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Chapter 1

I am hanging by straps in a bare room, naked, spread apart and blindfolded to blackness. My body is parallel to the floor, horizontal, hovering two feet off the ground with soft leather harnesses holding me up in a few key places: ankles, above the knee, a thin strap around my waist, shoulders and wrists. 

They had to make sure I was secure, but accessible, so this process can be effective. There still hasn’t been any explanation as to why I am here, though I do have some idea. The botched oil pipeline, for instance. The ocean not too far from here is layered with viscous, pungent black oil from a burst pipeline. It goes far deeper than that, but that is the physical evidence of a much uglier problem. 

I know about the leak because Jack told me. Jack and I have a crush on each other, and work together sometimes when we are on the same rig – we work for the same oil company, with job crossover sometimes, though he is an underwater pipeline repair guy, and I am a project manager, working in the office. 

I was collected against my will from my bed this morning, early, maybe 5am, by a group of suited-up men who work for the faux humans – it’s not that far into the future from where you are now, but things have changed. These men wear the armour and uniform of the corporate machine, identical grey suits. Their flimsy disguise. 

I was in a deep sleep, dreaming I was fighting with my mother about the same thing we always fought about (my work) when I felt a sting in my buttock, and was dragged, semi-conscious, from my slumber, nightie still hanging off my shoulder, bra-less, panty-less. My job is to manage underwater pipeline installations, and for all its office-dwelling, is pretty dangerous – I am on an oil rig out to sea a lot of the time, and the company is intersected by some questionable business decisions - but the money is excellent. 

I know why I’m here, really. I deserve to be here, and there is a very good chance that I won’t make it out in one piece after this little investigative session is over. My main problem was that I couldn’t hide my contempt, though I should have just pretended I didn’t know about their mistakes, their shoddy work, the lies. Couldn’t just be quiet and do my job. 

I’m the reason Jack is here too – he cares, but he likes the money and understands that he has no hope of trying to fight a thirsty, corrupt oil company. Dive in, fix the pipes, crawl out, then spend the abundant cash on whatever he likes. Head down, work hard, get the hell out. I wish I’d done the same, but now we are both trapped here by these fake human beings, aliens, who can’t even muster enough false emotion to look us in the eye. 

They really don’t get it, but then why would they? They aren’t supposed to understand. They are here to make money and do their jobs, just like us. Too bad my job as a project manager conflicted with my greater job as a human.  

Now Jack and I are in this medical facility getting tested for implants, but after this process is completed, when they find none, they will implant us with their own chips. Things will probably get worse soon, but for now, it’s not so bad. This is my first (and likely only) time here, though I’ve heard about this place. The rumours.

My forehead, facing the floor, has a band across it to support my head because after the shot they gave me, I am unable to support myself. I am comfortable, floating, suspended. I love this feeling and can imagine that I am flying, weightless, just like Jack must feel when he’s underwater. He will be back in the water again soon, but then he’ll be theirs. Soon they’ll think I’m theirs too, but that’s because they won’t find my chip. It’s hidden in the cleft between my nose and lips, deep, and when they implant me with the next chip, their version of mind-control, all that will happen is that the signal will be overridden and all their data will go straight to my company computers. They want to avoid this, however it’s questionable how much they actually know about our technology. I wish I didn’t know so much, but I’m a closet geek girl. I love gadgets. 

I now belong to those who must taste and prod me everywhere, in search for the almighty chip. Their reward is food; they are hungry and thirsty, deprived, craving. All they want is the chip, then they can be sated by their owners. I am a means to an end, which is why this arrangement works so well for my captors. The most useless and unwanted in humanoid society give up their liberty for protection and food, and it is they who now crowd around me. Their senses are finely-tuned, making them useful at least for something. 

Chapter 2

The lowest-level humanoids and their leashed dogs mill around me, past me. There are so many of them, but I don’t know how many because I can’t see. It feels like quite a lot, like a large warehouse, standing room only. 

The warehouse is large, concrete, cool, and it echoes the tiniest little bit, hurts my ears from time-to-time. It smells, oddly, of fresh flowers and sweat and dogs and breath. It’s loud. 

Each takes turns to go by me, slowly at first, and as they do, they stab me, gently, with what feels like a fork, but is really a tiny signal detector. If they don’t have a fork, they put their teeth onto my skin, like a small bite. 

Each stab or bite is accompanied by a probing lick - I am being licked and stabbed by a hundred or more, in a constant stream, all over my body, they are crawling it seems, every type of being. The dogs sniff at me, never tasting, but I know they want my salt on their tongues. They are trained well. Their job is simply to sniff out the chips. Nothing more, nothing less. 

Jack must be in here too, maybe others. They wouldn’t go to all this trouble just for me. I can’t see, but the thrum is giddying; they are starved, busy, and milling, chattering loudly - licking and poking me with forks and biting me, distracted, but complying with their orders, eager to get this task finished so they can return to their pens, return to comfort. 

Their tongues all feel different, their lips, their cheeks. I can feel stubble and lip gloss and pointy chins and fat noses and damp foreheads. I can feel teeth and the prongs of the fork-like detectors, pushing just so into my flesh, seeking the elusive but distinct edge of the small chips. 

I can smell them, but I can’t discern what is what anymore. Their collective perfume is grotesque, but each wave is different. Some are strangely delicious and the very next breath might be repulsive. I imagine them to be dirty – I’ve seen this in underground videos on the darkweb. I know what they are doing to me, but being here in the flesh is far different to watching it on a screen. It’s way weirder in real life. 

I am tense with anticipation. I cannot escape, and therefore must breathe them all in, deeply, just inhale and exhale, let it happen. We are all becoming part of each other by taste and smell alone, them unable to feel the fork prongs; me unable to feel the impact of their exertions into me. 

Jack must be here too, somewhere. I’m not sure if he’s in this room, since it is hard to hear anything – if he called out – over the volume of the racket, which creeps up, second by second. These people are starting to enjoy themselves, to taste the salt of skin. It’s moreish, tasty, enticing. 

They don’t care where they lick me or poke me, and they don’t usually see - I am not their focus, but they must do this. They can taste me wherever they lick me, which might be my leg, my toe, my armpit, or the slit in my groin. The tastiest places get the most attention. 

The flavour on their tongue might be from someone else’s saliva. They might the aroma from a meal days ago, or taste the sugar from a Coke a teenage girl just slurped on, her saliva syrupy and copious. Dripping. 

My skin is buzzing because although it doesn’t hurt, the haphazard nature of the fork and licking sensations is electrifying. Sometimes someone - or some thing - enters my body, via my mouth or my pussy, just the slightest little bit. I never know when it’s coming, which makes my toes curl and my breath quicken hoping for the next. 

They like to taste the salty sweat of my skin, girls suckle on a toe or finger, boys hungrily lick the juice from between my legs. These women, it seems, have a penchant for backs, buttocks, thighs, their licks broad and wet, their lips soft and sensual compared to the rough chins of the men. Their motions are surprisingly deft as they revert to suckle the breast in delight. 

Chapter 3

The crowd are like overexcited zombies, but across several seconds, the atmosphere in the warehouse starts to feel frenzied. The hum gets louder, the biting more frequent, the probing into my body more forceful and aggressive. I’m motionless but I feel myself become more eager, more open, trying to swing myself to push into the soft, wriggling, wet tongues and hot breath. The forks become a rare sensation as the tasting plate that is my body becomes a feast. 

The licking of the parting slit between my legs intensifies – someone has found a sweet spot of juice and is licking at it insistently, repeatedly, unable to quite get close enough through the crowd to get anymore. 

Soon another mouth, I feel, starts to lap at the source of the clear, tasty juice coming from my now-engorged, pulsing pussy lips. They glisten with the nectar of my body, but as soon as another drop is produced, it is scooped onto the tongues of these people, these creatures, these starving pen-dwellers. 

The two tongues at my entrance start to compete, I feel them get rougher and jostle with each other, until they both fall into a rhythm, both getting their taste. Then, another one must see their attention to this one particular spot, and wants in. 

Soon I have a competition arising, for the juice leaking of my pussy, and there are three, then four, then five tongues. I can feel their open mouths, the edges of their teeth, their tongues extended, breath hot and panting, wriggling into the crevices as they are able. My legs get spread further apart until my hips fell as if they might snap if they were pushed any further, seven, eight, nine tongues. Surely there isn’t any more juice, but the tongues continue, undeterred. 

The fever pitch gathering momentum in the room is deafening. These people are becoming uncontrollable, their few rules seemingly lost, their true purpose no longer their focus. They are, it seems, intent on devouring me. 

I can feel a probing tongue in my mouth, and while I’m not worried that they will find the chip – it is well-hidden - it is slightly uncomfortable. The breath is dank, the tongue greasy, slimy, like phlegm. I can feel cold spittle and snot dripping off my lips, until another greedily comes along and sucks it up. It’s so repulsive. The only saving grace is the competitive pussy-eating going on, which is making me hot, writhing. 

The tongues in my mouth continue, the teeth clanking against mine, but then one tongue, sweeter, this one, smooth, seems to hover, the other tongues retreat for a brief moment. With the pause in tongues, just one, sweet simple tongue, I’m tempted to return the lick, because it tastes nice. 

I wait. The tongue hovers at the edge of my mouth, and I can tell it’s a girl. Her lips are full and soft, and her breath smells like apples. Her tongue draws the outline of my lips, then traces the full inside of my mouth, finding my tongue, curling around it so gently, so softly, my mouth begins to water and I have to swallow. As I swallow, my mouth connects to hers and before I know it, we are locked together, finding each other with intense, delicious, silky kisses. 

The kiss is intense. Without warning, I feel that I’m being penetrated, my pussy becomes full. While being kissed by this lovely maiden, being penetrated by a stiff object, with eight or more tongues licking at my clitoris, my lips, my asshole, my thighs, I can’t help but whimper in surprise. I feel like I am going to explode in an orgasm, very soon, and very hard. 

The feeling builds in me like a tornado, but then the girl pulls away from my lips and as quickly as she appeared, she was gone. I am left panting into thin air as suddenly, the room goes so quiet you could hear a pin drop. 

Instantly the tongues stop, the object is slipped out of my body, and all sensation is halted. Every single contact point I have with the people around me is revoked, quickly, without sound. 

Silently, quickly, orderly, everyone passes by me and out, a series of shuffling footsteps and whispers. Nobody touches me, not even the tickle of a hair on their way out, leaving just the silence punctuated by the drips from my body onto the concrete floor, the floor that is littered with dirty footprints and spit from the hundreds of my visitors. I am quiet, my mouth ajar, pussy throbbing.

The mass exodus of sweating bodies leaves me cold, shivering with the tiniest of chills as air is again allowed to circulate in the warehouse. I can hear someone whimpering, weeping it seems, and am, for the first time, conscious that I am not the only one here like this. 

My body is still on fire, but I am hyper-aware of what is going to come next for me, and for my fellow prisoners. 

Abruptly my shackles are released from above by some automated system, and I fall heavily onto the hard, cold concrete floor. My hips and knees clunk painfully. I hear similar thumps accompanied by small groans around me, on both sides, and realise there are more of us than I originally thought possible. Who are these people? Is Jack here?

My mind is reeling with possibilities, but that is quickly interrupted by quick footsteps. There are two people coming towards us; I can hear the sharp clip of stilettos, and the broad steps of men’s shoes.  

I lay where I fell on the floor, panting. Soon a foot pushes me onto my back, revealing my naked breasts, wrapped in leather straps, the pricks of the signal detectors, the blood. It is the woman’s foot. Well, at least I think she’s a woman, real or otherwise. I can hear them talking, but I can’t understand their dialect - they seem to be overly interested in me, and seem to be talking hurriedly about what to do with me. 

The woman reaches down and with sharp, manicured fingernails, brusquely opens my mouth and stretches my lips aside. She feels around inside my mouth with the tip of her finger, the nail slicing small scratches, and I know, now, that the cat is out of the bag. They know I have a chip, and they know it’s in my mouth somewhere. This means they are not going to stop until they have torn me apart. 

Chapter 4

My fear gives way to resignation sooner than I would have thought possible. The man is snuffling, and while I imagine him to be very well-dressed and groomed, he sounds like an animal. This tells me – along with the language they are speaking – that they are creations, moulded with faulty empathy systems, flawed emotional capacities. None, essentially. Soon I feel his fingers parting my thighs, and he puts a testing finger inside my pussy. The finger glides in without resistance, because I am so wet from the ongoing frenzied licking. 

He is feeling around inside of me, trying to find something. The chip! Then I realise that maybe they don’t know – maybe they saw the vast attention being paid to my pussy, and to my mouth – that girl kissing me, the team of forensic lickers at my pussy – and are assuming that’s where the chip was, that the pen-dwellers could sense it, but couldn’t quite find it. I instantly feel a surge of life-affirming power. I might make it out the other side after all. They might not find my chip. 

The man is probing my pussy, and soon he has two fingers inside, carefully feeling every wall. His palm is pushing against my clitoris and my already-swollen, horny pussy can’t help but love what’s happening. A small laugh escapes my lips. This is going to be good. They’ll never find it, but I’ve got a man so insistent on finding this chip that I am going to cum all over his fingers. 

An involuntary moan escapes. The man takes his fingers out of my pussy and now starts to examine each fold of my lips, but he pokes at them, unable to grasp their nature. He then decides to use his inbuilt chip-detector: his tongue. 

His examination of me is so unlike the previous frenzy, I am forced to gasp at his skill. His lips are so soft, and he is so gentle with me, not because he cares for my pleasure, but because he is desperate to find the chip. He is going over every inch of my lips with his finely-tuned tongue. He uses the tip, then the flat, broad top, softening, stiffening. My clitoris is swollen, a bump under the veil of my lips, and he detects its heat and swollen bulge and seems to say, Aha! I’ve found it!

Soon his lips are wrapped around my clitoris and he is probing its length, the sides, the top, and underneath, seeking, searching, slightly confused at the absence of the chip. He slips his tongue up the flesh of the hood, sucking gently. 

The warmth building up in my abdomen is creeping outwards, and the woman, with her sharp nails, then starts to do the same with her mouth – removing her sharp claws, she instead leans down on her hands and knees, her ass in the air, cups my face in her hands so I stay still, and opens my mouth with her tongue and starts to lick my lips which are plump with blood. 

Soon, she starts on the inside of my lips, first the bottom lip, then when she is satisfied that the chip isn’t in there, she moves to the top, slow, deliberate. The corners of my mouth are inspected, examined, with her expert tongue. She runs her soft, wetness across mine, all sides, and a gasp escapes me. She slaps my cheek to stop my interference with her inspection. I obediently relax my jaw again. 

Meanwhile the man is now attempting to figure out how my insides are connected – the relationship between the inside of my pussy and my clitoris, what could lay inside that could hold the chip, so he licks my clitoris while probing my pussy with his fingers. He starts to finger me, eagerly trying to find the chip, starting to become impatient, flicking my clitoris with his tongue on every surface he can find, pushing at me and fucking me with his fingers. 

I am panting now, moaning, with the pressure of my release building up in my limbs, in my clit, in my pussy. 

My orgasm is relentless, spasmodic, and the cry that leaves my lungs leaves me gasping for breath. The waves of rhythmic pounding send waves of electricity and pleasure to the tips of my toes, through my lungs, and my eardrums. The noise of the two people is replaced by a ringing noise that dissipates slowly after the contractions of my pussy resolve, petering out like wake. My eyes are closed, my limbs limp, lifeless. 

The pair are so shocked by my unexpected orgasm that they both immediately stop what they are doing, and seem to stare at me. I lay limp. They talk urgently to each other, and they seem worried, like maybe they think that they have killed me, or that my chip has been sent a message to self-destruct, to fry my brain. 

They think I’m dead. Now they’ll never get the information they were sent to retrieve, and their anxiety is evident when they rush off without a moment to spare, the heels of the woman’s high heels clip-clopping at an fast pace across the floor, the man’s footsteps slower, his legs longer, but no less urgent. 

When silence has descended upon the warehouse, I dare to call out to Jack. 

‘Jack!’

There is more silence, until I hear, ‘Rebecca? Beck?’ His voice is so surprised, weak, but the pleasure is unmistakable.

I laugh out loud, I am so happy to hear his voice. 

In a matter of seconds I am being untied by strong hands, and the blindfold is ripped off me. I am naked, bruised, beaten and bleeding, but when I open my eyes, I see Jack grinning at me, also naked, fork-prints layering his flesh. 

We sweeps me into his arms, and we kiss deeply before clasping hands and making a run for it. 
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