need to understand that you are being arrested for making
images that contravene several laws. That will be explained to you
in due course.”

It was a uniformed female
officer who spoke to Ralph and her eyes were piercing him. She was
young - probably she hadn’t been in the force for very long and was
learning. Ralph wished that it was anyone but a young attractive
female officer leading him to the custody suite of the station. He
wished it had been anything but at work he had been fished out of.
But now he’d probably lose his job, even though he was pretty high
up in the company and in fact owned shares in it. He was deciding
as this was unfolding that he would leave and not be fired or
forced to take ‘leave’. Or worse, forced to resign.

He’d just take this and
then sink out of sight. He didn’t need the money so he’d sell his
shares. Between him and Bonnie they had enough to live on. The
house was paid for and they had pensions and saving and a few
investments that would see them through. They even had enough left
over to leave to Teddy. But of course, Ralph didn’t know how things
were developing - he had no idea. He didn’t have a clue how this
was all opening up underneath him.

And the woman next door,
the woman who had given them tickets for the west end, complete
with rooms for the night, didn’t even enter his head. Not at this
point. Whenever he did think about her, he thought she was odd, and
that there was ‘something’ about her especially since that breast
baring incident in the garden. He knew she was hot as fuck, and
even though he was dispositioned towards extremely young girls,
he’d make an exception in Jaz’s case - he’d thought several times
that if he fucked her, he’d do a good job of it. At this point he
didn’t even know she was a high ranking police officer - Bonnie has
never shared that with him.

As Ralph sat in the cell,
he tried to work out how he’d been rumbled. He knew what it was
about - those pictures and videos. He knew it was about them - it
couldn’t have been about anything else. But how? Someone on that
dark web site must have done something stupid and got caught and
from there there was a snowball effect with it gaining momentum all
the time and eventually it had got to him. That had to be it! He
went over it time and time again as he tried to come to terms with
being arrested.

“You’ll be
interviewed in due course sir. In the mean time I suggest you try
to get some rest.”

That had been what the
young officer said to him just before she slammed the door to the
cell and locked it.

“Don’t I even
get a phone call?”

Ralph was referring to his
right to make a call. But he’d only ever seen that in movies. He
didn’t even know if he had that right at all. The officer didn’t
answer and Ralph could hear her steps going away from him and down
the corridor of cells. And then another door banging shut some way
away and he felt alone then. More alone than he had ever felt.
Right at this time he wished he could talk to Bonnie - she would be
the voice of reason and she would sort it out. But he couldn’t even
do that.

Ralph knew the urges he
had were wrong. And that they were bad. He knew that all too well
but the longer he got away with being a member of that site, the
more blasé he got about it all even though his payment details
would have been on file. It would have been easy for them to track
him down. In effect he was one of the founding members of that site
and of that ‘company’ that made those films. He’d financed several
of the projects - the ones that particularly turned him on. One
look at his history and his rating details on the site would tell
anyone what turned him on exactly, and that wouldn’t be a good
look.

“Fuck, fuck,
fuck.”

He swore to himself but
out loud as he sat on the edge of the bench in the cell with had
head in his hands.

“Fuck, fuck
FUCK!”

This time he slammed his
fist into the wall and hurt himself in the process. He was a
normally calm, collected man who’d know what to do in any situation
but there was nothing calm in him now - it was like he could feel
it all crumbling around him and he didn’t know what to think about
first. Ralph being the despicable cunt that he was thought only
about himself and how he could get out of this. Oh yes he thought
about Bonnie and Teddy, but only in as much as how could he explain
to them that the police had it all wrong, and that he wasn’t what
he was being accused of. It was a bit like all he thought about was
his hard cock when he was watching those absolute brutal movies of
young girls being raped and handed round from one to the other and
then the next. It would be true to say that in that cell, Ralph was
being forced to look at himself. As though he was being forced to
look in a mirror. And for sure right at this point he wouldn’t like
what he was seeing.

Eventually he would cry
and sob and when he’d lost all track of time, then he would lie on
the bench and curl up, almost into the foetal position to try to
comfort himself. He didn’t ring the bell to get his phone call, and
he didn’t ask to see someone so that he could ask them to let his
wife know what had happened. He was being set up, but he didn’t
have a clue. Not yet. And right at this point he wanted to be left
alone.

 



CHAPTER TEN

 


12.10 hrs

 


“You? No, no
way. No!”

Even before Jaz began,
Teddy aka Selina was in denial. Ralph should have been in work but
he’d had a monumental shock delivered to him as he was just about
to seal another multi-million pound deal. He was stewing in a cell
and wouldn’t be able to spoil the party that was about to occur for
Teddy. For now Jaz had called in on Teddy, next door, whilst his
caned, broken mother was skivvying for her at the big house. That
would be interesting - to see what Teddy thought about his mother
now. If she could show him her, let him know it was all going to be
ok after all then maybe that would be another tangent to work on.
But all in good time.

“Yes Selina,
Me! Aren’t you going to ask me in? I think it would be better if
you did!”

It was like Teddy’s all
time nightmare was coming true right as he stood on the door
step.

“No, no, mum
and dad will be back in a little while and then we have to go out.
We’ll have to talk some other time.”

Teddy spoke clearly and
precisely even though his voice was shaky. Jaz smiled inside to
herself. She had to give it to this little pervert, he was good and
at first glance there was no real sign of the distress he was
in.

“No Selina,
they won’t be back any time soon. Your dad is otherwise engaged, I
know. And your mother is working her ass off for me, right now. She
will not be back any time soon. Now let’s go in, and discuss the
future.”

That could have been the
first real sign of Teddy realising that he was in a lot of trouble.
The colour drained from him and he had this sickly look about him
that might have been disturbing were it not so appropriate. The
thing about Teddy was that he’d existed for all this time in those
chat rooms, and all this time living this secret life as Selina. He
had no experience in how to deal with the realities of what he’d
created and now he could feel himself crumbling from the inside. He
moved aside and allowed the tall, high heeled Jaz breeze past
him.

“Look, look I
didn’t mean all that stuff on line. I was pretending and it went
too far. I’m sorry but I don’t want to play those games any more.
So please, please can we keep this to ourselves? I don’t want my
mum and dad knowing. And we can just forget this ever happened,
right?”

And again Jaz would have
to give credit to Teddy - he had it all worked out. Or thought he
did.

“Games? You
think we were playing ‘games’?”

And Jaz had moved right
into Teddy’s space and slid a hand to his crotch area to feel for
the chastity cage.

“Does this seem
like a game to you?”

She was referring to the
chastity device which he had fitted.

“No, no of
course I was going to talk to you about that. About how I get it
off, since we are not doing his anymore?”

Teddy was so clever that
he was irritating the fuck out of Jaz. She stepped back and
delivered a pin point accurate backhanded slap to his face which
sent him reeling to the floor in the entrance hall to the house.
The front door was closed now and she was standing over him,
looming over him dressed in a fitted skirt suit and jacket. His
view would have been of her feet arched into spike heeled shoes.
He’d sounded confident, even cocky, even if the colour had drained
out of his face but Jaz could see that he was a pervert who could
adapt and do so quickly. But the colour was gone from his face
again as she stood over him and as he came face to face with
reality again.

“You can’t do
this. I’ll call the police, and you’ll be fucked.”

In effect he was right.
His voice was slightly gay, slightly effeminate and Jaz picked that
up.

“I am the
police you silly girl. Now why don’t you be a good sissy girl and
strip for me. Strip naked to your chastity cage and then go dress
up like you dress up when you’re on line. I want to see the slut in
all her glory. And you better not disappoint Selina.”

Jaz stepped back from
Teddy to allow him to climb back to his feet. By how she was
talking to him and how she was treating him, she was pouring
herself into his psyche. In effect she was getting into his head.
For Teddy, seeing this woman over him, and hearing the reality of
her voice talking to him like that, his cock was twitching in the
cage. But that cage had become tighter and tighter the longer he’d
worn it. He was this little pervert who needed sexual release
several times a day and if he didn’t get it, or if he missed one of
his orgasm times then the stress and the frustration would build up
inside him. So where Teddy could retain an outer level of calm and
apparent control, inside he was a wreck and that would eventually
seep out on full view.

And now he was having to
face something he had never faced before. Oh, he had imagined this
so many times, being confronted by a dominant woman who would take
him into some form of hell. The trouble was that it was HIS version
of hell. He had the imagination and he had the images and the
visions set perfectly and lucidly in his mind. But they were HIS
visions that all surrounded and cajoled HIS version of being
dominated and feminised. What he was facing now was the reality in
the form of Jaz actually in his face. His cock come clitoris ached
in the cage and it had been since soon after he fitted it. But now
it was worse and it was beginning to impede on his ability to be
calm and rational.

He stripped slowly in
front of Jaz. He didn’t want to but he did. He was more than aware
of her eyes burning into him with every item he took off until
eventually he was standing naked in just his cock cage. The thing
was that he would never have prepared himself for this time because
he knew, or thought he knew that this time would never come. That
he would never go real time and be in this predicament. Even as
early as this Teddy was learning that the reality was so far
removed from the fantasies that he had built up. Those fantasies
had involved him being seduced gently into feminisation. And those
fantasied had been all on his terms - and all for him. But now the
reality was hitting home. But Jaz hadn’t even scratched the surface
yet.

“Look please I
don’t want to do this anymore. I’m sorry I led you on.”

He didn’t give up and in a
way Jaz admired that, but she was outraged inside that this little
sissy girl thought she had led her on.

“You didn’t
lead me on sweetheart. I knew exactly what I was doing. I knew
exactly when this day would come. And here we are. This is going to
be a shock to your system but right now, your dad is banged up, and
your mother is enslaved to me. When I say enslaved, I mean she
isn’t the woman she was.”

Jaz stopped talking to
give Selina the chance to absorb what she was saying. But his head
was moving side to side to the negative, as though he didn’t
believe a word she was saying.

“Look why don’t
you just humour me, now that we are together, go dress up, go make
yourself into Selina, and I’ll show you how this is going to go
down.”

Jaz took on her business
like persona. She was adding that lilt to her voice that would ease
the mind of this poor boy with a sense of normality and
acceptability.

“Ok, ok. I’ll
dress up for you. But I don’t believe you, about my mum and dad.
Mum only came to work for you because she wanted a job. She’s not
no-ones ’slave’.”

Jaz looked at him all
sombre and that would have unsettled him.

“Just go, and
I’ll show you. I have something else planned for you first, but I
will show you your mother for what she is now.”

And those words stayed
with Teddy as he left Jaz to go to his room. Jaz watched him - she
liked that way he ‘shimmied’ in flat feet. She wondered how he
would cope with ballet style boots and bondage and she smiled at
the thought. There was one thing that Jaz liked the most, and that
was showing someone the reality of a situation or a predicament.
She knew that Teddy had lived and existed in this little bubble of
his own world for so many years, and now that she was showing him
reality, it turned her on a lot. She knew that fantasy and reality
were different things. And that one did not necessarily agree with
the other. But where it was forced to coincide and coexist, THAT
was where the true sexual joy was for her. It was where the sadism
was.

With Teddy gone and
transforming himself into Selina, Jaz took out her cell phone and
thumbed through the phone book. She stopped on a number and
speed-dialled.

“Yes, it’s me.
I want the two of you over here now. I’ve got a little bitch who
needs rooting right through to her core.”

And she didn’t wait for a
response. There was no conversation from the other side of the
line. She’d given an order and was confident to the point of
arrogance that it would be followed. She thumbed through her phone
book again and stopped on another number and dialled.

“Hi it’s me.
Everything go alright? Is the lowlife stewing nicely? Good. Don’t
do anything with him until you hear from me again.”

And she hung up that call.
Twenty minutes later Selina appeared and Jaz smiled. It was a
complete transformation and she had to give credit for
that.

“You look,
stunning. You look completely cock ready. And I KNOW you are going
to be a good girl from now on for me.”

Selina was long legged,
and she was pretty. The wig was long and straight and silver blonde
and almost matched the little micro dress she wore. And that dress
was hemmed to just under her ass cheeks. Her legs were sheathed in
dark brown nylon and Jaz guessed right that this was pantyhose
since stocking tops would have been immediately visible. Her feet
were arched into moderate heels and Jaz smiled again. There was
experience of heels, just not extreme heels. There was a sense of
the partial reality that Selina had experienced, but it was
fighting the force of the actual hardcore reality that she was now
facing.

Selina looked traumatised
standing in front of Jaz. Teddy never thought this day would come.
He had dreamed of it, and relived it many times in his own mind,
but he never thought he would feel what it was like to actually
experience it. He’d dismissed reality as unnecessary. He had all he
needed in his mind and in his clothing and toy chest. He had his
little world on the internet and in his bedroom. He didn’t need the
added complication of going real time. Not now, not ever. Except
then Jaz happened along.

“Turn around,
on your heels let me look at you.”

Jaz did the twirl sign
with her finger for Selina to turn on the spot. And if there was
one thing, just one thing that Teddy could take from his own
version of this, it was that little seductive twirl that she had to
do for her Empress. That came from his visions and his fantasies
and that made the cock in the cage strain harder. That cage was
getting tighter and tighter as it adjusted almost organically to
him.

“Perfect, just
perfect. That makeup is to die for. You are going to make a
wonderful cock sucking, cum drinking slut, I just know you
are.”

And even these words from
Jaz were like words from his own fantasies but Jaz knew this. She
knew what she was doing. She knew that Teddy had received a shock
to his system and that she needed to seduce him a little further
into her world using his desires and urges. As she complimented him
he slipped out his fleshy wet tongue and slid it across the width
of his lipsticked mouth on his bottom lip, and then under his top
lip.

“That’s a good
girl. You just be what you’ve always wanted and needed to be all
this time. I mean your profile at Boys Will Be Girls is four years
old. Just think of all that wasted time.”

Jaz was sitting now, more
or less as though she owned the place and she was talking to Selina
just how she knew she needed to be talked to. And then the front
door bell rang.

 


13.15 hrs

 


There had been very little
conversation. None at all in fact. The two huge black men had been
let in by Jaz and she’d shown them into the lounge where Seline was
waiting, thinking that it might not be such a bad thing after all,
it was just all that stuff that Empress had said about her mum and
dad - that was something that was beginning to nag at the back of
her mind. But not now. Now ‘she’ had other things to think about.
Now she saw the two men and she didn’t need to be told what was
about to happen. She knew from the way these two men looked at her
and licked, their big thick negro lips, what they were here
for.

She didn’t need to be told
because she had envisaged a scene like this, she had lived it in
her head thousands upon thousands of times. But now she was faced
with the reality. Now she could here sounds of the city, smells of
the house, sensations that didn’t come into it in the small hours
of the night when she was in those chat rooms and when she was in
her dirty dreams. But now this was the real thing and there was
this ice cold spear of fear that drove down the core of her spine
as the men approached her.

Selina screamed when that
first black cock slipped up past her sphincter and into the
confines of her colon. That would be her pussy from now on. That
scream though - one that was of bemusement and one that was of
sheer absolute terror and pain. Jaz knew that this little bitch had
taken dildo’s inside her pussy. But big, thick black cock was her
first taste of the real thing and Jaz had a ringside seat for that.
It was just in the lounge - mummy and daddy’s lounge and the two
men did what they had been told to come and do, root Selina to the
core. One of them had ripped the crotch out of the pantyhose she
wore and the other was flopping his big black cock out and getting
it ready - he was to be the first. The other just manhandled Selina
- mauled her, cupped her clitoris cage, and then felt for tits that
were not there. Jaz saw that, and there were plans to give Selina
tits but it couldn’t be all at once.

But Jaz liked what she was
seeing. She liked the graphic, explicit nature of what these men
did to the little bitch Selina. And she liked the looked of pure
horror in his eyes, and the graphic descriptive expressions on his
face as that cock sank into the depths of his colon. It would never
have gone, not without lubrication, and that was used in plentiful
ways. Jaz had always liked the idea of a bitch, male or female
being raped dry - and that was one of those concepts that worked in
the mind but didn’t work too well in reality. Often the size of the
cock, or the dry dildo was too much and too dry for there to be a
fit. To ensure the fullest and deepest penetration of a horrified
bitch, a nice lot of lubrication so that there was no resistance in
the flesh. The man who was first lubed his cock and the other one
lubed Selina’s pussy as he held her down. He held her down as well
then, over the arm of the sofa, as the first slipped up
inside.

And yes there was that
scream, and Selina did scream. It was one of those high pitched
awful screams one might hear in the dead of night and which has no
explanation attached to it. It was like she was dealing with the
horror of being stretched filled, and ripped, and the knowledge
that she was being fucked, unprotected by a black man. She would
have lived this so many times in her mind, and in those chat rooms
and those times would have fed her need to masturbate until her
little cock was about to drop off. But now she was dealing with the
reality and the god awful spasm like pains that seemed to engulf
her bowels and colon with every in stroke of that thick, long cock.
It was as though this man used every little bit of the length and
the thickness of himself and he did it slowly but firmly as though
he was making love to Selina.

That was a psychological
thing. Teddy would have never gone black, would have never gone
real time even, but now this huge negro man was making love to her
and the other was offering the enormity of his cock to her oral
lips, and encouraging her to open her lipsticked mouth for it. And
then there were the huge hands gripping Selina’s jaw and forcing it
open so that the cock could ream those jaws open. Just that little
bit more.

“That’s a good
girl Selina. Give these men the best time. Make them want to come
back for more. Because that’s your job from now on. To make
everyone who enjoys you sexually want, and need to come back for
more. If you please me, you get rewarded with orgasm. If you don’t,
back in my house I have a cellar, soundproofed for punishment.
Don’t believe me? Ask your mother when you see her a little
later.”

Jaz was talking, like she
was having a conversation with Selina but she knew that the little
slut wouldn’t be capable of talking back or even comprehending
totally what she was saying. Selina had a mouth full of the
thickest black cock even Jaz had ever seen, and she was impaled via
her ‘pussy’ as well. But Jaz knew also that she would be taking in
key words, and phrases and that these would stick with her. Jaz sat
back and watched these two men systematically root this bitch boy
to the absolute core.

 



CHAPTER ELEVEN

 


14.30 hrs - The Mind Fucks
Begin

 


Selina made this noise
when the first man came up inside her. It was like she recognised
that added pressure that she could feel in her ripped ass, and then
the slippery wetness of her colon being white washed by this
negro’s semen. This would have been when she was feeling at her
most vulnerable and at her most wretched. Jaz hadn’t orchestrated
this little get together, not knowing what the consequences would
be. It was designed to instil a level of shock and pain to Teddy’s
system that he wouldn’t have been able to imagine before and it was
designed in a way that it would stay with him. This was a marker
day for Selina. Like the coming out day. The losing the cherry
day.

This was the day that she
felt semen washing around and then pour from her ‘pussy’, and when
she tasted semen and felt it washing around her digestive tract. It
was when she felt the pain of being fucked, forcibly in both her
ass and her mouth. That anal pain of it, and then the pain in the
back of her throat where that man had fucked her mouth and her face
like she had been paid for. Which in essence she had been. And she
had that taste in her mouth - that salty semen taste that would
never leave her. She would remember this for a long time to come.
She would remember it always. And she would feel wretched because
of this day. What she had been through, repeatedly would have
worked on her mind, as well as her most private intimate flesh and
that would have melted a more than a little bit of her
mind.

When the swap over came
around and she was sucking a cock that had been up her ass, or her
‘pussy’ and when that cock that had been down her throat and was
now deep inside her anal tract, Jaz could see the look of despair
of Teddy’s face. His, or Selina’s perfect makeup was all messed up,
just like a real girl’s would be. And she would have had this
feeling of being defiled, and abused just like a real girl would.
And that was because she had been defiled and abused. And when the
men left them, there was nothing said for a long, long time. For
Jaz it was the silence of pain and despair that she wanted and
needed to suck up. There was the weeping of Teddy aka Selina and
that was what made this woman squeeze her thighs together to get a
shot of that sexual pleasure that she craved so much.

“You know slut,
I’m very proud of you. Do you know that?”

That would have been
delivered with the soft, almost motherly voice and that would have
caused conflict inside Teddy’s mind. And it would have caused
questions to form. ‘You can’t possibly be proud of me, look at me?’
That would have gone through his mind along with the fact that he
must have looked a wretched mess. Which he did. The dress was torn,
the wig, although still on was streaked with spurts of spent semen.
The pantyhose was holed and laddered, and torn, his caged bulging
cock hanging out, and there was semen literally pouring out of his
ass as he sprawled out on the floor. That taste of semen was still
in his mouth and it was like he would never get rid of it. Selina’s
lipstick was ruined and smeared over her face.

“You must feel
like a real girl now hey? You must know now what it’s like to be a
real girl, a real slut. And you’ve just had your first taste of
cock worship. And I KNOW it was hard for you but you took it like a
champ. And that’s good. You took it for the girls, all the girls
like you. And you know, there will be hard days and not so hard
ones but you will get through them all because this was what you
were meant to be, what you were meant to do”

And now Jaz knew that he
would be hearing more of her words and taking more in because the
relentless fucking of his holes had stopped and the men had gone.
And now it was just him and ‘Empress’, as he had known her from the
site.

“I don’t want
to do this. Please don’t make me do it anymore.”

And that was like someone
talking who had experienced a huge orgasm and then come down the
other side realising what they had just done.

“I know you’ll
feel like that now, but you won’t always feel like it. Once I begin
to change you, properly into a girl, then you will see how it was
all worth it. You will see how even the last four years were worth
it, like preparation for what will come. You know, it’s like this
was meant to be.”

And again Jaz was talking
softly, almost gently and she was timing her words for when Teddy
was at rock bottom. She’d shown him the reality of what he had
fantasised about all those years, and now she was hitting him with
further reality and that would be causing turmoil inside his
mind.

“A real girl,
what do you mean a real girl?”

There was the
inquisitiveness. The slight tilt of the head but still that look of
utter horror and despair across his face.

“Oh yes Selina.
You’re going to be as much a real girl as it’s possible for you to
be without having the full op. It’s MY belief that the clitoris in
a cage stays. But as for the rest of you, there will be hormones,
and we’ll see how your breasts develop. If they don’t develop
sufficiently, there will be implants. I think it’s important for
someone who is going to live the way you are, that you have all the
right equipment. And for you, that’s breasts, and your lips will be
plumped, filled out a little - you know, real cocksucker lips so
that you can really go to town.”

Jaz stopped - she was
looking at Selina and watching her take in all of her words. She
was watching the colour drain from him yet again as he tried to
make sense of what Jaz was saying to him.

“I don’t want
to do it though Empress. I don’t want to do this again, or any
more.”

And there was real emotion
in Teddy’s voice. It was as though he had just found out what a
mistake he had been making all these years. It was as though he was
finding out that the reality of what his fantasies had been all
these years was too much for him and he wanted out. Except there
was no out for him.

“I’m not
Empress. I’m Miss Jaz. But I’m afraid there is no other way for
you. You can’t just ‘back out’. You can’t just have a hard time and
then call it a day.”

“But I can.
It’s a free world. I can just ask you to leave and never see you
again.”

And for a second or two it
was like Teddy, the man, had found his voice. But it was a
faltering voice.

“I’m afraid for
you, it isn’t a free world. It’s not a free world for your mother
or your father either.”

Jaz kept her voice soft
but firm. She liked that she must have been causing all sorts of
demons to whip around inside Teddy’s mind. What he had just been
through had broken him and he was just looking for words, any words
to fill the void.

“I don’t know
what you mean. My mum and dad will tell you to leave me
alone.”

When Teddy spoke this time
it was like he didn’t believe what he was saying. It was like the
first beginnings of understanding were hitting him head
on.

“I know you
don’t know what I mean now, but I am going to show you. I want you
to go clean yourself up, change your outfit, look like Selina would
look before a hard shift of cock worship, again, and I will show
you something over in my house.”

“But Miss Jaz,
I don’t want breasts, or plump cocksucker lips and all that, not
really. Please listen to me!”

Selina was getting up, she
was getting ready to follow instructions but there were still these
last words of resistance left.

“It’s much more
than about breasts, and lips Selina. You won’t be a boy with tits.
You will be a girl with a clitoris that is locked up. You will look
like a girl, dress like a girl, or dress like a slut actually, and
you will talk like a girl. The hormones will take away the breaking
of your voice. And I will see to it that you are trained in
deportment to a high level. You need to understand Selina that this
is your life going forward. Now run along and get yourself
presentable again.”

Jaz kept her tone soft,
and yet almost patronisingly firm. As though Teddy were a little
girl who had done something wrong and that she was merely
correcting her. She got up, and she was wobbling a little bit. The
session with the two black men had been hard. But they needed to be
hard so that Teddy was broken at the end of it. He needed to be
shown the difference between fantasy and reality. He needed to
experience the absolute contrast in both. And then he needed to be
given this extra dose of despair so that his mind was fucked going
forward. And as he stood he could feel Jaz’s eyes on
him.

“You see, look.
Your clitoris is leaking from the cage. And it’s swollen, bulging.
That’s how you’ll know that life from here for you is the way it
was meant to be. Now, off you go.”

Teddy looked down and
sobbed gently as he saw his clitoris leaking pre-cum. Usually when
he felt that he would wank it off and that would see him through
his dark times. But there was no option for him to wank it off
here. Not now, not ever, unless Miss Jaz made it so. He was still
sobbing as he made his way to his bedroom to change and clean
up.

When he came back it was
little black dress time. The transformation from used, wrecked slut
to what she was now was remarkable and Jaz was making mental notes.
Yes if one was to look into those eyes then one would see the
despair in there. But he could do what all girls and women did, he
could scrub up, put on a fresh face of makeup and be ready to face
the world again and here she was, Selina. The little black dress
was exactly that. A tiny, tiny black dress that clung to her lithe
body like a second skin. It was made of stretch lycra and so it did
that, it clung. And again it was just hemmed below the butt cheeks.
This time the back of the dress was plunging and with lots of flesh
on view. The front plunged also, and Jaz could see that Teddy had
applied makeup to good effect, to his chest making it appear she
had a cleavage. Jaz smiled at that. She liked the creativity, and
she liked it even more because of the amount of despair the boy was
in.

This time Teddy’s long
legs were sheathed in black nylon, again pantyhose. And her feet
into high spiked court shoes without a strap in sight so that the
line of the legs were not spoiled. Clearly this was a mixed up boy
who had spent the last four years not only fantasising about deep
dark things but perfecting his/her look and technique. And that she
could still apply it when under duress like this was a good
thing.

“You look
perfect slut, again. Almost like you’re ready to go
again.”

Teddy would have wished
that she didn’t keep calling him a slut, even though this is what
he’d dreamt of being all these years. But he’d have to get used to
it. And as for ready to go again, that filled him with dread and it
filled him with the most in the form of despair.

“Turn around
for me, let me look at you again. I need to make sure you’re up to
standards for when I take you to see your mother.”

And that was it about Jaz,
she dropped bombs. Mostly they were little shock wave bombs that
she could have a smile about at her victim’s expense. But sometimes
she liked to drop the ‘A’ bomb. That was when the shock created was
of the mind-blowing variety. Teddy had already experienced one A
Bomb in the form of those two black men who had used him, and raped
him and left him bemused. And now Jaz was saying that he had to
look right to go see his own mother.

“Please Miss
Jaz, please she doesn’t know about this, about me! I can’t see her
like this, please Miss Jaz.”

Jaz contemplated for a few
seconds. She wanted to look at Seline in her most desperate state.
She wanted to know that the shock wave had travelled right through
her.

“Nonsense. You
have to see her. You have to see your dad as well, in due course.
And you shouldn’t worry too much about what they think when they
see you because they already have more than enough on their minds.
I just need you to realise that ‘this’ is your life
now.”

 


16.20 hrs

 


The coming together of
mother and son in such circumstances was a double barrel, two way A
bomb.

“This is your
little sissy son, Selina. And this is your subjugated, controlled
mother who is recovering from moderate punishment.”

Jaz had made a theatrical
event of the bizarre introductions and then she’d stood
back.

“Show Selina
your punishment wounds slut.”

And that instruction had
been given in a short, sharp, curt manner. For Bonnie, she just
looked at Selina and was trying to correlate what she was seeing
with what she was being told.

“I d-don’t
understand. I don’t understand.”

It was all Bonnie could
get out of her mouth. Even though the transformation of Teddy into
Selina was staggering, she knew that she was looking at her
son.

“I told you to
show her your punishment wounds.”

And it was like the little
rise in tone of voice shook Bonnie out of her shock, so to speak.
She stood up, turned and raised up her maid dress to show Selina
her bottom. And Selina took in a gasp. He was shocked at what he
saw. The blood speckled raised welts and the amount of his mother’s
ass flesh that did not have skin on any more.

“Fuck.”

It was all he could say
and that F word slithered out from between his slick red,
cocksucker lips.

“That’s right
slut, bend over, slide that dress right up, show your one and only
what you had to endure, because of ‘her’.”

There was this slightly
mocking tone in Jaz but it was measured. She knew what she was
doing. She had initialised the shock and now she was furthering it.
Bonnie did as she was told, she bent right over and the suppleness
of her body was evident as she did that and she slipped that maid’s
dress right up, baring herself to Selina.

Selina’s eyes were fixed
on his mother’s ass. What he was being shown was brutal. What he
had suffered was brutal, and yet seeing his mother’s bottom flayed,
and welted like this, was something that was visibly affecting him.
Jaz stood back - she was looking for the interaction, if there was
any. She was looking for emotions that she could further use for
her own sadistic ends. And she was looking for any cracks in what
would have been a tight family unit.

“Stand up slut.
Take a look at your ‘little girl’ here. I want to tell you how she
had spent her last few hours.”

Jaz was almost, but not
quite mocking again. Teddy even if he was a girl, was far from a
little one. And the way she was dressed and made up, was a further
mocking of the close family unit. Selina looked like a slut of the
first order. Jaz was just in the process of ripping these two apart
in the emotional sense. She was just beginning the process that
would see this family pulled and torn into various directions. It
was certainly the start of the process that would change them in
ways that could never be reversed. And she liked that thought and
smiled.

“Your little
girl here had spent the afternoon impaled on two of the biggest
black cocks you’d have ever seen. She fucked them with her
boi-pussy and she sucked them with her lipsticked lips. She drank
cum and she took it up inside her pussy. She literally worshipped
cock, albeit in a learning way, for the whole time. And she knows
now how this is her future. The same as you know what your future
is.”

Jaz stopped talking to let
her words be absorbed. Bonnie had turned on her heels and looked at
Selina as Jaz spoke. Her eyes worked up and then down the length of
her son, or her daughter. And that was contradiction number one -
that she couldn’t decide in her mind if Teddy was her son or if
Selina was her daughter. That was the early stages of shock in her
system offering various lines of reality for her to
ponder.

The thing was this was a
complete shock for Bonnie. She had no idea that Teddy was like
this.

“You know, he
has been ‘she’ for four years now. Just waiting for me to come
along and show her the next stage.”

Jaz enjoyed immensely
filling in some of the gaps.

“I came across
her in a chat room on a web site, Boys Will Be Girls. And there she
was. Four years, ever since she was fourteen or fifteen. And now
look at her. Ready to face the world.”

It wasn’t just a mocking
tone that she used, it was more than that. It was like a scalpel
slice to the emotional strings that existed in every human being.
Bonnie couldn’t say anything. She could just look, and watch Selina
shift her weight awkwardly from one high heel to the other. This
was a shock to Bonnie’s central nervous system. It was coming to
her now - the reality of Miss Jaz and the reality of what she had
been reeled into. For a fleeting moment she thought of Ralph and
how he was going to deal with all of this.

It was as though she was
thinking that she would tell him all about the glitch in their
lives, whilst they were all having dinner a little later. It was
almost as though Bonnie had re-lost her way in all of this. That
she was so shocked that she couldn’t get her head around even a
modicum of what was logical. And all the time Jaz was watching. She
was watching closely both Selina and Bonnie. This was the first
phase in her decimation of this family. It was the first phase in
her ‘changing’ the very fabric of this family and when she squeezed
her thighs together under her skirt she could feel her own
wetness.

 



CHAPTER TWELVE

 


17.05 hrs

 


The silence was almost
deafening in the room. Jaz had stood back and just let the
psychological effects of what she had done so far, settle
in.

“Miss Jaz. I
don’t understand. What do you want from us?”

Bonnie eventually found
her voice - but it was a creaky voice, almost a broken one. There
was no sign of the old confident Bonnie there - the model Bonnie.
The stunning looks were there, but so too were the welts and the
skinless ass. Her dress had fallen down around her legs again now
and she was genuinely puzzled in the sense she tilted her head as
she looked at the woman who was ripping her world apart.

“Everything
slut. I want and will get ‘everything’ from you and your family. I
will drain you all dry until there is nothing left to give me. But
you know, you will give it all to me with gratitude. In the end,
you will be pleased, and honoured to give me all of you. And I mean
ALL of you, and then you will thank me.”

The tone that Jaz used now
was chilling.

“But why? I
don’t know why?”

It was almost as though
being brought together with Teddy, or a version of Teddy again had
shaken her out of the zombie like state that she had been in, and
back to her mothering role. It would be a fact that Jaz knew that
there would be steps forward and step backward and she was ready
for that. She was more than ready for the long game. She peeled up
Selina’s dress to reveal his caged cock.

“I do it
because I can. That’s all you need to know. We’ve been through
this. And for now, take a look at this ‘thing’ you’ve given birth
to. Look at ‘her’ and tell me you don’t deserve all you’re going to
get, mummy dear?”

When Jaz was being cruel,
she was being supremely cruel and supremely acidic. There was
nothing that she wouldn’t do, or say, in order to get her point
across, or in order to get her that little bit more gratification.
Selina’s caged clitoris was swollen in the cage, and it was
bulging, it had been since the double rape of his pussy and mouth.
But it was also dribbling and drooling in the most obscene
manner.

“I don’t know
why you’ve done this to her, I mean to him. What did he ever do to
you?”

Bonnie was teary and
confused which was understandable given that she was face to face
with a version of her son she didn’t even know existed. Selina just
remained silent, like the shock had struck him dumb and
stupid.

“What ‘I’ did
to her? Did you not listen to me? She’s been ‘this’ for four years.
I came across her and took her under my wing. In my world she will
be what she has always craved to be. You on the other hand gave
birth to her, raised her and ‘this’ is the result. What I intend to
do is MY version of her. What I intend to do is make her be the
best cock worshipper that she can be.”

And again Jaz was using
that tone of voice that was piercing and forcible. And she was
laying thickly the guilt layer that would be a feature in Bonnie’s
life going forward.

“Earlier today,
I watched two rampant black men sate themselves on her and in her.
Yes it was a shock to her, but it has helped her be what she will
now be for the rest of her life. This isn’t an ‘episode’ slut. This
is your new continuous life, her new life and your husband’s new
life. You need to realise it, accept it and go with the flow. You
need to accept the loop that is your life now.”

Bonnie was looking at
Selina’s cock in the cage. She had never seen a device like that
before and if she got past the outrage and the shock, she would be
able to show the intrigue. Miss Jaz had certainly forced her to
deal with her sexuality in a different way but the humiliation and
the degradation of this woman controlling her orgasms was something
that bit into her psyche in a terrible way.

“My husband
Ralph. Can I see him please?”

It escaped Bonnie that
this was 2020. She didn’t need to ask permission to see her own
husband, or to do anything. Except she did. Maybe the deeper part
of her psyche knew that this was a game that was over and done with
- done and dusted. But Jaz had reminded her of Ralph and she
realised she had barely spared him a thought since all of this had
unfolded. Was it because of guilt that she asked this
now?

“That isn’t an
option, at the moment. He is otherwise engaged.”

And that got Bonnie’s
attention.

“What do you
mean, what have you done?”

When Jaz spoke like that
it scared Bonnie and this was clear to see. But in order to
re-focus her mind Jaz moved towards her and hooked her fingers
under the maid’s dress and lifted it again. This time she lifted it
to expose and display Bonnie’s hairless smooth crotch. And this
time, Selina’s eyes followed the fingers and the hands of
Jaz.

“Don’t worry,
for now he’s being well looked after. How can I put it, he’s come
face to face with the man he is, as opposed to the lie he’s
lived.”

This was Jaz being cryptic
and throwing in a few more curve balls.

“Spread your
legs, let the baby slut here see what mamma slut is really
like.”

Bonnie swallowed as she
moved her high heels further apart, spreading her shapely legs. The
colour in her face despite heavy makeup was a furious red at being
treated like this in front of her son, or her daughter, or
something! And this was yet another thing that she was having to
deal with.

“You see
Selina, it’s your mother’s fault you are like this. Her fault that
you’ve ended up in this situation.”

But now Jaz was stroking
Bonnie’s cunt. And Bonnie was in a quandary because of that. When
it was just her and Miss Jaz she would thrust her pelvis forward
making it easier for this woman to sexually abuse her. But now
Selina, her ‘son’ was there. And it was this quandary that Jaz was
looking for and observing. She knew that Bonnie’s fluids would
begin to flow again very soon and she knew that the clitoris would
begin to throb for attention. She hated herself for it. With all
that was going on in her fucked up life she was getting sexually
aroused. How could that be?

“Oh come now
slut, don’t be shy. Selina here wants a screenshot of what her
future is, and she wants to know where she gets it
from.”

Jaz was mocking her again,
humiliating her again as Selina watched, her own clitoris dripping
from the cage. Jaz stroked Bonne’s sex lips and as she did that
Bonnie thrust herself forward into the attention. This would have
been hammering at the psyche of Seline, literally. Teddy had lived
such a sheltered, secret life inside that head of his that the
thought of his mother in a sexual light would have never, never
entered his head. And now that he was faced with this it shocked
him and that came across in his facial expressions. Jaz watched and
inside she was smiling. Even she wondered what it must be like for
a family like this to be destroyed from their sexuality out. Even
she wondered what it was really like to be in Bonnie’s and Selina’s
shoes now.

That was it about Miss
Jaz, or to give her full and correct title, Detective Inspector
Jazmine Solomon, she knew about the psychology. And when it came to
how individuals dealt with what she did to them, she probably had
more of an insight than anyone would have. But when it came to the
micro nuances of how people reacted in their minds, Jazmine would
be the first to admit that she wished upon wish that she could see
into those minds. That she could see exactly how these people
broken down bit by bit when she worked on them. But maybe part of
it was that she didn’t know and she got sexual pleasure herself
from imagining her micro effect on a victim. That could have been
it.

“When I press
your G, I want you to cum for Selina, you hear me slut?”

And Jaz had got Bonnie’s
juices flowing. Actually she had got those juices dripping from
Bonnie’s most sensitive flesh. She sure would like to look into
that mind right as she said this. Bonnie was gasping in little,
short sharp breaths and her lips were pouting out as she struggled
with a tide of emotions. She didn’t WANT to cum in front of her one
and only and yet she didn’t want not to either. She was in that
head space where she was fucked if she did and fucked if she
didn’t. The sexual arousal was high in her now and the effect of
Teddy being there was lessening as that arousal grew and grew. And
yet somewhere in that mind of her’s she would be knowing that when
that orgasm was gone again she would be overwhelmed with the guilt
of what she had done in front of Teddy. But the more wet and
dripping her arousal became, the more Teddy became Selina in her
mind and that was taking it’s turn to fuck with her head
more.

“Cum, cum
now.”

Jaz wasn’t one for
ceremony or stringing anything out longer than it needed to be. She
pressed the G in little pulses and Bonnie came immediately. There
was this look that crossed her face when orgasm engulfed her and
Selina wouldn’t have seen that before. And yet he knew what he was
seeing. He recognised that immersed, goon like look when an orgasm
hit. And where there was this thing in the back of his mind that he
should look away and respect his mother’s privacy, he couldn’t do
that. Instead all he could do was look at his mother as she drank
every little bit of that orgasm into her mind, and into her psyche.
All he could do was bulge, and throb inside his cage. And he did
that. All he could do was show Jaz how excited he was at the sight
of his mother in the grip of undiluted pleasure and
orgasm.

And Jaz got it. It was why
she had orchestrated this little get together. It had been her
intention to strip mother and fucked up son back to the barest of
raw - and then show them each for what they were. She had shown
Bonnie who or what her son was. And now he was showing Selina what
his mother was. It was the cruellest of the cruel. A sadist would
know that a meeting like this, a confrontation like this would be
something that would never be reversed. It was the old adage, you
can’t un-see something. You can’t undo something like this either.
There was this awfulness about what Jaz had done. There was this
wickedness yes, but it was something that was more than that. It
was like an evil that she had done. An evil that she was doing and
yet had barely started doing. If she had set out to shock these two
innocent people then she had done that with interest.

Jaz kept Bonnie orgasming
on the end of her finger with ease. She didn’t just elongate the
orgasm, she kept the height, the very height of the undiluted
pleasure intact and strung it out. And Selina couldn’t take her
eyes off her mother. That was a fact. She watched her and she
listened to those noises of rapture that Bonnie made.

And for Bonnie - yes she
was inside all of this pleasure, and she was squirting a lot more
of that pleasure out in the form of her deeper sexual juices. But
she was also aware of what was happening. She was also aware of
what she was doing and what the fallout would be like. But that
didn’t stop her. When she was in the depths of despair later, and
she would be, she might berate herself for enjoying herself like
that in front of Teddy. She might actually experience a deeper
despair because she did enjoy herself like that. But that was just
it. When Jaz gave an orgasm like that, it couldn’t be taken
half-heartedly. It was a mixture of physical pleasure and
psychological control of her sexuality and her mind set. There had
long since been this need in Bonnie not to disappoint Jaz, and to
be everything she wanted her to be. Bonnie was the first victim of
Jaz and so, she was the deepest in. She had been taken into that
place and now she couldn’t just shake it off because of the small
matter of her feminised son being there watching her - closely
watching her and her sexually reacting in his cage at the sight of
her mother like that.

If the truth were known,
when Bonnie was at this height of this orgasm like this, when she
was on that edge, everything else was a turn on for her, even the
fact that Selina was there. And the deeper into orgasm she went,
the more this other person was Selina and not Teddy. She even knew
how fucked up that was. She even knew how fucked up she was but it
didn’t matter at that time. The orgasm was what mattered and that
was all that mattered at this time.

But then Jaz changed the
rhythm of her finger tip on Bonnie’s G. She changed it down and
that orgasm went over the edge and began it’s descent. And for Jaz
this was the interesting time. This was the time when she could
look closely at both mother and son. She was more interested in
Bonnie though as she came out of that orgasm. She was more
interested in that paralysing despair that would engulf this woman
as she came out of that undiluted pleasure and down into despair.
This was the sadist in Jaz. This WAS Jaz at full tilt. And she
brought Bonnie down out of that orgasm slowly. There was this
almost creeping slowness about the way she took Bonnie out of that
euphoric state and into that state of despair. She flicked her eyes
to Selina and there was more of the thick drool like pre-cum
drizzling from his cock head, through the bars of the cock cage and
to the floor and she smiled.

“That’s a good
girl Selina. Good girl. Show mamma what a dirty, outrageous slut
you are.”

Jaz spoke as she took
Bonnie out of the orgasm and down into despair. And there was this
marked change in Bonnie because of it. There had been the little
noises, the little whimpers of pleasure and delight, but they were
changing, morphing into ‘groans’ of realisation. There was always
this realisation when an orgasm was controlled in this way. And
those groans came in gradually as Jaz’s fingers moved and moved
over that G spot and then away from it. What Jaz wanted to see was
the depths of despair that Bonnie was in. She couldn’t get over
what an absolute beauty Bonnie was and that excited her even more
to have her like this. To have her on the end of her finger, and
bringing her down into a place that was not a good one.

“I know
darling, you just let it all out.”

Bonnie was sobbing and she
couldn’t look at Teddy now that there was none of that orgasm left
inside her. She couldn’t look at him and she didn’t want to. She
wanted to crawl into a room alone and die but she knew she wouldn’t
be able to do that. She knew that she wouldn’t be permitted to do
that. She was still standing with her epic legs parted wide. A
closer look at her smooth sexuality would reveal it to be
‘twitching’ and pulsating. That was the aftermath of the orgasm,
the flesh and the nerve endings of her clitoris wanting more of the
same but not getting it. And that desire for it to be back would
have been fighting with her despair at what had just happened. But
it wasn’t just what had happened in this room at this time, it was
the whole shit show that she had been sucked into. She’d had that
anxiety before - but not like this. She hadn’t experienced the
acuteness of it that she was feeling now. The darkness of it
slipping into her mind.

And Jaz was watching this,
she was watching from close up and she was ‘feeling’ it oozing from
Bonnie. And when she took her finger out and away from Bonnie’s
dripping cunt, she held her finger under the nostrils of Bonnie and
then watched and Bonnies sniffed. Then she moved her fingers down,
to the lips of Bonnie and Bonnie’s tongue slithered out to like at
her own fluids. Even in the depth of despair there was this desire
and arousal there. This was an important point for Jaz. This little
show of arousal through the utter despair of what she was going
through. For this woman to be almost suicidal in her mind, she was
also aroused and that made Jaz the sadist smile. It made her smile
and it made her squeeze her thighs together.

Jaz was a sadist yes. But
it wasn’t all about whips, and canes, and thick oily enemas that
were retained en-forcibly for days and on end. It was about the
psychological pain that could be applied as well. It was mostly
about the psychological pain. It was this area of sadism that
intrigued and flicked Jaz’s switches the most. she knew it was in
the mind, in the head that she could cause the most damage. And she
knew that if she combined that psychological sadism with sexual
sadism then she would somewhere along the line be able to reach
some kind of nirvana herself. And she had looked long and hard
enough for that nirvana. Even the sexual sadism was not all about
pain. That sexual sadism was what Jaz had applied here and now.
That enforced coming together of mother and feminised son. That was
sexual sadism of the psychological kind and that was the kind that
was the hardest.

When it was all over, when
Bonnie was sobbing her heart out because of despair and distress
that would remain with her for days to come, and when Selina had
been struck so dumb that he was just standing there, all dressed up
with nowhere, for now to go, Jaz stood back and she looked at the
carnage she had caused. And this was when she smiled openly. She
looked from mother to son and then back again and she didn’t say
anything for a long, long time. She wanted both to immerse in their
miseries. Eventually she did speak.

“I’m going to
have to leave you both. But you can spend some time together. Think
about things, discuss things. Come to the same conclusions in your
minds that you are both fucked. That there is no way out for you.
Call it having some ‘you time.’ Stay here, relax and just get into
your minds that your lives have changed. Selina, you begin hormone
treatment tomorrow and we will be seeing a surgeon to see if some
implants can’t help in the meantime. I want you to have tits. Oh
and there is someone coming to apply lip fillers, for those cock
sucking lips.”

Jaz smiled as she spoke
and then she left. She just wanted them to have something of a mind
fuck to deal with when she was gone. And she had achieved
that.

 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 


19.30 hrs - Police
HQ

 


“You can’t
fucking keep me here like this. I know my rights. I want a lawyer,
and I want one now. Fuck you.”

Ralph wasn’t a happy man.
He’d been left to literally stew in his cell and in his own
mounting despair. But Jaz liked despair. Now she was sitting
opposite him in an interview room. She didn’t say anything at
first. She let him have his little outburst and then she sat back
and crossed her legs. There was the sound of nylon rasping nylon as
her legs crossed.

“I can keep you
here, actually for another twenty four hours, and then apply for
more time up to a total of sixty hours in cases like yours. And I
can deny you a lawyer. I can deny you a visit, I can do all sorts
of things to mute you, because of ‘why’ you are here.”

Jaz was bluffing some of
it, but he would never know. And she wasn’t interviewing him on
tape even though there was a machine for doing just that. The fact
that he had been picked up from his work and then taken to a police
station was enough to convince Ralph it was all above board and
that nothing was amiss. This was London 2020 for fucks sakes, not
some hell hole in the Middle East.

“I can guess,
it’s a few pictures right? A few video clips. Thousands upon
thousands watch them every fucking day. What the fuck are you
talking about ‘why’ I am here?”

Yes, it was safe to assume
that he was not happy and Jaz had started this little get together
with something really simple.

“We need to
have a little chat, off the record for now.”

And that had riled him up
from the word go after all the time he had been detained
for.

“Those
‘pictures’ and those ‘films’ depict very young girls in very
serious situations of sexual and sadistic abuse. And I know that
YOU have financed a lot of these films - I have that evidence. I
can only assume that this was a ploy for you to get to see exactly
what you wanted to see. I can only assume that you are a pervert of
the first order. Now that is one thing - that you have this stuff
in your cloud accounts. That’s enough for serious charges for a
start. But that you are actually a facilitator of this filth,
brings the situation to whole new level. If it wasn’t for people
like you making this shit, then there would be no market for it,
and of course vice versa. But that is by the by. You my friend and
next door neighbour are in serious shit. I mean you are in it up to
your neck.”

Jaz was speaking in her
professional tone and with every word that came out of her
lipsticked mouth there was the growing sense of hopelessness in
Ralph. Jaz hadn’t long left his wife and ‘son’ together totally
dumbstruck at what she was putting them through, and now she was
here with the daddy of the family.

“You’re looking
at serious time. You’re looking at a complete destruction of your
life. All you’ve worked for, gone. The humiliation of this going
the distance in a court of law. And it will go the distance because
we’ve been watching you for some time. We know
everything.”

Jaz was a consummate
expert at breaking down people in that room, she did it all the
time. And with every word she spoke Ralph was sinking a little
further in his chair.

“This is
bollocks. Ok, I’ve been a naughty boy. But do you know how I am,
I’m connected? This won’t get anywhere near a court of
law.”

Ralph was just proving to
Jaz what a cunt he was. Pretty much the same conclusion she had
come to when she’d found that stuff in his cloud accounts. But
Ralph was also showing that he was getting nervous about this. Yes
he was a name in the city, a well-known developer and yes he was
convinced that he wouldn’t be taken to court - and that it wouldn’t
get anywhere near a case against him. That is he used the words but
the tone didn’t tell of his confidence now. In fact there was
almost a questioning tone to it.

“Trust me you
piece of shit. When I start this particular ball rolling, you will
be held in custody until your trial. And when you go to trial in
full public view, you will be taken down. I will see to that I
promise you. And ask anyone here in this station, I don’t fuck
around. You should be fucking ashamed of yourself for that shit
that you helped produce. But now that chapter in your life is over
and done with.”

Jaz’s tone changed up and
she was almost spitting words between gritted teeth. Fair play too
Ralph, he’d played the game, stopped only just short of name
dropping but now looking at him, he was a different man
already.

“Now are you
ready to listen?”

Jaz straightened up again
and recrossed her legs.

“What do you
mean?”

Ralph knew a change of
tone when he heard one.

“I mean there’s
a way to make this go away. There’s a way to make this just vanish.
No trial, no public humiliation, no public devastation for Bonnie,
and Teddy.”

Another change of tone.
And Jaz could do this - she could change a conversation, just like
that. And Ralph’s mind was working overtime to try to keep
up.

“I wonder what
your superiors would think of one of their detective inspectors
pressing her tits up against a window for all to see.”

Jaz wouldn’t hold that
against him. She’d expected there to be a fight before she reeled
him in.

“You think
they’ll believe you? I mean I’ll put all I have on the table, and
you’ll mention that, and who will they believe? Because you know
I’ll just shake my head as though you are some kind of nut job. And
then you’ll have me to deal with all over again.”

And she smiled directly at
the sullen Ralph.

“What do you
mean, there’s a way for this to go away?”

And that was the first
sign of submission from Ralph. He had been beyond angry at being
fished out of his work. He had been beyond angry at being detained
for so long. And he had been full of himself when he tried to make
out that he would never be taken to court. But now he was prepared
to listen and his voice was softer, more pliable.

 


21.00 hrs

 


Ralph was shattered in his
chair in that interview room now. Jaz had needed to put it to him
that he was fucked either way. And she had told him
that.

“Your life as
you knew it is over.”

That was all she had said
and then she went on to detail what she meant and what his options
were. Jaz didn’t like giving s victim options but in this case she
had reached a critical point. She’d needed to weaken Ralph to the
point that he thought he was looking at a lengthy prison sentence.
A man like this would not be able to absorb a prison sentence or
all the shit that came with it.

“Prison would
mean you on protection because of your offences. You’d be locked up
with other nonces. You might end up dead. They don’t like offenders
like you in prison. Guards turn a blind eye, and it’s over in a
flash. Happens all the time!”

“I’m not a
nonce. I’ve never touched anyone underage.”

“That’s not how
they see it. You think you’ll have the time or the nerve to stand
and explain that you’re not a nonce as some big tattooed black man
slips a cell made knife from his sleeve ready to cut your
throat?”

Jaz was laying it on thick
- she had to. She had to be sure of the outcome and she
was.

“Look, I’m a
fair woman. We can walk out of here together. Your choice is to do
the legal route, or my route. I’m a woman who likes to deliver a
different kind of justice.”

And she was laying seeds
in Ralph’s mind.

“You mean your
way is nothing to do with police. It’s nothing to do with public
humiliation, and a shit bag court case?”

He was working it out
slowly in his mind.

“It’s
absolutely nothing to do with the police. This stays completely out
of the headlines. But your life as you’ve known it, is over. Your
ass is mine.”

The way Jaz spoke could
have been coming across that she was looking for some kind of
financial gain, but that was deliberate. What she needed to do was
get Ralph out of the station. It had served its purpose but now
that he was breaking down she needed him out of there.

“It’s your
choice. I can get a custody sergeant in here now, and charge you
with offences, get you remanded until your trial or we can walk out
of here together and begin in depth conversations about how this
will go down.”

She was laying it in a
simple way on the line for him. In his mind he didn’t have a
choice. He didn’t know what her way was, and at this point that was
deliberate as well. He nodded to her,

“Let’s go with
your way.”

That was all he said and
on the surface, on the outside Jaz remained calm and professional
but inside she was breathing a sigh of relief. This could have gone
either way. Had Ralph not been beaten down with the details of his
crime and the details of the likely outcome when it went to court,
he could have created a huge row in the station and Jaz would have
been forced to charge him and go through the process. She would
have done that, and it would have altered her plans for the future.
But she was prepared to do that. She just didn’t want to do it. She
wanted this man where she could work on him and where she could
fuck him up in a bigger way than what was in store for Bonnie and
Selina. She wanted and needed him to complete the circle. She
wanted him to complete the family ruination. He would have been
ruined going the legal way, but it would not be big enough of a
ruination for him, even if he did end up bitch to some big negro in
prison. No, Jaz knew what she wanted and she’d had to ensure it
went her way.

 


22.30 - A Soho Wine
Bar

 


“I don’t want
you to think I’m giving you a free pass. I am most definitely NOT
doing that. I fucking despise and literally hate men who do what
you do to young girls. It’s important that you know what is going
to happen to you. Before I do that you need to know that I have
Bonnie and Teddy on board as well.”

And she stopped for a
reaction from Ralph.

“What the fuck
does that mean? You’ve got them on board? Do they know about
‘this’?”

“Calm down. No
they don’t know what an evil cunt you are no, not yet, but we’ve
had a few chats, in depth and they know that life is going to
change for them, and for you. The change for them has already begun
and it will begin to change for you from tonight.”

Jaz was giving him the
soft version. There was still time for him to try to run for it. If
the scenario he was hearing seemed like it was worse than the one
he faced going the legal route then he could jump ship. So it was
softly softly and yet hinting at serious changes in their
lives.

“Look, if it’s
money….”

And there it was but it
had come later than Jaz expected.

“Trust me, this
isn’t about money, so don’t even bother going there.”

And for a title while
there was some silence.

 


18.10 hrs REWIND TO THE
BIG HOUSE

 


There was this awkwardness
at first. Bonnie didn’t know what to say to her feminised, raped
son. And he didn’t know what to say to her. If the truth were known
possibly both wished they had been separated before Jaz left. But
that was another deliberate ploy by Jaz. It was another
manipulation and display of her sadism. She wanted them to be
together. She wanted this awkwardness and this shared degradation.
She wanted this knowledge to pass between mother and offspring that
they were fucked. Not just that they were fucked but they were
fucked together.

“Teddy, Teddy,
this… this isn’t us. This isn’t the real us.”

Bonnie spoke but her voice
was breaking, cracking all the time and she spoke her words slowly,
each one punctuated with a full stop in case she chose the wrong
words. She was still moving a little ‘carefully’ due to the
attention her ass had got from that cane of Jaz’s. If the truth was
known she looked like she should have been in agony. Those buttock
and sweet spot wounds would heal, in time but the rawness of them
now was wince inducing.

“Are you sure
mum? Are you sure this isn’t the real us? Look at us. Look at you,
what you are now? Look at me. What am I now?”

Selina was talking slowly
as well, but for her the shock of seeing her mum’s ass practically
flayed, and then watching her orgasm on the end of Jaz’s finger was
something like a primal scene. It was something that his mind
didn’t need and didn’t want to deal with, but was dealing with now.
It was something that settled in his psyche and just tumbled round
in there.

“I don’t know
what to say. I just want you to know that I love you. That’s all.
Miss Jaz, she’s…. I don’t know what to say about her, I honestly
don’t. But maybe we can get through this.”

And there was real hope in
Bonnie’s voice. But it was hope from a deluded woman.

“Mum, this
woman is a top cop, and she’s doing this to us. Does it seem to you
like she will get pissed off and move on? It doesn’t to me! And
fuck knows what she’s got planned for dad. I mean like ‘fuck
knows’.”

Selina spoke in that
effeminate way she did, and it seemed to be accentuated because she
was dressed and made up for the part.

“I’m so sorry
you had to see what you saw Teddy. I’m so sorry.”

And the thing was that
Bonnie sounded sorry. She sounded devastated that her one and only
had seen from close quarters, her orgasming and then coming down
the other side. She was teary as she spoke. She was certainly some
degree of broken - of that there was no doubt.

“But what about
you seeing me, like this mum? How do you think I feel about you
seeing me like this?”

There was some emotion in
Selina’s voice - like raw emotion. It was like he regretted badly
his mother seeing him like this. But then he couldn’t have done
anything about it.

“It’s not your
fault Teddy. If this is you, then it’s you. We go with it, and when
this is all over we’ll get help for us all. You don’t need to feel
badly about how this has all come out. We’ve both been through it.
And like you said, fuck knows what’s happening to your dad. I mean,
yes, only fuck knows!”

Poor Bonnie. There was
still some delusion deep inside her head that she would be getting
over this shit any time soon. That she would wake up one day and it
would all be over and done with. And this would have made Jaz
smile. She was probably expecting that the two would be having a
conversation much like this and that they would be feeding each
other with little pockets of ‘hope’. Oh yes Jaz would have thought
about all of this when she left the two alone like this. And for a
long time nothing else was said. For a long time both Bonnie and
Selina would catch each other at the corners of their eyes looking
at themselves and each other. Bonnie would be wondering how the
fuck life could have taken such a drastic turn in such a short
space of time. There was no sense in that, there just wasn’t. She
would have been the one thinking the most mature
thoughts.

But as well, Bonnie’s mind
had been fucked with in the time she had been with Jaz and she
couldn’t just shake that off. If she tried to work out what Jaz had
done to her mind and how, she would come up blank every time. Yes
she had this deluded hope left somewhere stranded in that fucked up
mind of hers but she also had this ‘loyalty’ to Jazz that was hard
to fathom, that was hard to get a grip of. Her mind went from being
reasonably strong again to downright weak in the blink of an eye.
Before this, her mind was strong, confident and nothing would have
shook her. Now it was different. She crawled a hand to Selina’s and
for a while they sat and held hands. If the camera zoomed and
panned and took in different angles, it might pick up that they
were weird, bizarre, disturbing lovers.

“Mum, she’s
right you know? I’m a cock worshipping, cum guzzling piece of shit.
I need cock mum, I need it now. Those black man did things to me
that hurt. But I want more of that. I know it’s wrong but I want
more. I want more now. I need it now.”

And that was like it
wasn’t Teddy or Selina talking at all. It was like someone else.
Jaz had been right though. She’d known that the hell Selina went
through with those men would stay with him, the horror of it, the
pain of it, the degradation of it, but that it would also make him
want more of the same. Morse of that hurt and that deep
penetration.”

Bonnie squeezed his hand
and she didn’t say anything straight away, maybe inside she was
crying, or grieving for her family that was being broken up in such
an evil and insidious way.

“I know you do.
I know you want and need more. This is how you are supposed to
feel. This is how it is supposed to go down.”

And it was like Bonnie was
taking lessons from what she had learned already. She could feel
her own clitoris in the advanced stages of swelling again. Her ass
hurt, it burnt and it hurt like hell and yet her clitoris was
beginning to throb again and soon she would be in the advanced
stages of needing some attention and that brought her back to
feeling like she had to please Miss Jaz. That she had not to
disappoint this woman. She was working it out that if she pleased
her and, or didn’t disappoint her, that she would get rewarded with
orgasm. Already her ‘motherhood’ was slipping away to be replaced
with desire, arousal, need and ultimately greed.

 



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 


02.00. hrs FAST
FORWARD

 


Ralph couldn’t say
anything that could be deciphered. His system was full of a
cocktail of drugs that had been applied by Jaz in some way. Her
methods were many and varied and her ability to ‘slip something’ to
someone was a skill that she had learned a long time ago. She could
have spent time explaining and describing, in minute detail to
Ralph what his life was going to be like now but she’d decided
against that. It would have frightened him half to death and there
was always the chance that he could freak out and do one. She’d had
a taxing few days bringing in Bonnie and Teddy. On paper Ralph
should have been the hardest to deal with but it didn’t turn out
like that at all. It had all been a bit elaborate of Jaz to drag
him into the station and make like he was going to end up someone’s
bitch inside a hell hole of a prison. But she’d been able to create
that illusion with ease. The fact was that there was a case for him
to answer. There was an investigation that Jaz did all by herself.
There was that opportunity to drag him through the courts due to
his urges of seeing very young, very tight young girls being
impaled on very big cocks.

But there was also the
opportunity for her to say at some point that it wasn’t in the
public interest for a prosecution to go ahead - and she
did.

“Gov, it goes
nowhere really. We’re never gonna get the bigwigs in all this.
Their servers are routed all round the world deliberately so they
can’t be traced and closed down. And this guy, Ralph, he’s just a
saddo addicted to this porn. I’m thinking I’ll let him go and write
this off to experience. I doubt the budget will allow us to go
continent hopping on this, without an assured outcome in our
favour. And it’s far from that.”

And that was what she did,
she let him walk, and the governor agreed. That was how she’d
managed to drag Ralph in, make it look so horrifyingly real, and
then made it seem like she was cutting him loose. She’d applied
that nerve jangling shock to his system, she’d weakened him, and
broken him in the station and then he was like putty in her hands.
Oh yes it was all recorded, all documented, but that was a good
thing. It kept her cover, and it kept her ‘evil’ intact.

Her heels clicked loud on
the cold stone floor of her cellar basement. She’d taken Ralph in
by some side steps down, and then a doubled skinned door that was
unlocked with a swipe card. Bonnie and Teddy would have long since
left the big house and gone to their own to further mope about
their respective fates. Jaz smiled when she thought about the chat
they must have had together. She wasn’t beyond thinking that there
would have been this little reprise in hope for Bonnie. She knew
that Selina wouldn’t be so keen to hope this would end for them.
But she smiled again when she thought of the metaphorical noose she
had put round their necks. She smiled even more when she thought
about those steps forward she made with them and the steps
backwards that they would undoubtedly take. But she liked it more
that she knew, she knew in her mind that they were under her
control now. The rest of it was just a cat and mouse game that she
could enjoy at her leisure.

Ralph was on some sort of
rig. He was naked except for the bonds that secured him to this
rig. He was off his feet but arched forward over this semi-circle
steel shape. There was something ‘precise’ about this rig. The way
he had been put on it and then secured, tightly. His legs were
spread wide. His ankles tight, his calves tight, knees, thighs,
lower back, middle back, and then upper back. It was like he was in
this ‘arch’ with his arms stretched forward and then secured. Like
his arms formed the other end of that arch. And so his upper arms
and shoulders were tight, the middle of his upper arms tight, and
then his elbows, middle lower arms and then his wrists, all tight.
And his head - his head and been forced back, a hood over his head
and face with buckles that could be utilised to hold his head in
that bent back state, exposing his throat - and even that was
tight. One slit with a sharp knife and it could be all over for
Ralph, and he must have known that.

It would be true to say
that the chance of movement was nil. The bonds in the first place
were tight, but then there had been the micro adjustment in those
bonds. And it had been during that micro adjustment that Ralph woke
up from his drug induced slumber. One had to try to imagine that,
waking up in something that resembled hell, whilst suffering severe
pain. It wasn’t that Jaz was torturing him, yet. This was just the
preparation. It was like the careful and studied preparation of
‘meat’ for Miss Jaz to play with. But even the preparation hurt.
Even the preparation sent an agony through Ralph, right through him
and it was that, that woke him suddenly.

He’d tried to scream but
couldn’t. His mouth was filled with something that prevented that.
What it was actually filled with was an inflatable gag that had
been slipped in and then inflated so that it filled his mouth, and
his throat. His breathing was being facilitated by other means. It
was clear, from the rig, the attached devices, tubing and
electrical items that he was being kept alive, for now, via
machines. And now he was awake, Jaz was fine tuning the rig, fine
tuning him - making everything right and tight. Making everything
so tight, so minutely tight, that it would ultimately feel like his
bones would break. And that was the ultimate point.

Jaz had slipped something
inflatable into Ralph’s ass as well but she hadn’t inflated that,
not yet. She’d wanted him to be awake for that. She’d wanted him to
feel that when in his waking state. She’d kept tightening his limbs
and that arch little by little creating more and more strain. And
each and every time she did that, she returned to look at his eyes
bulging through the holes in the tight leather hood. She didn’t
need to see his gagged mouth, just his eyes. She could tell from
his eyes what kind of state of mind he was in. Obviously it was not
a good state of mind.

For Ralph this wasn’t how
it was supposed to go down. He was supposed to get a walk out from
those charges that were looming over him, and in his mind they
would agree some kind of payment to the bent cop Jaz, and all would
be well again. That was how he saw it going down but that was
because he didn’t read between the lines of what Jaz had told him.
He’s been on a singular mission to get the fuck out of that police
station and fuck this woman off by whatever means and life would be
good again. A little bit of what he thought was right, just not in
the way he worked it out. Jaz was a bent cop - in a way. Just not
the type of bent cop that could be bought off.

The best laid plans of
mice and men and all that. Every little adjustment, every little
tightening, and turning formed a tension in Ralph’s skeleton. That
was how it was supposed to be. And every little tightening and
adjustment created an agony that Ralph wouldn’t have imagined
before, let alone felt. He would have been able to feel himself
almost to the point of being ripped apart. But not quite. That
wasn’t the objective here, not quite.

“So we come to
‘payback’. I’m not going to hide my disgust for you. I told you it
at the station. But this is where you make it all right again. This
is where it all levels out for you. At least, it’s where the
process begins. And I think we should begin at the very beginning,
don’t you?”

Jaz was talking to Ralph,
but not at the same time. Under him, his cock had been erected and
fed into what could only be described as a milking machine, and
there was this ‘gentle’ suction going on, keeping him hard, keeping
him dripping into the tubing that was attached to the transparent
sleeve like milker. His balls, big and heavy, fully loaded hung
there, all by themselves, all swollen and blue. It felt like Ralph
had been in this position for a long time but he hadn’t. Jaz was
just applying the final touches and waking him up with those final
adjustments.

“We’ll take
that nasty stuff out of your balls first, before we begin proper.”
And she was referring of course to milking him. She adjusted a dial
and the machine moved into a definite masturbating mode. Ralph
grunted because that was all he could do. But within seconds there
were more urgent grunts as he was milked into the tube. Of course
the milking machine didn’t stop, it was left to work on him in a
continuous motion.

But then there was an
absolute noise from him, that was muffled because of the inflated
gag, but that didn’t and couldn’t stop all of the noise from him.
It was a blend of grunting, groaning and if he could, screeching as
the appendage in his ass was inflated in little bursts. Just a
little at time. The first burst just to let him know what was
happening and then longer bursts of compressed air that fed the
appendage. That thing getting bigger inside Ralph’s back passage.
That appendage filing his back passage and his colon. That
appendage actually being started on a processes that would
literally rip and break his anus.

There was nothing elegant
about what that appendage was doing to Ralph. It was a brutal thing
that didn’t stop due to resistance. It was more capable than
Ralph’s ass was of repelling it’s inflation. It did its thing a
little at a time, slowly stretching him inside, slowly forcing the
delicate wall of his inner anus out, slowly splitting that flesh.
But in doing so, slowly making for the skeletal structure that
formed around his ass, then, breaking that. Just the tiny sound,
like a series of ‘clicks’ and then another urgent absolute noise
from Ralph as that pain reached his brain. And as that pain filled
his senses, so the milking machine forced another orgasm. Possibly
that orgasm would take his mind off the pain. But probably not. At
the moment those orgasms would be intense, but they would soon
prove to be beyond painful as this progressed. Enforced intense
orgasms under severe duress and pain - a bizarre but workable
combination that Jaz was an expert at creating, and
maintaining.

There was no doubt that
Ralph would have been better off taking the other option. That he
would have been better off taking his chances with the charges, no
matter how bad they seemed at the time. But of course Jaz wouldn’t
have explained THIS option to him completely. She’d hinted at it,
and if he’d read between the lines he would have smelled a rat. But
Ralph was a guy, he thought he had it covered. Once he knew, or
thought he knew that Jaz was a bent cop, he’d kind of gone on to
work it all out. The trouble was that he’d worked it all out wrong.
And now his eyes were bulging with the total agony of option B. Or
his eyes were bulging at the horror of what was the beginning
option B. At this point he had no idea of the end point of this.
And it was doubtful that he was able to think straight at
all.

Jaz came round to the
front of Ralph. She’d changed into a supple black leather cat suit,
and high heeled boots that came just below the knee. In this
setting she looked like some kind of Nazi. Certainly the slash of
red lipstick gave that effect. And the setting, in her own cellar
was gruesome. If anything, it reeked of doom. At least Ralph would
agree with that - maybe not now but in the future.

“I’m going to
change you Ralph. I’m going to change you, and alter you, and turn
you into something that is not Ralph. You won’t know what the fuck
I am talking about right now, but you will.”

Jaz had got down to speak
right at his eyes and had his head and face not been covered in
tight leather hooding, he would have felt her breath over his face.
But now she was standing again.

“Life as you
knew it is over Ralph. You’re going to be a ‘creature’. That is the
kindest description I can give you. If you wonder slightly how long
this will all take - well you will be on this rig, like this for
some time. I have to break you, and then let you mend again. Don’t
worry about your work, you are in the process of resigning even as
we speak.”

Once again Jaz was talking
in something that sounded like riddles. Ralph wouldn’t have been
able to get his head around it, even if he could hear the
individual words. But anyone hearing those words from Jaz would be
disturbed. they would be disturbed by the tone of delivery but also
by what those words meant. But she was right, she was in the
process of resigning him from his job, with immediate effect. And
from that, he would be ‘unavailable for comment’.

 


03.00 hrs

 


If one was to compare what
Miss Jaz had done with Bonnie, and then Selina, it would have been
an escalating thing. But neither mother nor fucked up son, at this
point compared with what Jaz was doing with Ralph. There had to be
a point at which what she did was inhumane. That could have been
applied to the way she got control over Bonnie, and then as she had
casually stood back and watched as the two black men had bitched
Seline. And one could only fear for their futures and what they
held. Jaz’s sadism was not at question. Her absolute sadism could
not be queried in any sense. And yet, up to this point at least it
seemed that she had left the best until last. That is up to this
point she had left the most cruelty, the most inhumane until
last.

With Ralph incapacitated
on that rig, with his ass broken, literally, the point of the
arching rig, and the point of Ralph being fixed to it the way he
was became apparent. Such had been the fine tuning, and the
tightening that bones, and joints were sticking out all over him.
More importantly, the arched, knobbly line of his spine was clear
to see. And from above Jaz had bought down another rig - part of
the same rig, that then put Ralph into what resembled a caged. This
fitted down over his arch, and pressed down. It took some time for
Jaz to fine tune that as well. By this time there would be this
sense of impending doom. There would be the sense that this rig was
a tad over the top for a bit of bondage and breaking. In a sense
yes.

But that sense of
impending doom was one that existed in that cellar space. The same
cellar space that Bonnie had been paddled and then caned so
severely. But it was different now. And Jaz worked silently, and
casually. It was like she was in her own space again. Like she was
in her own zone again only more so. There was this vibe of
awfulness. As though if anyone were to look in there, they would
know that something bad was happening and that something even worse
was yet to happen.

And that was true. With
the rigs and Ralph helpless and tight, and with Ralph already
suffering abominable pain through his rectal space, the point of
this complex piece of equipment, this rig, became bluntly obvious.
Just by pressing little buttons on a small remote control, Jaz
could make further adjustments to the rig that would see little
steel bullet like rods shoot out, and ‘break’ various part of his
spine. Over the period of hours, she would begin at the top of the
spine, and work down. At periods along the length of his curved
spine he would be inflicted with little ‘fractures’. And with each
fracture that was inflicted, the arch would self-adjust to take
into account that break. She would work that rig the whole length
this poor man’s spine. This was work that should have looked brutal
and yet it didn’t. It looked casual and it looked almost serene as
Jaz went through the motions. If it weren’t for the muffled,
screeches of pure undiluted agony that came from the gagged, hooded
Ralph, if could have been some sort of poetic scenario that was
taking place.

But occasionally, actually
often, Jaz went to the front of Ralph to look in his eyes. There
was this ‘strain’ there, and this bulging in the eyes that gave
away the agony that he was in. And it was like she wanted him to
see her through this worse time of his life. It was like she wanted
him to see that a leather clad, max-heeled bitch was causing him so
much agony. And it had to be an agony that defied any kind of
description. It had to be a soul destroying agony that didn’t
lessen. Each one of those little breaks of his spine were like him
taking a bullet. The ‘crack’ of the charges behind the little metal
rod, and then the ‘click’ of the spine break at that precise point.
And that was the thing about this rig, and this sadist - the work
was precise and absolute. There was no messy work here, or
accidental breaks where there shouldn’t have been. It was just
break after break along the length of his spine. Each one of those
breaks creating a new thread of pure pain - and creating that curve
that would become permanent.

Once she had worked the
whole length of the spine, and once Ralph, gagged, screeching and
screaming had abated Jaz went to speak to him and she crouched on
her heels in front of him.

“I know, I know
you’re in a lot of pain right now. And yet, there’s your cock still
hard, and raw, being milked. But you’re shooting dust now aren’t
you? That must be painful, on top of everything else.”

She got up and circled
Ralph. His bulging frightened eyes tried to follow her but that was
impossible. And she stopped out of sight of him. She stopped to
look at what she had done. Or what she was doing and she allowed
herself a squeeze of her leathered thighs. She deserved that, that
little bit of pleasure as this excuse of a man suffered for
her.

 



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 


04.10 hrs

 


She took the gag out of
Ralph’s mouth but Jaz left his head pulled back in that throat
exposing position. He must have been worried that this was the end
for him. He MUST have thought that it had been Jaz’s intention to
simply torture him and then finish him off in this hell hole.
Certainly his mind would have been able to think of nothing else.
There was nothing good that could come of what she had done to him.
He would be better off dead. In fact the pain was so acute, so
atrocious, that he wished that she would get on with it and do
it.

“I know what
you’re thinking. This is the end for you right? Ah, alas, no. the
end would be an ‘out’ for you and you don’t deserve that. Death
would come as a relief right? I know it would but I hate to destroy
your hopes all in one go. You’re not going to die. You’re going to
stay like this, your back broken, and curved. And this is how you
will heal up. You won’t be able to be upright ever again. When you
are released from this rig you will be forced to walk on your hands
and feet, arched like that, like a creature. Not like a human being
at all. And this will reflect your life of inhumane activity
towards young girls.”

Jaz sounded quite ‘mad’ if
that is the right word.

“You. Fucking.
Mad. Cunt. You. Bitch. Fucking. Bitch.”

Ralph could only speak in
broken one word sentences. He was fighting with the pain but he was
fighting with shock as well. And he was fighting with fear. And he
was fighting with this need to die but also with the knowledge that
this woman wouldn’t let him do that or wouldn’t put the final nail
in his coffin herself. One could only imagine the kind of things,
the kind of thoughts that were inhabiting Ralph’s mind at this
precise time.

“I’ll take that
as a compliment from you. I mean you are the cunt of cunts aren’t
you? Tell me, are you thinking of those little girls now? Are you
thinking of all that money you paid to have them treated the way
you wanted to see them treated? You are the cunt I can assure you.
But I digress - I wanted to fill in the gaps for you, or some of
them anyway.”

Jaz was standing again now
and she was tilting her head to one side as though she was
listening for a noise. And she was - she was listening to the
sounds that Ralph was making. Now that he was not gagged any more,
the noise was pouring out of his mouth un-muffled and she liked
that pure, uninterrupted sound of a man in agony. She could listen
to that all day and all night. She could listen to that sound
forever. It was a simple fact that Ralph was in a place beyond
agony and that he dearly wished he could be put out of his misery.
A wish that wouldn’t be granted any time soon and yet one that was
left, tantalisingly out of reach on the far side of the
table.

“I’m in the
process of fucking up your wife, and your faggot son. And we are
going to all live happily ever after. Sort of.”

Once again Jaz sounded
quite mad. But one had the feeling that she sounded this way
deliberately - as though somewhere deep in her psyche she was
loving the thought of herself being this female Frankenstein person
who made creatures. In fact it would be a thought that would make
her smile. It would make her grin a lipstick grin from ear to ear.
And the brutality in that cellar at this time would put the good
‘Dr F’ to shame.

And yet there was this
perfect, stunning, breath-taking example of femininity that was
creating all of this brutality. And that didn’t seem right and yet
it did at the same time. There was the clean, leather clad
perfection of her. The perfection of her makeup and the slash of
red lipstick. There was this vision of her, this image of this
perfect, beautiful woman who just happened to be a murderous
sadist. And there was no doubt that Jaz could murder if that was
what flicked her switch. There would be no doubt either that she
could put her victims to any number of imaginative ends. But that
wasn’t her thing. One had to wonder was she a wrong one because of
the fact that she was a sadist, or because she could murder if she
wanted to?

But for Ralph, with what
had happened to him, what WAS happening to him, and through is
absolute agony, he was hearing how his wife and son were also
victims. That question in his mind - if she is doing this to me,
what is she doing to them? It would have been something else that
he had to think about - not that he was able to think of much. All
of his energy, all of his mind was trying to deal with that pain
that he had no relief for. He would have been dealing with that
fear and that ‘horror’ of what this woman was saying.

“But.
WHY?”

He couldn’t hold a
conversation not really and that was understandable given what he
had been through. He was limited to making these attempts at single
words that he spat out between gritted teeth because he was in so
much pain.

“Good question.
I like to fuck people up. But I’ve always wanted to fuck up a
family. I don’t mean fuck them up a little bit. I mean fuck them up
so their lives are torn apart. I like to change them, and I like to
adjust them to a new way of living. I like to truly fuck them up! I
know this won’t mean much to you now because of the pain. I’ll give
you some relief for that pain in a little while, just so that your
predicament can sink in a little deeper.”

And that couldn’t have
been right surely? A sadist offering pain relief? Well, yes but
only so that she could begin the psychological pain infliction,
which she was even better at. Jaz, as a sadist didn’t give anything
unless she got something herself. Or unless it cost her victim a
whole lot more.

“Would you like
some pain relief? Or would you prefer me to ‘break’ something else
first?”

“No. NO. NO
more pain, please no more. Please!”

That was a successful but
desperate attempt to decline more pain on account that he wasn’t
dealing with what he had already. But he spat drool, and snot as he
got out the words.

“Good choice.
You just hang tight, don’t go anywhere. I’ll be right
back.”

There was this disturbing
thing that Jaz did - and that was to ‘joke’ or make light of a
sadistic situation even though she was creating the most terrible
torments, torture and pain for her victims at the time. It was like
she was taking a little time out of all the intensity for herself
and his was how she dealt with it. This was a woman who lived a
double life. She lived the life of a successful ranking police
officer - she’d been decorated and she was highly respected. And
yes a true pillar of the community. And yet this was the other side
of her. She was able to live that life of a police officer as
though nothing else mattered or nothing else was going on in her
life. She could breeze through her real life and then - in the
blink of an eye she could get an urge to create the most intense
physical and psychological pain for a person, or persons. One could
liken her to a monster and that would be close to the
truth.

 


04.55 hrs

 


“You just
relax. Let this get into your system and that will be it, no more
pain for a few hours.”

Jaz spoke as though she
was talking to a child as she was putting a plaster on a knee
wound. Ralph was still tense, still gritting his teeth with the
pain but as Jaz fed the morphine into the line in his arm, there
was a few seconds of nothing but then he visibly relaxed. His eyes
rolled in their sockets and it was as though the pain was melting
away from his body. And that was it, he had been over that rig for
hours and hours, it must’ve seemed like his entire body was in pain
and begging to be allowed to give in to it. But as he relaxed the
rig could be heard automatically adjusting so that he remained
tight. What it was doing was ‘setting’ him so that his spine would
fuse into that broken arched shape.

“Is that better
for you now?”

Jaz asked casually as she
pottered about her torture chamber.

“Yes. Yes thank
you.”

And Ralph did feel much
better without that murderous pain wracking through him. The thing
was though, he was truly grateful for having the pain taken away
from him. It was that thing setting in again, that Stockholm
syndrome thing where he was depending on Jaz for all his needs.
She’d taken the pain away from him and he was truly grateful for
that even if he could ‘feel’ that all was not well with his spine.
And that was something that he would have to adjust to in his mind.
The thing was that as the pain melted away he was able to think
clearly of everything else even if he was a bit woozy with the
morphine. He was able to think acutely and clearly about what Jaz
had told him and now there was more of an urgency in it for him.
There was more of his mind that he could give to those
thoughts.

“Please don’t
do this to us. Please? We can sort it out and no-one needs to know
anything about this.”

Ralph was using a tone
that would grate on Jaz’s nerve endings. The tone as though this
was going to end badly, for her, if she didn’t come to her senses.
And that rankled on her mind more than anything else she could come
up against. The thing about Jaz was that she was not just a sadist,
she was a control freak. To think that one of her victims thought
that it might not end well for her, was enough to raise the hairs
on the back of her neck.

“Trust me cunt,
no-one except those who know you the most, your slave wife and your
cock hungry fuck up of a son, is going to know about
this.”

And there was almost this
‘nasty’ tone that Jaz used to get her point across. And she drilled
her eyes into his directly at the same time as slipping her tongue
out and swiping it across her red lips.

“Please.”

That was all he could
manage this time despite the fact that the pain was ebbing away
now. Maybe the hopelessness of it was beginning to get to him.
Maybe now that the cloud of absolute pain had dissipated and he was
able to use more of his mind to think instead of dealing with
horrific and agonising pain, he could see that he was fucked. Maybe
the full horror of what he had been sucked inside of was dawning on
him and that was what Jaz was looking for. This was another
opportunity for her to inflict some pain except this was
psychological pain that she was inflicting. This was the worst kind
of pain. Physical pain could be turned on and off at will and when
off it would offer some release.

But psychological pain was
something that was implanted, and once implanted it just existed.
It didn’t go anywhere - it was not something that could be removed.
It was not something that could be turned off or something that
could be melted with morphine. There was no chemical fix to what
Jaz was doing psychologically. It was what it was and now that he
could think straight Ralph could work it out for himself, or at
least he could begin to work it out.

“I like that
word, please. It turns me on when it’s a begging tone it’s used
with. But no, your future is pretty much mapped out. There will be
fine tuning along the way, little changes and little additions to
what you will have to endure. But I can tell you, that there are
perverts out there, more deranged, vile perverts than you are, and
who would pay good money for the use of you when I have finished
with you here. People who would even pay for you when you are
healing, right here, right now. I expect it’s difficult to believe
that there are people more perverted than you hey? But you know
there’s something for everyone out there. There are even people
more sadistic than me and I intend to lure them out of the shadows
for the very purpose of using you in ways that you won’t be able to
comprehend at the time or after when you’re left in so much despair
that the wish to be dead again will raise its ugly
head.”

And Jaz was smiling again
now. She was smiling at the thought of what she had just said - the
way she had described it, the way the words filtered into Ralphs
head and mind. There was this thing in the back of her mind, like a
bizarre thing, like an irony. She had thought she was going to take
out an innocent family who had moved in next door to her in the
posh road. She’d thought that this family must have been well to do
and with no skeletons in their closet. How wrong could she have
been? Where she didn’t need a reason or an excuse to take them out,
now she had a whole list of them and that excited her. It excited
her to the tips of her clitoral nerves. Bonnie the closest to
innocent, but now with all that guilt on her shoulders. Teddy, the
twisted little cock-sucker that she was going to apply a few more
twists to. And then, king of the castle Ralph who was going to
suffer terribly for his despicable sins. Jaz smiled
again.

“I’m going to
leave you alone for a while to reflect on your life, as it is now.
I will be back, at some point.”

And Jaz stood back. She
didn’t leave immediately, she wanted to just pour her eyes over the
carnage she had caused for a few minutes. And she did that. There
had been so much arranging, so many things that needed to fall into
place, so many things that had to align so that everything fell
into place that this was the first time that she had been able to
stand back and look at the absolute bedlam and carnage that she had
caused and created. And she saw the state of Ralph, when she saw
what she had done, and what she was doing to him, she got that shot
of sexual euphoria through her central nervous system without her
needing to squeeze her thighs. When she could feel that pleasure,
that pure concentrated, undiluted pleasure she knew she was on a
different level. When she felt this she knew that she’d surpassed
all before it.

The sight of Ralph on that
half-a-wheel rig, his spine broken in numerous places, but setting
back now, was to behold. And now there was no gag to hold in the
screams or the grunts when they returned. The morphine would only
be a temporary short lived relief. Very slowly the pain would come
back and it would creep up to levels and beyond what they had
before. And the thing was that when that pain came back, it would
be a constant and endless noises that came from Ralph. The pain
would be a ‘thing’ going forward. That would be a never ending
thing that just ripped into him. He wouldn’t be able to move and
yet even the thought of moving would excessively hurt him and he
had to learn that even to twitch a muscle would be agony if he
tried it. But for now he had that pain relief and Jaz could wallow
in that serene, calm carnage that she had created.

There was the fact that
his ass was broken. He wouldn’t have known the extent of the damage
of his anal structure. He would know there was a problem. He would
know that there was a serious problem but that was about all. He
wouldn’t be able to spare too much time thinking about it, or
worrying about it because he had enough on his mind already. And if
Ralph just allowed his eyes to open, just little bit, through the
fog of morphine and the slow nagging, retuning pain, he would be
able to see the silhouette of Jaz - all leather clad and high
heels, her hair pulled up into a high tight pony. This was what he
would be able to see. And he would know that this vision, this
image of feminine perfection was the one causing him so much
distress and so much pain. More to the point he would know this
woman was the one who was, who HAD ripped his life to
pieces.

He did open his eyes but
now that silhouette was moving. Moving to one side towards the only
door out of that place. She was leaving. She was leaving him in
this place alone and he didn’t want that. For some reason he wanted
to her to stay there with him. He got scared because she was
leaving and tried to call out. He thought he said,

“No, please
don’t go, please stay we need to talk.”

But he couldn’t be sure if
the words actually got out of his mouth. The morphine had fucked
him up and even though it was beginning to wear off now, it was
still in his system. He was watching the silhouette of Jaz move
towards that door and then the slight creak of the door before the
heavier slamming closed and the ‘click click’ of it being
locked.

For Ralph, being left
alone like this, after what he had suffered, was the worst thing in
his life ever. He cried but one had to wonder was he crying because
he was sorry for his sins, or was he crying because he was just
sorry for himself? If he’d been able to think deeper, he would have
been able to work out that it didn’t matter what he did to those
girls in the videos, or in real life, and he DID indulge himself in
such young fresh meat from time to time, it wouldn’t have saved him
from Jaz. She’d known nothing about him when they moved in next
door but he didn’t know that. She’d hit him with what she knew
about him and he took that guilt on board. But he only took it on
board in the way that he could add to his self-sorrow. The abysmal
physical pain was coming back now in little ripples that got bigger
and bigger until there were a tsunami of pain. Jaz would leave him
alone in that place for a period of at least three days and none of
his screams, or grunts or squeals, or cries would get out of that
space.

 



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

 


FAST FORWARD 3 DAYS -
11.25 hrs

 


“Can I go and
see him please Miss Jaz? Can I go and see Ralph, my husband? I want
to make sure he’s ok, please Miss Jaz?”

Bonnie hadn’t seen Jaz
since all of ‘this’ had got bigger and exploded the way it had.
She’d struggled psychologically - probably more than anything the
coming face to face with Selina had shattered her. She’d needed to
keep it together to a point for him. If she appeared to fall to
pieces then she didn’t know what would happen to Teddy, aka Selina.
Poor Bonnie had looked forward to her one and only meeting a nice
girl, getting married and giving her and Ralph grandchildren. That
was the ideal. That was the perfect vision of the future. Her and
Ralph would go away on their travels and come back to grandchildren
that would eventually grow up within their sight. There’d been no
rush for this to happen. It would all happen in due course. Except
now, now it wouldn’t happen at all and that hurt Bonnie down in the
core of her motherhood. Knowing her perfect future wouldn’t happen
was like a sign that she was accepting her future going forward.
And accepting her failure as a mother and wife. The mind playing
tricks on her again.

“Maybe. A
little later. Maybe tonight. For now I want to take you to see
Selina. She’s working as a kind of hooker now, sort of. A sex
worker of the ‘specialist’ variety and she’s with some clients who
will use her, yes. But who will also be very interested in how she
is being affected emotionally and psychologically. They are
sadists, like me, but with their own slant on it. I want you to see
the worse that humanity has to offer, using the ‘thing’ that used
to be your son. That is what I want to see. If it all goes well -
if I am pleased with how this goes, then maybe I will take you see
what is left of Ralph this evening. How does that sound,
slut?”

And Jaz was smiling at
Bonnie. It was as though she didn’t have a care in the world. It
was as though she was talking about normal happy family matters.
But in reality she was talking about inflicting more damage on an
already damaged family unit. Maybe to her, it was normal happy
family matters. And when she spoke there was this visible sinking
of Bonnie’s impressive femininity. There was this immediate and
visible disappointment that she wouldn’t get to see Ralph. It was
him that she needed to see. She’d seen Teddy. She pretty much got
the picture of what had become of him and she wasn’t sure she
wanted to see any more of that. This was a sign of Jaz’s work
hitting the spot. Bonnie would never admit it but she could have
been in the early stages of disowning Teddy, or Selina as she was
now known. But she couldn’t possibly even guess that her disowning
her son come faggot, would never be allowed. Jaz stood in the way
of that.

And Jaz smiled as she
looked at Bonnie. It was like she was reading her mind. It was like
she was looking for all of these little markers.

“I wish I could
see Ralph. I need to know he’s ok Miss Jaz.”

And all dressed up as
Jaz’s maid, she sounded almost contrite when she spoke. She sounded
soft, docile, submissive. And one had to guess that this was the
desired result, and good progress, for Jaz at this
point.

“Ralph isn’t
‘ok’ slut. He’s far from ok. ‘He’ isn’t even Ralph any more. When
you see him later, IF you see him later you will see that this
creature is no longer a husband to you. He’s not ok and I want you
to see your beloved son and what has become of him. That’s more
important in the bigger scheme of things. Take in some more of
Selina and then prepare yourself for the creature.”

Again Jaz was smiling. She
knew when she was striking an even deeper sadistic wound in
Bonnie’s mind. It was strange for Jaz - she had this family, three
very different people at her mercy in three very different ways.
And each was like it was stroking her sadism at the same time as
stroking her sexuality. Each was like she could go on a different
journey and still explore her sadism to the maximum. Each was a
contrast to the other. In Jaz’s mind it was like it was all falling
into place for her. Each of the puzzle pieces was slotting in and
she could feel her nipples tingle at the prospect of what was
ahead. Yes she had three journeys to go on, but she also had a
fourth journey and that was with the ‘family’ as a unit that she
had ripped apart.

“I understand
Miss Jaz.”

And there it was again,
that contrite, submissive and docile tone that appealed to Jaz a
great deal. Did Bonnie understand? Unlikely that she understood
totally. But she was falling into a way of existing and a way of
accepting.

“Now go
upstairs, to your room, I have a surprise for you, an outfit for
you to wear when we go out to see Selina.”

That wouldn’t have been
what Bonnie wanted to hear and Jaz knew that, but she smiled
anyway.

“Thank you Miss
Jaz, you’re so kind to me.”

But her voice not saying
or giving away that she was not happy at what she heard. Jaz
smiled. She knew how it was - Bonnie pretending to toe the line and
that should have angered Jaz but it didn’t. At the moment Bonnie
was toeing the line because she didn’t have a choice. And she was
in that halfway house of being ‘trained’ but not being trained. And
Jaz liked this fucked up state of mind that Bonnie had to be in.
Jaz knew that she had done enough to Bonnie to fuck her up to a
degree. She had infiltrated her life and she had caned the flesh
off her ass. But there was more, much more in store for Bonnie. Her
sexual servitude would deepen, and she would become a personal
assistant to Jaz - personal in the most intimate way
imaginable.

On top of that Jaz would
show this woman her family disintegrating little bit by little bit
- micro bit by micro bit. That was it, that Jaz knew what the
future held in store for this family and she would only let out
little snippets at a time. And those snippets would be as much
torture as anything else that she did. Bonnie curtseyed to Miss
Jaz, a little thing that she had been taught. Jaz had told
her,

“It shows the
respect you have for the woman who owns your ass.”

It was like Jaz never let
an opportunity go by for her to turn the screw just that little bit
more. She’d already fucked this woman’s life up, but it was like
she needed to pick at her more and more. Just pick at those little
corners of her mind that needed to be picked at. As Bonnie turned
to leave so that she could change into the supplied outfit, there
was this like shadow that came down over her face. That shadow
would appear every so often as she was taken into the depth of
masochistic submission. It was that ‘cloud’ that Jaz looked for and
one that made her squeeze her thighs for some pleasure. She liked
it when she saw that despair and that darkness. It showed that her
way was the best way and that it was working. It showed the slow
decline of a woman who’d had everything, and now had nothing except
what she gave her, and Jaz liked that.

Even though it seemed that
the most sadism was being applied to father and son, in actual fact
this was not true. The worse of the worse, in many ways, but not
all, was for Bonnie. She was a woman who thought she’d had it all
and was used to having it all and used to having a certain
lifestyle. But she was in the process of losing everything.
Literally, she was in the process of losing everything and more.
And Jaz knew that Bonnie would be deeply affected going forward.
That she would be affected in an irreversible way.

 


12.20 hrs

 


“You look
spectacular.”

Jaz had prepared the
outfit but not given instructions on how it should be worn. This
was like her little test, to see if Bonnie was getting the hang of
the look that she was expected to present to her, and anyone else
invited.

“Thank you Miss
Jaz.”

This outfit made the most
of Bonnie’s leg length and her svelte, tall figure. The dress was
not one that would be worn out in public, not really. An almost
transparent latex dress made in some kind of dirty mustard yellow
that was ‘clouded’ in key areas so that intimacies were not
exposed. But the fact that these clouds existed, brought attention
to them. It was tight and it was short and there was the
unmistakable poke through of her thick nipples. Underneath there
were no panties and Bonnie’s sex lips were left to dribble and ooze
her sexual juices with no soak up available. This might have been a
point about herself that she didn’t like the most right now - that
she constantly oozed her sexual fluid and there was no stopping
them. It was like Miss Jaz had keyed into her sexuality and that
she retained the key to it as well.

Her tits were squeezed
into a cleavage to be proud of. Her legs sheathed in expensive
sheer nylon that was black but that showed the flesh colour through
it’s very fine mesh. Those nylons were hold-up stockings that were
just about covered by the hem of the dress. Her shoes, stiletto
courts, were the same, exactly the same clouded mustard yellow of
the latex - the match was uncanny in its likeness to the dress and
the heel height was pretty much height-phobia inducing.

And then her hair pulled
back and piled into a high bun which left Bonnie’s makeup exposed
to scrutiny. But it was perfect. Her ability to apply makeup to
suit whatever ‘job’ she had to do was something that came with her
through her former professional life. And now, to apply makeup that
she knew would appeal to Jaz, and appeal to the sexual desire and
wetness she felt most of the time was a natural talent that she had
and that came through the shock and the trauma that she was
experiencing with every passing second.

Bonnie knew how she had to
come across to Jaz - a sexual being that existed for sexual
purposes. A dripping sexual creature. She knew she’d been ‘demoted’
in life. Not just demoted, but deliberately ‘reduced’ and it was
ironic that in real life, not this fucked up life, that Jaz would
be the servant. That she would be the servant to the public,
upholding law and order and protecting the city’s citizens. And yet
this was furthest from the truth that it could be. The irony was
there but it was a cruel, sadistic irony.

Bonnie didn’t need
training in walking tall on those high heels - she’d been pretty
much a child model and then grown up on the catwalk. She knew how
to carry herself and present herself. It was a further irony that
she could present like this whilst being in so much distress and
whilst being torn apart from the inside. It was like she carried
herself in that desirable way as a habit. A habit that was not
curtailed even in the direst and darkest of circumstance. And that
made Jaz smile because she had worked that out herself.

“The car will
be here shortly, and you shouldn’t speak unless spoken to. Don’t
make eye contact with anyone unless required to do so.”

Jaz spoke matter-of-factly
and what she was saying was simple to understand and might be
simple for anyone else to carry out. But for Bonnie, she was a
sociable being. She had grown up with a lot of people around her
and she was used to the company of others. What Jaz was telling her
to do was alien to her. She didn’t really know how to be distant
and not sociable with other people. Her job and career in the past
had relied on her personality as much as her looks. And what Jaz
was telling her was like this devastation to her. She would achieve
eye contact in a natural way but now she had to avoid
it.

She would normally speak
to people, approach them whereas her ultra-femininity might
intimidate others, so she was totally able to put people at ease
and then befriend them and make them relax in her company. But now
she couldn’t do that. It was something that she had to get used to.
It was something that she had to reverse from her normal self and
that was creating all sorts of issues inside her mind. Issues that
were on top of the issues she already had.

“Yes Miss
Jaz.”

And there was this
submissive tone to her voice again. It was odd, that Bonnie had
never had any fetish ‘training’ she’d never been ‘trained’ and
taught and she’d never been part of that world, even though the
world she came from was littered with strange, weird and sometimes
wonderful creatures. She’d managed to get through life on the right
side. Yes there had been the drink and the drugs, but that was a
phase she went through when she was young enough to breeze through
it, and she had. And yet, this now - with what she had been through
with Jaz so far she had just worked in her mind, the way through
it. She kind of ‘knew’ what Jaz wanted from her even if this woman
was ripping her family to bits in the process.

 


“Put this coat
over you, and remember, keep your eyes down. No eye contact and no
conversation.’

It was like Jaz was
hammering it home just that little bit more. Like constant that was
drip fed into Bonnie’s mind because this was how she would learn
more.

Jaz draped the long black
coat over Bonnie’s shoulders which kind of covered her but at the
same time enhanced her look. It was left open so the dress and the
length her legs were underlined and enhanced. It was like a way of
making her a little bit decent had been discovered but then cut
back just that little bit to show her for what she was. And it
wasn’t so much the way she was dressed that showed her for was she
was, but the way she carried herself. Those instructions of Jaz’s,
for her to keep her eyes down and not engage in conversation had
put Bonnie on some kind of alert. It made her more aware of what
she was doing at all times. It made her think, and it did really
make her tip toe that edge.

She was aware of the
driver opening the door of the high end Mercedes and she was aware
of his eyes travelling up and down her legs. But she didn’t look at
him. She didn’t raise her eyes. Instead she slipped into the car,
and in the process showed more of her legs which this man in a
peaked cap took full advantage of before closing the
door.

“We’re guests
of a sort of ‘club’. It’s a male gay club. A BDSM club, very
secret, very underground. They’ve hired Selina for a few days and
they want us, or YOU to see what has become of your little
one.”

Jaz spoke like she was
describing a trip to the park on a sunny Sunday afternoon. But in
the way she was speaking she was dropping more A bombs for Bonnie
to have to deal with. And they were like mushroom clouded bombs
going off in her mind.

“Not my Teddy,
surely not my Teddy?”

Bonnie knew enough to know
that where she was being taken to now was not going to be a
pleasant place. And she knew as well that Jaz was only telling her
what she wanted her to know at this point, as the car glided
through the afternoon city traffic.

“Yes
sweetheart, ‘your Teddy’. Except he isn’t yours is he? He’s mine.
Just you are mine, just like that shit of a husband is mine. And
YES, Selina is learning all about what being a young slut is all
about. A guy, who is all but a young woman who just so happens to
be the entertainment of a hard core BDSM gay club. I think it’s
poetically beautiful. I think that this is something that at this
time in the proceedings you need to see, and need to
experience.”

Jaz stopped talking again
and she drilled her eyes into the side of Bonnie’s head. She could
see Bonnie’s bottom, deep red glossed lip quivering. She could see
the heart strings being pulled when the subject of Teddy came up
and that was what she wanted to see. She wanted and needed to see
this woman’s distress and she needed to see the core of her exposed
so that she could work on it some more.

“I understand
miss Jaz.”

Bonnie kept her head down
and she was looking at her own nylon sheathed lap. She was looking
at the sheer mesh sheathing her thighs, knowing the tops of those
stockings were saturated with her leaking juices. And she could
feel the tight latex that shrink wrapped her femininity, the
swollen poke through of her nipples, and the severe arch of her
feet in the stilettos, and for a brief second, like a split second
she again let her mind get into that space where she was trying to
work out what the hell had happened in her life. How had it come to
this? How could she had done things better, how could she have been
a better wife and mother that would have seen this devastation been
avoided? But as usual there was no answer to any of that. All she
could do was act and live in the moment. All she could do was go
through what she had to go through and somehow exist like this.
Although very slowly the thought or the hope that she would come
out the other end, or that there would be light at the end of the
tunnel was beginning to fade and die.

“These men,
they don’t like women. They’re gay yes, but they have a special
affinity for a special kind of woman. Your son has been sold to
them as feminine and he will be treated as such. They think that a
male person abandoning his sex and sexuality for the opposite, is
something that is sickening, and that triggers them and they like
to do special things to them. Obviously we’re safe. They know who I
am and what I can do to their little set up. And then know also
that I can supply them with fresh meat, to sate their needs. But
they also get to show me what they can do and what they are
about.”

There was nothing that Jaz
said that would make Bonnie feel any better. It was as though she
was setting the scene for something terrible that was going to
happen at the end of this car journey. It was as though they were
heading into some kind of twilight world abyss. Bonnie couldn’t
understand how a high ranking police officer like Miss Jaz, could
be this other person as well. But then Bonnie was going to learn a
lot, lot more about Jaz than maybe she would want to. Or that she
would care to.




CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

 


13.50 hrs

 


The car had glided out of
the city heading east and then into the Essex countryside. Bonnie
didn’t take much notice of the journey. She’d spend most of the
time looking down at her nylon sheathed thighs. From time to time,
Jaz smoothed a palm up one or the other of her Bonnie’s legs as
though she had every right to do that. But that was just it - in
this new world of hell, she did have every right to do that. Bonnie
tried to work it out, in her mind, how this woman could ‘own’ her
and her family.

One side of that little
bit of mind that was left intact was telling her that this was
impossible and that this was 21st century London, England. Human
beings owning other human beings was just not possible. It just
wasn’t. Right? The other side of her mind though - that was telling
her a different story and it was that side of her mind that was
winning. It was telling her to simply accept it. That she could do
nothing about it and that she should just accept her’s and the
family’s fate.

It was a lot to deal with
and yet she knew deep down if this was in the open, in the public
domain, that she and Teddy and Ralph would be saved. She knew that
there would be such an outrage that Jaz would not be able to
sustain her position and she would be sent to prison for a long
time. That other part of Bonnie’s mind knew what would happen to a
police officer in custody. She knew that Jaz would be beyond
bitched when inside. And yet to counter that was the knowledge that
this woman had every angle, every base covered and that there would
be no come down for her and she knew that with every passing hour,
and day, the further sucked in she and the family were, the less
chance there was for there to be any hope. That hope was almost not
there anymore.

“We’re almost
there. I’m not going to pretend this will be a pleasant experience
because it won’t be. Your life has had all the pleasant experiences
it’s going to get. What you need to realise, what you need to see
for yourself is the depths that you all will be taken to. What you
see here will stay with you for the rest of your life. Your one and
only being used and distressed in ways that you cannot
imagine.”

That was it about Jaz -
she could spoil a moment. Bonnie was busy thinking about ‘what if’
but Jaz had yanked her out of that space. It was the only space
that was able to offer Bonnie any sort of clarity - or any sort of
marker for what was happening. But now she was being dragged out of
that and forced to deal with reality as it was happening and with
no chance of coming to terms with it. The fact was that she would
never come to terms with what she was going to see. She’d have to
deal with it in real time as well as going forward.

 


The country house was
gated, and the gate opened as though on automatic as the car
approached. There was nothing nearby - no neighbours, no villages.
There was a huge thick wooded area and just green. For a city
woman, that would have disturbed Bonnie first and foremost - the
green, and the emptiness. Others would flock to the country to
wallow in the green and wide open spaces. But instead of that
Bonnie was filled with this feeling of impending doom. Where that
thick wood, the fields, the trees should have been making her feel
at one with nature, she had all this other shit on her mind and
that open green space, and this house in the country seemed like
something out of hell.

‘Don’t forget,
eyes down, no conversation. They know I own your ass. They know
you’re Selina’s birth mother. You simply agree with whatever is
said to you at all times, making sure you keep your eyes to the
floor. They are gay men, but they also have special interests in
women like you so remember that at all times.”

“Yes Miss
Jaz.”

If Bonnie was honest with
herself she would admit that Jaz was doing a good job of painting
this vision of hell. But that was intended. Jaz didn’t do anything
by mistake and this was another layer she was putting
down.

 


14.45 hrs

 


Bonnie was in shock. She
was in total, utter shock at what she had seen and what she had
heard. In fact the picture of hell that Jaz had painted beforehand
was nothing in comparison to the reality. One had to assume that
was deliberate as well.

“This is the
slut’s birth mother.”

That had been the
‘introduction’ Bonnie had to the huge, enormous leather clad men
that surrounded her. She didn’t look up she remained standing
looking down.

“Is it ashamed
of itself for giving birth to that mess?”

One of the men with a
foreign accent, maybe European, asked as Bonnie could feel his eyes
roaming all over her. She could feel her flesh creep and that was
odd given that these men were gay and had no interest in her
sexually. At least that was how she worked it out in her mind. So
why was her flesh creeping the way it was? Why was it that it felt
like she had an ice cold needle being pushed into the core of her
spine and held there?

Bonnie being referred to
as ‘it’ was something that hurt her emotionally. There was physical
hurt and then there was the psychological hurt that Jaz, and these
men could inflict with interest.

“Oh, you know,
her journey is only beginning. At the moment she thinks this
creature is her offspring and there is that motherly love there.
But you know, shame will come into it. She will be ashamed. She
will be deeply ashamed of what she is, and what her one and only
is. She will be ashamed as a state of being - it will be a natural
state for her to be in, in due course.”

Again Bonnie would be
feeling that ice cold needle being shoved into her spine. And again
she would feel that chill.

“It’s being
roasted at the moment. Come I’ll show you. I want to see it’s
mother’s reaction to what she sees.”

That was the same man. It
wasn’t such a shock that Jaz liked this group of people. They
shared her love of psychological torture. They did the physical
imagery, but they loved the mind and the way they could fuck up the
minds of others. This man led the way and Jaz walked behind Bonnie
as they entered a fully fitted play space. Bonnie mostly looked
down but her eyes strayed and she slapped a flat open hand to her
face. What she’d come face to face with was her little one, her
Teddy in the advanced throws of being impaled by his ass, and his
mouth on enormous cocks.

The scene was raw, and it
was brutal. And that rawness was something that would have hit
Bonnie immediately. There would have been no time for her mind to
process what she was seeing properly, not in the sense of getting
used to what she was seeing. Her first view was a three quarter
rear view of Teddy as Selina. He was on his hands and knees with a
tight dress pulled up over his ass cheeks and his caged, bulging,
drizzling cock, and free balls hanging beneath. There were
stockings that clung to the very tops of his thighs. And there was
this sense of ‘femininity’ about him. There was this sense that he
was not a young man at all but a young girl because of his
diminutive size in comparison to those there were around him, doing
things to him - the cock cage or the clit cage didn’t make her less
feminine, in fact it enhanced the femininity.

But that three quarter
rear view was of Selina’s ass cheeks parted wide by an enormous
thick cock. And that was what Bonnie latched onto. The fact that
the cock, its girth, it’s pure thickness was what was holding
Selina’s ass cheeks open. And even more graphic, the way that cock
reamed his asshole open. And that was it. Selina had already been
raped multiple times by the black guys back at the house, but this
was different. Bonnie had only been told about this, where as she
was seeing this now first hand. She was seeing it in the flesh.
There was this sense of doom in that room at this time and this
worked on Bonnie in the same way that the metaphorical needle in
her spine. And there was this smell of pure, raw dirty
sex.

“Oh, god, god,
no!”

They were words that
whispered out of her lipsticked mouth. And yet all eyes had already
turned to her before that. These were men who liked to instil that
shock into the system. And they liked to delve into that shock once
it had been instilled. Where Selina’s nice tight ass used to be,
there was this big hole created by the cock that was reamed into
it. There was blood, from rips in the flesh caused by that cock.
The black men had been well endowed, but these men more so. Selina
was on a raised plinth on her hands and knees and her knees were
parted wide. His back was arched down and her ‘pussy’ thrust back
and she was leaning on her own forearms.

“Yes slut. This
is what you gave birth to.”

Jaz’s tone was harsh and
nasty. All the eyes were on Bonnie as she took in this scene of
sexual carnage featuring her own son. Bonnie was seeing it, but she
was in this other head space as well. The man behind Selina was
fucking her with the full length of his cock and he was twisting
and rolling his hips as he did that so that inside Seline, her
tunnel would be stretched and prodded by the enormity of that gay
man meat. There was a noise of sorts coming from Selina. They were
noises of distress, and pain from being impaled in that way. But
they were gagged noises because down her throat was another thick
cock. This was Selina being ‘roasted’ as though she were on a spit
roast. And that oral fucking she was getting was as raw and brutal
as that at her pussy end.

The man sliding his cock
up and down Selina’s throat had pushed her head right back, baring
her throat and then he’d gripped her jaws encouraging her to open
wide. At first he had slapped Selina’s face with that cock. Slapped
it around her cheeks and jaws and then teased his lips with it.
Running the enormous, exposed bell end, leaking with pre-cum, along
Selina’s lips and then dipping it inside the warm wet confines of
her mouth. And this man, like an oral rapist had slid his cock all
the way in. There had to be the fear that Selina’s jaw’s would
dislocate due to the thickness and the girth of that cock. Once the
circumcised cock head had clicked past Selina’s teeth, it was
locked in. The same as the cock in her pussy - once that cock head
had clicked past her sphincter it was locked in.

Judging by Selina’s
bulging eyes and her face, there had to be pain involved - a lot of
pain. And yet there was also this lust.

“You know,
she’s getting to like cock mum. Which is just as well given that
she is going to live for cock from now on. This place will be one
that she comes to regularly. These men want to make her suffer for
as long as they can for the ‘crime’ of abandoning her gender for
another. I’ve struck a lucrative deal with them, for their
exclusive use of her as and when required. She’s here for a few
days now and then she will be allowed to heal.”

Again Jaz spoke like she
was talking about something normal. ‘Allowed to heal’ meant that
Teddy would be broken. And he would be broken. But he would be
allowed to heal before he was broken again. And this conjured up
all sorts of despairing images in Bonnie’s mind.

“Is it sinking
in now? Is it finally coming to you, that your lives are fucked, in
the truest sense off the word?”

Once couldn’t help but
hear the gloating in Jaz’s voice. It was subtle but it was there.
And it was hitting Bonnie hard now. Up to now it had been mostly
about her being sucked into the vortex. She’d only been told about
Selina and about Ralph and she’d not seen anything, not really, not
anything that would shock her this much. She still didn’t know
anything of what had happened to Ralph. It had mostly been just
about her diminishing status but now what she was seeing happening
to Selina, it WAS bringing it home to her exactly how life had
changed and how it was going to be going forward. She would never
have thought about a place like this gay club existing, and yet now
she was being plunged into a different world of filth and
pain.

“It is Miss
Jaz. Thank you Miss Jaz.”

And ‘thank you Miss Jaz’,
said it all really.

“You know,
she’s going to have breasts. And bigger lips so that she can truly
‘worship’ cock. She is going to be a true cocksucker and pain slut.
A new life for her. And of course a new life for you and one for
that animal of a husband of yours.”

And again there was that
almost triumphant tone to Jaz’s voice.

“Why is he an
animal Miss Jaz? I don’t understand that bit?”

And of course she had
questions and of course there were parts that she didn’t
understand.

“Oh you will
find out, very soon, I promise you slut.”

 


16.00

 


Semen was dripping from
Selina’s pussy - a lot of semen and that was collecting in a pool
beneath him. And there were dregs of semen hanging from her mouth
and splashed over her torn, ruined dress. Now she was strung up by
her wrists and she was swinging gently. Electric shocks were being
applied to the cock cage and therefor to his cock and he was making
this terrible noise that defied a description. And Bonnie was just
watching. That was all she could do was watch, numbed out. Every so
often her knees gave way and she had to snap them back to support
herself. She was on the verge of passing out because her mind, and
her eyes could not take any more. What she had witnessed Selina
being put through was too much for her. She was numb, yet she was
wracked as well with something that bordered guilt. She was blaming
herself for this and Jaz was watching her. She was watching her
closely.

“You need to
understand slut, that what you and your family are entwined in, is
sadism. Not accidental sadism but planned, deliberate and deep
sadism. You will see a lot of this sadism first hand. Indeed you
will experience some of that sadism, and you have already
experienced a little of it. But those scars are healing and very
soon you will experience more pain. But I have to say that you will
‘see’ more physical sadism than you will actually experience. As a
woman, as a mother and a wife, you will suffer psychological
torture more than you will suffer the physical. As a woman myself,
my need is to see other women suffer. My need is to make men suffer
in ways that they would never have imagined. But for the women in
their lives, I need them to suffer terribly, in their
heads.”

And Jaz lightly tapped the
side of Bonnie’s head, as though she were indicating exactly where
this woman would suffer the most.

“Please. Please
Miss Jaz, please let him go. Just take me and make me suffer. Let
Teddy and Ralph go so that you can do all you want to me. Please
Miss Jaz.”

There was no doubt that
Bonnie had been effected by what she had seen and what she was
seeing, and hearing at this time. Selina was twitching as she hung
and swung slowly. The ‘belt’ and the energy of each and every
electric shock was the cause of the ‘swinging’ and twirling of
Selina bodily. And with each and every electric shock that wracked
through her caged cock and balls there was this noise that came
from her. A terrible noise really that was not conducive to Selina
or Teddy as a human being. There was a lot of spit that was
catapulted out of her lipsticked mouth. And there were drizzles of
a combination of pre-cum and actual semen that dripped from the
cage. And yes that cock, or that clitoris was filling the cage and
bulging between the stainless steel bars. The constant randomly
applied shocks’d had the effect of stimulating it, and of creating
his outrageous, terrible ‘pleasure’ that was not only forced but
extreme and that would have been creating a conflict in the mind of
Selina.

And yes there was the mind
of Selina and what that was going through. His, or her mind had
been turned inside out and upside down. What he had been through in
the matter of just a few days, no young man could ever make
allowances for. He’d had his own mind, his own sexuality, his own
personality interfered with and twisted. He’d been given what he’d
secretly longed for, for many years in the most insidious and
abusive way possible. And he was being forced to ‘react’ to that.
And that reaction was for him to crave more of the same. Those
black men had hurt him when they raped him - they had hurt him and
damaged him. And now in this place, this club somewhere in hell,
they were taking that further. These men were doing things to him
that made him hate himself and yet at the same time crave for more.
They were assisting in the transforming of him from male to a
female with a caged cock. There was no doubt that what these men
did to him was turning him on himself. Turning ‘him’ on ‘herself’
to create this being, this feminine being that was highly sexually
charged. Teddy had always been highly sexed, that was why he took
the path he took in those chatrooms and in his bedroom. But Jaz and
these men in this fucked up twisted club were taking it and ‘her’
much, much further.

“No slut. There
is no such option. Your loved ones have to suffer so that you can
suffer. It’s you I want to suffer the most. For them, the damage is
collateral damage. It’s damage created and inflicted and then
maintained so that I can see you suffering, so that I can force the
change for the worse in you. It’s all of that damage and then
changing you sexually, and personality wise that I want. Forcing
you to change, forcing you and your loved ones apart and forcing
this terrible change on you all. This is what has to happen and
this is what you need to know, you have no choice over.”

And for a long time
nothing was said as the two women watched Selina suffering. Every
so often Bonnie’s legs gave way in shock at what she was seeing.
And when that happened Jaz hooked her arm into Bonnie’s and held
her up.




CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

 


20.00 hrs

 


“You need to
prepare yourself, in your head for what you are going to see
next.”

And in that statement Jaz
was simply piling more pressure onto Bonnie. Already this mother
and wife was at the end of her tether at what she had seen Selina
go through. As a mother she wanted to protect him and save him but
had needed to get used to the fact that she couldn’t do either. And
now Jaz was piling more into her mind. She didn’t respond to Jaz,
she just sat in the car looking at her nylon sheathed thighs again
as they made their way back into the city. Her mind was in a whirl
- it was like a mass of white noise that didn’t let her think
straight. And yet each and every word that Jaz spoke she heard and
understood. It was like she had to hear and understand what this
woman said because it was her that held the key to her future. She
was already depending on this woman for everything. In the matter
of days, Detective Inspector Jasmine Solomon had come into her life
and literally turned it upside down in the most sadistic and
insidious way possible.

The same driver opened the
door to allow Bonnie to get out of the car. And again he enjoyed
the view of long nylon sheathed legs. This time the way she
scissored her legs would have given this peak capped man the
additional view of her pale slippery thighs. It didn’t matter what
she had been through emotionally and psychologically, her sexuality
still produced that slippery fluid that oozed from her on a
constant basis. There had been more than once during the ‘Selina
Show’ that she wished that she could sink into an orgasm. That
would have helped her to deal with what she was seeing and hearing
happen to her one and only. That she was becoming this sexual being
was the change in her. Yes she was subjugated and enslaved to Jaz,
but she was being, or had been turned highly sexual as well.
Bonnie’s future was mapped but it wasn’t predictable.

‘You need to
forget that you had a husband. He’s not that any more. I want you
to look at this video and then you might begin to understand more.”
Jaz reached forward to the display built into the head rest of the
front seat in front of Bonnie. There was a flicker and then a clip
started. There was a girl who appeared very young. And she was just
sitting in a room on her own. The room was empty - it was starkly
empty and white. There were no windows or no furniture except for
the low stool that she was sitting on. She had on a tiny skirt that
was so short that it might as well have not been there. But that
was all she had on - her budding breasts were naked and exposed.
The stool was so low that her knees were forced high. Her knees
were clamped together and her feet splayed wide. It was like she
was in this protective state. It was like she was protecting
herself from something. Or like something had happened to her and
now she was protecting herself from more of the same. Only a very
close look would reveal little slithers of semen on the insides of
her thighs. If this girl appeared older, or her setting was less
stark and striking, this semen would be noticed. But that was just
it, this, wasn’t expected and so barely visible.

And it was clear that
something had happened to her because her makeup was running down
her face with the tears. Her makeup had been thickly applied, too
much so for a girl of her age, it seemed. And her full lips, coated
with lipstick that had been chipped away with her own teeth. Bonnie
watched the screen. It was as though she was compelled to do this.
It was like she could not turn away from that screen and that she
had to see what was happening - she had to watch it so that it came
to some sort of conclusion in here mind. She tilted her head a
little because she thought she could hear something. Yes she could
- if she listened very carefully she could hear this girl on the
screen sobbing gently. It was a very low level sobbing but it was
there. Bonnie felt immediately protective towards this girl and she
would never know why. Nothing was happening to her. She was alone
wasn’t she? And she was just sitting on a stool, right? Yes to both
but she was also topless and she had also been sexualised. And
maybe it was this that Bonnie couldn’t come to terms with in her
own mind.

“What’s the
matter with her Miss Jaz?”

But Jaz didn’t answer.
Instead she held up a finger for Bonnie to not speak just to watch
the screen. Two men seemed to come from nowhere on the screen. They
came to the girl from either side and now she wasn’t just sobbing
she was petrified. It was like she’d seen these men before. And as
they pulled her up by one arm each, the camera zoomed in to her
legs, to her thighs and there were hand marks all over them. At
some point her legs had been forced open and those hand marks were
proof of that. But as well as these hand marks, yes, there were the
little rivers of spent semen and Bonnie sucked in a deep breath but
she didn’t say anything when she saw them for the first
time.

For some reason she didn’t
need to think or wonder too much more as to what had happened to
this young girl. She knew she had been sexually abused and probably
penetrated by these two men. And now they had come back for her so
that they could help themselves to more of her. The screen showed
this small, tiny girl between these two fully grown, huge men being
led towards the only visible door in that white room and then out
of it. Bonnie knew what they were going to do to her and she knew
that this girl, with the gangly long legs and the tiny skirt but
nothing else, was going to be sexually used and abused. She didn’t
need to be told that, she just knew it. If she hadn’t been through
what she was going through now, with Jaz coming into their lives,
then she would have needed further clarification because this was
as far from her own normal world as it could be. But now, now she
knew exactly what she was seeing on that screen. And then before
another scene could fade in, Jaz turned off the screen.

“Your former
husband funded that film. He paid for it, scripted it and directed
it. He did that, because this is what turns him on. I can tell from
your reaction to it that you know what happens next. But it’s
important that you know that your husband is going through what he
is going through because he deserves to. He deserves every little
bit of what he is getting and will get in the future.”

“I’m sorry Miss
Jaz, I don’t believe you. Ralph wouldn’t have anything to do with
‘that’. Not anything like that.”

That had been the only bit
of resistance in Bonnie for some time, and now it was like a pebble
being thrown into a pond withe ripples getting wider and
wider.

“I promise you
slut, you don’t know him as well as you thought. He pays to see
stuff like that and he was involved in making it. Some would say he
should be locked away and the key deposed of. For me, I have chosen
another path for him and you are about to see a little part of that
path now. It was important for me to tell you about him, and show
you that little clip of a film that ‘he’ funded and made, first -
just so that you have a little context.”

Bonnie just sat as the car
worked its way through city, night time traffic. She knew that Jaz
wasn’t making it up. Jaz didn’t need to make anything up in order
for her to get what she wanted. She didn’t want to believe it, she
just did. And for the first time ever she was seeing Ralph in her
mind’s eye, in a different way. Jaz had succeeded in throwing in
yet another curve ball that was going to work on the deeper parts
of her mind. Jaz had succeeded in at least starting the process of
turning Bonnie on her own husband. It was a process that would take
time but the obscenely bent cop had planted the seeds and those
seeds would flower and fester all at the same time. The rest of the
journey back to the two big houses was made in silence. It was
anything but silent in Bonnie’s head though. And yet, she leaked
and oozed sexual fluid from between her legs. If she had the
ability to step back, in her mind for just a second, she would be
able to say that life now was just fucked up. Just fucked up in the
most hideous way.

 


21.10 hrs

 


“Oh GOD! God,
what have you done to him? For pity’s sake, what the fuck have you
done to him?”

Bonnie was on her hands
and knees now and crawling. Her legs had finally given way because
of what she was seeing. Those long shapely legs had very nearly
given up the ghost when she’d seen Selina and what she was going
through. But now, seeing Ralph, like this it was like she was being
confronted with a form of horror that her legs, and her mind
couldn’t cope with. When Jaz had taken her into her basement areas
and shown her Ralph, still on that rig, his broken back healing
into that arch, it had taken her some time to compute what she was
seeing. For a start she was looking at Ralph through the half-wheel
shaped cage he appeared to be in and her mind tried for several
seconds to come to terms with that. But then Jaz operated a remote
control and there were the sounds of electronics operating, and the
top part of this cage or this rig lifted off. And as it lifted off
and clear, Ralph let out a howl of pain. And it was a howling that
didn’t really convince Bonnie that it was Ralph that she was
looking at. To her it sounded like an animal in
distress.

‘I’ve fucked
him up slut. I freely and completely admit what I have done to him.
I’ve fucked him up because this is what he deserves.”

Jaz spoke almost sullenly
about what she had done. She had nothing to hide and that maybe was
the most frightening thing. That she did these things to others,
and there was nothing visible that would tell she was even a little
bit afraid of being caught. She literally didn’t have a care in the
world. And on the contrary, she was a woman in a place close to
euphoria at fulfilling urges that she’d harboured for many years.
As long as she would be able to remember in fact. It seemed that
Bonnie and her family had come along at precisely the right time
for her. The aligning of the stars and everything falling into
place.

Bonnie went down to her
knees first and tried to get up. But all the strength had been
drained from them by the shock. But Jaz prodded her with a stiletto
heel two crawl around to the front of Ralph and it was then that
she got the confirmation she had been lacking in her mind. It was
Ralph but not as she knew him. It was obviously him from facial
features and eyes. But there was something vastly different about
him. He didn’t look like he normally looked, all suave and
sophisticated maleness. He looked haunted. But more that, it looked
like he was in an acute form of pain that wouldn’t leave him. It
looked like he was in this nightmare that he couldn’t wake up from.
And he looked frightened half to death by what he was going through
in this place.

“His spine has
been broken in several places and it will heal in that curved
state. He’ll be forced eventually, to only be able to walk on his
hands and feet. He’s not a man slut - no ‘man’ would do to young
girls what he has done for years. It’s time for him to pay the
piper and he will. His ass has been broken as well. The musculature
stretched and torn so that he needs to be plugged to prevent him
from letting go of his bowel contents. And the skeletal structure
there has also been broken. His cock has been inserted into a
machine that perpetually milks him, time after time after
time.”

Jaz stopped talking and it
was like she was revelling in telling this poor woman what had
happened and what had been done to her husband.

“But he needs
to work? You have to make him alright so that he can at least make
it look like everything is ok - or questions will be
asked?”

And Jaz liked it that
Bonnie was thinking of the finer detail. She liked it that this
woman who she knew was in a seriously depleted psychological state
as it was, was thinking of these little details.

“No slut, that
has all been taken care of. The pervert here has been resigned from
his position in the company. His shares are being sold. He is in
the process of being ‘wound up’. He won’t be going out into the
normal world again and there will be no-one looking for him, or
wondering even where he is. As far as anyone is concerned, he will
have just walked away from his life. People do it all the time.
They just decide to ‘quit’.”

There was no doubt that
Jaz could make all of this happen but the simple way she explained
it and described it to Bonnie, actually hid the amount of work that
needed to be done in order to ‘delete’ Ralph, and the family along
with him. And that was what she was in the process of doing,
deleting him.

“Miss Jaz. For
fucks sakes Miss Jaz.”

They were the only words
that Bonnie could find as she was prodded with that high heel
again.

“For fucks sake
indeed! I know this is all a shock to you. Your strength will come
back when your mind comes to terms with what you are seeing a
little bit.”

Bonnie was encouraged to
crawl around to the rear of Ralph where there was that gaping hole
that used to be an ass. The bleeding had stopped now, but evidence
of the amount of bleeding that had occurred was all over the stone
floor of the cellar.

‘But Miss
Jazzer’s, he can’t ‘live’ like this, surely? He can’t just ‘live’
like this?”

And although Bonnie was
asking questions, she was more thinking out aloud than expecting
logical answers. But it was logical answers that she
got.

“Yes, he can
live like the creature he is. You know much like Selina will spend
the rest of her life gratifying the urges and the perverted desires
on deviants, so too will this piece of shit. They say, ‘there’s
something out there for everyone with a kink’. And trust me, there
are deep, perverted deviants who will enjoy the creature that used
to be Ralph.”

Jaz spoke
matter-of-factly. It was like it didn’t dawn on her that what she
was saying was something so horrific and so abhorrent that in the
normal civilised world she would be thrown into a cell and very
unlikely see the light of day again. In Jaz’s world, in her
sadistic, sexually drenched world this was just ‘ok’. For Jaz, she
was only in the process of preparing the future for this family. As
far as she was concerned nothing too bad had happened yet. That was
all for the future. For Bonnie, it was a lot to take in. At the
beginning when it had been just her and Jaz, that had shocked her
to the core. But every step since had been like an acute shock to
her central nervous system and she was having trouble dealing with
it.

She managed to get to her
stilettoed feet but she was very shaky on her legs. Her eyes were
fixed on Ralph as she walked to the front of him again to look into
his face. It was like she didn’t recognise him, but did at the same
time. The thing was that now, what she had seen on that little
screen in the car, and what Jaz had told her was in her mind now
and she was looking at him in a different light.

“Bonnie,
Bonnie, please, please help me, please.”

It took a minute or so for
Ralph to get those words out. And they were whispered words. It was
as though to speak at normal volume or tone would cause him too
much extra pain. It was like he’d had enough of the pain as it was
without adding to it. Bonnie didn’t answer him. She just stood and
watched the little bubbling dribbles of spit escape his mouth and
drizzle down his lower jaw.

“I’ve seen what
you do, you cunt. I’ve seen what ‘turns you on’. Help you? I
wouldn’t help you if my life depended on it.”

And with that Bonnie spat
into his face. Jaz watched this and she smiled. She was ripping
this family apart and she barely had to break into a sweat to
achieve it. And that gave her more time to focus on the sadism that
she would inflict on all three.

“Please, please
Bonnie. This bitch has crippled me. I need help.”

That took Ralph even
longer to get out but Bonnie just went closer to him so that she
could spit more directly into his face. And so that she could look
into his eyes as she did it. There was no doubt that she had turned
against her husband. And it was clear that finding out that he was
not the man she thought she knew far outweighed the absolute horror
of what Jaz had done to him. At first she had been shocked to her
hands and knees. But slowly she’d come round to being able to think
at least a little bit straight. There was nothing ‘normal’ in her
mind. Nothing at all, but she was beginning to come to terms with
her lot.

“Let’s show the
creature how ‘you’ have changed slut. Let’s show him, how you can
orgasm, right in front of him, regardless of what suffering he is
going through. You seem to understand now, and he needs to
understand as well that life as he knew it is over.”

Jaz was speaking almost
seductively into Bonnie’s ear, but in a way that Ralph could hear,
even through his agony. And as Bonnie stood with her legs splayed
against the tightness of that little latex dress, Jaz walked her
fingers up one of her nylon sheathed legs, to the bare flesh above
stocking top and then to her hairless smooth sexuality. A sexuality
that was also saturated and oozing her fluids. And within seconds
of touching clitoris, Jaz was spilling Bonnie into an intense, long
orgasm that peaked and kept peaking.

 



CHAPTER NINETEEN

 


20.42 hrs

 


That orgasm didn’t stop
until Jaz decided it should stop. Ralph’s only hope, literally his
only hope of getting out of this with any sort of life, was the
love of his life. His only hope had been Bonnie. Through all of
what he went through, that pain, that degradation at the hands of a
woman he thought was fucking mental, there had been the hope that
Bonnie would find him and all of this would come to an end for him.
He’d kind of worked it out, between the spasms of pure undiluted
pain, that he would have issues to deal with, medical issues and
probably psychological issue, but that as long as he had Bonnie,
and as long as she found him, just next door, that it would be kind
of ‘ok’. That would have been sweet!

But now, now that he was
being spat at, now that she had called him a cunt, and now that she
was orgasming on the end of Jaz’s finger, that hope wasn’t just
receding, it was fading away. Under him, his caged cock was being
milked and whereas his wife’s orgasm at the fingertips of Jaz was
obviously intensely beautiful, his own enforced, milked orgasms
were intensely painful. So painful that his cock head was raw. And
the view that he had, deliberately of Jaz going about her work, and
his wife sheathed and shrink wrapped in latex, and stockings and
heels, her eyes rolling in pure pleasure, was something that oddly,
bizarrely, under the circumstances fed his own sexual urges. And in
that enforced, terrible orgasmic pleasure was the knowledge that
his own wife had turned on him. He had to deal with that the same
as he had to deal with his new medical and psychological
conditions.

“Good slut.
Good slut. Show him what he’s lost. I need him to not only be in
this physical pain that will always be with him, I need him to know
what he’s lost in the process. I need him to ‘know’ it and I need
that knowledge to be part of that pain that he can feel. I want him
to not be able to tell the difference between the pain along the
whole of his spine, and inside his rectum to the pain he feels at
losing you. You get that right, honey?”

And Jaz was letting Bonnie
hover on that orgasm as she was whispering to her. She was feeding
that sexual need in this latex clad woman and yet she knew as well
that when she stopped the orgasm, when she simply took her fingers
away, that Bonnie would have the come down, and the guilt and the
horror of what she was trapped in.

“Ohhh yes Miss
Jaz, yes. Let’s show this cunt what he’s lost.”

And that was Bonnie in
raptures at the orgasm that was not only careering through her
inner sexuality but also pouring down her legs in the form of those
juices. Ralph seeing and hearing all of it. Ralph between spasms of
absolute pain able to hold his breath to see the sight of his wife
being controlled by this other woman and being milked at the same
time. There had to be an end to Ralph’s tether. There had to be a
limit to how many times that milking machine attached to his cock,
could make him cum. There had to be a limit to how much his mind
could take when that relentless milking of him just went on and on
and on.

And then Jaz was taking
Bonnie down again and this was her chance, the first chance she had
to see them both in as big a despair that they could be in. There
would be other despairing days of course, and then the big one.
That would be all of the little threads coming into one. That would
be Jaz exercising her sadism to the fullest extent.

For now though she was
taking Bonnie out of orgasm and she could do that just by altering
the rhythm she was doing with her finger tip. She changed from a
slight pressure rub to a fluttering of her finger tip over and
through that extra sensitive flesh of Bonnie’s cunt. And as she did
that she was watching Bonnie closely. She was in her personal
space, and she was breathing over her face but she was looking into
her eyes. She wanted to see that come down from the orgasm, she
wanted to see that despair in her eyes. And she knew that there
would be that despair. She knew that it would come. There was the
first sign of a screwing up of Bonnie’s attractive made up face as
she began to sob. And then in her eyes this vacantness as the
enormity of what she had seen and what had just happened began to
bite into the deeper parts of her psyche.

As that despair hit her so
did the knowledge that she didn’t have Ralph any more. He had got
her through some of the toughest times of her life. And they had
been in a better place than they had ever been just a few days ago.
And now this. And there was this image, this vision in her mind
that she couldn’t shake off and that was the young girl on that
stool being led away by the two men to be abused and worse. And she
couldn’t shake off what Jaz had told her about him funding films
like that because that was his turn on. She couldn’t forgive
herself for not knowing that this was what the man she married was
like. She couldn’t get her head around any of it. And then as that
despair bit deeper still she was imagining him doing that stuff to
young girls. Things that she tried to shake off. She was imagining
things that she needed to shake off for her own sanity. But she
couldn’t. Once they were in her mind, they were resident there for
keeps.

She was even imagining
that he was responsible for the way Teddy had turned out. That he
was somehow responsible for ‘Selina’. That wouldn’t be a stretch
too far. Her eyes had been opened in more ways than one over this
last few days. Her life was in ruins and so Ralph being responsible
for Selina, just kind of fitted in the jigsaw puzzle. It was
something else that she wouldn’t be able to shake off either. If
she could stop her mind working overtime then she might be able to
deal with the rest of it. But she couldn’t. That mind of her’s had
been infiltrated by Miss Jaz and now this woman was controlling her
mind. Jaz was making sure that Bonnie couldn’t switch off. She was
making sure that this woman’s only escape was orgasm. And when she
went through a spell of denial of sexual relief, then she would be
in a whole new place. Jaz smiled again - she smiled because she
knew it.

That despair though - an
almost crippling anxiety and despair that came after the euphoria
of orgasm. That despair that didn’t just wash over her in waves but
it infested the whole of her mind. Jaz watched that despair take
hold. She watched it closely and she squeezed her thighs to give
herself a little shot of sexual pleasure because she knew what this
woman was going through. It begged the question yet again, how
could one woman do this to another? There was this awfulness
attached to what Jaz did. The way she was able to, without mercy,
manipulate another woman into a place of such despair that it would
feel like to Bonnie that she would never be able to climb out of.
Jaz liked that though. She liked to think that this woman was in
this pit of despair that had just straight vertical, slippery walls
that could not be climbed out of. This was her thing. This was what
she did and yet what did this say about her own state of mind? One
look at Bonnie coming down from orgasm told what her state of mind
was, but what of Jaz’s? What the fuck state of mind was she
in?

“Look at him
sweetie. Take a long close look at this piece of shit and try to
tell me that he doesn’t deserve it? Go on, do it.”

And this was a tester from
Jaz. Bonnie was down from that orgasm now and the torment and
despair had to have been at its greatest. Jaz was of the opinion
that at this point, this woman was at her lowest ebb. There would
be deeper, lower places that she would be taken to, but for now
this was rock-bottom for her. So getting her to look at Ralph, or
what used to be Ralph, up close and personal was something that
could have shaken her out of the zone of crippling despair that she
was in. But no - Bonnie sucked her teeth, like women of colour
tended to do, and she moved in close to look at Ralph. This could
have been his cue to hope again. But now there was none of that in
his face. There was something about the way he looked as Bonnie got
closer, that told of his acceptance that he was fucked in the most
complete way possible and there was something in her face that told
of the fact that whatever they had together and between each other
was now over and done with, they were done and yet Jaz was not done
with them. Not by a long way.

‘Can you see
it, slut? Can you see ‘it’ for what it is?”

Jaz used the tone that
might have told that she was seething in some kind of anger, but
she wasn’t. Inside she was calm, cool and calculated in what she
was doing and what she was saying. She was simply using her
slightly husky voice in that seething way as a tool to affect
Bonnie and bring her round to totally her way of
thinking.

“Yes Miss Jaz.
Yes I see it now. Can we make it suffer more?”

Jaz smiled,

“We can. You’ll
see it all in due course. You’ll see that just when it thinks it
can’t suffer any more, it indeed can.”

The thing was that Bonnie
could hear every one of her own words. She hadn’t totally lost her
mind and yet she had been completely flipped by this woman - this
perverted bent cop.

“But for now,
come with me. I want to introduce you to another of your duties. I
know you hate that creature with all your heart right now. But
let’s not forget that you are on a downward spiral as well. Just
because you hate him because of what he was before, doesn’t mean
you get off lightly. You ARE in a privileged position in that you
are my closest aid, but don’t let that fool you into thinking that
any of this going forward will be easier on you - because it won’t
be. You are all going to suffer - just in different ways to each
other, that’s all.”

And that was a little
speech that brought Bonnie right back down to earth. If there was
anything she could take from it was that in essence she was alone
in all of this. It stood to reason that if she had been yanked away
from Ralph, that the same would happen with Teddy, or Selina as he
was now. Maybe she was beginning to understand what this woman
meant all these days ago when she told her that she was going to
fuck her up - and that she wasn’t JUST going to fuck her up, but
she was going to fuck them all up. Maybe that was the bit that she
heard and kind of understood at the time, but didn’t get the whole
gist of it. And now she did. Now she did get it completely. And now
she was being led out of the cellar torture space where Ralph would
be left to heal some more from his wounds, to the bedroom suite of
this woman.

 


22.30 hrs

 


“Keep me posted
on developments, day or night, it doesn’t matter.”

Jaz, or Detective
Inspector Jasmine Solomon was on the phone to her team back at the
station. And that she was doing that in as casual way as it could
be done was chilling. The contrast in the different parts of this
complex woman’s life was stunning. As she spoke on her cell phone,
being updated on the fact that they were closing in on the second
rapist, she was half squatting and half sitting over the face of
Bonnie. She hung up the call and then purred down to
Bonnie,

“Don’t forget
what I told you, if you spill even a tiny drop then you will be
punished. And you KNOW what that means or what it could
mean.”

Bonnie had been beside
herself with ‘disgust’ and shock when Jaz had told her,

“You need to be
taught, you need to learn how to be my toilet.”

That was as simple as her
line was and then she’d stopped. She wasn’t even lying down then
because they had only just got back to the bedroom
suite.

“I don’t, I
don’t understand?”

And it was a sure sign
that Bonnie really didn’t understand when she stuttered her words
slightly. She would have heard the words and knew what they meant
but then correlating them with her, and her being Jaz’s toilet was
like a step too far. She had flashbacks of herself licking toilets
clean in Jaz’s house, right at the start. But this was a step
further than that. Licking bowls was nothing compared to what she
was going to do now.

“I know you
don’t but you will. You need to get used to being the lowest of the
low slut. You need to get used to finding a new lower level every
single day going forward. And you being my human toilet is a good
way to start this particular ball rolling. You’ve been shown the
thing that used to be your son and that despicable creature that
was your beloved husband. And you know the kind of life they will
have going forward. And this is your life - a total subjugated,
former privileged woman who has lost it all. Can you see what I
mean?”

When she put it like that
of course Bonnie could see. But getting her head round being this
woman’s toilet was something that was harder to negotiate in her
mind.

“If you’re a
good girl, you get to orgasm, how does that sound?”

And that was all that was
needed really, for Bonnie to become keyed in to what she had to do.
She would deal with the shock and disgust as she went along, but if
she had a definite orgasm to work to then she could do it she was
sure. This was her falling into line. It was her falling into the
required mode of thinking. It was her being manipulated and trained
to the orgasm. Pretty soon, if not already she would be learning
that the orgasm was her only friend. The only thing she had left,
and even that wasn’t her’s, it was Jaz’s.

“Mmmmm thank
you Miss Jazz, thank you so much.”

The thing was that she
meant it. And she sounded like she meant it. And yet on her back,
on the bathroom floor, Miss Jaz squatting over her, hovering her
sexuality literally millimetres from her face was a different and
an almost sobering experience. Bonnie felt almost like she had no
right to be looking up at this magnificent woman’s most private
flesh. But such was Jaz’s blatantness, that her knees were wide and
that flesh was deliberately there for Bonnie to see and to be
looked at. The flesh, hairless, smooth and the sex lips slightly
swollen, slight moist.

“I’ve going to
lower myself down, seal my flesh to your mouth. You need to time
your breathing and you need to swallow steadily and continuously as
I urinate into your mouth.”

It was as though Jaz was
enjoying this bit. It was as though she lived for these graphic,
obscene bits. And in Bonnie’s head she was exploding. This wasn’t
right, surely? Again that question, how could one woman treat
another like this? But there was a gasp as Jaz’s sexual flesh
touched the face then the lips of Bonnie. This was a different
experience. There had been the shock of this woman coming into
their lives and then ripping those lives apart. But now there was
this - now there was this almost obscene, graphic intimacy as Jaz
sat on Bonnie’s face, cunt flesh first.

The bent, perverted cop
wriggled herself a little as though she was ensuring the seal of
her sex lips around the face of Bonnie. And then she put more of
her weight down and Bonnie’s eyes opened wide. She knew what was
next but she was still trying to compute it in her mind. Ok, she
had to drink this woman’s piss, she got it. But she didn’t know if
she could do it without being sick, or without spilling any. And
this was the test for her.

This was another set of
tests for her or another set of shocks that were being applied to
her system.

“It’s coming
and you should be ‘proud’ to drink my urine. I know that you will
be grateful once you’ve done it, and once I give you that orgasm.
If ever you struggle, think about the rewards, slut.”

But that was just it, it
was ‘reward’ in the singular. There were no multiple rewards or
option of different rewards. This was Jaz taking Bonnie deeper down
the rabbit hole and getting her more keyed into orgasm. It was like
she was using a period of great distress and anxiety to remind
Bonnie that there was always orgasm to escape to after, if she was
a good girl.

When that first gush hit
the back of her throat, Bonnie was in something that approached a
panic. The piss was hot, and strong tasting. It was a vile thing
that she was doing and she knew it. But she knew also that Miss Jaz
would call her a good girl again if she got through it without
incident or without spilling a drop. In a way she wished at first
that she could just swallow the hot urine without having to taste
it. But after the first gush, and the first swallow it became
easier for her. And the more her mouth filled and the more that she
swallowed, the easier it was and the more she could look forward to
the orgasm she got, if Jaz gave it to her. And the more she thought
of that, the more her own sexuality began to ooze and throb with
need.

To say that Jaz had a
large bladder volume would be an understatement. In the end it
wasn’t the smell, or the taste or the temperature of the piss that
shocked Bonnie’s system, it was the ‘volume’ of urine that she had
to take in to her mouth and then swallow. In the beginning she was
swallowing without tasting but then, the more that passed through
her mouth and the closer she got to orgasm time, the more she
‘wanted’ to taste. By the time Jaz was lifting off slightly so that
she could drip into Bonnie’s mouth, she was wanting to follow that
flesh with her tongue. And Jaz encouraged her to do
that.

“Good girl and
yes, you clean me off. Make sure all of that champagne is inside
you now.”

There was no doubt, she
sounded quite mad and that did occur to Bonnie even in her own
madness. And yet she ‘wanted’ to clean Jaz off. She wanted to slip
her tongue between those lips and make sure all of the dregs of
piss were gone and by the time Jaz was giving her, her orgasm
Bonnie felt intimately closer to this woman. Jaz smiled as another
milestone passed.

“You know,
you’ll be required to eat my shit as well, very soon. But I know
that you can do it and I know you’ll do it well.”

Jaz sounded confident, and
casual but inside Bonnie’s head she was repulsed at the thought.
And yet Jaz had told her that her journey was down into the deepest
degradations and traumas and now she was finding out a little of
what that actually meant.




CHAPTER TWENTY

 


3 Months Later

 


It was all about Bonnie.
Ralph and Teddy were the collateral damage that just so happened to
allow Jaz to expand her repertoire of sadism. But yes, this woman,
this sadist never let her focus of finding and attaining the
ultimate prize get clouded. It was all about taking everything from
Bonnie and then reducing her as a woman. All about degrading her,
and then taking her down a pitch black hole of absolute servitude
and orgasm.

After three months Jaz
could stand back, as a sadist, and be pleased with what she had
achieved. The family had been deleted and depleted. Very nearly
every last trace of them had been erased and Jaz owned what was
left. And indeed, what was left?

“You are
looking beyond stunning Selina. Are you looking forward to another
day of cock worship and of gratifying base perverts?”

Jaz asked casually as she
ran her eyes up and down the length of the hooker-esque Selina.
There was barely any sign of Teddy now. Only his mother would know
that Teddy formed the basis of this cock hungry effeminate
sub-human being. She had tits now, nice big juicy tits with big
hard and sensitive nipples. And her oral lips had been filled and
bloated, and then tattooed with permanent lipstick. The same with
her eyebrows. The real ones had been removed to be replaced with
elaborate versions tattooed into place and she had become an expert
in applying the rest of the makeup as would be expected. Yes Jaz
liked her version of Selina. She was much better, more complete
than the version that hung out in those internet chat rooms and
such like.

And now she was here, with
Jaz for a special coming together. Bonnie hadn’t seen either her
son, or her estranged husband in the three months to now. She had
seen them briefly, at the start when the shocks were first applied
to her mind - she had seen them for those shock that Jaz had needed
to apply but then nothing. For Bonnie that non-contact and
non-seeing her family had been kind of a blessing in disguise. She
had been able to forget them to a degree. Not forget them totally
because Jaz wouldn’t allow that. But forget them to the degree that
she could concentrate on being the best slut that she could be for
Jaz. So that she could key her mind into the fact that she was also
this woman’s personal toilet. And over three months that had been
accomplished - Bonne was a complete toilet for Jaz, in every
way.

She knew that what she had
to do was vile, and obscene, but she was proud to make Jaz proud of
her. And Jaz told her she was proud of her but inwardly she smiled.
The sadist in her literally loved the way she had been able to
manipulate Bonnie into the obscene disgusting existence using just
her orgasms. The point was that after three months, it was time to
apply that final shock to her system.

“Thank you Miss
Jaz.”

That was Selina thanking
Jaz for the compliment. She sounded complete, and rounded and above
all well trained.

“You’re most
welcome. Now, go and get your dad there’s a good girl.”

Jaz looked right at Selina
and there was this slight hesitation in Selina’s eyes. It was
barely visible but Jaz could see it.

“It’s ok, I
won’t let him fuck you this time, ok?”

And that was it. Jaz was
letting it be known that there was history with Selina and the
former Ralph in this three months. And that in itself was a shock
to the sub-systems. But a closer look would reveal Selina to be
petrified of going to get her former dad from wherever he was
residing at this time. It had to be in the basement of course,
where he had been healing into the new him.

“Thank you Miss
Jaz. It’s just that it thinks it can, you know, use me like a
normal man uses me.”

Selina had long since got
over the ripping apart of his family. The work Jaz had done with
him was thorough and it was totally irreversible. She had fed
Selina with so much real time cock in the three months that she
craved it as much as his mother craved orgasm until the point that
nothing else mattered. Selina was living that life and more than he
lived it inside his mind and inside those chat rooms and in his own
bedroom. And the real version of what he craved in his mind was
more than a shock to his system. It was more than a jolt to his
central nervous system that he would live a life of denial with his
‘clitoris’ caged and his only means of orgasm was to be fucked by
big cock that could then milk him like a sissy slut. But his fear
of his own former father was telling. He was used by perverts of
the first order every single day, but he was petrified of the Ralph
creature.

But Jaz knew why. Of
course she knew why. That was because Ralph had been turned in on
himself and into a ‘creature’ that was barely able to utter words
any more - just grunts. But whose sexuality had been so fucked up,
so manipulated that all he craved was orgasm so that the constant
pain in his back, and the way he was forced to live could be forced
out for that short time when he was orgasming. And it was that,
that the creature lived for, an orgasm that was not milked and that
was not forced. And it was because of this, because of what had
been done to him physically and psychologically that he had raped
Selina on more than one occasion. But this was no accident, these
were events that Jaz was able to orchestrate and then smile about
to herself. The sadistic incestuousness was something that thrilled
Jaz.

“Bring it up on
the leash. It’s time we all had a get together. It’s been three
months, and your mother needs a little stimulating shock to her
system for the time ahead of her.”

What she meant was that
she needed to completely destroy Bonnie all over again. And what
better way than to bring the family back together again?

“Yes Miss
Jaz.”

It wasn’t ‘Empress’ for
Selina any more. That was his fantasy world and where Jaz had
reeled him in from. This was the real world. This was Miss Jaz’s
world and as Selina strutted out of the large through lounge, her
tits bouncing in a small dress and her high heels clicking, there
was this shadow that came over her face. A shadow that told that
she didn’t want to be going to down to retrieve her dad creature
from the cellar.

Selina had barely got the
leash on the permanent body harness when the creature leapt onto
him. Penetration was instant. In his arched, fucked up position, he
had perfected the repeated rapes of Selina and he could fuck him
quickly, feel that soft succulent boi-pussy-ass around his cock
instead of that brutal milking machine that was on all the time
what he was caged. Selina couldn’t do anything about it. She just
had to wait until it was all over. The creature clung to her back
like a limpet so shaking it off was impossible. It was like this
was something that Selina had to bare and in her mind and that was
the knowledge that this was, or used to be her dad.

She had been shocked when
she saw him for the first time. She didn’t recognise him as her
dad. There was very little of Ralph left, if anything. And he had
been altered. First his spine and then his face. High cheek bones
and thick, full lips that made him into this bizarre, obscene sex
doll monster. The perverts that used him came from a cesspit of
absolute filth and degradation and pain. Selina had been more
shocked that this thing couldn’t even look at her, or speak to her.
He didn’t look at her when he leapt on her either. It was just an
instinctive thing that he did. He’d lost everything as a human
being and all he had left was this sexual thing that he was. When
he fucked Selina, he wasn’t fucking his son, or his daughter, he
was just raping another sexual being, another sexual creature. And
that was true to a degree. This was all Jaz’s deliberate doing. It
was all in her mind from the word go. When she had this family
where she needed them and wanted them, this was what she had
planned.

One had to assume that
even Jaz didn’t know what was truly possible until all the pieces
of the puzzle had been cut. The creature rutted Selina and she
couldn’t help but react because she had developed the need to
worship and fuck and gratify cock, any cock to the limit of her
ability. It didn’t matter whose cock, or how big it was. It didn’t
matter that the thick slippery almost completely skinless cock up
inside her belonged to a thing that used to be her dad. That wasn’t
her disgust to have any more. What she had to do, what she needed
to do was gratify that cock and letting this creature rut her
deeply like this was her doing that. It didn’t take long before she
could feel her pussy tract, that used to be her anal tract being
whitewashed with semen. And it was that, that was ‘her’ joy. Her
love and worship of cock meant that her worship and need for the
semen of others to be inside her followed. Her own caged clitoris
swelled and dripped with pre cum.
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In the time it took for
Selina to go and get the creature, or the beast, and come back,
Bonnie had joined Jaz in the lounge. She had been working elsewhere
in the house and hadn’t known this would be a coming together for
the family. It was meant as a surprise, a cruel surprise of
course.

“Ah slut, I’m
pleased you’re here I’ve got a surprise for you.”

But there was this tinge
of sadism in Jaz’s voice. It was subtle but it was there. She was
sitting crossed legged on a deep plush sofa and there was the
dangle of high heeled shoe from a severely arched nylon clad foot.
And she was watching Bonnie. She was watching the puzzlement cross
her face.

“A surprise for
me Miss Jaz? But why?”

It was as though she was
shocked for even being considered for a surprise. It was like she
didn’t think she deserved one. Or if she did, then there had to be
some price that would need to be paid as a result.

“Of course for
you silly. You’ve proved your worth, I’m proud of you. You tend to
my needs completely and adoringly and so this is what you
get.”

And Jaz was almost making
it seem like she was about to give Bonnie a pleasant surprise
rather than the one she was going to give her. And right at that
time, there was this noise, the ‘click click’ of high heels and
then another sounds, shuffling perhaps, or something else. And when
Bonnie first lay her eyes on Selina and the creature, there was
this puzzlement there again. She didn’t understand what she was
seeing. Teddy and Ralph were the furthest from her mind. She hadn’t
thought about those in ages, except in the middle of the night when
she woke up in her cage sobbing at what she’d lost. Those were
always the worse times - the dead of night. She could cope in the
daytime because she worked her fingers to the bone for Miss Jaz.
But those lonely nights when she got flashbacks to her older life,
they were the ones that crippled her with something that was almost
grief.

But now, it took her some
time to realise what she was seeing. Jaz didn’t say anything and
she didn’t do anything. She simply sat, cross legged, sipping
chilled white wine from the long stem goblet, and watched. Mostly
she watched Bonnie. She didn’t want to miss the moment of
realisation crossing this woman’s face. It was this that she lived
for. That realisation and that devastation. Now that was something
that was not describable.

“Oh god. Oh
god. Oh god!”

It was all she could come
out with. Her face drained of colour even if it was all fully made
up. It was as though she had seen a ghost.

“Ralph, Ralph
is that you?”

Again another short burst
of words from Bonnie.

“He can’t
answer you but, yes that WAS Ralph. It’s not ‘him’ any more of
course.”

Jaz almost gloated but she
had spotted the semen running down Selina’s legs as well and she
smiled.

“He had you hey
Selina? He leapt on you, like he does, and you did nothing to
resist, right? You let him rut you like the slut you
are.”

And she was bringing
Bonnie’s attention immediately to Selina.

“Teddy, Teddy,
is that you? What’s happened to you?”

Selina looked at Bonnie
but it was like there was no recognition there. Or if there was it
was a vacant recognition - like a recognition that didn’t matter
anymore.

“I’m not Teddy
mother, that was the old me. THIS is the real me.”

And Selina let go of the
leash she was holding the creature on and did an effeminate, almost
camp twirl on her heels in front of her mother. Jaz smiled to
herself because Selina was learning to be cruel without even
knowing. She had been subjected to such a traumatic journey herself
that she didn’t recognise the early onset of being cruel to her
mother.

“That, that
can’t be you! Those breasts. Those lips? Everything about you is
different.”

Bonnie was stating the
obvious of course but it was all she could do. She hadn’t
recognised either Selina or Ralph at first but now, the more she
flicked her eyes between the two of them, the more she could see
that in fact this was her family. Funny really, that she thought of
them as her family and yet for three months she’d barely given her
family a thought. But now her eyes rested on Ralph the most and
there was this pained expression on her face. Like she could feel,
or at least understand the pain he must have been in.

“But, but what
have you done to him Jaz - to make him like this?”

She was referring to the
shape of Ralph. The fact that he was on his feet, but also on his
hands - and that this was how he moved around.

“I’ve fucked
him up. I told you I would. I broke his spine in lots of places and
made it re-set like this. He will always have the pain though. I
broke his ass as well, so that he needs to be plugged up because he
can’t control his bowels. I take him to secluded farms where, he is
used by people with ‘special’ requirements. You can see, I’ve had
his lips filled and enlarged so that when he sucks cock, it’s a
nice soft, succulent sucking he gives. And some other general work
to make him this ‘it’ he is today. Let’s just call him a ‘work in
progress’. I’ve far from finished with him. Remember what he used
to do, make those films of the young girls, right? He deserves
everything he is going to get and more.”

And Jaz stopped talking.
She needed to study how Bonnie was taking this ‘surprise’ she was
being given. Jaz was of the mind that this woman had settled into
her role a little too well in the three months and that she needed
another awakening. And this was it. She could see this woman
sinking back.

“But Teddy, I
mean Selina, look at her…?”

And Bonnie was looking at
Miss Jaz with imploring eyes.

“He’s fucked as
well, slut. He dangled himself in front of me on line when I found
out his little secret and I reeled him in. It wasn’t hard - he’s
always wanted to be ‘she’. It’s just that for Selina here, the
reality of what he fantasised about for years, is not quite the
same as he thought it would be. She’s addicted to cock now, bless
her. She really can’t get enough of it even though some of those
cocks rip her to pieces. And she craves the taste of semen - she
can’t get enough of it, can you Selina?”

And she looked at
Selina.

“No Miss Jaz. I
live for hard, throbbing cock, and semen. It’s all I care
about.”

And Selina looked at
Bonnie and smiled. But it was almost like an evil smile that she
did with her lipsticked lips. And now she was feeling the cruelty
that almost dripped from the walls in this room.

“But, but what
now? Now that you’ve done all this, what next?”

Bonnie had been rewound to
her former despair levels, when all this had started - the shock,
and the trying to get her head round it. It was like she was back
there now.

“Practically,
your affairs have been wound up. The house that used to be yours is
now mine and it will be sold. Your assets have been liquidised, the
funds transferred to me. All bank accounts closed. Effectively to
cut it short you don’t exist anymore, any of you. In effect I can
do anything I like with you because there is no record of you any
longer. I can do that you see, I can make people vanish off the
face of the earth.”

Bonnie’s face went paler,
if that was possible.

“Like I said,
the creature there is a work in progress, as is Selina. She is not
quite the finished article yet. And so we come to you. You’re not
the complete article either. Oh yes, you keep my house spotless,
you drink my piss and you eat my shit, because I want you to. But I
look at you and I get restless. And when I get restless I know
there is more for you. There will definitely be more work done on
you. And you will definitely be servicing some special visitors
from time to time. But essentially if you haven’t worked it out
yet, you are fucked as well, just like I told you, you would
be.”

And by this time Jaz had
got up and was next to Bonnie and she had snaked a finger up the
short dress to find her smooth, wet cunt, and her
clitoris.

“You do
understand don’t you slut, that the journey is never over, ever? I
want that pain I know you are feeling now, in your head, to be an
ongoing never ending constant thing. I’ve taken you all out of
society, out of existence, and now I can do what the fuck I
like.”

There was no doubt that
Jaz sounded quite mad. But she was speaking the truth. Bonnie just
stood as her owner brought about another wet, squirting orgasm with
ease. And this woman would hold that orgasm for as long as she
wanted, because she could. But when Bonnie was taken down the other
side of that orgasm and into that despair again, there would be a
one word question asked in her mind, why? But all she had to do was
rewind to the very beginning in her head and press replay, and she
would find the answer.
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