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Chapter 1

 

For Sale - Now

 
The lighting was low, subdued even. Strips of lighting around the edges, where the roof started and the walls finished threw all of the light into the middle. It was a well, if low level lit space.
In one cage there was a woman in just a latex body suit and stacked heels, and she was in some kind of amplified distress. That she was even caged was one cause for concern. But this one wasn’t just caged. It was clear she was in distress from the expressions on her face. Expressions that were constantly moving and morphing and fluxing because of what she was feeling and what she was experiencing.
Over grotesquely engorged nipples of her enormous latex enshrouded breasts were pads that were wired. And between her legs there was more than a slight indication that appendages had been slipped inside her. And there were wires coming from them as well. Those wires were attached to a box that was sleeved in a leather utility belt that this poor woman wore around her waist. Inside the leather and latex at her crotch, was the sign of leaking juices that could have only come from one source.
This woman, mixed race, was a magnificent sight, just her stature and her height on those heels spoke that aloud. But the obvious face contorting despair and pain she was in, made her look magnificent for other, darker reasons. The cage she was in was just, only just big enough for her to stand in and that in itself seemed more cruel than it needed to be given that she was in such toe curling high heels that forced her into a stance that was agonising. The size of the cage meant that she could not alter her footing, so there was no relief. And her hands were cuffed to a broad collar that she wore which left her latexed flesh exposed and vulnerable.
Anyone seeing this would need to ask the question of what this woman had done to deserve such treatment? What can she have done for this cruelty to be inflicted on her like this? This woman must have come from somewhere. She must have had a family, friends, work colleagues, surely? Or was she here of her own volition? It was impossible to tell. The only thing that was certain was that she was suffering. And from the outside that suffering was only hinted at. One couldn’t know what it was that made her the way she was in that cage. You’d have to know the whole story, the whole picture.
In another cage was a younger woman - not much more than a girl really. And she was naked except for high heeled, knee length boots that had been locked on to her feet. She wasn’t in any pain - at least, she wasn’t in pain that could be put down to anything physical. But she looked distraught. She’d been wearing heavy makeup, but that was a mess now. Her pain was psychological and it was a pain that was palpable.
She’d been crying but those tears were dry now - dry and stained with mascara. This girl was a pretty girl who seemed to be too young to be in this place, in this environment. She was in a bigger cage than the other woman, so she had the luxury of being able to shift her weight from time to time and she has the ability to ‘pace’. And she did that but it was more a stumble that she did than a pace. And every so often she stopped so that she could look at the latex clad apparition that was in the other cage about ten feet or so from her.
And when she stopped to look at that woman it was like she was mouthing the word ’sorry’ to her. It was like she was trying to attract the attention of the other woman but with no success. Whatever the other woman was suffering had transported her to another place in her mind. Did this young girl-come-woman know this one in the latex? Was there some connection between them? It seemed so, but nothing that was being revealed right now. It was quite an eery, quite a sad sight to see.
 
“Kalinda, the Family are impressed with what you have managed to create here. Just be assured that it hasn’t gone unnoticed that’s all.”
These people were inhabiting a place that was usually situated down a very deep rabbit hole - one that was usually occupied by the lowest of the low. Perverts and deviants that’s knew no bounds. And they were here as well, in droves - there was a vibe that surrounded these people - not quite with signs above their heads saying, ‘Danger Stay Away’, but they had an aura round them - a look about them that didn’t invite others to come too close in case they didn’t like what they found.
But these two women, in conversation, were well heeled, from good stock. It seemed incomprehensible that these women were talking amongst cages that contained other human beings, mostly female, but not exclusively since there were men and boys, and creatures that were caught between masculinity and femininity. A closer look would reveal that these particular creatures were once men or boys who had now had their masculinity taken away and were in the process of being feminized. Predominantly though, the cages contained female flesh, that suffered in varying degrees.
“I’ve tried my best to fulfil the brief. I can’t say it wasn’t a challenge but it’s one I rose to. In creating this revenue stream I’ve fulfilled a lifelong sexual fantasy of my own - that of buying and selling human flesh on a fetish basis only. I’m not afraid to admit that. I feel like only someone with my mindset could do it if I’m honest.”
Kalinda was well spoken, although it was clear she was talking to a more dominant woman in her late forties.
“Oh I know darling - I know you had a journey you needed to take as well. You know Daddy wants to expand this to more countries. I mean we have the USA and Russia on board now. But he wants to get China involved, the Middle East where as you know the penchant for owning ‘slaves’ has been a massive ‘thing’ for centuries. He thinks, and I agree, that your slant on it will attract big numbers. And as you know, big numbers are good right? We make money, and you become wealthy in your own right. This is a ‘niche’ market in the truest sense of the word. There is nothing like this out there. That is, there is no competition. We’re at the forefront of it and need to grasp the opportunity before others try to muscle in. We need to wrap it all up, like we did with the drugs. But we need to wrap it up world-wide. You’re going to be a huge part of it. It’s YOUR expertise we want to tap into. This is as big for you as it is for us, I promise you darling.”
Both women were well dressed in evening wear. The older woman wore a long cocktail dress with a slit to reveal the expanse and length of shapely leg, and gave her this ‘air’ of supreme confidence, and arrogance. If what she was discussing with this other woman wasn’t so barbaric and cruel, it could have been a business meeting. Her feet were arched into high heels that gave her that air of arrogance, and there was this thing that told of the pleasure she was feeling just being in this environment. The ways she referred to her father as Daddy also gave something away - a former daddy’s girl. The daughter of a gangster with the stench of organised crime thick in the air.
Kalinda, the other woman, the one being praised was in a cocktail dress also, this one shorter more clingy to her. She was in her late thirties, possibly younger. But she was a stacked woman, confident in her own amazing body - her breasts almost spilled from the designer dress but she was ok with that. And she was arrogant as well but not in the same way. Something about this woman, maybe the fact that she was from the sex trade, or the fringes of it. There was just something about her that told that she had seen the underbelly of the city - even that she had been part of it at one time, but now wasn’t. It was like she had been there, done that and now she had her own journey to go on.
“I’m still on the journey I promise you. There are things I need to do, things I need to see, and take part in so that I can continue and fulfil my own journey. And if we make lots of money along the way, well I am happy with that. And other countries excite me - yes let’s sew it up worldwide.”
And with that she smiled wide. This was a woman who wasn’t embarrassed or afraid of her own sexuality. She’d needed to lay herself bare to this woman’s crime boss father. And he’d liked her immediately. He’d brought her in to create this ‘thing’ from the ground up and with no limit on resources.
“You know, you are an intriguing woman. I have nothing but respect for you. We should meet up some time, have a drink! I’m more than intrigued as to how you do what you do. I mean how you live with yourself.”
And the thing was that the older woman wasn’t being disparaging about Kalinda. From her facial expressions it was clear that she was genuinely bemused by how this woman did what she did and managed to live with herself at the same time. But at the same time she was impressed.
“I’d like that, to meet up some time. But how I live with myself, hmm that is a hard one. You’re putting me on the spot. But in answer to your question, I have this ‘need’ to take everything from others. Not take everything from just anyone, but take everything from special ones. I hand select all of these bitches myself. I source them and then lure them in, like a spider does to a fly. I’m not interested in playing games with them, I just want to destroy their lives as they knew it, and introduce them to a new life, to MY world. As to ‘why’, it’s all centred here.”
When she spoke she was intense and focussed. And she pointed with one manicured nail pressed to her crotch area, over the dress. not even trying to hide the fact that what she did was sexually motivated. Then she trailed that same nail up the front of the dress to the V that contained her enormous breasts.
“Can you see what I mean?”
And she looked right at the woman. The older woman cleared her throat.
“I think I get the picture, yes. You are a fascinating woman. Tell me what time does it all kick off here?”
The woman smiled but it was clear that she’d been put on the back foot by the intensity of Kalinda who looked at an expensive Rolex ladies watch on her wrist.
“About an hour I reckon. There are some who will attend that are not here yet. You know the ones like to make an entrance right? Some of the really perverted ones you can see a mile off, but not all of them. Some of them look normal, almost as normal as me.”
And she was smiling a wide lipstick smile as she teased the older woman. She shouldn’t do it, she knew that, this woman was the daughter of the big boss and all that. But she had a connection with her so it seemed ok to just tease her a little. They stood for a little while and looked round.
 
The place was already buzzing. Already there were questions of how an ‘event’ like this could be held without the authorities paying a visit and closing them down? The link to organised crime had to be the answer to that. It wasn’t called ‘organised’ crime for no reason.
It was a huge ex-barn that had been fitted out from the ground up for the holding of auction events. It was clear as well that the auctions that took place in here were for the sale of human beings. And from a look into the countless cages it was clear also that they had to be special human beings. Any human being just would not do. Kalinda watched the older one for a while before she spoke.
“They’ve all got a story you know - every single one of them. That one over there, the young girl who has been sobbing - she was working for me, drawing in the other one, the tall mixed raced slut in latex, and now, they’re both in deeper than they can climb out of. The latex sheathed one is the one I’ve earmarked for the highest price. She will be the star of this auction, especially when her back story becomes known.
“The other girl can’t comprehend anything at the moment. She thought she would be my pet. But it’s hard to explain to her that if she befriended the other one and then betrayed her, then I would spend the rest of my life looking over my shoulder until the day she shafted me. I couldn’t risk that. Besides, I have special things planned for both of them.”
The older woman listened to Kalinda intrigued and bemused in equal measure. She’d never been privy to the finer details of what happened to these caged human beings or where they had come from, let alone what their back stories were, but it was clear that she was unnerved by the younger woman.
“Gosh. That is scary. You are one scary woman, you know that right? But Daddy thinks you are great in more ways than one. And I just love you inside and out for what you do.”
The woman retained her poise and her dignity but it was clear that the more that was revealed in this place the more on edge she became. She didn’t know it but she was completely safe. She was the daughter of a crime boss. No matter how triggered the younger woman became, she wouldn’t be going anywhere near this one. If she did, it would be game over for her. Possibly!
“Ha ha, I have my moments, but you’re safe I promise. I don’t bite you know. Not hard anyway.”
And she smiled and winked at the woman.
The building was a converted and extended barn that belonged to a farm that was bought from the owner outright and it was in the middle of nowhere. This way there was no danger of it being discovered or stumbled upon by anyone from the outside. It was a place that was surrounded by hundreds of acres of land that belonged to the farm so was private, very private.
Discreetly the security of the permitters had been sealed. The installation of covert cctv camera and alarm systems ensured that there could be no unexpected visits. Looking from the worst point of view, these people would be alerted to anyone coming their way from miles away. The one road in, one road out set up meant the options for a ‘raid’ would be limited and regular drone patrols from high in the air would spot anything untoward.
But all of this security and caution was by the by. Such was the organisation and ability to pay off certain people in various high positions within the security services made it unlikely that anything would happen that would blow this massive criminal empire out of the water. The protection from above was huge. But this farm, this land and the people that ran it, were untouchable in the truest sense of the word.
“Oh you are a one, I know you won’t bite ‘me’. Me of all people. But I meant it when I said that I’d love to meet up, out of all this, have a drink and a natter. You know, as friends right?  I don’t have many friends and none that I would trust. It’s the family you see, very protected. But Daddy loves you, and he wouldn’t mind for a second if we shared some time together. You might not realise it right now but you are one of the very few ‘trusted’ people in his circle. One of the inner sanctum it could be said. And as such, well you know…”
And she let her words trail off. Kalinda could have been wrong but she felt this woman, the daughter of a mafia boss, for want of a better word, had a girl crush on her, or was attracted to the dark side that this place more than hinted at.
That was ok, she didn’t mind that. There were worse people that could latch on to her. As long as she didn’t let it go all pear shaped then it would be ok. There would be nothing worse than upsetting the big boss, after all. And yet this woman knew what she was into, and what excited her and she was determined to latch onto her. What did that say? Only time would tell.
She would watch daddy’s girl, and see which way the wind blew. She wouldn’t go out of her way to suck her in, but she would play with her a little just to see how far she was willing to dip her toe in the water. To see how ‘curious’ she was. This was the sort of cat and mouse game that Kalinda liked, that she needed to be taking part in day to day but she surely had to be playing a dangerous game. This woman wasn’t one that she would take out and sell from under the nose of Daddy. But she could play a little bit, maybe. And who knows where that could lead?









Chapter 2

 
Mabel - 6 Weeks Ago
 
“This smacks more of wealthy individuals getting their jollies than ‘actual’ fetish trafficking. You know, those individuals so fucked up that they fantasise about being bought and sold by leather and rubber clad Bitches in high heels and red lipstick.
“I need to look into it deeper, if only to prove I’m right. I get it that ‘real’ trafficking in human flesh happens around the world. I get that. But this isn’t that. This is supposedly, sexualised, fetishized exploitation of addicted individuals. I need to bust the myth wide open. Life’s a bitch I know, but not THAT much of a bitch.”
Mabel, an alarmingly stunning, twenty six year old mixed raced girl with full lips and huge pool like eyes was looking up at her editor and batting long curled eyelashes, the way she did.
“Look you’re fresh out of uni, and I know you had that scoop where a senior lecturer was grooming girls for his personal use, but babe, can’t you just do some fetes and carnivals before you decide to go all undercover on us? Remember I’m responsible for your ass. It’s a big bad world out there you know?”
Claudette, an imposing woman in her late forties, was Mabel’s editor, and a looker herself. She had this weatherworn, but polished look about her that was confident and attractive, and the way she glided around on those spiked stilettos was not to be sniffed at either. She lit a cigarette, dragged then inhaled deeply, then exhaled as she looked down at the seated Mabel.
The young cub reminded her of herself back in the day. She’d wanted to get into the nitty gritty as well. She’d had that lust to break open the city’s underbelly. She’d been hungry for it, and had had some juicy scoops herself. But she didn’t know what it was about this one of Mabel’s. It didn’t sit right with her. It didn’t feel right, and it left a bit of a nag in the back of her mind for some reason.
“Look, I’ll call in every day. Let you know what’s happening. If I hit the bullseye, we’ll bring it in together.”
Mabel was convincing if naive and maybe it was this that disturbed Claudette the most. Claudette didn’t say anything for a little while. She just thought, and smoked.
“You know, those cigarettes will kill you right?”
Mabel had a little cheeky smile on her face.
“Come say that to me in twenty years when you’re in the same position as me now, running your own rag, and doing 40 fags plus a day.”
Mabel pressed her lips together and rolled them in. She knew what her boss was saying was right. She kind of knew what this newspaper and reporting shit was all about and this was what attracted her. It was edgy stuff that got her blood flowing.
“Won’t catch me lighting up I can assure you.”
And her tone was all sharp and focussed, like she meant it.
“Look darlin’ I’m gonna give you the go ahead to make level one investigations, nothing more. I want to be kept in the loop the whole way and I’m not sanctioning full undercover yet - go semi, you’ve got that innocent naive look about you so you might make some headway. Just dig round the fringes a little bit see what you come up with.”
Claudette stopped talking again and she dragged on what was left of the cigarette then stubbed it out.
“Sounds like you believe all this shit about these fetish addicts being traded and re-traded. I’m going in with the intention of discrediting it. I just don’t buy that the fetish and BDSM scenes are that organised, and ‘nasty’ that they could be taking these people out like this.”
Mabel sounded convinced her angle was the one. She crossed her legs under her desk and looked up at Claudette again.
“I’d like to think you’re right. But you know, I’ve been in this business a long, long time. I’ve come to learn that there’s no smoke without fire. It’s worth a look I know that. I’m just not sure you’ve got the nous yet to pull it off. You’re young, ambitious, which is good. But you’re also very naive and you’ve got a lot still to learn. These ‘worlds’ we peep into are nasty worlds. We never see all of it, only little bits. Something tells me that there’s something in what you don’t believe. These little sniffs, these little hints don’t come from nowhere. But I’m giving it to you because you’ve got a good nose, and that’s important in this business.”
Claudette was getting over her caution but she was also being encouraging and nurturing. She wanted Mabel to know that this was not a nice world she was looking into. The fetish and BDSM world was one set apart from ‘normal’ sex work. Even level one of the fetish scene was littered with sleaze bags and danger. And Mabel would need to slide into this level one world to even begin any sort of investigation.
“Awww thanks Claudette. You know though, I need to get my teeth into something. You know what that’s like right? You know what, you’re right I do have a lot to learn but, the best way to learn is in at the deep end, right?”
And she had that cheeky lipstick smile across her face again. And she followed that with a ‘wink’.
“What I don’t want, because you are a non-believer in what you are investigating, is you being too dismissive. If you go in all casual and over confident in what you believe or don’t believe, you could drop the ball. If you drop the ball, that means ‘danger’. And you really need to listen to me on this Mabes.”
Claudette called Mabel, Mabes a lot. It was like sign that she liked this girl. Like she was looking after her back. And like she was giving her the attention and benefit of her vast experience in the dark arts of investigative journalism.
“I know what you’re saying is right. I know it’s a shit world. But if I can do this, it will get my career off to the best start. I’m not in this to plod through the years. I want to make a name for myself. I want to someday have my own show on TV, exposing the scum.”
And Mabel trailed off her words and looked out of the window, where the city was busy, minding its own business.
“Here’s a grand, get some fetishy clothes and do the rounds of the clubs. There’s a few of them. See what you think - see if there’s a way in. Here’s a burner phone as well, just keep it for this job. You don’t want anyone to get a sniff you’re a reporter. If they do find out, it’s game over. Word spreads like wildfire, and there’s some nasty people out there.”
Claudette slipped over the cash, and then the burner phone and Mabel smiled.
“You were going to give me the job all the time. You’ve just been giving me a hard time about it that’s all.”
And now she was smiling wide. She was right, Claudette had made up her mind to give her a chance but she’d needed the opportunity to let Mabel know that this job had a red flag for danger flying over it. She needed Mabel to know the seriousness of the situation and the potential pitfalls and danger.
“I’d had a think about it and came to the conclusion you deserved a chance. I think you’ve got something that deserves a chance to flower.”
Claudette was talking quietly, but firmly and she wasn’t smiling. No matter how much she thought Mabel needed to be given a chance, she wasn’t convinced this was the one.
“I want you to think long and hard about what you’re about to do. Plan ahead and always have an exit strategy. That is the single most important thing to think about - the exit strategy that you can action the moment you think things have gone too far. The moment you feel it all coming in on top of you, play the exit strategy, and get out.”
Claudette spoke from a position of knowledge. She knew what she was talking about and she knew the importance and the vital need for that way out. For Mabel that exit was easy. If it became too much, if it did feel like it was coming on top, whatever that meant, if she just hit a brick wall with there being nothing at all to investigate, then she would simply throw away the leather and the high heels and she’d walk away from it. That was a good thought to have - but she wasn’t making any allowances for the fact that once that time came, that she might be in a position that she couldn’t just walk away from.
“Don’t worry Mamma, I’ve got it all covered.”
And she winked at Claudette. She called her boss Mamma whenever she got all mummsy on her. It was like a mutual joke they had together. It actually showed what a connection the pair had.
“I’ll give you ‘Mamma’ my girl. Now why don’t you head home, get some rest, get on the net and look up some clubs. You start tomorrow. And I want daily calls from that burner phone. And please, please don’t let anyone anywhere near your ‘real’ self. You need a persona that you can just dump when the time is right.”
The two just looked at each other for a few seconds. And in that time there was this energy in the room that’s hard to describe. Just something, passing between the two that told of the size of this thing they were talking about here.
“Yeah, I’ll get off now. Get myself in the right mindset.”
And with that she picked up her bag and left the busy newsroom.
 
The fact was Mabel couldn’t believe her luck. She hadn’t thought, not for a second that the boss would let her go undercover for this job. Ok, ok, it wasn’t full undercover, but it was a start. She could at least create an identity for herself. She could at least re-invent her look and then be seen in those dirty sleazy BDSM clubs in the hope that she attracted the right sort of attention. Or the wrong sort, depending on how one looked at it. It was start, and that was what she’d needed was a start.
She turned around to look at what she’d bought with the grand she’d been given, hanging on a rail of her dressing room door. It turned out in fetish wear, a thousand didn’t buy much at all. But she’d been able to buy a foundation and she’d then adapt it with bits and pieces that she had herself. The latex catsuit had caught her eye. Shiny and black and with a high collar that seemed to extend her neck in that ‘proud’ way. That’d taken care of more than five hundred, and the boots, knee length an spiked stilettos had given her that ‘stance’ she needed to have. They used to call it ‘slut strut’ back in the day. But that made her smile even when she was handing over another three hundred and fifty. The rest she used on makeup, garish makeup that she would never bother with unless she was going on one of those trashy nights out.
But she knew what it took to look like one of ‘those’ women, or girls that were attracted to ‘those’ clubs. She done some research and Cuffs Club opened its doors every Thursday Friday and Saturday. Today was Friday, so she’d head there this evening. Another club, Dungeon opened on Saturday and Sunday so there was some overlap there and was good for options. Another club, Rub opened seven days a weeks. In fact, the city offered so many options for kinksters that had pretty much every day of the week covered.
Mabel typed ‘fetish hooker’ into her search engine and the results were up before she blinked. It wouldn’t harm for her to give at least the half impression that she was one of those specialised sex workers. She knew they existed, and it might do her mojo good. She knew she looked and probably came across as naive and inexperienced, but that whole demeanour would come across differently when she was skinned in latex and tottering on the highest spiked heels she had ever seen. Then her innocence and naivety would come across in a whole new way. And when her full, fleshy lips were coated in that deep blood red lipstick, and her eyes all heavily made up, lashes dripping with mascara - then again there would be another level of naivety added to her.
She’d searched fetish hooker just to give herself more of a heads up. A lot of social media profiles came up. ‘Fetish Escorts’ was one site. Women who specialised in dating men with specific interests. It was marketed as a ‘dating site’ but Mabel was savvy enough to know that this was anything but a dating site. It was sex workers plying their trade. Just a look at one or two of the profiles was enough to convince her that she was right about this at least.’
Cindy’ was a twenty eight year old, who, if her profile pictures were anything to go by, looked a good ten to twelve years younger. She did the ‘schoolgirl’ thing. She offered dates, and ‘sessions’ which culminated in them roleplaying fantasies one or both of them had. That was code for ‘if you want something that special it will cost you a fortune for the night’. In one of her profile pictures, Cindy was in a micro school uniform, her legs stockinged and her feet stilettoed, flexing a bamboo cane in a kind of threatening manner which hinted that any ‘date’ of her’s would be more than welcome to take a severe caning from her. Yes, Mabel was young and she was naive, but she was street wise to an extent.
‘Rubber Torturess’ was another profile she’d glanced over. That had been a bit of an eye opener for her. This nameless woman covered head to toe in rubber and with red lips protruding from a mouth slit in a hood she was wearing, offered the usual date stuff, but in her pictures was posing in a dungeon setting that looked positively terrifying. Rooms with no windows, and with leather and rubber walls, cages and racks on the walls. Photographs of more intimate equipment, and instruments designed to deal with the genitals of male and female clients alike. This was a woman who was in the thick of it. She was a woman it seemed like would have deeper insights into the world she was hoping to find.
She bookmarked Rubber Torturess for some reason. There was a bit of her that wanted to meet this woman, make her a friend even though she literally terrified the life out of her. There was this feeling in her that she needed a friend in this world. Someone like this woman who was established in it, and someone who could welcome her in. By this woman’s followers, over ninety thousand, she was well ingrained into the subculture. But was she linked in any way to these rumours of submissive fetishists being bought and sold in some kind of dark market place? That was the question.
That was the thing for Mabel - apart from her suspicions that this was all a big fraud, she was starting from scratch. She was starting on the bottom rung of the ladder. She didn’t know it at the time but it was better that way. She didn’t know that she didn’t need to meet women like Rubber Torturess - she just needed to go in fresh. Yes with that edge and with that look in mind that she had, but she needed to be her. 
‘Her’ in the sense of this new girl on the block. Was she just an enthusiast or was she going to go in as a sex workers looking to specialise? She asked herself that question from the first time she thought about this job. The simple answer was that she didn’t know. She’d thought about going in and taking it as it came and that was what she still thought. But in order for her to think of an exit strategy, she needed to decide ahead of time if she was hooker or just innocent.
That could have been a dangerous thought, going in without that immediate ident and therefore not going in with that exit strategy. She’d thought that to have too much planned, to have too much decided ahead of time wouldn’t allow the flow to develop. She knew that she needed to be this person she was going to be - just that she wasn’t thinking the minute details that made her airtight so to speak. What she did do, taking the profiles she had read through as a guide, was make her own profile. But instead of making it one of those pseudo cloaked hooker profiles, make it less ambiguous.
First of all, mistake or not, she used her own name ‘Mabel’. She called herself an ‘immersive enthusiast’ of fetish and BDSM, and that she was a little bit of submissive and a little bit of dominant. But she didn’t hint at being a sex worker, and she didn’t hint at not being one either. She was being ambiguous without being ambiguous. She’d let the readers decide. She was letting them know she was new, and that she was in town, so maybe she’d see them around and even maybe there was some fun to be had. She was coming across as a nice girl in the scene and new in the city. She worked out if anyone from that world she was investigating saw that she was new, that she became ‘bait’ to be sort out, and maybe reeled in. That in itself was a risky strategy but she wouldn’t be able to get to the underbelly without taking some risks. She couldn’t go in as a ‘tourist’ because that would get her nowhere.
 









Chapter 3

 
Cuffs Club
 
Mabel didn’t know how she felt in this rubber catsuit she bought. It felt weird, strange. She’d never thought she’d get into it, it was so tight. She’d followed the instructions that came with it, and used powder. She imagined that made it easier, but not exactly ‘easy’. She’d not worn anything quite so tight as this. When she read of the descriptions such as ‘like a second skin’, she’d smiled and thought it was just an exaggerated description so that kinky people would part with their cash.
But somehow ‘tight’ was a word that was not sufficient to describe the sensation of being enclosed in micro thin rubber like this. She wondered if she should dislike that sensation, but came to the conclusion that she didn’t dislike it. For her it was kinda nice. And she did begin to understand what a rubber fetish was like. It felt like this rubber catsuit ‘hugged’ her and squeezed her all over. And there was this noise and this squeeze with everything she did. Every move she made there was this little ‘squeak’ of rubber, and she kind of felt that. She kind of liked that ‘feel’ of that noise - if that makes sense. It was easy to believe that such a fabric, such a sensation and such a ‘trip’ would suck in the weak and unwary.
“Wow!”
She whispered to herself as she’d just looked at herself in the full length dressing mirror, for a long time before she even did anything else. It was like she couldn’t take her eyes off herself. She’d spent an hour doing her hair and makeup before she even tried to get into the catsuit. Even with that she wondered if she’d gone over the top. She began to look like the other ‘Mabel’ very soon after she started getting ready. She didn’t look like the hack Mabel that was for sure.
She’d never seen, or felt, her lips like they were. In her early years she’d hated her thick lips. For her that’d set her apart from normal people as a mixed race girl, and she didn’t like that. She didn’t think she’d ever get her head round her thick lips if she was honest. But now, with them lined and then coloured that deep red, they looked sensuous, and felt that way as well. When she slipped her tongue out and across her lips, she could taste the cream of the lipstick, and she could feel the thickness, and the weight of her lips the most. She had become hyper aware of her own mouth and lips.
She’d already done her eyes, and they were the most telling of this new self of hers. She had huge eyes, but she’d never made them up in this way. She knew she was going to overdo it, but this was the look that she’d envisaged ever since she’d thought about his job. Somehow she knew once she went to town on her makeup then the rest would fall into place quite naturally. She’d looked at herself in a close range mirror for ages quite taken aback at how ‘not like her’ she looked. She was becoming this new girl on the block before her very eyes. The question whispered again, to herself,
“Are you a hooker, or just adventurous?”
And when it had come to the rubber, for what seemed like an age she just stood looking at it, hanging from her dressing room door on a hanger. She had a weird, strange feeling inside her as she took stock of the job, the task she was about to do. She felt that excitement and that anticipation, just like she knew she would. But she felt different as well in another way. She didn’t quite get that.
She didn’t quite get why she got the pangs of sexual arousal when all she was doing was getting ready for a job. Ok for her it was a big job and one that she dreamt of getting. She knew what Claudette had said to her about this only being a level one investigation - but she’d laughed that off in her own mind. She’d not be keeping a lid on this, once she was in, she was in. That was her mindset. But she couldn’t for the life of her think why this should all be linked to her simmering sexual arousal. She shrugged it off and continued to get ready anyway. Surely it must be her twenty six year old hormones just playing tricks on her!
The latex catsuit had been a battle but one that Mabel had been determined to win. The legs had seemed too tight to be able to fit her long, shapely legs. But she had persevered and peeled that latex up the length of her lower legs then over the knees and then up her thighs. She didn’t rush it. She covered some flesh then rested her fingers. Then she tugged and peeled it up a little more, then a little more again until she was standing and tugging it over her hips to her waist. She did several turns in the mirror to look at her shiny new ass and the tip of her tongue touched the corner of her mouth. She’d not admit too loud that she like how the rubber looked on her. She liked how it seemed to constrict her legs, and her ass, and how it made her feel, ‘inside’.
Getting her arms in was a whole new lesson in constriction and deforming. It was as well she was a young, fit woman. But she had questioned the assistant in the rubber shop, if this item would indeed fit her. The woman, in her thirties had taken a step back and looked her up and down in a way that sort of tickled something in Mabel.
“It’ll be perfect, I promise you.”
And Mabel had taken that as the gospel truth. But at first, after the serious slow task of pulling these latex legs on, and then over her ass and hips, she was thinking that in this instance the assistant had got it wrong. That didn’t change as she tugged the latex into her crotch. There was the instant ‘irritation’ of the zipper up against her most sensitive delicate flesh. She’d already worked out that panties would be a ‘no no’. And so pulling that tight latex up and into her crotch and then having the coarseness of the zipper immediately ‘moving’ on her delicate sexual lips was like something that made her swallow embarrassed at herself. She would work out, eventually, why the feeling and the sensation of arousal just stayed with her. She would work out that it was that zipper doing more to help that wetness and that slipperiness to help that zipper track move over her flesh the way it was.
It made more sense as she slipped and peeled her arms into the latex and then set about tugging it over her shoulders so that she could begin the slightly longer process of zipping up the latex, up the front of her. That was a process that seemed like it had been designed to be slow and designed to be something that was part of a larger, slower thing. If it had been Mabel’s intention to immerse in this new role of hers, then it was something that was happening naturally. It was something that was falling into place naturally. Although she was convinced as she began that process of closing the front of the latex cat up, that this woman had been wrong when she’d told her that it would be a perfect fit.
But that was it about latex. The hard work was getting it on. And it was like once it was on, it needed to stay on because the reverse process would be even harder. But as Mabel had settled into the rubber, or rather as it had settled and adapted around her, finding all of her curves and bumps, and all of her femininity, she began to feel the benefits of it. The thing about Mabel was that she had not been at the back of the queue when it came to god handing out breasts. And her’s were large and they were firm. She’d gone through a period of hating them when she was younger. Hating them because of their size, and the attention they attracted. But she’d got over that and learned to love them.
And as she closed the zipper little by little over those mammary mounds, she loved them even more. She smiled to herself at how this latex cat formed her, shaped her breasts, uplifted and separated them within the constraints of its own design. But then she frowned at herself in that close range mirror as she tugged that last bit of zipper up to her throat. It had been liked she was shrinking wrapping her tits. That zipper tight to go over the fleshy mound of her breasts and then getting slightly looser as it made the peak and then went up the rest of her chest.
“Oh god…”
She’d said that out loud as no sooner had her breasts been zippered up, that the poke through her nipples had made itself known. The hate for her nipples had never been quite as much as the hate for her breasts in general. But she’d never thought her nipples were ‘this’ big, or this ‘thick’. And she’d almost stopped in her tracks as she watched her nipples now enshrouded and skinned in shiny black latex grow and swell before her very eyes.
She couldn’t help but notice those nipples, although compressed in the rubber were stretching the membrane of latex to the limits. It looked like it would split under the strain. It wouldn’t of course but it did make the rubber over the nipple tips almost transparent, and Mabel’s first thought on seeing that was that she had surely made the wrong outfit choice for her first foray into the world of kink and sleaze. Her most intimate flesh was exposed and vulnerable without being so. At least that was what was in her mind.
Stepping into and zipping up the boots was another, this time more intense revelation.
“Wow!”
She’d said that out loud as well even though she was all alone. She hadn’t been a ‘heels girl’, not really. She wore them when she had to, but had been mostly of the mind that they were a ‘fucking nightmare’ to wear. But the way these made her feel and look was a revelation to her. The boots were fitted, a tight fit to her calves and then hemmed just on or below the knees, and provided another level of constriction.
The side zippers kind of emphasised that tight fit more. It was the height of the heels that threw Mabel a little. Her feet were severely arched and her toes bent slightly to make her take her own weight. The heels were tapered and thin spikes that forced a focus in order to stand on them and this she found from the moment she stood up. And yet after a few steps it became evident that the fit and the tightness of these boots on her feet and lower legs, aided her support. Once she realised this, once she learned it, it became easier for her to stand and take steps. And when she could do this, she could appreciate in that full length mirror just what the boots and the cat did for her looks and for her demeanour.
She looked at herself for a long time. She liked what she saw in this weird way that was linked to her arousal. She asked herself the question as to if she should feel guilty about this arousal that she felt? The answer was ‘no’. This was private, it was ‘her private’ and she thought to herself that she wouldn’t be sharing it with anyone and so she could enjoy it all she liked without feeling guilty.
“Oh fuck!”
That had been the exclamation as she closed and sealed the collar of the cat around her throat. There had been the zipper all the way up, but then the collar was formed of another flap of latex, stiffer latex about four inches in width, that extended the neck slightly without too much effort. And this flap of heavier latex sealed with Velcro across the front and sides of the throat. It had been the tightness of this final throat fitting that had made her talk out loud again. That, and the fact on the front of that throat band was an inbuilt stainless steel ring, that added a stark contrast to the look that stared back at Mabel. She wasn’t sure what that stainless steel ring was for, or if it was for anything. It just ‘looked’ the part.
There had been only one way she could have done her hair. She had this most beautiful mane of rich, thick auburn hair - almost but not quite a dark red. She’d tried holding it up in various ways as those zippers irritated her sex lips and beyond as the inside of the latex rubbed and contorted her nipples. That had made her blow out her thick lips a little. But she’d come to the conclusion real quick that it had to be a high, tight ponytail for her hair. She knew even before she used the hair tube, that she would look striking. She just wasn’t prepared for the impact of how she looked.
“Shit! Fuck!”
It was like she was going slowly mad, talking to herself out loud. But she was focussed on that apparition in the full length mirror. That apparition being herself. That black latex, shiny and so, so tight. Those leather boots that forced that slut strutting stance. Even at this time she was wondering if she could in fact really go out looking like this, and pull off what she was intending to pull off? But even then she was thinking that there was something ‘missing’.
“This, yes this!”
There was this tone to Mabel’s voice that was reminiscent of a young girl out for the first time exploring the world. What she’d found was a laced and zipped, red leather corset that belonged back in her goth days. But it was perfect over that latex cat, and even though it made her squirm a little, it did even more to emphasise those breasts of hers - those latex entombed nipples still just poking over the under lift of the corset. That corset was slightly tighter than she could remember, but it added another level of constriction to her, and support, and this didn’t bother her. It was the whole look that bothered her more than a little bit.
Without the corset she’d come to the conclusion she looked ‘too much’. But with it, she was on a whole new level. She found herself applying words like ‘striking’ and ‘breath-taking’ to herself. That red and black contrast and her taller, emphasised figure. Those slut-making heels, the squeeze of that corset and those boots. Yes she looked too much for the hack that was Mabel. But she didn’t look too much for this new version of herself. The version that was going under regardless of what Claudette had told her. Did she like herself? The herself that she was now?
“You’re gonna smash it Mabes!”
She was echoing what Claudette called her when she was in mummy mode and Mabel smiled at that. She wondered what ‘mummy’ would think of Mabes now. But she didn’t wonder for very long because she was on a mission now.
 
The slap on her ass as she stood waiting to get into Cuffs was the moment in time when she had to get used to a new, sexualised existence. Yes she was on a job, but she was on a job as this new Mabel, and as such she was immediately sexualised. She shot a look to the door guy, who wasn’t a guy all but a tall leather clad woman who was stacked and mean looking.
“You’re gonna go down a storm in there. Get used to the attention sweetheart. Looking like that you’re going to get a lot of it.”
And this Woman had looked right at Mabel. Even from this look she was having to get used to things being different. There was this ‘disrespect’ there, if that is the right word. Mabel was shrink wrapped in latex and heeled to the max. She could feel her lipstick pout even as she made her way through the crowd to the bar. It was like her lips were heavy and she didn’t quite know what to do with them. Likewise, the way the heels forced her hips to sway, and the way they made her take those long purposeful, almost arrogant strides.
“I’ll do my best.”
She’d fronted the door woman out with a wink and a promise to do her best to go down a storm. The truth was that she had been unsettled by that one simple encounter. The deeper into the club she’d got it was like the other Mabel, the hack one, was being shut out and this other one, the one she’d constructed for this job was taking over. The trouble was that there was enough of the hack left in her to appreciate and ‘feel’ what was happening to her. She could feel as much as hear her heels click on the bare stone tiles as she sidled her way through crowds made up of both male and female kinksters who did their very best to rub up against her.
She wasn’t sure how she felt about that if she was honest. The thought of hot sweaty people that she didn’t know was kind of detrimental to her psychologically if she was really honest with herself. But this was what she had signed up for. This was what she had to do if she was going to get anywhere near the truth.
“Vodka ice.”
She’d watched the barman introduce himself by sliding his eyes over the swell of her nipples through the latex - those nipples just protruding over the lip of the corset she wore. Then his eyes coming up to meet hers. She smiled. She was good at masking what she really felt and what she really wanted to say. She kept telling herself that she was on a job and this was what she’d signed up for.
 









Chapter 4

 
Cuffs Friday
 
“Vodka ice it is. Can I do anything else for you?”
The man behind the bar wore little but tight leather shorts, and a leather waistcoat that was too small for him. That waistcoat open, the edges brushing over his own nipples. And his chest shaved smooth and free of any hair.
“I’ll let you know.”
And she’d looked right at him and there was just the slightest flirty smile on her face. They didn’t share any other words, it was just the looks and the obvious eyes from him that were all over her. He slid the large vodka ice across the bar to her and she picked it up and sucked a lengthy sip between her accentuated lips.
The thing about Mabel was, dressed and made up the way she was, she could stop a room in its tracks. And although this club, so used to seeing string sights like her, didn’t exactly stop in its tracks, there was that sense of eyes all over her as she made for an empty booth to sit. She was aware of every move she made - there was no getting away from this sense of accentuated sexuality as that latex stretched and moved over her. There was no getting away from the low level steady throb in her nipples either, or the way that zipper right under her crotch was constantly moving and stimulating her sex lips.
That was ok, that was private, for her only. She was entitled to take something from the job, even if it was more than a little on the sleazy side. Maybe there was something in that - that thing she’d read when she was doing research for this, that latex was the kind of fabric, the kind of material that held all of the badness of a girl in. That it didn’t let any of it out. She found herself kind of agreeing with and coming to the conclusion that it was fine by her. All of her badness being held in rather than being let to leak out in some kind of ooze that gave the game away. That way she wouldn’t fuck up. She wouldn’t forget what she was there for, or what she had to do.
“Now you have to be new in town? If I’d seen you before I would know.”
For a few seconds Mabel was in a world of her own - alone with her thoughts. The soft but husky voice snapped her out of it and she looked up to see a woman who must have been in her late thirties, early forties standing over her. It took a few seconds for Mabel to pull it all together. The woman was attractive and fully made up, but she wasn’t particularly dressed in a fetish kind of way unless you counted the outrageously heeled patent court shoes.
“I am new in town - busted. I’m Mabel.”
And she had gone into character without a blink, or without even a micro second of hesitation. She held her manicured, lip matching nails and hand for the woman to take, which she did. And she kept that soft hold as she spoke again.
“Pleased to meet you Mabel. I think you are the only ‘Mabel’ I know. There can’t be many of you around. And I’m Monica. I own the club. I try to welcome all newcomers. I try to make it less intimidating if I can. You must know what these places are like, right?”
And she was smiling a wide welcoming smile. Mabel though had the first alarm bell sounding in her head. Maybe she should have changed her name for this little stint undercover? She was more than aware that Mabel was not a common name, not in the twenty first century at least. Maybe it would have been prudent for her to call herself something else. Whatever it was too late now.
“Ha ha, yeah I’m a one off. And I do indeed know what these places are like. Love the vibe, I really do.”
She was so good at getting into her groove but still hiding what she was thinking.
“This is some club you’ve got here I have to say. I’ll bet these walls can tell some stories?”
She was fishing but she was doing it with a smile.
“Oh there’s been some good nights here I can promise you. Mind if I join you for a while. Drinks on me?”
And again Monica was smiling wide. It was like she practiced smiling because she had to. She was good at it though, and Mabel immediately felt at ease with this woman.
“Sure, please do. I don’t know anyone here. I don’t know anyone in town so, a friendly face is a good thing for me right now.”
Mabel spoke as she watched this tall, attractive woman slide in next to her. She could swear down that she detected something of an accent with Monica. Something European, Eastern European maybe, she wasn’t sure. But this was a good start. The owner of a club like this, with her finger on the pulse would know if there was anything going down in her place, that shouldn’t be. For sure she had to know that drugs were on open sale at the door and at the various entrances to the rest rooms. Mabel concluded that there was already more to this place than met the eye, and that was just the drugs alone.
“Shall I get us a bottle of Pinot Noir, on ice? A nice light red?”
This woman crossed her legs under the table and turned in towards Mabel. She was an expert in body language. She draped an arm over the back of the velvet seating, her fingers just coming short of Mabel’s latex skinned upper arm.
“That sounds perfect. I wouldn’t be able to drink too many of these straight vodkas. Pinot Noir sounds perfect. That ‘noir’ word always makes me think of intimacy, for some reason.”
Mable was opening up to this woman. And at this time she knew what she was doing. She wanted to drop just enough to interest this woman if there was anything untoward about her. She was just coming across a bit lonely in the big city, but also coming across as more than street wise. Monica clicked her fingers to a young girl dressed and made up more schoolgirl than an actual schoolgirl.
“Noir on ice, two glasses.”
She spoke to the girl sternly. A little too sternly if Mabel was honest with herself. She hadn’t even said ‘please’.
“It’s ok, she likes it. She likes being spoken to like that. It’s her thing.”
That made sense to Mabel now and she nodded and smiled as the girl turned and teetered away on heels that were far too high for her.
“So is it business or pleasure you’re here for Mabel? I mean, I’m thinking at least it’s a bit of both. You didn’t dress up like that and come here by accident now did you?”
Monica kind of asked and answered her question herself and Mabel smiled.
“I travel. That’s what I do. If work comes along then I go with that for a while. If just pleasure happens, then I go with that as well. I don’t really have an agenda or a plan. I’m a free spirit.”
Again Mabel was leading and she was laying herself bare to this woman. If what she was saying had been true then she would be an ideal target for someone with bad intentions of any kind to take out.
“Do you know, I like that. I like it a lot. You seem to just go where life takes you and that has got to be applauded. No family in town then? No contacts at all? My god, you must get lonely at times. Although, I have to say you seem to manage yourself well.”
Just then the young girl came back with the wine and glasses. Monica turned to watch the girl serve. The service was impeccable, except for the stray drip over the brim of the Monica’s glass. That drip, siding down the goblet style glass and finding the stem, sliding down that and finding the base. In that few second there was like an electric change in the atmosphere in that booth.
“I’m so sorry Ma’am. I’m so sorry.”
The girl was in bits and this was a concern to Mabel but Monica touched her on the shoulder and winked at Mabel.
“You stupid, stupid bitch! You know what this means now right? Report to me after your shift. We’re going downstairs.”
That was all that Monica said. And she said it with just a simmering anger that dripped from her lips.
“Yes Ma’am thank you Ma’am.”
And with that the girl was gone.
“The games people play hey?”
Mabel had got the wink and the little touch on her shoulder. This place attracted all manner of kinks. It wasn’t all about dirty old men in raincoats - although, there was some of that as well.
“I kind of read people well. I kind of work out what their triggers are. You know, Lola there, that’s her name, she wandered in off the street, a bit like you, and within days she was working for me and I was inhabiting her every waking, and sleeping thought.”
And in that short time, Monica had changed the tone again. If Mabel was working to this plan of her’s, just hinting at her being alone in the big bad city, and having no-one to turn to if she had to, then this woman had latched on. But Monica was acknowledging this. So now there was this thing in Mabel’s head as to whether now she was being played with. Certainly there was this sinister tone and content to what the older woman said and that didn’t escape Mabel. But it wasn’t just that it didn’t escape her, it was that it kind of exited her as well.
Mabel being excited by this woman - was that a good thing or a bad thing? That depended on how Mabel herself handled it. She was already aware of her own arousal. She was already aware of the ‘badness’ in her being held in by that skin tight latex and she was keeping a lid on that. She was holding that in check. But the question had to be, if things were ramped up, if Mabel’s arousal was ramped up and turned up a little bit, or a lot, would she still be able to control herself? Would she still be able to keep a lid on it? If her head became fucked up with arousal, then her logical thoughts and her judgement would slide to the back of her mind, and things would change. Mable could then be in danger.
“I get the sense you are a people person Monica. This wine is divine by the way. And no I have no-one in the city at all. I just wandered in, me and my rucksack.”
She looked at Monica and smiled. The older woman didn’t say anything. There was no way of saying what was driving Mabel now, the job or that little bit of arousal that she had going on. This was her first night though, and she wanted to just get noticed. She wanted to just get her story out there and Monica was the person. Who better to spend some time with, and make a mark with than the owner of one of the biggest fetish clubs in the city?
“What you gonna do to Lola then, cane her? Whip her? Make her tell you what a naughty naughty girl she is and how she needs to be punished for it?”
Yeah, Mabel was going in a bit deeper. She’d got her confidence and she’d felt herself settle into a groove. She still wasn’t too sure about her name though. She’d probably be able to count on one hand, the amount of Mabel’s there were in the city. How long would it take for anyone looking to come up with the fact that one of those Mabel’s was a hack. How long if suspicion began to circulate, would it take for them to find out that she was the hack?
But she didn’t want to think about that on this night. This was her first night on this job, and she was feeling good. She wanted to let loose a little and kind of immerse in this new self of her’s. She kind of liked ‘this’ Mabel. Maybe this was her wishing she had gone down a different path in life. Maybe THIS was the real Mabel? Who knew?
“Stick around and you might be able to see what happens to the little sluts that break the rules.”
Monica had turned her head to look right at Mabel and Mabel felt those eyes. She felt them to the point that she shivered down the core of her spine but she smiled anyways keeping up her front.
“I might just do that.”
She smiled again.
“Tell me mysterious Mabel, what side of the coin do you fall on?”
It was a straight question.
“I’m not sure what you mean, if I’m honest?”
She was hoping that she was not giving herself away, and not missing some kind of ‘scene speak’ that she should really know given how she looked and came across.
“Sub or domme Which side do you fall on?”
Again Monica spoke straight whilst holding that eye contact.
“Ahhhh ok. I’m not sure I fall on any side of the coin. I’m just my own self. Sometimes I want to ‘take’ and other times I want to be ‘taken’.”
Mabel was being deliberately vague, not plumping for one or the other. That way she could appeal to a hold load of different people with differing needs and desires in kink. Her thinking was that the more she spread the net, the bigger the catch would be.
“Hmmmm I like that - a switch! They do say that the best Dommes were once subs and vice versa. It’s because they know what it’s like to be on the other side. But listen to me, this stuff is basic, stuff you already know right?”
And here were another set of alarm bells going off in Mabel’s head. Was this woman testing her? Was she just testing the story that she was being given or was she just trying to take Mabel to the next level? This world was pretty scary - Mabel was admitting this to herself. But she was ok - she could just breeze this. She didn’t have to make out she knew too much and she could just fake it out enough get away with it. At least this was what was in her mind.
“This is run of the mill beginners stuff Monica - we all know that. So are we having more of this delicious wine. I’m in the mood now?”
She was expertly averting the question by asking another. The real question was though, did this woman know what she was doing? If she did, then she would know that Mabel was clever. That she wasn’t an idiot, or a cheap sex worker. Monica would have to give Mabel credit, and she might have to accept that her story was not a story at all.
“Mmmmm I like you Mabel and I think you’ll fit in, in this city like a latex glove.”
And this time when she spoke she smoothed the flat of one hand over the latex sheathed thigh of Mabel. The younger woman didn’t really know how this made her feel. She was having to deal with so much in her mind all at the same time. The fact that she was on this new job. The fact that it was a job! And the fact that she was now more than slightly aroused in this new self of her’s. And the fact that she had to remain on point with her story. That she would have to stick to it and not make any mistakes. She would have to make sure she filed details away in her mind for later retrieval. But she was quietly confident. She was quietly ticking the boxes she needed to tick. She didn’t know where this was going to go, or if it was going to go anywhere at all. This was the first night and she was excited, very excited.
 
“Look at me when I’m talking to you.”
The Monica now was different to the one up in the club. From her appearance to the tone of her voice. Mabel was having difficulty bringing her eyes up to meet those of the older woman, but she was compelled to do that. Even under heavy make-up it was easy to see that she was flushing. And from the expressions on her face, there was this sign that she was out of her depth with this woman.
When Monica had suggested, gently and almost lovingly that she might spend the night with her, subbing to her, it had seemed a great idea. The night had gone brilliantly, and she was fuelled by the best red wine she had ever drunk.
“Mmmm the sub side. I like the thought that right now. Just leaving the real world behind, and immersing, I like that thought.”
And she had held still so that the older woman could stroke her face and then move in for the kiss. She’d been immersed from that point. But the objective of her being like this was so that she could make this woman believe that she was having deeper fantasies - of being taken deeper and then deeper again. Those sort of fetishists were the ones that this ‘group’ apparently took underground and then sold on, and in some cases resold. In her rather intoxicated mind she was giving the impression that she could be one of these girls, or women. And she’d felt safe with Monica. The older woman seemed like a solid woman, one to depend on, and one to be a friend. If there was any woman that Mabel could immerse with, it had been her. The thought that she could be anything to do with rumours of these people, fetish traffickers, were fading back more than a little bit.









Chapter 5

 
Monica
 
Mabel’s journey into immersion had begun in the bowels of Cuffs where the waitress that spilled the solitary drip of red wine had been shown the error of her ways. Even with the naivety of Mabel there had to be more to this place than the nightclub aspect. It was like the core of a fetish scene that existed in the city. Yes it was that, but there had to be somewhere for the patrons to go, to work out their urges and immersions when the time came.
If anything, the stainless steel ring on the front of the collar of the latex cat she was wearing, had come to more explain itself than anything.
“I think a girl like you needs a leash, don’t you?”
Monica had that way of piercing Mabel with her eyes and Mabel herself couldn’t quite get to grips with that. She’d never had trouble with other women, making that eye contact and interacting with them, she did it all the time. But it was like Monica was this tour-de-force of femininity and she had already made it clear that she was of a dominant persuasion. So perhaps what Mabel had trouble with was ‘authority’ - or more to the point, other women in authority. That wasn’t a good sign given that she was giving over her authority to this very woman at this very time.
“A leash? I guess so.”
But by the time she answered the leather and chain dog leash had been clipped to that ring and was being gently tugged. Mabel was being taken down into the bowels of the building and she was about to witness what happened to the young girl with the ‘thing’ for being spoken down to, and for being treated harshly.
The thing that Mabel would remember until her dying day was her being led through that club to the back, on that leash. All of those eyes on her, all of those other woman sucking their teeth, looking her up and down as the owner of the club took her out the back to the service elevator down. It was like all those other woman knew that she had got an ‘in’ with Monica and they were jealous. But also like they knew her deeper secrets - like her penchant for being a submissive, and were smirking to show it.
There were times when she had to remember that she was not really this new girl in town with the sad masochistic tendencies, and that she was a hack on a job. But the lines between the two had been blurred and she was feeling that now. The wine had got the better of her and so had her own arousal and so she was being guided by this older woman now and she was immersing. She’d thought that immersion would be on her terms. The intelligent hack in her thought that she would be able to switch it on and off at will. But that new girl to the city scene was learning that in reality it was different.
Mabel brought her eyes up to meet those of a now leather clad Monica. She was at her booted feet and he had just pressed her nose and her lips to that leather and kissed each of Monica’s feet. But what she’d had to do first, from one side of the red lighted room, was push a little stainless steel ball across the floor to Monica’s feet. It had been a lesson in degradation and it had come after she had sat, and watched the caning of the young girl. Given Mabel’s newness to this scene, the caning had been vicious with the girl not being secured, or held in any position. She had been told to reach up and grab the leather rings and merely stay like that for the duration of the caning. And disturbingly, she had done that, and that was what was so shocking to Mabel.
When Mabel got the chance to think back to this night at a later date she would realise that she was being shocked into a deeper submission, a deeper immersion. And she had been shocked. First at the isolation in the sub levels of Cuffs - there was no sense down there, that there was this buzzing club a few floor up. It was like a different world, and one that was deliberately separate from that one of writhing bodies and R&B music mix upstairs. In her mind this was the perfect place to take the weak and addicted out of circulation. Could it be that she on to something, so soon?
Through the wine haze and the arousal Mabel had needed to try and work out if this was ‘the scene’ or if it was the first step in a deeper thing. She wouldn’t be able to get her head round that with the vibe this woman was creating with ease, that she could possibly be some kind of figurehead of this group that bought and sold other human beings on a fetish basis. Mabel had truly dived in deep, way beyond her depth. And now she had realised that she just needed to ride it out. Somewhere in her mind she’d hoped that she hadn’t come too far. Or that she’d past the point of return. And after all, she didn’t have that exit strategy she’d been advised by Claudette to have ready.
But with that thought the arousal and the excitement she felt. It didn’t escape even her that she might not have been the ideal hack to pull off an investigation like this. A young woman fighting her hormones, just finding out where she fitted into the world, not really knowing about her own sexuality. It was almost like a perfect storm that she was being swirled around in and she didn’t know it. Those little tugs of the leash, the sight of this young girl being viciously caned by the woman that she was now submitting to and now her own adventure with Monica. The thing was that even though she didn’t know in which way she would be submitting to Monica, she wanted to do it. She felt like she needed to do it. And she was increasingly needing to do it. And that was the thing - at any cost.
The degradation she’d felt as she ‘nosed’ that marble to the stilettoed boots of Monica was like something that she couldn’t have imagined not even in a bad nightmare. But the real degradation was that she was responding to it, getting pleasure from it, feeding from it. Somewhere deep in her mind had been a little voice asking her what the fuck she was doing? What the fuck was she thinking about?
“You need to let go. You need to give it all to me. Let go, give yourself to me without compromise. Let me take you where you’ve never been before.”
And Mabel had been able to feel her lips trembling as her eye contact was held, and as those words filtered into her psyche. Was this how it started for those poor addicted people who got sucked in, then sold to perverts around the country, around the world? She got the fear that she had tumbled in on this, on her first night of the investigation. If this was true then she could make her name in one swoop - if she could make an exit when she needed to.
Part of her mind was still with the hack in her. But it was a diminishing part of her mind. The excitement and the arousal was by far the stronger thing in her mind and in her body.
“I need to let go, yes I need to let go.”
She was whispering, very low level whispers in response to Monica who was large over her now.
“That’s right. Let yourself go, completely, totally. Let me take you. Let me show you what you were put on this earth for. Let me show you the only reason you were put on this world.”
This had to be it as far as Mabel was concerned. She was trying to fight with the alcohol in her system, but she also dealing, dealing not fighting with her arousal and desire. She kind of knew the danger she was in but the desire and the sexual hunger was stronger than any fight she had. But she was figuring out that as long as she remembered and could remember the hack in her and what she was here for, then she would come out the other side.
“Yes, yes. Yes please, show me. Show me what I was put on this world for.”
This was like a moment in time when Mabel the hack was wondering if she was agreeing to be sucked into the dark side to be bought and sold. It was that kind of vibe in her head. And she looked up at this woman Monica, an apparition in leather and a vision of arrogant, confident domination, then she was convinced she had hit the nail on the head. She needed to reign in her arousal though. She knew that. But she was learning about herself as well - she was learning more about herself here with Monica than she had ever learnt before. She thought she knew herself. She thought no-one knew her better than she knew herself. But she was learning that this was not the case. That it wasn’t the case at all.
“I’m not convinced you want to give yourself to me completely and unreservedly. I need to ‘feel’ that this is what you want. That what I want for you, you want yourself.”
And this was a moment in time when Mabel felt that she could lose this opportunity. The opportunity to feed that sexuality of her’s more and the chance to discover if this woman was indeed the gateway into that darker place.
“No, please, please I want it. I want it so bad.”
The fact that she was dripping wet inside that latex cat suit was just something that blended in with the night that this had been. It was like she was wet, and that was that. Just like those micro throbs in her nipples. There was a time, like a micro second when she asked herself was the fuck was going on with her? She was feeling like she wanted or needed to explore this sexuality of her’s and this feed from this woman that she couldn’t let go of.
“I’m going to give you to some men, some black men, to use overnight. And when we meet again, I’ll ask you again if you are ready, or not to give yourself to me completely.”
And this was like a bombshell to Mabel. This was not what she had been expecting. The almost intimate if vicious caning of the young girl had been a woman on girl thing. And now the girl was sobbing, on a low stool in the corner with her hands and fingers interlocked on top of her head as she squirmed on her welted thighs and ass.
And Mabel was being told that she was being ‘given’ to some black men. That thought should have mortified her, and it did. But her triggered sexuality and the very real thought that she could lose this lead if she didn’t go along with it, made her more or less beg not to be discarded by this woman.
“Please, please Monica, I want to prove myself to you. I mean it. I want to prove myself to you.”
And there was something in her tone of voice and in her demeanour, still looking up from her knees at this woman’s feet that told of a sincerity in what she was saying.
“Then you’ll let these black men, use you in any way they want, you will give yourself to them before you give yourself to me. We will talk again when they are done with you.”
What Monica was saying was beyond shocking. Mabel didn’t need this woman to elaborate on what she was saying or the meaning behind it. And it was at this point that Mabel was leaving the hack behind. She was immersed, and she was being carried along on a wave of pure arousal and desire. She even knew this was wrong and that she was going above and beyond what Claudette would ever want from her.
But like the hack in her, Claudette was fading to grey - soon she wouldn’t be there anymore and there would be no guiding light. As Mabel entered a deeper immersion she was realising this could be the end for her. And she was thinking that she needed to go wherever it took her, even if it did mean her being bought and sold in that dark place.
 
Those black men, all four of them had used Mabel completely and utterly. By the time she was back in front of Monica, there was semen oozing from her orifices. And she had the taste of semen in her mouth. A taste that wouldn’t go away.
But what these men hadn’t done was peel her out of the latex. They had used the zipper in the crotch in order to be able to penetrate her both intimate holes. And then had used a razor sharp blade to cut her almost grotesque nipples free. And they had used the leash to hand her from one to the other. So the latex, the leash, the high heels and the knowledge that she had been given to these men to sate in any way required become the ‘thing’ in her mind. That she was a latex wrapped piece of meat for these men became a feed to her.
They say that things happen to a person in life that makes them never the same again, and this was one of those times. Mabel, the other Mabel, the hack and the decent girl would never have given herself to anyone like this let alone to be used like they had used her. They had used her in a manner that did not take her pleasure into consideration. They had used her like a piece of meat and when they had given her back to Monica, she’d felt what she was supposed to feel like. Like a worthless piece of meat.
When she was back in front of Monica again on her knees, she didn’t feel worthy of being there, she just didn’t. And she’d not been able to look her in the eye. And she certainly felt like she wasn’t the same girl she had been before.
But in a way, she was grateful for one small mercy. She was grateful for the fact that no-one she knew would know about this. They wouldn’t know about the ooze of spent semen, or the fact that she’d had to ‘sniff’ each cock like some needy animal before they gave it to her under their terms not her’s. At least that was something, that this was her hell, her own private hell. Just like those forced orgasms she’d been given. She’d not wanted to orgasm for these animals, not for anything in the world, but she’d been ‘forced’ to orgasm time after time.
And that was something that she couldn’t or hadn’t been able to come to terms with. Orgasms that she didn’t want, forced on her at a time when her desire to submit was so high. Orgasms that she was riddled with at the fingers and the thick cocks of those black men. Those men dribbling over her, licking her and penetrating her, using her for their pleasure not her own. It was an experience, a length of time that she would never get over. A length of time during which she just changed. During which she changed forever.
 
“I’ve told you before, LOOK at me when I’m talking to you.”
The first time she had said that, it had been hard enough for Mabel to bring her eyes up to meet those of this older woman looking down on her. But now it was beyond hard. Every move she made, every creek of the latex cat she still wore, accentuated and amplified her degradation. But she did it, and she felt that pierce of Monica’s eyes. Nothing was said for what seemed like a long time. And when Monica did talk again, it wasn’t to Mabel. She’d picked up a phone handset and dialled in a single number. It was to the club upstairs.
“Get security down here, now.”
And she hung up that call and redirected her eyes to Mabel.
“I’m cutting you loose. I’m still not convinced you’re right for me, for this place or this scene. I’m certainly not convinced that you are someone I can take deeper into MY world.”
And she stopped talking to gauge the reaction in Mabel. But there was no reaction. There was nothing but a coldness that ran through her. This was shock to her system and this was not supposed to be happening. She’d let Monica give her to those animals that had used her. And she had ended up giving every microbe of her being to them, so that they could be sated and so that she could prove to Monica that she wanted to submit to her, unconditionally and without reservation. And now that was all for nothing. This feeling that she had, of being nothing but a piece of meat, a feeling that she had never experienced before was all for nothing. Now she was just left with that feeling and nothing else.
“But, but please, please Monica…”
And her words tailed off as two of the door security turned up.
“Escort this ‘lady’ out of the building. She’s not to be granted entry to the club again. Am I clear?”
Of course she was clear. The men nodded and stood either side of Mabel helping her to her feet, and then to the elevator up, through the club and out onto the street where she stood alone for what seemed like a long, long time. She had been trying to get her thoughts together. Trying to make sense of what had just happened to her. Where did this leave her? The investigation? Where had she gone wrong?
She couldn’t answer those questions, at all. And she was more concerned with how she had changed as a woman. How her hours in that place behind her had changed her and how that encounter with Monica had changed her. It certainly wouldn’t have dawned on her for even a single second that she was being prepped for a bigger event in her life. How could she have known that.
 









Chapter 6

 
Dungeon Saturday
 
The experience at Cuffs had devastated Mabel. She’d got an Uber home and hadn’t even realised her nipples, thick and grape like had been still hanging out of the holes in the latex that had been cut by one of those black men. She’d felt ashamed of herself. She’d peeled off the latex as soon as she’d got in and spent an hour under the hottest shower she could withstand, in order to wash herself.
She could wash the remnants of the semen and the latex off her, and out of her most intimate holes but what she couldn’t do was wash her mind. What she couldn’t wash away was the shame and the guilt she felt at letting those animals do what they did to her. But she had to try. She had to try to forget that shit and pull herself together, she still had a job to do.
It was funny, at Cuffs, the actual job she was supposed to be doing had faded into the background. But now it was back. And now there was more a sense of her belief that there was something to investigate. Just things that Monica had said to her. The hints that there was something beyond the Club. The sense that there was more that she needed to see. And yet the knowledge then that she was effectively ‘banned’ from the club, so she wouldn’t be able to get back in there to find out more. She kept asking herself the question, had she said something or given herself away in some way? There was that feeling that would stay with her. A feeling that would stay with her in the sense that she would need to be always alert because of something she might’ve said or done in those throws of absolute desire that Monica had inflicted on her.
 
Mabel spent Saturday trying to pull herself together, with modicums of success but bigger modicums of failure. She couldn’t erase what she let happen to herself. How could she have been so stupid? How could she have let her sexual appetite, her need and desire, dictate what had happened to her? There was a shame that was there bubbling under the surface all the time, that didn’t fade. But there was also an anger that she had let it happen. And an anger towards the woman she felt had exploited her arousal.
And what the fuck was Monica’s world? What had this leather clad woman even meant when she told Mabel that she was not ready for ‘her world’. What was her world? Was it that world where the weaker ‘addicts’ were sucked in and then placed on a conveyor belt of being sold, used, re-sold, re-abused, re-sold? She tried all day to work out what Monica’s world was, and what it meant. Most of all she tried to figure out, was it her world that she had come to investigate after all?
“Hi Claudette, it’s Mabel, just checking in.”
Mabel had considered not checking in like this with her boss. She certainly couldn’t have done it earlier because of the fact that she had barely pulled herself together and Claudette would have been able to sense there was something wrong. So she’d timed her call just right.
“How’s it going out there Mabes, in the big bad city?”
Mabel felt emotional hearing Claudette’s mummsy like voice.
“I went into Cuffs last night, met the owner, a woman called Monica. She’s as dodgy as fuck. I admit I was a disbeliever but, nah, there’s something there that needs to be looked into.”
She couldn’t avoid ‘some’ emotion. That was how Mabel was made up - at times she wore her heart on her sleeve.
“Wow that’s a quick turn around all in one night. Are you ok? You sound a little emotional?”
Again there was that husky almost cigarette smoky voice that Mabel was pleased to hear coming at her down the phone.
“Yeah I’m ok. It was just a late night that’s all, you know how it goes right?”
Of course Mabel was lying. There was no way she’d be able to tell, ever, what had happened to her at Cuffs.
“I’m gonna check out Dungeon later. Kind of check it out from a different angle. I’m used to looking the part now and I need to take it to the next level.”
She’d regained her poise and sounded more like the hack she thought she was now.
“Well, ok. You just be careful out there. And you can call me day or night. Just be careful.”
And she hung up the call, just like that, abruptly not waiting for Mabel to respond. That was odd. At least it was odd from Mabel’s viewpoint. She’d just wanted to hear a little more from Claudette. But the ending to that phone call had been so abrupt that it left her feeling needy, and cold. But she shrugged with a frown and set about thinking of the night ahead.
 
The latex catsuit was shot. She couldn’t wear that again, but she browsed the online store of the shop she bought that in. She was feeling latex, but not a cat, that would bring too many memories back to her, she was sure about that. She also looked at the Dungeon website. It was a general kink club, but specialised in leather and latex. That was ok - for some reason Mabel had this vibe that the key into the deeper world of kink, the darker world of kink and addicts was latex and leather. It was like a sigh of relief for her. She felt she needed to be shrink wrapped in latex somehow, and that was despite her experience with Monica and the four black men that had been inside of her.
“Fuck sakes.”
She spoke out loud to herself as she felt her own wetness oozing from her. Why was she like this? One might have thought she would have been put off sexual activity for a long time, possibly forever. But no. the wetness was there and the desire was coming back. In a way it was good it was coming back because she could put her all into her look, and she could be driven to go deeper because of that desire. It was like a case of her having to work with it rather than her being disgusted with herself because of it. She went back to the online store and scrolled down.
“I wouldn’t dare wear that out, would I?”
Again she was talking to herself as she zoomed in on a version of a schoolgirl uniform that barely covered what it needed to cover.
“Yeah I think I would. It’s a fetish club for fucks sakes and this is an online fetish shop!”
She ticked off the uniform and then selected a pair of sheer black self-supporting stockings. She knew that the skirt of the uniform would not cover the tops of the stockings and that the paleness of her thighs would be clearly seen. She selected a pair of moderate court style heels and it was clear that Mabel had an insight into how she wanted to look. That had come to her with the catsuit and it was coming to her now.
She had never got the ‘schoolgirl’ thing with men, although she was aware it was a ‘thing’. But for some reason she was getting it more now that she was in fetish vibe. The one question that came to her was panties or no panties? With the catsuit it had been easy. Panties would have shown through and there would have been a definite panty line. So no panties there. But this latex schoolgirl uniform was different. If she wore no panties there was no latex layer to protect her most delicate flesh. In effect she would be exposed to the elements and in the heat of a fetish nightclub, it would give out a message. It might not have been the message that the old Mabel would’ve wanted to give out, but with her job, and with this change in her, her desires and arousal, maybe she did want to give that message out.
She ticked a very small thong. One with a triangle of latex that barely covered her, but it was something, and because she always wet shaved herself smooth down there, it would look neat and it would look tidy.
There would have been no way she would have selected this outfit for her first foray into this almost clandestine world. But 24 hours on it was different. Inside that twenty four hours Mabel had been through a life changing experience and one that had left her scarred in a way. There must have been a sense in her that it didn’t matter anymore. She was going to do this job and it didn’t matter what she looked like, or what she made up like. She had to look the way she looked so that she could blend in, and so she could get that dirty message she needed to send, out there.
But there was also a sense that she was a lost girl. It suited her psyche to be that lost girl. It kind of made her able to cope with the thoughts and the flashbacks of what she’d been through. In a way it enabled her to forget her real self. In a way it enabled her to forget that old self of her’s and this was the new her. It was clear that she was not the same girl any more but it was clear as well that she had not lost sight of the job she had to do.
And now it was clear that there was a story there. That there was something nasty about the underbelly of the city that needed to be looked into and exposed. She was driven, but she was being driven by different things. She was being driven by that story, she was being driven by her continuous sexual arousal, and she was being driven by an anger towards that woman Monica who had done this to her. She was in this world, this fucked up fetish world and yet she was very much alive and well in the normal world. Was all this a good thing? Who could tell? She ticked the order from the online store off, completed the payment and selected the two hour delivery option, and she smiled to herself.
 
Mabel looked at herself in the full length mirror and she was as astounded by how she looked as she had been the first time.
“Oh yes!”
And there had been that deep seated croakiness to her voice as she said it out loud. The latex skirt, beyond even micro mini, hugged her ass and hips but it barely covered the crease between her ass and thighs. And the white latex blouse, or half blouse hugged her tits and left her midriff exposed. There was no tie - it was meant to look like she was a schoolgirl of loose morals. And it was very effective in that.
That was more than ok, there was already a piercing in her belly button that added to that bit of flesh on view. The stockings did things to her legs that made her wetter than she had already been. She could feel the elasticated bands digging into her thigh flesh and that added to the throbs from her nipples inside the blouse. There was no way she could hide the poke through from her nipples. She had the feeling that no matter what she wore that nipple swell and poke through would always be there.
The thing with Mabel was that she’d always known she looked ‘alright’ or ‘good’. But dressing and making up the way she was now she was realising exactly how good she looked. It was like she was falling in love with herself all over again. It was just that she had this little ‘blip’ in her mind about what she’d been through less than twenty four hours ago. And that was a blip that was not going to leave her.
“Those legs girrrrrrrl.”
And she extended the ‘girl’ with a little growl. For her there was something about a mature woman which she was, poured into a tiny schoolgirl uniform. There was something deeply fetish about that - together with the heavy makeup and red lips. She twirled on the spot in front of the mirror and those heels added to the length of those legs deliciously. She was feeling good again. She felt good the night before but this was a different good because it was tinged with the memories and flashbacks of what had happened in the bowels of Cuffs. But she smiled at herself because she was ready to tackle this other world again. And yes she carried scars with her, like war wounds in her mind. But she was on it again now and yes, there was the arousal back, and the wetness, but that would fuel her.
Dungeon was accessed via a street level pub. That meant she had to go through the pub, where ‘normal’ people were. And she might not have stopped Cuffs in its tracks because of those patrons being used to the sight of women like her, but this pub that was buzzing on a Saturday evening just did that, it stopped. She had to walk the walk of shame as she thought it, and literally the pub was like it had been frozen in time. Heads turned to her, and her stride, her strut was like a high definition of slow motion. There was nothing she could hide about herself in that time frame. Her legs scissored in those heels, the nylon of the stockings rasped together at her very upper thighs, and her impressive tits, with the big poke through of the massively over bloated nipples were like highlights to any of the eyes that followed her through that bar room. And there were a lot of eyes following her.
“You’ll be wanting to go downstairs looking like that my love?”
That was a woman in her maybe late twenties, early thirties behind the bar and she had a huge genuine smile across her face. She’d strike anyone as the kind of woman who lived and let live.
“How did you guess?”
Mabel had swallowed dryly and smiled. She hadn’t been ready for the walk of shame, but she’d done it now and it made her smile to herself. She’d even enjoyed feeling all those eyes on her - even the eyes of the jealous women watching their men’s eyes pop out of their heads at her delicious slut-strutting display.
“Just a hunch, just a hunch. Go through that door, then all the way down, as far as the steps will take you. Someone will be at the bottom to show you in and all that shit.”
The woman smiled and winked at Mabel. She was just being friendly. Dungeon was either owned and operated by the pub or else, the club rented the space. Whatever it was it wouldn’t do them to treat the fetishists in a not nice way. It was business after all. Mabel winked back and she followed the line of the woman’s fingers to the back of the lounge bar and she pushed the heavy door that felt like it was lined with lead or something equally as heavy.
On the other side, just steps down. The stone steps were high, and narrow and they were built in steep so in heels, the footing was dodgy at best. But Mabel took her time and by the time she got down the steps, there was another woman waiting for her at the bottom.
“You look like you know what you want to look like.”
The woman was probably about Mabel’s age. She was dressed in tight leather pants and heels. She was wearing a Hells Angels type leather jacket with literally nothing on under it. There was an ‘Old Lady’ tattoo over the top of the globe of one breast. And oh yes, she was stacked for England - her breasts impressive, and would undoubtedly be intimidating for an hormonal teenage boy, should one ever have the privilege to see them.
“Hmm yeah, I had this look in my mind, went online and it spat this out for me. What do you think?”
Mabel was confident now and it was like she had put the events of last night to the back of her mind. She would never forget, not completely but those memories may just dim with time. Besides, she had the arousal and the wetness to help her along the way.
“You look positively edible, trust me they’re gonna love you in here. Come this way. I’m Sally by the way.”
Mabel had been told that before, in Cuffs - that ‘they were gonna love her in here’. And that registered with her, but also it kind of put her on alert.
“Thanks Sally, I’m Mabel.”
And she was all smiles.
“I know.”
Sally’d had the last word there and that really put Mabel on the back foot. How could she know?
Mabel couldn’t even try to pretend that last line from Sally hadn’t disturbed her because it had. She pushed her way through a heavy velvet curtain and into the club. There was a cloud of smoke that hung about ceiling level and worked with the light to create this vibe in this place. The boom boom boom of heavy house music made the stone floor seem like it was bouncing.
It was early though so there was very little population. What few people she could see in this red lighted club were minding their own business. In little huddles, talking, whispering and generally enjoying life. Even though Mabel did look spectacular the heads didn’t turn like they had in the pub upstairs. Rather there were idle eyes that casually scoped this new girl in the schoolgirl fetish outfit. These were eyes that were used to seeing sights like Mabel. They’d look her up and down, and they’d watch what she did. They might even invite her in to their own little circles as the night went by. Or not!
 









Chapter 7

 
Dungeon Saturday Into Sunday
 
Mabel should have felt good in Dungeon. She had been back on top after her experiences the night before. This was supposed to be like a new start for her. Like a chance for her to wipe the slate clean and start again. And it was like that, only different. She had those beads of memory from what had happened to her. But she’d also had Sally saying that she knew what her name was even though she’d never set eyes on her in her life. And when she’d turned to question Sally about that, about how she’d known her, the woman was gone. She was nowhere to be seen and once inside events did take over somewhat. Mabel had been forced to shrug that off as well. She was forced to carry on with the extra burden of trying to work out what this woman had meant by that.
Surely she couldn’t have known her from her work? That would have been the worst thing ever. If that was the case then her job was over before it had even started. But this was the problem, in her situation and with what she had been through and what she was supposed to be doing as this other self of her’s, she was overthinking things. She didn’t usually have the problem of overthinking things but in this environment, undercover as she was, she had so much information swirling round her head that she was forced to overthink.
“Vodka ice, large.”
She mouthed to the relatively vanilla barman and he smiled and nodded. Vodka ice was Mabel’s stock request. She’d more than willingly explore the cocktails and the top shelves, but vodka ice was a good first choice. She looked around for a seat, but decided to stay at the bar. Beside she knew how spectacular she looked standing at the bar like that. She knew that the eyes would be slower to look at her, but that they would be intense eyes.
Anyone into this scene was more intense than those more grounded. They were always looking for the next big buzz - that was true enough. It was like a drug addict, getting that first big hit from the crack cocaine and then using the rest of his, or her life trying to find that exact same buzz again. They never do. But they never stop trying. And with fetish addictions, it wasn’t like it was life ending, the same as crack would be. It was something that came through lives with them. More often than not it was an addiction that came through into old age with them.
“Hi there. You look amazing I have to say. Can I ask if you’ve seen this girl at all. Here, on the streets, anywhere? She’s vanished into thin air.”
The young female voice had dragged Mabel out of that world of her own and she looked to her side at a girl who looked too young to be in this place. A pretty girl, and one done up to appear older. On second thoughts she was sure that the girl must have been ‘of age’ or she wouldn’t be in here. She was holding out an inkjet printed photograph of a girl who looked identical to her. Mabel looked at the photo, then then the girl and then back to the photograph.
“It’s my sister. My twin sister. She’d vanished and I don’t know where to start looking, I really don’t.”
The young girl was on the verge of tears.
“I can’t say I have seen her. Have you been to the police? Have you filed a missing person report?”
These were stock things that Mabel was giving to this girl. It took a few seconds for her to gather her thoughts and think along the lines that this could have been what she was investigating. A fetishized twin missing and one in a fetish club looking for her. She couldn’t make that up if she tried.
“Look, let’s go sit down. Would you like a drink?”
She nodded to the barman who got another vodka ice and slid it to the girl.
“Over here look, this table.”
The girl’s heels clicked behind Mabel as she pulled out a chair for her and one for the girl.
“What’s your name honey?”
Mabel felt immediately protective over the girl. She reasoned with herself that this was because of what she was beginning to fear might have, or could have happened to this girl.
“Tilly, my name is Tilly. My sister’s name is Tania.”
She took a sip of the straight vodka ice and visibly winced. Something softer would have done her.
“Tilly just tell me, why are you looking for your sister here? I mean if she’s gone missing, surely the police are the first stop, not these places, right?”
She looked at the girl. Tilly looked nervous and she looked ‘shot’ if Mabel was honest with herself.
“You don’t understand. Tania does these clubs all the time. It’s her thing. She was always down here, or down at Cuffs. Sometimes she’d be gone for days but would always come back once she’d got her fix. This time she didn’t come back.”
Mabel listened intently to Tilly. She sounded intensely truthful in what she was saying and there was more than a sense that she was frightened for her missing sister.
“When you say, ‘her fix’, what do you mean? And exactly how long has she been missing? You said she sometimes goes for days on end but always comes back. How long exactly has she been gone?”
Mabel slipped her hand over Tilly’s. The thing was that she was already asking too many questions for someone who didn’t know this girl from Adam. She maybe should have stopped at suggesting that she go to the police.
“She likes to be, you know….”
“No Tilly I don’t know what do you mean?”
Mabel was trying to get out of this girl what she already knew but, she needed to hear it. And on top of this she had her own arousal and wetness to deal with. Mabel’s layers of despair were multiplied.
“She likes to be, tied, taken, punished. I know I know, it’ fucking weird, but that’s how she is. She’s been gone a month and I know the answer is down here, in this scene. I know the answer is somewhere, in these clubs.”
Mabel could feel a slither of something travel up and down the core of her spine. Two nights on the trot she felt that she was on to something. Ok, she’d shot her bolt at Cuffs. But with what Tilly was saying, there was now something tangible that she could grip onto. With Cuffs, and with Monica, it had been ‘vibes’ and things said, and what had happened to her. And she was more than aware that she could have been overthinking that. But not now. Now there was an actual missing person involved. And she was sure that Tilly was not making this up, or on a fantasist trip of her own. There was something about this girl that rang true and that was tugging at the heart strings of Mabel.
And what Tilly felt about her sister’s vanishing having something to do with the scene and with these clubs, her experience with Monica was even more tangible again now. What she couldn’t work out was why Monica had dropped her and had her escorted off the premises? That still unsettled her a little bit. Either she suspected Mabel of not being what she purported to be, or, or what?
It was a gap that needed to be filled. An itch that needed to be scratched. Maybe Monica had been able to do some kind of check on her whilst she was with those four black men, and she hadn’t liked what had come back. Or maybe that check had come back with nothing and that was even worse than the discovery that she was a hack looking for the story. This new Mabel had no identity, no history. There would have been nothing about her anywhere which would have come across as odd. There would be no credit history for instance, or medical records. She had to probably accept that something like this had happened. The more she thought about it, the more sense it made. But it was ok, she’d got out of that unscathed just losing her dignity to this woman and those black men. At least she lived to investigate further. But there was even a question mark above that. Why had she been just left to investigate further if this had been the case?
“Did Tania ever go to the club Rub?”
She didn’t know why she was asking that question. Everything so far was centred on Cuffs and Dungeon.
“She went to them all. She was mad about these clubs. She told me once ‘it excites me to be round these people. It’s the danger, the fear you know, I can’t explain it, it’s just there’. She was like a different person when she was in that frame of mind. It scared me sometimes I can’t tell you.”
Again Tilly was speaking as though from her heart.
“So she went through phases, like sexual arousal and desire and just got to the point that she needed to do something about it?”
She didn’t know why she was asking that either. This was about a missing twin. It was just that she was recognising from what Tilly was saying about the danger, the fear, and succumbing to the sexual itch that she had to scratch. And she was seeing herself in that, and that didn’t, or wasn’t settling too well on her psyche. That may have been so, but she couldn’t deny that if Tania had come into the hands of the wrong people, then she could get close enough to crack it open.
“Yes that’s right. It’s a bit embarrassing really, knowing she gets like that. I don’t and that’s what I don’t understand if I’m honest.”
And the thing was that she really sounded downbeat about it. Mabel liked this girl. She liked the tenacity she was showing. Coming down here on her own, dressed and made up like her sister, looking for her sister. It was almost too heartrending to comprehend.
“Look thank you for listening to me. So far people have taken one look at the picture, one look at me, and then turned their backs on me. It’s like they know something but dare not discuss it with me. Can I get you another drink, please?”
She was looking at Mabel and smiling. The lipstick was too pink and too thick. The mascara was too heavy, almost dripping from her lashes. But her eyes were huge pools of sincerity.
“Sure get us another couple of shots and we can talk some more.”
Mabel watched the girl struggle with heels that were too high for her and she smiled. She was connecting with Tilly she was sure, more sure now than ever that she was on to something.
“I got us cocktails instead!”
And Tilly was smiling wide.
“There’s vodka and ice in them though.”
And she did one of those pouty expressions as though she’d been busted doing something she shouldn’t have been doing.
“Cocktails it is. Come on sit down, let’s try to work out what to do next.”
Mabel patted the seat next to her and Tilly slipped in.
“You mean you’re gonna help me find Tania? Honestly, are you saying that?”
Even if Mabel had been of the mind to walk away from this, she wouldn’t have been able to. This girl was in bits, she could tell that. Or what would drive her to this part of town, to these clubs to look for her sister? And why wouldn’t she file a missing persons with the police? That was a question maybe would flare up again sooner rather than later.
“I’m not sure we can do ‘anything’ Tilly, but we can look. We can try retracing steps, try and check out CCTV in the streets to see if we can spot Tania. We can make a start, even if we need to get additional help in, in the end. I don’t know that we can do this all ourselves. I’m not sure we have the resources to allow us to go in deep, if we need to. So come on, let’s have a couple of these, loosen up our minds a bit and take it from there.”
Mabel put her arm round Tilly and hugged her in close to her. Tilly was smiling wide.
 
Mabel came round slowly, very slowly. At first she just didn’t know where the fuck she was, or what had happened. It was one of those awakenings that was surreal and had no place in the real world. She didn’t know if she was sitting, or lying, or if she could move. There was this numbness about her that she couldn’t get her head around and she didn’t want to try to move in case she was in pain. Her head was fucked up. But then her eyes pinged open and all she saw in front of her were bars. Bars to a cell, or a cage. It took her mind a little while for her to realise she was inside a barred cell.
She could feel the stocking tops still clinging to the tops of her thighs but the blouse and the skirt were gone. And so had the little triangle latex thong. And she was aware of slithering wetness and oozing semen. She had the overwhelming feeling that she had been penetrated again but she couldn’t remember it. She couldn’t remember any of it. That feeling that she had been penetrated became more and more physical as her waking seconds ticked by. She did things with her tongue, to try and taste and there it was - a state of stale semen. But there was something else, urine. She had the taste of strong stale urine in her mouth and that made her come to a bit quicker. Her mind was still all a bit of a fuzz.
“Tilly, Tilly, wake up Tilly.”
But Tilly wasn’t there with her. She realised she was on the floor of this cage come cell, so she sat up. The door of the cage was locked and it just rattled in its frame. This was a two person cage or cell. A free standing cage in the middle of an otherwise bare room. Mabel tried to get her bearings but wasn’t having much luck with that. But there was another woman in the cell with her. She was sitting up, with her back to the bars and she was just staring. It was like she was staring at Mabel, but she wasn’t - she was staring through her.
“What’s going on? Why are we here?”
Mabel tried to talk but her words were coming in between those tastes of urine and semen.
“They’ll come and take us again soon. They’ll use us again and then take us back here. Once they have enough customers, to use us, they will come for us.”
Mabel leached off those words, absorbed them, processed them.
“Who will? Who’ll come for us?”
There was this terrible thought that went through Mabel’s mind. That she had gone too far and there wouldn’t be a way out. She was thinking that she had found this group, the group who bought and sold addicted fetishists and now her whole mind was a whirl and she couldn’t come to terms with how she was thinking, or the rising fear she had in her.
“Them. They will come for us and keep using us until it’s time.”
The woman, probably in her thirties and equally as used as Mabel spoke as though she were a zombie.
“Who the fuck is ‘they’? Do you know what happened to Tilly, my friend? She was with me, and now she’s not here.”
The other woman just shrugged. That is she shrugged as much as it was possible given her hands were cuffed to the bars of this cage like cell. Mabel’s wrists were also cuffed. Just then, from the darkness outside the cell, a door opened and there were stilettoed footsteps getting louder and louder.
“Ah ladies, you’re awake, I like that.”
There were the soft almost dulcet tones of another woman this time from outside the cage. Her voice had started before her high heels had stopped clicking.
“What the fuck is going on here? This woman said you’d take us to be used again, once you had enough customers. Then we would be taken back here, until it was time again. And where’s Tilly, my friend?”
Mabel was blurting it out but that was all she was doing, and not making much sense either. Just blurting it out. She looked at the woman between the bars but she didn’t recognise her. She’d never seen her before.
“I don’t know any ‘Tilly’. You were having a good time - a very good time and you signed up for the ‘experience’ which you are having now. This is what you signed up for.”
The woman was mature, in her middle forties maybe. She didn’t sound like she was lying, or making it up. But what she did say could very well be construed as a gateway into that other darker world. Signing up for this ‘experience’ and once that went too far who’s to say what further experience could be on the cards. This sounded too much like it could be a gateway into what Mabel was investigating.
“I’m worried about my friend Tilly. She was looking for her sister, and we came here together. And now she’s not here. I want to know what the fuck is going on. I can’t remember ‘signing up’ for anything, let alone ‘the experience’.”
Mabel didn’t like the feeling she was getting. There was this sense that she was not controlling the narrative - she’d got that before with Monica. And now she was talking to another woman through the bars of a cage like cell. And the thing was that she couldn’t hear anything else. She’d been in Dungeon. But there was no boom boom boom of music now. There was nothing except her, this other woman caged with her and the woman on the other side of the bars.
 









Chapter 8

 
An Illusion Or Not
 
“Can I speak to Monica?”
The more Mabel had woken, the more her mind had started to work. If she mentioned Monica from Cuffs then maybe this other woman would think that she knew everything anyway.
“Monica from Cufs you mean? Why would you think she’s here? Or why would you think she’s anything to do with me? I run an experience here, she’s completely not in my circle at all.”
And this other woman was putting paid to that little theory of Mabel’s. 
“As for Tilly. I literally have no idea what you are talking about. You were alone, and very up for some adventure when we met. You rambled about wanting to feel like there was ‘no way out’. You rambled about wanting to know what it would be like to be simply sold to the highest bidder.”
This woman was talking and with every word that slipped from her full, powder red lips, there was this realisation dawning on Mabel that somehow she must have been drugged and then left to these other people. This could have been a double bluff though. This woman pretending that she was nothing to do with this group but probably running it, or in cahoots with Monica. How could she know if she was telling the truth or not?
“And now we come to the peak of your experience, the auction. You’ve paid a pot of money for this, and we have to make it look as real as possible. Indeed, you will question yourself through this - is this real, or is it just a trip? We don’t fuck about here. We make dreams and fantasies come true. And we make them as real as they can possibly be. For you, the auction starts real soon. Buyers from around the world in the sale room and on the internet. You have to know darling, that you photograph so well. The marketing we’ve done for you will see results coming it. There’s a lot, and I mean a lot of interest in you. You’re going to fetch a huge price I promise you.”
Mable listened to this woman ‘talking’. She watched her pretty mouth and lips moving and she listened to the words she was speaking. And she was beginning to doubt her own sanity. Maybe this was what she was investigating only she wasn’t aware of it. That this was this group that bought and sold fetishists, but they only did the illusion. The illusion of being bought and sold. Maybe this was it! This had to be it for fucks sakes!
“Why can’t I remember any of this then, tell me that?”
The woman had been so straight, so straight with her explanation that anything back from Mabel now sounded trite and ridiculous where as it should have been the other way round.
“I don’t know. You addicts come to us in all sorts of states of mind. Drunk, high or just so immersed in your own little world that you can’t help yourselves. Don’t worry honey, you are not the first, and you won’t be the last. She’s the same there - look at her, she’s fucked. She just wants to be used time after time after time. She wants it until she can’t take any more. She wants it until she’s wrecked and she’s paid five grand for this to happen.”
Mabel’s eyes flicked over to the other woman in the cage with her. She certainly looked fucked. It certainly fitted that narrative that this was the trip that she was on.
“What about me? I’ve been raped, I can feel it. I can feel it and taste it?”
Mabel spoke as though she had a point.
“Raped? You have to be kidding honey! You’ve been begging for it. It’s no good you going cold turkey on us now. We have you on film, the whole way - we have to cover ourselves of course, for this very reason. It’s the realism you see. It’s the blend of your fantasy and the reality. You’ll be able to look back on the film later, and realise that you fulfilled your fantasy - at a cost of course.”
Inside, Mabel was getting more and more frustrated. What this woman said made sense. That she was some kind of fetish producer of fantasy trips. As though she was plugging a gap in the market or something. Mabel didn’t want it to make sense but it did.
“So what do you have to do with Dungeon?”
“Absolutely nothing. You’re not at Dungeon now.”
And she looked right at Mabel, piercing her with her eyes. That was another level of frustration being delivered right there. And now she was seeing that there could be a double bluff at play. That she had woken up like this, in this cage, and was being told it was all a game and that she had paid for this trip that she was on. And the fact that the lead up was all apparently on film served two purposes - one, that it proved she was up for it, and another that it was the bridge between reality and fantasy. This should have been helping Mabel but it wasn’t. It was making her more and more frustrated, and bewildered.
“Where the fuck am I then? And I am still worried about my friend.”
Mabel didn’t like this and she was running out of things to say. Just then, that door again, opening and then more high heels - this time more than one set getting louder and louder.
“Don’t worry, they are not for you. You’re a bit later.”
And this woman was smiling at Mabel through the bars of the cage. Just then two breath-taking women dressed in an almost Nazi fashion in latex cats, boots and insignia arrived to take her cell mate away. The woman looked terrified, and she was uttering,
“No, please, please no. I don’t want any more, please.”
She looked mortified. As though the drug had worn off and now she was back in the real world and she didn’t like it - and more to the point like she didn’t want to go with them at all.
Mabel looked at her then back at the woman outside the cage as one of the Nazi’s unlocked the cage, and her cuffs and pulled her out by the arm. The naked woman pulled back, she really didn’t want to go. One of the Nazis slapped her and she went easier then. She looked back at Mabel and she was shaking her head to the negative - like ‘no no no’.
“It’s ok you know, this was how she wanted it. This was what she paid for. We have to follow her narrative to the letter or she will demand a refund.”
Mabel was trying to get her head round it all. If she was honest with herself it was all a bit much. From where she was sitting, mostly naked and with semen oozing from all of her most delicate and private holes, this was a little too real. She got the bit about building the illusion and making it all appear real. But what if this was that double bluff thing? The two Nazis dragged this woman away leaving just her and this woman and as those high heels faded in volume again, there was the constant whimpering of this woman as though she wanted to be in any place other this one right now. That whimpering would grate on Mabel’s mind through the next few hours.
“So who the fuck are you then? I can’t remember anything. It feels like I was drugged?”
Mabel would never know this woman’s name was Kalinda. She looked at her but the woman just looked right back at her.
“You don’t need to know who I am, other than I am the woman who makes fantasies come true.”
Mabel was trying to work out what to say next but it wasn’t going fast enough and the more awake she became the more she could feel the throb of her nipples and her clitoris. She asked herself constantly how this could be - how could she be horny when she was in something like danger, or at least when she was in out of her depth? But she’d asked herself similar questions the night before.
“What if I ask for a refund?”
That came to her in a flash. She was too fucked up in the head to try to work this out any other way. On one hand she believed what this woman was saying, she was so convincing. But on the other hand what if she was wrong and it went too far, and it was too late for her to pull out? She could believe she’d been rambling about being bought and sold, that was her job after all, to investigate this very thing.
But what if she’d said too much and now she was being sucked into the reality under the guise that it was all a game, an illusion? This was a thought that was very real in her mind now. And because she couldn’t remember, this was what she had to think had happened.
“No refunds for you I’m afraid. For your ‘fantasy’ there’s been a lot of setting up, a lot of people involved for it to be called off. If you want to chicken out of it, that’s down to you. But there are no refunds.”
The woman spoke casually and she spoke as though she didn’t have a care in the world.
“Your’s has been a whole world to create. A whole lot of people to involve and pay off. But sure, if you want to do a runner, that’s fine by me. We can hold what’s left of the money as a deposit for when you want to come back to us. And you WILL come back..”
Again she was casual and she was nonchalant about the fact that she’d need to cut Mabel loose. That didn’t ring true with Mabel. If this was a double bluff, if she was being lured into a deeper trap that she wouldn’t be able to get out of then the way this woman was talking now didn’t make sense. But for Mabel, she was in this place, in her mind, that saw her unable to think straight. She needed some time out so that she could think. She needed some time to talk to Claudette. She had a feeling flowing through her that she was close, very close. But now this. It was all too much for her so she had to bail out, for now. That was what she had to do.
“I do, I want out. I believe you that I’ve instigated this, but I need to think. I’m sorry. Fuck the refund, keep it. But I want out. And you won’t be seeing me again I can promise you.”
Mabel was thinking a decision like that, spoken out like that could tip the balance if this was a double bluff. She figured if she was the next to be vanished from the face of the earth then this woman wouldn’t want to lose her and she would be forced to show her hand. But that didn’t happen.
“Sure thing honey. If you find you want to go that step further and finish this thing off, you’ll find a way to find me.”
And with that this woman simply held open the cage door for Mabel to slink out. Mabel didn’t get it - this was too easy. She couldn’t for the life of her think that she would be able to walk out of this place if she had slipped up, or if this was the real deal. Maybe these people were just so well organised, so confident and so in control that someone like Mabel didn’t bother them in the slightest. Maybe they were so ‘big’ so ‘international’ and so linked with organised crime that someone, a hack like Mabel couldn’t even scratch the surface. And it could have been now she’d had her bluff called.
Whatever, it was too much for Mabel. She needed to get home and rest, and think a little before deciding what to do next.
“I’ll get some clothes for you. The ones you had on, well, they got a little bit destroyed. But you enjoyed it so…”
And she left her words hanging right there. That annoyed Mabel because she was being tormented with stuff that she couldn’t remember. She knew she been subjected to a lot of sexual activity - her body told her that, but there was no memory. And what the fuck about Tilly? There was just too much that was escaping her. That and the place she had woken up in - where the fuck was she?
“There will be a car outside waiting to take you home.”
The woman spoke matter of factly and that annoyed Mabel as well. This was too easy. It was riling the hack in her. It felt as though she was so close, and yet so far from the truth at the same time.
 
By the time Mabel had been taken to street level and then let out, into a narrow alleyway she didn’t recognise, she was beginning to regret her decision to walk away. On top of her job and what she had to do with that, she had this arousal that was with her constantly. And by the time she slipped into the back of the 500 series Mercedes, she was hot again, aroused and throbbing. She looked in her bag, that had been left intact. There was what she knew was in there and there was a CD with “Fantasy” written on it in black felt tip. That puzzled her. But she knew what it was. She’d been told that she was filmed in the lead up and this was the copy of that lead up. She wasn’t that sure that she wanted to see that. Maybe she would in a few days, or less.
So lost in her own thoughts was Mabel that she didn’t take any notice of where she was, or where the Mercedes merged out into the main traffic. By the time she got dropped off a block from her own flat, she was bewildered. She’d probably thrown away the one chance she had to blow this thing open. She was working out that she should have called this woman’s bluff and gone with it. If the worse thing came to the worse, she knew that Claudette had her back and would swing into action if needed. That caused her anger to simmer a bit. She’d bottled it and there was no other way of looking at it. For all her bravery, when it had mattered most she’d bottled it.
 
“Oh fuck! FUCK!”
Once Mabel had had the opportunity to get in and wash that filth from her, again, she began to think a little more logically. And she’d thought she’d hit the nail on the head. If this fantasy maker had been truthful then there would be a big fuck off debit from her credit card. She couldn’t remember such a transaction but that didn’t mean to say there wasn’t one. And besides, if these people had been involved in the buying and selling of individuals too fucked up to protect themselves then they wouldn’t go taking payments from credit cards that could be later traced, would they? To her it all stood to reason.
But there it was, a verified payment of ten thousand pounds.
“FUCK.”
She couldn’t help but repeat the F word. It was all that came out of her mouth. So the woman was telling the truth then? She was a fantasy maker, just making the dreams come true. Mabel held her hand to her head as though her head was just about to explode. Apart from the fact she was seriously in debt, what the fuck was she supposed to do now? Did she call it a day? Did she do some more digging? Was there any point in her doing more digging?
Her mind wandered to the CD. She didn’t want to look at that because she was afraid of being faced with herself in raw, sexual mode. She knew how she got and she believed what the woman said even though she couldn’t remember. She knew she would have to look at it even if to see if there were any clues in it somewhere. But clues to what? She might check in with Claudette later - give her at least a portion of the truth and see what the older woman, and her mentor came up with.
In the opening scene of the professionally edited footage, Mabel’s was being filmed, zoomed in close to her face. Her face filled the screen and it was very slowly that it was panned out. At first it was just her eyes. Just from her eyes it was easy to see that she’d been through a torrid time. Her carefully applied makeup was a mess. The mascara was running and there were tears there ready to drip. As the camera zoomed out a more devastating appearance became obvious. Those eyes narrow, then her nose, her cute wide nostril were dripping with spent semen - like she’d had a blow back.
That scene faded into another room and Mabel was sitting at a table with that other woman opposite her.
“You have to tell me this is what you want. You have to tell me that you’re going into this willingly and that you are paying for a service. I have to be sure that this is what you want. That you want this illusion to be as real as it can be, without compromise.”
Another camera from another angle filmed Mabel’s response.
“Yes, yes it’s what I need. I need to feel it’s so real that there is no way out for me.”
Any doubts about Mabel’s arousal, and her state of mind had to be laid to rest right there. She was not under duress - she still had on her fetish schoolgirl uniform. She was still fully made up but she was either drunk or high, one of the two, or both.
“So you’re paying me the agreed price of ten thousand pounds to make this fantasy come true for you? I need you to make this clear for me?”
The woman was insistent. She had to get the right responses to her questions or it wouldn’t go ahead. Mabel had chills down her spine as she watched the footage.
 









Chapter 9

 
Consensual Non Consent
 
In the footage, Mabel took another drink of something out of a plain glass and her eyes rolled as though she was getting a hit of something.
“Yes yes. I’m paying you ten thousand pounds, to create a fantasy so real that it will seem like there’s no way out for me. That’s what I want. I need it.”
And there was this desperation in her voice as she leaned over the table, her huge tits threatening to roll out of the short latex blouse.
“I can do that for you Mabel, but you know, it will change your life forever. You’ll never be the same after it. You understand that right?”
The woman sat back on her chair and just spoke casually. This chilled Mabel as she watched the footage. She actually believed this woman could produce these fantasies but it left her cold for more than one reason. There was this frustration in that it wasn’t all it seemed to be. That this was a little bit close to what she was investigating and yet there appeared to be nothing wrong with what she was doing.
“I know, I know. I want to be changed forever. I need it, crave it. Please do it.”
Of course Mabel was fighting her frustration on a number of levels. She had the knowledge that if she was on to something, then she’d blown it by walking out. But she had her arousal to deal with as well. Now she was seeing this film, she knew that she couldn’t fight against her desire and arousal. However she’d got into that state of mind, whatever she’d taken, she couldn’t become suddenly all logical and back out of it. She’d been prepared to go the whole way.
Maybe this was how this group operated. They were elaborate enough to make it like they were just going for the illusion. Maybe the filming was all a part of it so that the addict was gently pulled in until it was too late and until it was not an option to pull out. And then if, as with Mabel, on the odd occasion there was one who wanted to walk away, they had the filming and the agreement and the payment in the bag. On the evidence of this film, this woman, and the others involved had done nothing wrong. On another level, if this was the case they were more ruthless than even Mabel thought. Taking payment from addicts they were going to take out anyway. That way they didn’t any take a hit of expenditure.
Even as the footage switched back to those eyes and nose of Mabel up close - this was what she wanted and what had been paid for. She was getting just what she desired. The image on screen may have been stark and brutal but this was what she wanted and what she was getting. The camera zoomed out more to reveal more of her face. There was semen dripping from her forehead and down over her lashes to the rest of her face. A stream of thick cum was resting on her top lip and threatening to just drip over - but instead it was just collecting there. Then Mabel’s tongue slithered from between her full lips, and up, and swiped that semen off and back into her mouth. She looked directly at the camera then as she tasted then swallowed the semen.
“Fuck. Fuck! Fuck!”
Mabel, as she watched herself on screen was cringing at her apparent highly aroused state. In the cold light of day, this was enough to be dragging her back into the real world. She echoed those words that this woman had said about her never being the same again. She certainly wouldn’t be the same even though she hadn’t done the whole journey or the whole fantasy.
The camera zoomed out more and it was clear now that the blouse and the dress had been removed. Somehow she was leaning forward, but exactly how wasn’t revealed not yet. But her arms were outstretched at shoulder height. The definition of her muscles gave way the fact that she was under strain. And then with a little more zoom out there was this almost ‘shock’ at the fact her huge breasts were hanging and swinging just a little bit under her. Those almost grotesque nipples bloated and hanging, pointing to the floor under her.
There were hand and finger marks on her throat, and down over her breasts. But as well there was this motion happening. Like a gentle rocking. That could be seen because of the movement of her hanging tits, forward towards the camera and then back. The further the camera zoomed out, the more of this dark room could be seen. But none of the smaller details could be seen. It looked like a basement, or some kind of subterranean room because there were no windows, or doors to see. Just a spotlight down, from above on Mabel.
And then there was a movement from behind. Someone standing behind her but because of the wide open aperture of the camera that figure was all blurred. It didn’t take much imagination to realise that Mabel was being fucked from behind. And as the camera zoomed back more so the figure of an enormous naked black man came into more focus. He had his hands on her hips and it was his momentum that was rocking her and forcing her tits to swing the way they were.
That her arms and hands were secured out of the way, stretched out at her sides became very clear then. As did the fact that she was standing, her feet secured apart to rings cemented into the floor. There was this hint of brutality in that it was clear that she was being taken from behind, but the fact that she was trying to close her knees, made her look wretched as this black man drilled his cock into her depths. It was like she was watching a different person to herself, like she didn’t know that woman in the footage even though she knew it was her.
From the footage it wasn’t clear if at that point he was inside her ass or her sexuality. All that was clear was that he was fucking her slowly with as much of his thick cock as he could. It was like there was this need in him, to make sure that Mabel felt every little nuance of what he was doing to her. Mabel tried to make like it wasn’t herself  in that film. She tried to make like she was watching someone else, and whilst she could do that for split seconds at a time, then she could feed her own arousal that was back with a vengeance. But it was only for split seconds at a time and then she was back with the full realisation that she was watching herself on her laptop screen - that it was her that was being drilled by that cock in that casual but brutal way, and that she was craving that. Desiring and craving it because at that point she was fully in the illusion and immersion mode.
“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”
The worse thing for Mable was that she couldn’t remember. She couldn’t remember any of it. As hard as she tried there was just a block there when it came to her trying to remember a single fucking thing of what she had been through. There wasn’t any familiarity there at all. She thought that she might watch this footage and at least little bits would come back to her, but they didn’t. From that point of view it was like she was watching someone else on that screen. But the actual knowledge that it was her was screwing her up from the inside of her mind - she could feel it.
 
She watched that footage, all of it, several times over. She didn’t need to but she did - she felt compelled to even if just to try to remember, which she couldn’t. The arousal and desire was something that was interacting with her own self-disgust at herself and was being amplified as a result. She pressed her lips together and rolled them in as she slammed the laptop closed.
“Fuck!”
The F word was one that came to her often. That was because it was a word that was appropriate for what she was going through and what was her narrative. She looked at her wrist watch. It was 11am - she didn’t even know which day it was, so fucked up was her mind.
“Fuck it.”
She picked up her burner phone and thumbed down to Claudette’s number. She pressed dial and waited. No answer.
“Fuck! Where are you when I need you?”
She was talking to herself as she hung up the call. Almost immediately Claudette called back.
“Hello Mabes, what’s up?”
She sounded jovial. A little bit too much if Mabel was to be honest. But how could she know what Mabel had been through?
“I think I’ve found a way in Claudette.”
“What do you mean? How close do you think you are? I mean ‘really’?”
Claudette was quick to jump on what little Mabel had said.
“I think I’m really close to either outcome. Either proving or disproving it.”
Mabel sounded positive, even if she was wet between the legs, and throbbing from the base and core of her nipples.
“What does that even mean Mabes?”
Then a little bit of doubt in the tone of Claudette.
“There’s this woman, she makes ‘fantasies come true’ to coin her own phrase. She delivers fetish experiences as real life. It’s hard to explain Claudette.”
“Well try. You’re not making much sense sweetheart.”
Mabel sighed.
“I know, I know it sounds mad. This woman takes payment from fetish addicts, to make their fantasies come true. She builds their world and what they want to experience as though it’s real life.”
She stopped to take breath and then went on.
“I’m thinking that this could be what they do. Create the illusion, but that it’s not an illusion at all, that it’s the real thing but by the time the victims even begin to realise this it’s too late because they’ve been fleeced of cash and they have no way out. This is what I think could be happening. But I’m not sure, that’s why I need to dig a bit deeper.”
She stopped again but this time Claudette cut in.
“Honey, have you heard yourself? For someone to have the resources to do that, and bear in mind some of those fantasies are pretty complex, it would be a huge thing. Someone would need to be bankrolling that. Someone with a lot of resources would need to be pouring money into that. I don’t like this Mabes, it sounds like it’s getting more and more dangerous.”
“That’s right it would be a huge thing. It IS a huge thing. It nearly happened to me Claudette. I was drugged or something and now I’m ten grand down.”
“Wait wait, what are you saying? You got so far, paid ten grand but didn’t go through with it? This really sounds like it could be getting too dangerous Mabes. I think I want you out of there to be honest.”
This was what Mabel was hoping really, to hear Claudette a little bit concerned about this turn of events - so much so that she might offer some more resources herself. The truth was though that she didn’t sound as concerned as she should.
“I don’t want to come out yet Claudette. I think I need to look into it further. I can go back and finish my fantasy if I want to. The woman gave me that option.”
She stopped hoping for another level of concern from her boss.
“No listen Mabes, you can’t do that. Seriously? What is your fantasy anyway? Just asking so I can see the whole picture?”
There was no way that Mabel could tell her the whole story. She at least had to tone it down a bit.
“Oh you know, the being bought and sold thing. Well that is what I’m supposed to be looking into after all. And you know I can’t get a refund because of all the set up that was involved. So I kind of need to go back and see what they’ve got for me. But now I suspect what I do, I can be on my guard for anything bad happening.”
Mabel was trying her best to sound more upbeat and up for it but what was really happening is that her mind was taking over her sexuality again and she was in high desire mode. The thought of going back into what could be her end game was like a feed to that wet, dripping sexuality. She knew it shouldn’t be like that, but it was and it was pointless her fighting it.
“Mabel, you know this could be it don’t you? It all sounds a bit close to the bone. I’m going to give you a few more days, and then I’m taking you out if there is no end in sight, or if I get bad vibes. You hear me?”
Mabel heard her and she knew she wasn’t fucking around when she called her Mabel instead of Mabes. But she also knew that there was no way that she was going to let Claudette pull her out.
“Yeah yeah I get it. A few days is probably all I need. But if it goes on just a little bit longer, I’ll just let you know ok? Bye for now boss, speak soon.”
And she hung up the call which she knew would infuriate Claudette. She’d agree to what she wanted but also stated that there could be some extra days needed. And then she’d hung up on her. She envisaged Claudette dancing round on her spiked stilettos fuming but that made her smile a little bit. But the smile faded when she realised how wet she was between the legs.
She needed to sort herself out - she needed to masturbate. She’d already come to the conclusion that she was definitely going back into the cauldron. She felt she needed to on several levels. She knew that it was beyond even considering that she walk away now. She was already regretting having walked away once. But now she had another problem in that she didn’t know how to contact that woman again. She didn’t have a name and she didn’t even know where she had been for all that time. It was like she had to go back out there on the rack, so to speak.
She knew that what she had to do was dress up and go back into the lion’s den that was the fetish clubs of the City in the hope that she would somehow be spotted and get taken back in. She had to be prepared for that. She had to try to get into that frame of mind and into that status of sexual arousal to drive her on to do what she had to do. She’d done two days that she could remember, and she’d had two possible leads so, she was confident. It was dangerous, being driven by her sexuality and her arousal and desire, but what could she do? She’d long since come to the conclusion that she would be going back in. That she had to go back in.
On top of that, that name Tilly, kept coming up in her mind. What had happened to her and where was she now? What she couldn’t work out was why she could remember Tilly and all that happened up to them getting together and starting on the shots, the cocktails and all the rest of it, and then nothing after. It was a worry, Mabel knew that Tilly had been desperate to find her sister. She needed to try to find her again. There was work that she had to do, and she was determined to do it. For now though, she needed to masturbate - she needed an orgasm badly. She wished this orgasm would be under more intense circumstances, like being forced by those black men, or the one in the clip film she had on CD. But for now she had her fingers, and had that fertile mind of her’s. What she didn’t know she had was this need for getting in deeper and deeper. But she would.
 
After that long intense orgasm, Mabel’d drifted into a long, long sleep. When she woke she didn’t know how long she’d been out of it. And she still didn’t know what day it was. She looked at her phone - Thursday, it was Thursday and it was three o’clock in the afternoon. Lazily she got up, showered and began to think of her going back into fetish clubland. She’d never admit it to anyone else but it excited her, between the legs, to think of going back in. It shouldn’t but it did. But it excited her along with the fear of knowing what she could be going into as well and that fear magnified the pleasure.
Even after a long hot shower she was still leaking slippery wetness from between her legs. And she’d come to live with the throb from her nipples and her clitoris. In her mind, for some reason she was thinking to herself that she was heading towards some kind of end game. She was thinking that this little foray into the city’s underbelly was going to be the last one and she didn’t know what she thought about that, not really. She had the arousal to think about, along with everything else.
“What’s it going to be tonight Mabes? What can we tempt them with tonight?”
She was talking to herself, she did a lot of that. At this precise time she was naked. She was sitting at her laptop, browsing her favourite online fetish store. The main, physical store wasn’t so far away in the city. She could go there and choose an outfit, but for her, that wasn’t the same as sitting, dripping wet from between the legs, at a laptop and selecting then ordering and waiting the two hours for it to be delivered to her. She smiled as she browsed and every so often her hands and fingers wandered between her legs for her to give herself a shot of pure undiluted pleasure.
 









Chapter 10

 
Back Into The Cauldron
 
On first sight, Mabel was quite ‘vanilla’. But she was actually far from that. Those spectacular legs of her’s were skinned in the thinnest, transparent micro latex. Those latex legs of hers, part of an all in one body suit that skinned her entire body, but did without the high stiff collar that a catsuit might consist of. This was a latex body suit that was designed to be worn underneath what could have been vanilla clothes. She looked vanilla but wasn’t. It was the kind of outfit that would be noticed by all because Mabel was so striking, but would be noticed more by those in the know.
The dress, a fitted leather number, was black and it was a stunning fit. Mabel’d had the feeling that Claudette would flip when she saw her expenses claim for her days and night undercover. But she’d live with that. She’d spent hours, literally hours on that fetish website just pouring over and considering her look. When she mixed and matched the various pieces in her mind, then her look came to her.
“Oh yes!”
That was a sure sign that she approved of how she looked and how she felt. She didn’t ’need’ the latex body suit for the look of the outfit, the black leather dress was stunning enough. But the latex was for her other need. She’d never know why her sexuality and why her deeper mind now clung onto latex. She’d never know why now she craved that sense that this rubber bodysuit was clinging to her bare flesh. It was just something that she needed. And anyone ‘in the know’ would take one look at her and know that as well. They would recognise that need in her and she knew that as she was getting ready to go under again - that she would be spotted by those that knew.
The black fitted dress was tight to her curves and barely contained her already latex wrapped tits viewable in the V of the dress. And there was something in that, that the latex was tight but the leather was tighter still. It was like layers of constriction that squeezed her in, and squeezed her mind as well. The dress hemmed just above her knees and forced a hobble to her walk. That hobble accentuated by the strapless, six inch heeled black patent court shoes that she wore. That dress sleeved, all the way down to her wrists.
She wore then, leather gloves that were fingerless so that her long manicured nails, a deep red in colour to match her perfectly done lips, could protrude through. That sheath of leather, squeezing and containing those massive tits, and even through smooth supple leather there was the poke through and more than a hint of the size and the grotesqueness of her nipples. And there was an identical V at her back, and the expanse of that V allowed the transparent latex that was her skin, to be seen. She was fetish but on a different level.
“Oh yes!”
Mabel repeated those two words as she did a three-sixty on her heels in front of that full length mirror. Yes on first look, to anyone not in the know she looked striking, stylish even, but it was on closer look, on detailed examination of this woman that the ‘addict’ might be seen. Only on closer examination of this woman’s heavily made up eyes would the desolation be seen there. Yes that desolation and that despair. There had to be despair there and Mabel would have known this and felt it. She adjusted her high tight pony tail which added to her already impressive height and she sipped on a glass of red wine, leaving her own lipstick imprint on the glass rim. Then she ordered an Uber, to take her to clubland. It was close to 10pm. By midnight Mabel would be beyond the point of return.
 
“Here, take a sniff of this my love, it will make it easier for you to sink into oblivion.”
Mabel had barely got into Dungeon, got a drink and sat down than the woman who made fantasies come true was on her. She’d not really had a plan as to how she was going to find this woman again but she didn’t need to. There was this slither of fear that ran through Mabel because she knew that it was shit or bust tonight. She knew that she couldn’t bottle it again and that she would have to follow it through to its natural conclusion. So that fear was palpable and it was real inside her.
She didn’t even object, or question the woman as she slid in besides her. Mabel had done a double take, not recognising her straight away, but then the penny dropping. Immediately her latex and leather imprisoned nipples were alive and throbbing.
“Oh, oh hello….”
Mabel had been taken aback simply because she thought that she would have time to settle in, relax with a drink or two, before she made herself known. Not that looking the way she did, helped any form of discretion she might have been trying for.
“I knew you’d be back. I know women you see. Being one myself, I know what makes them tick. I know what gets to them.”
She was speaking as she was waving a dark brown glass phial under the nose of Mabel. The trouble was that what she was saying was right.
“This time, you’re going to be a good girl and come all the way down the rabbit hole with me right?”
Mabel’s nostrils were flared as she took in the hit of poppers. Her eyes rolled and she felt immediately relaxed as she loosened up. But she felt also that her mind was fogging, and her thoughts becoming less distinct. There was this sense that her sexuality was being turned up a notch by this stuff she was sniffing. She took the hit, inhaled deeply and then sat back. Under her leather dress, the latex was doing that creaking thing, and the tight leather was holding it, and her, in check.
“Yes, yes I want to go all the way. All the way.”
Mabel’s tone was almost drone like as this nameless woman took over. This wasn’t in the plans - this wasn’t how Mabel had envisioned her grand finale. She was going to do it, but she was going to do it on her terms. Even as the poppers clouded her mind and her judgement she knew this wasn’t how it was supposed to be. And yet at the same time she was going with it. Part of her ‘thing’ part of what had become her obsession was her handing over power, handing over herself to someone else, this woman.
But she had been on her so quickly in Dungeon that she’d had no defence. She’d even toyed with the idea that once she was picked up again, whenever that was, that she would drop Claudette a message so that she could let her know she was back ‘in’. But there’d been no time for that. In a number of ways, Mabel had dropped the ball. It was like instead of looking after herself, her safety, she’d let her sexuality take over and run things. She’d forgotten about planning for her exit.
“I have to say, you always look so amazing when you come down town like this. The ‘fetish’ oozes from you. It’ always good to look good, at least to start. Here, sniff some more honey, we need you in the right frame of mind.”
This woman was waving the phial under her nose again.
“Block one nostril and sniff through the other then swap and repeat. You get a deeper hit that way. I want to see your eyes roll.”
And this woman was sitting in close to Mabel now, their thighs touching. To anyone else in the club, and it was buzzing, this was simply two women either meeting, or friends already just catching up, having a bit of fun. If they were lovers, what the fuck? This was 2021 and same sex couples ruled the roost. Mabel did as she was told. She had already been softened by the first hits of poppers.
She sniffed and inhaled deeply, both nostrils and then she sat back, her eyes rolling in their sockets. The woman didn’t say anything else, not for the time being. She simply sat, slightly turned into Mabel as the super-sized poppers took effect. Mabel felt light headed and she felt her senses being numbed. But she also felt very sexy, very hot. That slither of danger was fading back to grey and she was smiling slightly. The woman timed her bombshell to perfection but this was what she did.
“I know who you are Mabel. I know you are a hack, investigating the scene - investigating me.”
And they were the sort of words that would have almost slipped through the ever widening net that was Mabel’s mind. But those words filtered in just before that head of her’s slipped into that poppers waking coma that she had been unwittingly put into on her last encounter with this woman.
“Oh, o-oh fuck. Fuck!”
They were the only words that she could get out, before her mind clouded over. The thing was, she was helpless and defenceless and yet she was still aware of what was happening. It was a weird, fucked up thing that was happening. Her mind becoming super aware, and yet her ability to defend herself or object in any way had been taken away. It was like her mind had become a prisoner within itself. Like Mabel was trapped in herself. It was a weird feeling, totally unfamiliar, and nothing like the complete memory block she had experienced before.
In her mind Mabel was screaming, but that was not coming out. She just sat there as this woman relieved her of her bag. In her bag was the burner phone. She watched through this crystal clear ‘mist’ as the woman gave her bag and the phone to another woman who had joined them. She didn’t sit though, she simply took the bag and phone and went away again.
“You see Mabel, your illusion, your fantasy is not that at all. It’s reality. You don’t think we don’t check out the women, and men that come our way do you? We look into you, deeply. And your checks were a revelation. But you have this weakness don’t you? That weakness between your legs? And that weakness in that head of yours. That fertile imagination, and the darker parts of your mind. They have been your downfall. I just wanted you to know that. If it weren’t for your own sexual weaknesses then the hack in you may very well have prevailed. Instead, what we have now, is you here now, and a problem in that you cannot walk away again.”
She was speaking as though it was all over for Mabel. And sitting in her clarity filled mist, it was all over for her. Mabel could feel her mouth drying up as the poppers phial was held up to her nose for a little booster.
“You should have stayed away. But you had to come back, and you know, I can help you now. I can help you realise the truth - the truth of what you have been investigating. The truth of those missing people. But most of all I can help you realise your own fantasies and dreams.”
Her voice was like liquid gold being filtered into Mabel’s mind. And this would have been the time when Mabel wished that she didn’t know what was happening to her. Why couldn’t this woman have taken away that knowledge and memory altogether like she had done the first time? This being imprisoned in her own mind was like another level of torture. The torture of awareness. And when she spoke it was clear that her sexuality had a voice. That her arousal had a voice. And that dripped from her mouth.
“I needed to come back. I needed it. I needed it. Needed it so badly.”
And her repeating words and phrases was a sign that she was already sinking into that dark rabbit hole.
“Yes you did, and tonight you will get it. Tonight is the first night of the rest of your life.”
And there was like a doomsday vibe as this woman spoke again.
“No way out. Your words! And there is no way out.”
The woman had moved in close to Mabel and was whispering the words into her ear. At the same time she was licking the side of her face, feeding that hyper sexuality in Mabel.
“You’ll be taken from here, to a place of detention. Then the auction will be set up, and arranged. You need to know that at some point in the next few days, you will be literally ‘sold’ to the highest bidder. After that your future is uncertain.”
She was whispering and licking, whispering and licking. And Mabel was responding. She needed to respond - her wet, slippery sexuality needed to respond and it wasn’t the danger that was feeding that arousal any more. rather it was this woman. For Mabel, the picture that this woman was painting of her immediate future and the future a few days ahead was feeding those throbs of pleasure she felt now accentuated, flowing through her sexual organs.
The woman helped herself to Mabel because she could. She tapped over one nipple through the leather and through the latex, and then did the same with the other one. And all the time she was watching Mabel. And when Mabel felt those taps adding to the throbs she slithered out her tongue, licking her lips, and then leaning forward slightly offering her breasts and her nipples to the woman to give them more attention. For the woman she was testing Mabel - just testing her to see how far she’d gone.
“You’re hungry for it aren’t you? You need it so badly it doesn’t matter that you’ll never be free again, right?”
She was whispering her words, using those desolately true words as further stimulation to Mabel’s psyche. It wasn’t like Mabel didn’t know what she was in now. It wasn’t as though she didn’t know that it was all over for her. It was just that it didn’t matter to her. What mattered to her now was that sexual pleasure. Her job, Claudette, her burner phone, the fact that she was trapped now didn’t mean as much to her as the fact that her sexuality was bubbling and needed seeing to.
Mabel knew but so too did this woman. She knew what she was doing and she probably knew to nuanced levels what Mabel was thinking and what she was feeling. Oh, she was a woman who made fantasies come true, but she did this on an organised basis that saw huge money numbers being made. Mabel knew this, she knew all of it, she just couldn’t do anything about it. And more to the point she was part of it. She was the next piece of fetish drenched livestock to be put up for sale - put up for auction, and to vanish without a trace. Somewhere in the back of her mind, Mabel was thinking that Claudette would never find her. It was just this sense of hugeness of the event she was embroiled in. It was like she knew that this woman whoever the fuck she was didn’t know the meaning of making mistakes.
“Yes, yes, yes I’m hungry, greedy for it. I don’t care about being free. It’s what I need. Thank you, thank you so much.”
And in those words of thanks was real sincerity. But it wasn’t Mabel thanking this woman, it was her sexual greed that was thanking her. The woman, Kalinda, smiled wryly as she took her tongue up the side of Mabel’s face again.
“I know you were worried about Tilly and her sister Tania. So I wanted to show you that they were ok. More than ok really. They are here to see you.”
And that garnered a reaction in Mabel. Her eyes opened wider almost like they were on stalks. It was like this woman was gaining pleasure in feeding Mabel’s sexuality and then playing with her reality as well.
A fetishized version of Tilly slipped in but she was on her own. She was all lipstick and tight latex pants with heels. Her makeup this time was immaculate and not sloppy at all. And she sat opposite Mabel smiling.
“Hiya babe. There was no Tania - just me. The photo of my twin was just me. I spiked you and gave you to her. It’s what I do.”
And Tilly was just smiling, as though she didn’t have a care in the world. As though she didn’t give a flying fuck what she’d done. In Mabel’s imprisoned mind she could feel the pennies dropping. And for some reason this was a cause for more of that fear to slither through her. The she had been set up by this young girl, and that this young girl was part of the whole setup was a reason for fear. Because of this there was less chance that it could go wrong for this woman. Because of the almost casual way Mabel was being taken out, it was a cesspit of more fear being created.
Mabel was fucked and as Tilly, if that was even her real name, sat smiling at her, she knew she had no phone, and no means of defence or fighting what was happening. She had to go with it. Indeed, she had no exit route and now she was realising why she needed an exit. She had nothing now except her bubbling sexuality. The woman took the poppers away and sat back crossing long nylon sheathed legs. Now she didn’t say anything - she just sat back and watched Mabel digesting what she had been told and now what she had been shown, in her sexually drenched state.
 









Chapter 11

 
The Reality Occurs - Now
 
If Mabel, deep inside that fucked up, marauding sexuality of her’s thought that she would be gifted sexual gratification en-mass now that she was being taken out, then she was very much mistaken. Instead what she was ‘treated to’ was hour upon hour of sexual denial. Hour upon hour of sexual tease, and edging, but no gratification for her. Hour upon hour of that need in her being fuelled by slick, thick cocks being fed into her mouth. Yes it was a pleasure for her to suck cocks until they exploded the contents of the attached balls down her throat. But no gratification, and no orgasm for her.
It was the ultimate torture for Mabel. Her being kept in that constant state of sexual flux, yet never having the ‘out’ of orgasm. Never being able to flip into orgasm when the time was right. Always just being edged to the very precipice and then being taken back from it and leaving the sense of utter frustration to overwhelm her. It was a cruel torture - one that didn’t allow her mind to settle. It was a torture that kept her on edge, that kept her triggered, and wired. And it kept her in that little prison of her own mind.
She’d been taken in, and taken out now and it was just the state of her sexuality that was preventing her from seeing, or sensing the utter brutality of what was being done to her. It didn’t prevent her from feeling the full effect of the torture of denial though. It didn’t stop her craving that orgasm. And it was that need for orgasm, that desperation for orgasm that would see Mabel tip over the edge of some kind of madness. She was an addict having her addiction exploited, and furthered.
 
The transparent latex body suit stayed. It’s tightness was used to hold appendages inside Mabel. Two large appendages made larger by micro inflationary steps. One inside her ass, one inside her vagina. The fact the she was penetrated like this, was an addition to her cravings. The fact that she was penetrated and then stretched to maximum, and to the point that she was in constant pain, was something that didn’t or couldn’t escape her. She was in that prison inside her mind, but she was in this other prison as well - this sexual and painful one.
A heavy leather collar was secured, locked to her neck. And her wrists were brought up and cuffed to the collar via rings on the sides. This in effect left her vulnerable. Her breasts had been left in the latex, like they were cocooned. Those bloated nipples were constricted and depressed inside that latex because it was so tight. But pads, wired pads had been placed over the nipples. Those wires going into a little box that Mabel wore in a utility belt around her waist. Wires came from the appendages deep inside her as well, and these wires were fed into that same electrical box. There could only be one assumption made and that was this this box, those wires, the pads and the appendages fed constant or interrupted stimulation to Mabel’s most sensitive and private flesh.
Certainly where the bundle of eight thousand nerve endings that made up her clitoris would have been were also padded and wired. A slow inspection of Mabel at this time would reveal that she was in a constant state of ‘tremble’. That was what the constant stimulation and the orgasm denial did to her. It reduced her to a trembling mass of stunning female flesh, shrink wrapped in latex.
To her feet and lower legs, fitted boots of the ‘ballet’ variety were fitted. These enforced the stance. They forced Mabel up to her tip toes and ensured that her entire weight was transferred down through her spine, and legs and then through to her toes - the tip of her toes. And because this provided another source of pain, there was this enhanced stance that was produced in Mabel
The thing about Mabel was that she was striking to look at in normal guise. Fetishly enhanced though she was breath-taking. That she was breath-taking to look at, and in an amount of sexual and pain induced stress, made it look ‘cruel’, but it was a beautiful cruelty. It made her look in dire need of ‘something’ and yet it made her look wretched as well. For some reason it wasn’t right that this tall, vision of enhanced femininity, should be suffering, but she was. And where those appendages vanished into her, where the ends of those appendages were trapped by the latex, there were leakings and dribbles of her own sexual fluids. It was like that fluid was being manufactured constantly. That would make sense given that she was wired up for constant edging, and constant denial.
That she was in a cage seemed ‘fitting’, although the cruelty and the sympathy factor was enhanced then as well. A shiny stainless steel cage which was big enough for her to stand in, on the spot, but no more. She couldn’t move around in it. It was like a standing version of a cage coffin. It just allowed her to stand on her tippy toes in that one position and exist like that. She might have been able to alternate her weight from one of her feet to the other to alleviate the constant pain of her spine, and legs, but it was uncertain that she had discovered that minute ability to give herself small relief yet.
That cage just allowed her to be exhibited. Making her comfortable was not the priority - anything but in fact. It was about letting prospective buyers take a closer look at her, walk around her, see her from all angles. It was about showing Mabel in the best possible light so that deviants and perverts could make their bids.
She was not hooded or masked. Rather she was allowed to be fully seen. The attractive mixed race face, the stunning features and yet features that were under duress. No gag to distort her face, but rather her face distorted naturally by a number of forces. The sexual need for one and then the pain. And of course the confusion of the two sensations, pain and denied pleasure mixing it up inside her mind, and inside those expressions on her face. Those expressions constantly changing, morphing, fluxing to reflect the torment she was in and at the same time inflating the price that she could attain when the bidding started. There was no sign of the hack Mabel now. This was the addicted Mabel. The one about to start a new journey in life.
 
“So what about her back story? The tall one there in the latex, all trembling and shaking, and making strange noises even though she’s not hooded or gagged in any way?”
Daddy’s girl, the gangster’s daughter spoke to Kalinda in that teasing provocative way as woman might if she was trying to get something out of another woman. Kalinda smiled to herself, she was on the cusp of toying with this woman regardless of who she was and who she was related to. Kalinda was convinced she could have some fun with her along the way. For some reason, the fact that this was a mature woman as well as the daughter of the biggest crime family in the south east was an added bit of excitement, for Kalinda. She owed it to herself to explore it as far as she could safely do. But that was the question, where was the line ‘safely’ exploring, as opposed to taking unnecessary risks? She smiled to herself again.
“Come, I’ll show you. It’s all on an information sheet attached to the cage. That can be read by all those interested in buying her. they can also download a video to their phones or their pads, for a glossy presentation. Not all stock will receive the same elaborate treatment, but for this one, and that younger girl, they’re extra special and their backstories will appeal to the ‘special’ perverts - mainly the sadists. I can’t tell you how important the back story is. It’s like the ‘provenance’ of a highly prized and highly expensive piece of artwork.”
Kalinda spoke as though she was in love with her own work. She was proud of what she had achieved and she was proud of what she would achieve in the future. Her and the older woman made their way to the cages that contained both women. Having a closer look, being so close to Mabel was like a different experience for the woman and Kalinda was watching her as the horrors of this girl’s torments came within touching distance.
“The backstory will dictate how a slut is treated going forward. It will often shape the future for her. The purchaser is assured that the woman or the girl, whoever she is will never be traced, or found, or rescued so they are given a free reign in their future. Once they have purchased the piece, it’s their property and also their responsibility. Once a piece of fetish meat is sold on, they cease to be connected to us at all. All of the marketing, all trace of them ever being with is deleted.
“Take for instance, a police officer vanishing, we have our eye on a couple already. Very specific particular sadists would just love to ‘own’ an ex police officer. I say ‘ex’ because they will never go back to the job they love. And the lives they live as property might include constant daily abuse, both psychological and physical. They might be treated harsher, or in a special way BECAUSE they were police officers. They are a dream come true for certain sadists.”
The older woman seemed shocked at what Kalinda was saying and she looked at her with her attractive mouth agape somewhat. As she did that and just for a micro second, Kalinda was imagining what it would be like to buckle a ball gag between her teeth. She didn’t let on what she was thinking. The woman pulled herself together though and the moment passed.
“So what makes this slut’s backstory so interesting? I mean I get it that a policewoman would prove entertaining for certain people. But what about this one?”
And it was like her interest had been perked.
“Take a look at the sheet there, it’s all on there for you.”
The noises that Mabel was making in the cage set a little higher for display purposes couldn’t be described, not really. They were a mixture of distress noises and needy, sexually hungry voices. And because she didn’t have the luxury of being hidden in a hood, her degradation was one that poured from her. Mabel had been her own woman with her own unique style, and it was a style that she was happy with, confident with. But now that she was not that Mabel any more, now that she was the Mabel that had gone in undercover, she was forced to see through what this new character of her’s was.
“Oh my god! She’s an investigative reporter?”
Again this woman was shocked. Probably she wasn’t so shocked given that she was the daughter of a gangster who’d probably grown up around the brutality of that. But it was that this was more real, more stark and raw.
“She WAS an investigative reporter yes. But she’s been taken out now and there is no trace of her. And no-one will be coming looking for her. She was investigating us, after rumours emerged of what we had here. We are in the process of cutting off the source of the rumours.”
The woman looked mortified the more she learnt.
“But can you do that? Can you just disappear someone off the face of the earth? I mean what about family, friends and her work? They’re not going to just accept that one of their reporters is ‘gone’ surely?”
Kalinda liked this woman. She was intelligent and she was looking for answers. She was looking at the micro detail needed to be able to carry off this whole operation.
“Everything has been, or is being dealt with. And yes, she can and has just vanished. I can promise you, no-one will be looking for her. Remember I have the full support and power of your dad behind me. He can make things happen in the real world that most normal people wouldn’t believe. He can get results with barely any effort. So even though the day to day stuff is largely down to me, this is a huge machine.”
Kalinda wasn’t sure she was telling this woman anything she didn’t already know. But she was humouring her, answering the questions.
“You look around here, all these cages with fetish addicts in them, ready to be sold. They all have that story. But no-one will be coming looking. This bitch Mabel, is fucked. And the thing is, for sadists especially, she knows she fucked.”
The woman looked around the vast indoor space and then brought her eyes back to the latex skinned Mabel.
“So what’s the matter with her here. I get it she’s fucked, and she’d been taken out. I even get that she knows it, and that will have an effect on her. But what’s the matter with her? She looks haunted, and frightened half to death.”
The woman reached through the bars, and just felt one of Mabel’s thighs, and there was this suck in of breath from poor Mabel. That touch like an electric shock of pleasure. The only touch she’d experience for so long, and that touch, any touch always associated with sexual pleasure.
“She being sexually stimulated constantly. But at the same time she’s being orgasm denied. And on top of that she is in immense pain that she has no relief from. Those heels, her spine, all conspiring to create the worse pain possible for her. At this time she doesn’t really know what is pain and what is pleasure. So you understand now why she is the way she is?”
Kalinda stopped talking just to watch the woman’s reaction. Slightly above them Mabel’s noises had altered because of that slight touch by the woman’s finger.
“My god, yes - that must be frustrating to say the least?”
That made Kalinda smile.
“Frustration is the first thing she experienced of course. But it is beyond that now. Now she is being tortured by her own sexuality, her own need and greed and of course the pain. She harboured fantasies of extreme domination, and of being sold. She had this ‘cover story’ she came in with but the sexual fantasies were real. Once I knew that, her game was up. What she is feeling right now, as we stand here, is a desperation to explode into orgasm but she is not able to do that. The sexual stimulation is intense, and it is pleasure in its own right. But she can’t further that. If she gets too close, then it’s taken away from her. She just gets to look over the edge and no more. Then it’s taken away and the whole process starts all over again. It’s almost a murderous process repeated time after time after time.”
All the time Kalinda was speaking she was watching the woman, trying to gauge a reaction either way - shock or pleasure. But she was hard to read. Both women looked up at Mabel, her face now covered in a film of sweat. And her whole self trembled, her eyes were as huge and pool like as they always were, but now there was this flicking and darting quality to them as she tried to focus on something, anything to try to take her mind away from the sexual torture that she was experiencing.
Mabel could see them - she could see that woman, the one that had taken her out, and another woman slightly below her. She could see them through the bars that made up the cage. She still didn’t know that woman’s name. She didn’t know that her name was Kalinda. She didn’t care. What she did know was that she was fucked and she kind of accepted it. Somewhere in the back of her mind was the forlorn hope that Claudette would save her before she vanished completely. She didn’t know that she’d already vanished. If she could orgasm she could think after. If she could just reach one orgasm she was sure she’d be able to cope after that.
“P-please please. I n-need to cum. Please let me cum, please, please let me cum, please.”
Her words came out in dribbles that were barely audible. The woman threw her head back and laughed softly.
“Bless her, she must be at the end of her tether.”
And she was understating what Mabel was going through.
“Oh she passed the end of her tether a long time ago. She is in another place. The beauty is that she knows what is happening to her. She can feel everything and process everything in her mind. But what she can’t do, is anything about it. She is in a ‘status’ that she can’t snap out of. She can see us - she knows who I am. she knows what I’ve done to her. She can hear and understand this conversation that we are having but she can do nothing about it. She can listen and understand her own demise. And this is much, much worse than her not knowing, or not understand what is happening to her.”
Kalinda spoke a little louder as though deliberately letting Mabel hear it all. Then she turned up to look at the caged woman,
“Now you KNOW you cannot have orgasm. You KNOW that I want you to suffer like this, whilst you are displayed and sold to the highest bidder. You KNOW that this is what you wanted - what you always wanted. You used your profession as an excuse to immerse in the fetish scene and now you are getting what you always wanted.”
Even her words were used to torment Mabel. It wasn’t true, her going undercover had been a job for her. She’d wanted to make her name in investigative reporting - she’d wanted to smash down the bad guy’s worlds. But Kalinda was playing with her - she knew that Mabel had no defence and no answer for her. She looked up at her and Mabel was trying her best to shake her head side to side as though to deny what this woman was saying. But she couldn’t do even that. If she could do anything it was just ‘know’ what was being said was wrong. But she couldn’t take her mind off achieving orgasm long enough to achieve anything else.
 









Chapter 12

 
Sold To The Highest Bidder
 
When the auction started the lighting changed dramatically. Before, all those strip lights provided was a low stark light. But the signal for the auction to begin was when that lighting turned reddish purple. It put this whole, vast space in a different vibe. It was enough to chill the spine. Everyone due to come had turned up, even those who wanted and needed to make an entrance.
What was happening here was probably the single biggest collection of perverts and deviants that the world had ever seen. All of this perverse, grotesque sexual energy in one place. And all of those addicts caged ready for sale. Every single prospective purchaser in this building had been vetted, and transported blindfold to the venue. The vetting was deep, and it was searching. Nothing was left to chance.
This had been the part that Kalinda had very little to do with. This was what the big boss had thought was better left to him. This was what he did after all. He ensured security throughout his illegal businesses. He transported and imported drugs from around the world and he oversaw the security of huge consignments himself. He never left that to any of his foot soldiers, or even any of his immediate crew. He did it all himself. If any of the purchasers here had showed any question marks in his in-depth vetting then they wouldn’t be granted a ‘ticket’ to the event. They would be frozen out altogether.
The size, and the nature of the event was truly mind-blowing. The amount of organisation, and the amount of attention to detail that had been gone into had to be seen to be believed. Those arriving for this auction of fetish addicted flesh were literally transported to a different world. Kalinda had been responsible for how this event ‘looked’. It was like a production but with a level of reality applied that could not be glossed over. It really had to be seen to be believed. Even the hardened fetish people looking to buy had to pinch themselves from time to time, just to realise that this was all real.
“Ladies and Gentlemen, let the auction begin.”
The announcement came over the installed, hidden sound system, from Kalinda and there was this buzz in the air that was hard to describe. It was a buzz of energy, a buzz of sexual excitement that was tinged with debauchery and sadism. The announcement continued.
“I know that there is huge interest, serious interest in our star exhibits, but these will go last. For now, and for those with budgetary constraints, there are countless other lots for sale. For those with specific interests, there are so many caged creatures that will need a home after this event closes. Please take your time, walk around the entire show. You might end up leaving with more than you expected. 
“If you want to bid on any lots, simply write your bid and seal it, and deposit in the boxes attached to the cages. You’ll be told of the results of the bidding before the end of the event. The two star sluts will be bid for live near the end. That will be like a normal auction with the creatures themselves hearing and seeing what will happen to them. Ladies and gentlemen, enjoy. There will be other events similar to this in the coming months as we expand this venture.”
Kalinda didn’t speak from a script. She knew what she had to say off by heart because it came from the heart. But yes, ‘ladies and gentlemen’ - it was like it might be expected that only men could be this perverted - perverted enough to actually purchase another human being. But this was not the case at all. There was a sneaking sense that there were slightly more women at this event that men. Kalinda would know that though. She had an insight into the scene that promised her so much. If she was so into other women, and girls being taken out, having everything taken off them and then being sold on, there had to be others out there, like her, and even more perverse than her. Of course there were!
These invited perverts, over one hundred in all were dressed as though for a highbrow dinner event. The men in black ties and evening suits. The ladies, all shapes and sizes in cocktail dresses. Everyone groomed to perfection. And this set the scene. It set the vibe and the atmosphere. There was this stench of ‘money’. A stench of wealth in the room. It was like there were all these people, perverted people who had enough money to buy whatever their kink was. It wasn’t assured that all here would buy, or even bid, but these were likely candidates.
And in another corner of this vast space there were stalls set up, to arrange ‘time shares’ of the flesh that was bought and sold. That was for those who didn’t want to own flesh permanently but rather just wanted to time share to suit themselves. And this was the money spinner for the organised crime syndicate.
For Kalinda, she didn’t have anything to do with the merchandise after it was bid for and sold. She didn’t have anything to do with the timeshares, or the rental markets. This was the end of the process for her - the auction night. She wouldn’t come across any of the addicts again, unless that is, she wanted to. She was more interested in seeking out and drawing new addicts in. That was her ‘kink’. Seeking out new ones, taking them, destroying them and then selling them. For her this was the ultimate kink, the ultimate in degradation for the addict and the ultimate in absolute psychological torture for the victim. Even Kalinda saw them as victims because it turned her on to see them as hapless victims unable to do anything about what she did to them.
 
“The lesser exhibits are flying out. Also the timeshares are going well. You must be so pleased with yourself Kalinda?”
That was daddy’s girl catching up with Kalinda later on in the proceedings.
“I’ve been pretty confident that it would go well. These people here have money - a lot of money. And they have requirements - they have special requirement that they know we can provide. Yes I’m pleased. If anything it proves that my initial concept was workable and was valid.”
The two stood for a little while and didn’t say anything. they just looked around as the buzz continued. There were less people here now. A lot of the cages were now empty, the barred doors hanging open and their occupants were with their new owners. Those cages would be populated again soon enough. There would then be another event and more meat to sell.
But for now there was a bigger buzz towards the two cages at the front of the venue. In her cage Mabel was trembling and mumbling to herself as the electronics worked relentlessly on her most sensitive and private sexual flesh. To look at her it would be difficult to say what she must have been thinking, or if she was thinking at all. There was this sense that this was a woman who had not only lost everything in the world, but had also lost herself. And that was true of course. She had lost herself.
But the initial interest was in the young girl Tilly, the first to be sold off.
“Let me introduce you to ‘Tilly’. She was a runaway who came to my attention a few months ago. I personally spent this time grooming her, preparing her for my world. And I specifically spent the time training her to talk to others, addicts, to suck them into my world for me. And she has served me well. She was the one who took Mabel here to me, tricked her, lied to her and betrayed her to me. So there is no surprise that she has now to be sold on. I could never be sure that she wouldn’t ever betray me, so she has to go. She is a sexual freak, highly sexed and needy on a constant basis. She goes to sleep like that at night and she wakes up like it in the morning.”
Kalinda was talking like she was proud of what she had done to this young girl, and she was. But she was also being truthful. She was giving this crowd her back story and she was covering everything.
“Obviously with this in mind Tilly needs to go to a special home. She needs to be held in custody. Her new owners will never allow her out alone, or she may snap out of her sexual oblivion to betray all. So Tilly will be simply a home pet. She will be kept in a cellar, and taken out from time to time for her owner’s amusement and, or use. Her sexual condition or her addiction is such that she can never be amongst others unsupervised.
“For the sadists among you, I mean the REAL sadists, Tilly snaps in and out of her status and this is not controllable. So there are times, when she is out of sexual needing, that she will be ‘normal’ again. And at those times she will display that she is suffering, that she needs to go home, to get away. This is when she will be at the rock bottom of her suffering - a joy for genuine sadists. This is when she will be at her lowest and most in despair. This is a treat to see, for the sadists. So if you bare that in mind, that Tilly needs a very special home, then we can begin the bidding.”
Kalinda was speaking through a wireless microphone as she stood with daddy’s girl. This older woman from time to time watched Kalinda speaking - watched her pushing the big mesh end of the mic to her full, red lips. She tilted her head and she just watched. That ‘crush’ she had on Kalinda was obvious and Kalinda herself was not unaware of the eyes of this woman on her and inside she smiled to herself. She needed to have some fun with this woman and she would. She was confident that once this event was over and done with, that she would spend some quality time with this woman.
An auctioneer took over from Kalinda from another mic somewhere else in the building. It was another woman with a silky voice that seemed to have the crowd hooked from her first words.
“Do I hear 50k, yes and 55, 60, 65, 70…….”
The bidding going up in five thousand increments. Kalinda ran her fleshy wet tongue across her lips and daddy’s girl saw that as well, swallowing dryly as she did.
“So, I don’t even know your name. I know who you are but not your name.”
Kalinda was nothing if not honest.
“I’m so sorry, I’m Barbara, daddy’s eldest. I’ve got three other sisters. My mother may she RIP never had any boys. She couldn’t carry them. She lost three.”
“I’m sorry to hear that. But very pleased to meet you Barbara. Let’s go find a drink whilst Tilly here finds a new home. We can come back for the main event.”
As they walked away, the bidding for Tilly had reach 200k. Kalinda could feel her own wetness as this process was underway. This was what she lived for every day. Seeing a young girl destroyed and then sold. What greater kink could there be? Indeed a good question.
The thing about sadists, and kinksters in general was that they were always looking for that next big buzz. They were always looking for something bigger and better and that would provide that extra orgasmic hit. For this night it would be Mabel, the investigative reporter taken out in plain sight. But she would be working on that list of high profile people she could take out, the security forces, the police and the government very much in her line of sight. And maybe even the eldest daughter of the main man himself. She squeezed her thighs at the thought of that.
 
That would take some arranging and some ‘front’. The biggest buzz of all, taking out the main man’s offspring in a way that he would not know. A man who knows the ins and outs of Kalinda’s world and her business, but would have no idea that she had done this? Wow!
Tilly went for 495k. And that had got a huge round of applause. Kalinda liked the money but she liked the look of utter bemusement and fear on Tilly’s face better. The reality hitting her as her sexual status deserting her for those minutes in the closing stages of her own sale. The young girl had turned to Kalinda as though she was waiting, or looking to be saved. That it could have been the last second and Kalinda rose a finger to stop the game.
Except it wasn’t a game. Kalinda looked back at her and smiled as she was harnessed up, a cuff chain between her ankles and her wrists cuffed behind her as she was taken out of the cage. There was this wretchedness about Tilly now that she wasn’t enticing in victims for Kalinda. This was the girl in her most raw state. Bemused and bewildered in that she couldn’t believe that her journey ended here. But it didn’t end here it began here!
“Do you know who’s bought her?”
Barbra spoke to Kalinda and she spoke matter of factly.
“A man and wife couple I believe.”
Kalinda spoke equally as matter of factly.
“Really? You mean couples like that exist, who would just ‘buy’ a young girl? Whatever would they do with her?”
Barbara, the daughter of a gangster was having difficulty grasping the reality of what Kelinda did even though she’d been in this place for a number of hours - even though she’d spoken to Kalinda at length. But that happened a lot. People swinging in and out of belief and disbelief. And then not being able to comprehend it when they were in belief mode.
“Of course couples like this exist Barbara. Men get a shitty deal over kink and perversion like it’s only them who do it. In my experience women, who get triggered by kink, and sadism, are far worse than the men. They know what buttons to press in other women and girls. They really know how to get under the skin of another woman. With men, they can be cruel as long as the desire remains. But once they’ve shot their loads, once they cum, it’s dialled right down until they recharge. Women aren’t like that. Once they are in the zone, once they are in the groove, it becomes like a lifestyle for them.”
Kalinda spoke from the viewpoint of being vastly experienced. She knew how her own kinks and desires were triggered and how a man could never match her for cruelty or intensity.
“Whatever would they do with her? I’d say the woman, a wealthy woman in her fifties actually, will ‘play’ with Tilly. The games that she plays with her won’t be for public consumption and that usually means they are barbaric and inhuman games that she will play with her.
“She will use Tilly’s high sexual drive to control her and do her bidding. I suspect that this woman will be the leader of the two. And she will watch as her male partner simply uses Tilly for his own perverted lusts. His desires and lusts may be short lived, from orgasm to orgasm, but the cruelty he will inflict will be top drawer. During this couple’s interview and selection for this event, they even mentioned that they may ‘breed’ from Tilly stating that she was young enough to get ten years or more breeding from her. And they would use that, to generate a money stream, selling her offspring.”
Melinda kept her matter of fact tone, but Barbara slapped her hand to her mouth when Kalinda went into so much barbaric detail.
“But, but can they do that? That isn’t legal surely?”
Barbara sounded mortified by what she was being told. Kalinda smiled and laughed softly.
“None of this is legal Barbara. Have you forgotten who we are? Who you are? Who your dad is, who I am?”
It was really like this woman was having her mind blown by what she was being told.
“Just imagine being that girl Barbara. Look at her. Look at her face. It’s like she knows already what’s in store for her. It looks like it’s part of this couple’s modus operandi to tell her so that the nightmares start early and so that those same nightmares become a part of her daily life.”
Kalinda whispered into Barbara’s ear. She was teasing her and she was pressing up against her at the same time, letting her breasts crush into Barbara’s arm. And then she looked at the older woman, and smiled as she was letting that filter through her already blown mind.
“I can’t. I can’t think like that. I just can’t.”
And she sounded genuine - like she couldn’t think of anything worse, but at the same time was just ‘curios’ for more information of this kind. And it was this curiosity, probably originating down between her legs, that Kalinda was experienced at spotting and finding. And it was this kind of sexual curiosity that Kalinda was able to nurture and grow.
“Nonsense Barbara. You can see yourself now, in that exact position, helpless, as ‘I’ watch men use you, then as I cage you, and then as you are sold to the highest bidder. I know you think like that, that you fantasise like that. And it’s ok for you to do that. There’s nothing wrong with it as long as it remains in your head - as long as you don’t seek to make it reality. Unless that is of course you just want to ‘play’ with someone who knows you, and who you trust. It’s ok to ‘play’ Barbara and if you want to play any time in the future, just let me know, and I’ll make sure you’re safe.”
And this was what Kalinda did, she fed possibilities and impossibilities into the minds of the weak and vulnerable. And she helped formulate these fantasies before she made good on them. She’d lit the blue touch paper with Barbara now, and she could just sit back and casually watch as it burned down.
“Look, Mabel is up next.”
 









Chapter 13

 
Mabel, The Highest Price Of All
 
Barbara had let Kalinda’s words sink into her mind, all of them and just for a few seconds she was transported into the world that Kalinda had created for her. But then she shuddered and pulled herself out of it. Kalinda smiled.
“You OK? It’s ok, just mull it over for a few days. We can talk again at any time. And don’t worry Barbara, I’ll look after you - our secret I promise.”
This was what Kalinda did. She grew trust and confidence as well as making herself resident in other women’s mind where she lived rent free. Both women turned to look at Mabel who was now highlighted. A huge crowd had gathered round her cage but Kalinda and Barbara had been able to sidle their way through to the front.
Being so close to the latex skinned apparition that was Mabel was an almost surreal experience. She’d been through days and days of tease and denial torture. But that almost makes it sound ‘playful’. Tease and denial torture! It wasn’t playful though, and it wasn’t the end of the nightmare for Mabel. And the worse thing for her was that she knew this wasn’t the end.
What she had needed to do over these days was just try to cope with the edging, and the pain. But that was just it. This sort of constant repeated edging and denial, and that constant pain through her spine, her hips and down through the legs to her tippy toes, was not something anyone coped with. It was something that they had to exist with. Just something that they had to continue to live with side by side.
And that was when the wishes came into Mabel’s mind. The wishes that she was dead and that this would all end. Kalinda was more than sure that if she asked this girl now, would she rather be dead, that Mabel would take that option, just so this could stop - this being the pain, the denial and everything else that came with it.
“Look at her Barbara, she’s in a world of her own. She’s in a living nightmare and she can’t do anything about it. She knows, but she can’t do anything about it.”
Kalinda did that, she picked a victim and then sold the vision to them. She did it in a way that was connected to their sexuality. She was playing with Barbara because she had decided that she would play with her and she kept it as a possibility that it would not remain merely a game. But this was early days. For now it was about Mabel.
Mabel trembled in the cage and she dripped sweat and that haunted look on her face had been taken to a different level. If only she could be let to sink into unconsciousness and then death she would be grateful for that. But there was no such ending for Mabel and she knew it.
“Ladies and gentlemen - the last lot of the night. Mabel the Investigative Reporter. The ‘ex’ Investigative reporter who’d been sent to break up what we have here. She would have come and cracked open our security and led the authorities to us. And then we would have been exposed, vilified for being perverts. Our names would have been plastered all over the news, and we wouldn’t have been able to live our best lives anymore.”
Kalinda had taken the mic and was speaking to the crowd. She was taking the angle of painting Mabel as the one who would have ended it all for these people, her included. She was painting Mabel as the baddie, out only to expose and see all of the deviants and perverts held to account for their actions. She was painting a picture of doom gloom and despondency but she was also whipping up a frenzy in the auction room.
She was making it like Mabel was to be sold so that she could spend the rest of her days atoning for her sins. She was leading the people’s thoughts along these lines. Leading them, or those of them that might have had some sympathy for Mabel, not to have that sympathy any more. She was making Mabel a target. She was making her be desired by the worst of the worst in the room. And very slowly these were making their way to the front of the crowd, next to the cage.
“Bidding begins at 1.2 million for this lot. Do I hear 1.2 million to kick things off?”
Within that first invite to bid, the price had risen to 1.8 million. Then 2 million. 2.5 million, 2.75 million. 3 million.
“Ladies and gentlemen this is one for the purists. This is one for the raw sadists to purchase. One that has a sense of needing to see this girl suffer in the most heinous of ways on a long term basis. One that suffers every day of her life going forward. A sense of this being a never ending ride of terror and suffering for her.”
Yes Kalinda’s words were for the crowd, but they were also for Mabel. She had locked eyes with Mabel as she spoke into that wireless mic. And she had looked into those pretty eyes - at the desolation in Mabel as she fought to try to orgasm again, to no avail. This was the worst thing for Mabel, having all of this desire and pain, but also all of these words filtered into her psyche making her know that this was not her end game. That this was far from her end game.
“Do I hear 3.5 million yes, thank you Madam. Do I hear 4 million, yes thank you sir. And Madam are you finished or do I hear 4.5 million. Thank you again Madam. And sir, 5 million? Thank you sir. Madam what do I hear?”
It was down to two people a man and a woman. Kalinda secretly wanted the woman to win. She liked the thought of a woman who had a mindset like her’s. She liked the thought of a woman involved anyway. But a sole woman buying Mabel on the frenzy that she had whipped up was making her wet through.
“Let’s cut to the chase. 10 million.”
The woman, sounded educated and posh. a mature woman, stacked and tall and who looked beyond stunning in her evening wear. She’d doubled the price effectively taking the man out of the picture. He stood back and shook his head. He might have gone to six or seven million but this woman had decided that Mabel was hers. She might have decided before Kalinda had whipped up her frenzy for Mabel, or not. Whatever, it seemed that she was not leaving without the latex skinned ex investigative reporter. And to Kalinda this woman was familiar for some reason. There was something about her that ran that familiarity bell.
“And, sold to the Lady for 10 million.”
There was this huge round of applause for the woman which she took all in her stride. Although she was a striking woman, although she was tall, attractive and busty, she didn’t look like a ‘pervert’. But the real perverts rarely do. She didn’t look particularly cruel, and then again the real cruel ones rarely do. But she did look completely at ease with herself. She looked completely natural in this habitat in that it didn’t faze her. This woman, probably in her mid-thirties didn’t look like anything phased her at all. Kalinda looked at her, she wanted to catch her eye, which she did.
“Can we grab a word after you’ve done the necessities?”
Kalinda spoke softly. She had respect for this woman, that much was clear.
“Of course my dear. We can talk now, my people are doing the transfer. I don’t deal with the admin side of things. Do you have somewhere we can go?
The woman was smiling, a genuine lipstick smile. She seemed almost too kind to have done what she’d just done. It was like a woman like her couldn’t possibly just go an buy another human being. But that was exactly what she had done.
“Sure, my office suite is this way.”
 
“Congratulations on your purchase. You must be very pleased, I’m Kalinda by the way - these auctions are mine.”
And Kalinda extended a hand which the woman took. The elegant, almost haughty woman almost shrugged off the notion that she might have been ‘very pleased’ with her purchase.
“And I’m Debra. Pleasure to meet you. I own a stud farm and breed race horses.”
She smiled and it was falling into place for Kalinda now. She’d heard of Debra DuJaine. She was big in the world of horses, racing and breeding.
“Oh yes, you’re a legend Miss Dujaine.”
“Oh hardly a ‘legend’ but thank you. And Debra will do just fine.”
Debra was quick to cut off Kalinda’s worship of her. She knew an ass sucker when she met one.
“Debra, yes of course. I just wanted a word in private. This auction, particularly your purchase will echo round the fetish world, quickly. It seems like I’m patronising you, but I need to tell you, if you need back up, or advice on how to proceed from this point then we are here to support you, advise you, and provide any kind of backup you may need.”
Kalinda was right of course, she did sound patronising. But it was ok, Debra was quick to correct her.
“No, thank you. It’s all in hand. I have a facility at the stud, but away from the stud. It will be kept there. And it is for my own pleasure. I won’t go into minute detail about what I intend to do with it, but you should rest assured that it will suffer terribly on a daily basis. It will suffer and it will be, let’s say ‘changed’ over time.”
Debra stopped speaking to take a sip of the chilled white wine she had asked for. Kalinda liked this woman - she liked her style and she liked the way she casually spoke of ‘it’ as opposed to Mabel.
“I like the ‘it’ when you refer to Mabel. That’s appropriate.”
Kalinda sipped her wine.
“‘Mabel’ means nothing to me. I like it that she was a woman who’s intention was to take others down, and that is the basis on which she will suffer for the rest of her days. But she isn’t a human being, not to me. She’s a creature, an ‘it’. She’s a ‘freak’ because of what she intended - that is the reason she will suffer. I hope I make myself clear when I say this?
“I have facilities that are equipped to make her life a rolling living nightmare. And this I intend to do, not particularly because she had bad intentions, but because it’s how I get off. It’s what I do. I suppose that this is one of those situations for her, for it, where she was in the wrong place at the wrong time. You rumbled her and sucked her in, and I purchased her for the furtherance of her nightmare.”
Kalinda loved the way this woman spoke. Debra DuJaine really was a legend in her field and there was no hint out there as to what flicked her switches sexually until now. It gave Kalinda warm fuzzy thoughts about the kind of people that were out there and what they got up to in their personal lives.
That this woman had facilities at the very stud farm that was world famous in the horse world was fascinating to Kalinda. She was very tempted to ask the kind of horrors that Mabel, or ‘it’ would be inflicted with but she resisted that temptation. This wasn’t a world where too many searching questions were asked. It was just something that wasn’t done and if it was then it would have seemed crass.
“It’s been a pleasure to meet you Kalinda, and to know that our world is in such good hands. This has been my first purchase but don’t rule out my return for more. But now, I have to take leave. I need to get back, and to begin various balls rolling.”
Debra was smiling. Kalinda was an imposing woman herself but there was something about Debra that was simply chilling. Even Kalinda could feel it. She was certainly a woman who was now on Kalinda’s radar.
“I understand completely Debra. But just be aware that, we are here for you any time of the day or night. I’m just a call away, ok?”
And it was like there was this connection between them. Like an understanding. Two women at the top of their game in the same room at the same time and all that energy that went with that.
“Yes, I will remember that. And possibly I could make a separate donation to your ‘cause’ separate to the purchase of course. Can I send through an additional five million, just to add to your funds, no string attached. I like what you’re doing here, and I’d like to think it will grow and prosper going forward.”
That took Kalinda back a bit. She wasn’t expecting that.
“Uhm, yes of course and thank you so much!”
Debra smiled. It was like she enjoyed queening it over people in general. Five million was nothing to her but in the normal world it was a lot of money. By this time Kalinda was walking with Debra to her vehicle that was waiting. She’d been a special guest with no need for the blindfold. Her blacked out limo was waiting and waiting as well was a vehicle that looked like a horse box. That was what Mabel was being transported in. Kalinda smiled to herself as the two women kissed cheeks.
Inside that horse box, Mabel was still trembling, still trying to deal with ‘almost orgasms’. And the pain. That pain that still somehow morphed in with the pleasure. She was also coming to terms with the fact that she was in the process not so much of being objectified but, animalised. Inside this horse box she had been harnessed and secured for transport. There was this cloud that was her mind now - it made everything cloudy. It made everything fuzzy but it also made everything crystal clear - if that even makes sense.
At least she was out of the cage now and she could step her weight from one set of tippy toes to the other as the horse box was pulled slowly out into the pitch black of the country lanes. If Mabel was asked how she felt at this precise point, she wouldn’t be able to answer. There would be no words, just bemusement and bewilderment - and that sexual feed. Of course, there would be the ‘fear’ like a shard of fear slicing right through her like a white hot blade. And she had every reason to have that shard of fear.
 
Kalinda sat on her own now. The auction was wrapped up, everyone had gone and she was deep in thought. She sipped the wine and casually stroked her cunt as she thought of what she’d achieved today. But was she stroking because of that, or because of Debra, or even because of Barbara? It could have been any of them, or all. Maybe she’d have to have a talk with herself about that. She licked her fingers before picking up her cell phone and scrolling down her contacts. She came to one and pressed dial.
“Hello, it’s me. I thought I’d let you know, you’re debts been paid. You’re in the clear.”
Kalinda had this way of speaking over the phone that was simply business-like. It was straight, curt even, but there was no mistake that she kicked ass if she had to.
“The event was very successful. More so than I could have hoped for. All stock was sold.”
She stopped again as whoever she was taking to spoke back.
“You need to chill out. You did what you had to do, and now over a hundred thousand in debt has been wiped out, so you should be really pleased. And you should relax.”
She stopped again and there was more from the other side.
“Don’t push your luck Claudette. I already had to pitch you to the Family. They didn’t like it, but I pushed it and they accepted it. You’re my bitch now and don’t forget it. Mabel, or the creature that used to be Mabel is gone, and you gave her to us. And now all you have to do, is make sure that there are no in-depth searches for her, or any big headlines. The family won’t like that, and neither will I. Just smooth it all over, be a good girl Claudette, and I’ll consider what, if anything, in the long term, I can do with you. Sleep tight Claudette.”
And she hung up the call with a smile across her deep red lips. On the other end, in a smoke filled newspaper room where everyone had long since gone home for the night, except Claudette. She heard the click to end the call and she pulled the phone away from her ear and looked at it as though she couldn’t believe it. But Claudette looked different. What she’d done in giving these people Mabel was weighing down hard on her conscience. She looked haunted and she’d looked exhausted with life. She’d had to do what she did or the loans would have been called in and she’d go bankrupt. That would have been the end of her career for sure and she couldn’t let that happen.
There had to be a guilt associated with what she’d done. There had to be a thickness to that guilt that weighed her down. At least now she didn’t have that debt. That had been paid off. But where she thought that would be the end of it, it wasn’t. She’d thought that giving Mabel to them like this, agreeing to the ‘undercover’ and then telling Kalinda about it, just setting it all up should have been the end of it but it wasn’t. That call, just now, Kalinda intimated that Claudette’s future was far from certain and far from mapped out, and this wasn’t what she needed to hear. Claudette needed to put this behind her. What she’d done, she needed that to fade grey in her mind. But it wasn’t going to be allowed to do that.
 









Chapter 14

 
Round And Round - One Month Later
 
Round and round and round. That’s all it was, round and round and round. Mabel wasn’t in latex now, and that was torture number one. She’d been peeled out of the one fabric that gave her some kind of twisted comfort. With all that she’d gone through, the latex kind of had been there for her. But now it was gone and at first she’d wept. She had wept bitterly and for the life of her, she’d never be able to say why she wept. It was just that the latex was gone. That was it.
“If I find you getting comfortable with anything, it will be taken away from you.”
On that occasion Debra DuJaine spoke to Mabel without any sympathy, or any apparent empathy. Although it was hard to believe that this woman did anything without fully understanding the implications and the results. She was a woman of preciseness - a woman of minute attention to detail. And when she spoke it was like she had thought about her words in forensic detail.
Mabel’s huge perma-hard nipples had been pierced and ringed with thick, heavy steel rings that had been welded in so that removal was not an option. This left the nipples permanently distorted and erect. The sight of these piercings was something that was altogether shocking but also striking. Although there shouldn’t have been anything sexually appealing about this sight, there was. It was the hugeness of those nipples and the contrast of that steel through the flesh, welded into place that was so shocking. And then of course the permanent noises, animal like noises that came from Mabel as a result of these piercings. Those noises mingling and blending with the little bells that had been hung from those nipple rings. That ringing, constant, like her movements, could not be stopped or blocked out.
And these piercings, those bells, had an effect on the sight of her breasts as a whole. Mabel’s breasts had always been big, but they appeared now pendulous. They were harnessed but in a way that exploited them and made them vulnerable. Those breasts swung side to side as she moved one of her severely arched feet in front of the other. The aureole of the breasts were like underlinings of those grotesque nipples. They were dark speckled rings of flesh around the nipples. This was Mabel’s private flesh, except it wasn’t her’s anymore.
If there was any thoughts that this couldn’t be happening to her, then they were long gone. If there were any outrages that this couldn’t be happening to a fit healthy girl in the twenty first century, in a leading country of the world, then this was also put to bed. Mabel was in a physical place that was within touching distance of the normal world. If she had been able to scream, she could have got the attention of people who would come to get her. But she couldn’t scream, or speak. Her voice box had been removed, rendering her mute. The procedure had been carried out soon after she’d arrived at the facility next to the stud.
The thing about that, about such a procedure was that it didn’t just leave her mute. It left her psychologically damaged as well. It wasn’t done with her well being taken into consideration. Nothing that Debra DuJaine did, or had done was done for the good of Mabel. Everything that was done to her was done to torture her, or add another level of nightmare to her existence. It wasn’t her ‘life’ it was an existence. Everything done to her was done so that she suffered. So that she suffered either psychologically or physically, or both. If something could be made painful then it would be. If anything could be done to her, with her awake and aware of what was happening then it was, just so that the suffering could be a constant.
“If I even suspect you are getting accustomed to what I do to you, then you will be punished for it. That’s punished beyond the torture. That’s additional to the increased torture that you’ll get for getting used to it.”
This woman spoke with soft tones and words and she spoke of Mabel being in a no win situation, not now, not ever. There was this edge to her voice but there was this nurturing softness to it as well. It made one ask oneself questions about this woman and how she was able to do what she did to a young woman like Mabel. There was something deeply twisted about her, that had to be a given. Unless she was born like this? She was a mature, successful woman, a billionaire in anyone’s language. She was a woman of vast means and resources, and endless abilities and yet she did this to other women. Or more to the point she was doing it to Mabel.
Every so often Mabel put one of her reformed feet in front of the other and she let out a scream. It wasn’t really a scream, just almost like a silent scream in that her mouth made the shape of a scream but no sound came out. There was like this wheezing distressed noise that took the place of the scream and that was distressing to see and hear.
Her feet had been broken and then reset. They were healed now, but she had to learn to walk again. Those feet broken and set into a severe arch so that she was on the tips of her toes without any support. Her ankles and knees had been ‘altered’ as well so that the old Mabel stance, the breathtakingly gorgeous look of her, had been taken away. Now she was like a road traffic accident victim learning to make the most of her injuries. Except not, because on the other end it was Debra DuJaine who was there waiting and supervising the bit where Mabel was learning to walk but without the tender loving care of a specialist health worker. She was learning as a torture.
She might not have wanted to walk again and the pain would have been persuading her that she didn’t want to do this. But she had to do it. Debra was there to make her walk again. But the walk that was produced was more animal like. Her hips were affected, the entirety of her legs and this produced a horse like movement. Eventually the pain would subside but never go away altogether. There would always be pain involved, and distress with what had been done to her. It was all designed like that. It was all supposed to be like that. Everything about Mabel’s life from the point of the auction sale, going forward, was supposed to further her suffering, and it did.
And the thing was, she couldn’t scream, or shout for help. That had to be the biggest psychological torture of them all. Knowing that she was so close to normal people in a normal environment like the stud farm, but not being able to call, or scream for help. It was a terrible existence that she had. And one that she was aware of.
 
And now she was just going round and round and round. Painfully and trudgingly she was putting one of her feet, or ‘hooves’ in front of the other and she was tethered to a central pole in a big circular space, and she was walking round and round in endless circles. The tether, to a broad thick collar which held her head up high and proud, was a stiff pole which meant that she couldn’t make the circles she was walking in any smaller. It was the outside circumference that she was forced to walk time after time. And that central pole, motorised so that she couldn’t stop, or rest. It was incessant, and it was constant.
A wider view point of this contraption that she was attached to, and the space was like it was designed for the exercise of a horse, or foal. But this was her training space inside a huge barn like conversion that kept away prying eyes. Each and every step was filled with a pain that was indescribable. A pain that filled her feet, her knees, her legs, and her spine, along with her hips. It was a terrible pain that was not conducive to her well-being.
And Debra DuJaine watched. All the time she watched. She watched intently as though she wanted and needed to lap up every nuance of the pain that she had and was causing. It was like that at any cost she could not miss any of it. She watched for hours, and days as Mabel, the creature that used to be Mabel, was forced to stumble and walk round that circumference. And it was only after days that she instructed Mabel further.
“Now, lift your knees higher for each step. Step high, step through the pain. I know it’s there, but step through it to MY standards. Always strive to attain MY standards or be punished.”
This was one of those points that it was still utterly painful for Mabel to take those steps, but she had got used to it, to an extent. And now she was being furthered again, introducing new levels of pain. And Mabel did it. What choice did she have? What was the alternative if she didn’t do as she was told? It didn’t bare thinking about.
Her hands, or her wrists were cuffed via short chains to the heavy leather harness belt she wore around her waist. This made her hands useless and it made her walking harder. And now the sexual stimulation had been re-introduced to her clitoris and her pierced, ringed nipples. this was different though, in that periodically, or randomly she was blitzed with orgasm and this in the first instance had been some kind of fucked up relief for her. That was until Debra intervened again.
“You keep your step UP high, even through orgasm. You don’t stop to ‘enjoy’ the orgasm, you keep working, keeping stepping high. You practice this, and you perfect it. Your learning time on this is very short. Once it passes then there will be nothing acceptable except perfection. I want perfection no matter what you are feeling, no matter what you are going through. I want to see you work through the pain and the orgasms. I want this because you are my property, and this is what I want.”
It didn’t matter how much Mabel didn’t want to hear this woman’s voice, and she didn’t want to hear it. She wished it would go away but it didn’t. Every time she heard that voice since the auction night, it meant just more pain and horror for her.
Her clitoris had been circumcised. That is, the hood flesh that had kept those nerve endings hidden in her normal life had been removed in a simple scalpel procedure. This meant that her wet dripping nerve endings were constantly exposed and vulnerable. And in this case they were vulnerable to the suction pad that had been applied to them so that the current could be fed directly to those wide open receptors. This ensured that Mabel was in nothing short of a constant orgasmic state alongside her intense pain. Oh, the orgasms - they came, and were simply injections of more intense pain than the status inflicted her with. It melted her mind, a mind that struggled to understand and comprehend what was happening to it, and to her.
At first she hadn’t been able to simply work through the orgasms. At first she stopped in her tracks and did this really pitiful thing, this pitiful expression and a little tilt of her head and face, until the orgasm passed. But after the final training orgasm when she stopped, she was inflicted with a severe electric shock, delivered through the wide open receptors of her clitoris. Debra didn’t even say anything, no warning and no after words - Mabel knew why she was being tortured on top of existing torture. That was how she learnt - the way she was able to make progress. It was the way she learnt what was expected of her. And this was just the start of her journey.
 
“That’s right Barbara, PUSH. PUSH out as much you can. Make like you’re taking a shit. PUSH.”
The eldest daughter of the crime boss who bankrolled Kalinda’s whole operation was prose on a bed. She was face down on a pillow and her ass was high. Her hands had slid around her hips to her buttocks and then she had spread them wide to expose her tight asshole to Kalinda. That had been after the whole seduction thing that Kalinda was capable of carrying out to perfection.
She’d waved the poppers under her nostrils after plying her with plenty of expensive red wine. And Barbara’s eyes had rolled immediately as the chemical hit the spot. This had been Kalinda’s intention, to make this woman like she was putty in her hands. Make her like she was all weak and wobbly. The thing was that she hadn’t needed to do much at all. Barbara had been made ‘ready’ when Kalinda had whispered those words into her head, and when she’d reassured her that she would help her, and that it would their secret.
When the night came that Kalinda could work her magic, all she had to do was apply the poppers and then turn Barbara into a raving sexual freak. And once she’d given her that first orgasm, this mature, formerly elegant woman was a different beast. Kalinda had smiled to herself. There was nothing that could ‘shock’ her as such but there were things that could ‘surprise’ her. And Barbara leaving her elegance and her decency behind, so quickly, so easily, was one of them. Once that first orgasm had seared its way through her, she had been like a babbling creature. A well-endowed, stacked babbling creature but a creature none the less.
“I want to see you PUSH that asshole of yours out. Show me your ring Barbara. The purchasers will want to see that ring of yours. They’ll want to see it pushed out, right out so the pink inside of your asshole can be seen.”
Kalinda’s somewhat obscene instruction was her seizing the moment. She’d spent weeks feeding Barbara with the fantasy of being used sexually by a string of perverted men, and then being given back to her to sell. Kalinda had used her skill, and knowledge to slip herself into Barbara’s mind and then she had simply worked that fantasy. Used it in connection with the orgasms and the general sexual pleasure she was feeding this older woman with. And then at each stage along the way, when the time was right, she was feeding more and more intense visions and pictures into her mind.
Barbara was a casual project for Kalinda, just a bit of fun that she could have between the more serious stuff. She hadn’t even decided when or if Barbara would be vanished yet. At this time it was just a bit of fun whilst immersing Barbara into her own little world.
“Good girl Babs. PUSH that hole out.”
Kalinda had slipped a finger into the anus of Barbara and then hooked it back. She wanted Barbara to feel that her ass was being violated and then she wanted her to assist in her own violation. And this was what she was doing now. She was assisting in her own violation, by pushing her ass, pushing making like she was trying to take a shit, but instead just pushing her ring out, and exposing the innards of that asshole to this woman. Kalinda smiled to herself because she knew that Barbara’s own greed for more sexual pleasure was the driving force behind what she was doing for her here.
Barbara was like a puppet on Kalinda’s finger. Kalinda simply lounged casually on the bed with the all but naked woman, and inserted her finger. And she simply and casually whispered her instructions to this woman as she did what she did. There were times when Kalinda’s smile was wide, as though she was amused by this woman’s behaviour when she was sexually high.
“I want black men to come Babs. And I want them to ream this ass of yours wide so that when I sell you, the purchasers will be able to see how well used you are. They like well-used, ‘mature’ pieces of meat like you, you see? They like to know you’ve already been used. The purchasers I have in line for you, will just love you. You like that thought baby, hmmm?”
Oh Kalinda was so good at this. She was good at what she did and it was like once the ball started rolling there was no stopping it. Kalinda had her own sadism to contend with and so sometimes she needed to reign it in, and sometimes she didn’t. And there were times when she couldn’t. And in her mind, she couldn’t decide what this was with Barbara yet. She was having fun. It was like free fun for her and she could just let the ball keep rolling and she would decide at some point in the future what she would do with this older woman.
If she did let her go all the way down the rabbit hole and let her disappear then it would be her biggest, most riskiest undertaking yet. She would be taking daddy’s girl right out from under his nose and it would provide the biggest buzz for her to do date. Since feeding Barbara all those fantasies and images to her mind, she had herself become excited by the idea. A daring, cruel project that would provide Kalinda with the kind of pleasure a sadist like her can only dream of. She was warming to the idea - she was enjoying basking in the thoughts of how Barbara could be used and then sold.
“Please let me have those black man, please let them use me, please let’s do this?”
And Kalinda smiled again as Barbara pushed her asshole out so hard that she was almost prolapsed. Kalinda smiled and she swiped her lips with her fleshy wet tongue. She liked this.
 









Chapter 15

 
End Game
 
Who was Kalinda to deny this woman what she desired? Or what she craved? She wanted not a single black man, but a lot of them to come use her ass. She’d bought into what Kalinda had fed into her mind and now she wanted to make this part ‘real’. So who was Kalinda to deny a woman old enough to know her own mind, what she craved?
But Kalinda knew that if this part went ahead - if those black men came an reamed her ass and ruined her anus with their thick black cocks, then it would be highly likely that she would have to go through with the whole endgame for Barbara. So she’d needed to ensure certain things were in place right away, like ‘now’ so that things could move forwards. She’d needed to dot the i’s and cross the t’s in advance. Then the final end game could either go ahead, or not. Kalinda couldn’t stop smiling at how much she loved her life.
“That’s right Babs, hold that big old ass open wide for them. Here they come now. Six well-endowed big black men - with thick, long cocks that have heads so big they’re gonna hurt you. Are you ready for that, slut?”
Kalinda had prepped Barbara with alcohol and poppers. And she spent some time eating this woman out, giving her the benefit of her experienced mouth, lips and tongue, pleasuring her, giving her as many orgasms as she wanted. Kalinda had learned that once turned on, Barbara was insatiable. Once those triggers had been pulled and those switches flicked, there wasn’t anything that Barbara wouldn’t do. For a woman it would be hard to believe, hadn’t had a cock up her ass in her life, to her craving to have not one, but six. She was literally craving it.
“Bring them in, please I want them all to shoot their loads inside me. All of them, and then again. I want them to hurt me.”
She sounded lustful and craving and Kalinda smiled as she wondered what daddy would think of her eldest girl now. The way her breathing had shallowed and the way she whispered as she spread her ass cheeks wide, it was as though those black men were already queuing up behind her and Kalinda smiled as she looked at this mature woman, in her hour of need.
She already knew that Barbara was fucked. Something inside Kalinda’s mind was telling her that this woman had to vanish off the face of the earth. She slid off the bed and opened the door where there were six of the biggest most hung black men waiting naked and she stood to the side to let them in.
“She needs to be used to the fullest of your abilities. Think you can to that for me boys? I need to take one look at her after you’ve finished and see that she’s been ‘used’ and violated to the extremes.”
Kalinda was giving these men, all shades of black, a free reign with just one proviso,
“Just her ass, and her mouth. Not her cunt.”
In that instruction she was making it difficult if not impossible that Barbara would orgasm. And she was ensuring that her desire would remain even after the reality of taking all those thick black cock’s hit her psychological senses. The reality was that Barbara’s journey was beginning now. There was no going back, not really. But Kalinda squeezed her thighs as the men filed in, ready to take their turns with her. Her ass would be fucked at least six times. But in reality it would be more like ten or eleven.
Kalinda watched as the first man fed his cock into Barbara’s mouth first, to get it wet then as he moved to her rear, and as he shoved it into her in one. There was a second’s grace before the woman squealed as though she was experiencing the worst pain of her life. That was because she WAS experiencing the worst pain of her life. Kalinda went round to see her face. Her eyes were bulging, and her thick lipped mouth dribbling.
“Here sweetheart take a hit of this. It’ll make you relax more so that you can enjoy what happens to you now.” 
Kalinda waved the poppers bottle under her nose and she inhaled deeply twice. The tell-tale roll of her eyes told of the fact that the poppers had hit the spot. But she was right, immediately Barbara relaxed, her anal muscles relaxed and the thick cock moved inside her easier. But at the same time her sexual desire and need was ramped up a notch and that came through in the suggestive ‘grunting’ sound that she made. And then the first black man simply reamed her ass as deeply as he could.
He used the bend in her colon as friction for his cock head and there would have been this sense in Barbara that he was literally making love to her ass. Not that he was making love to her, but to her ass. The way he gripped her hips and used her femininity for purchase so that he could pleasure himself with no regard to her pleasure. And then how as his strokes got more urgent the closer he got to orgasm. But then how he fucked her in a way to extend the time he was inside her. Making it last longer so that his orgasm was more and more intense. And then when that orgasm did spill over, there was the feeling, the sensation of her ass being filled with spent semen.
And at this point Kalinda was watching Barbara again, right up close and personal.
“You’re doing so well slut. The buyers are going to love you. Just love you!”
And Barbara’s eyes were vacant as she took the long firm strokes of the black man holding on to her hips - and then more urgent ones as he pummelled his cock deep to tip himself into that orgasm. And then the almost distraught look as the man plopped himself out of her. But then the look of perverse delight as he was replaced by the next, and the next, and then the next. And all to be repeated.
And in Kalinda’s mind, the decision of whether to, or not had been made. She left the men to it, and would return later, when they’d finished with her. And when she did come back there would be no mistake that Barbara was ready for the big one. She would be a ‘private auction’ and not the open one for invited perverts. Kalinda pushed her lips out with her tongue and she could feel the excitement, the sexual excitement building in her.
 
6 Weeks Later
 
Barbara was gone now. Sold and transported to a remote farm in Africa. Daddy, was fed with the notion that she’d lost the plot and done a runner. And he was happy with that. There was no fuss, no search and no headlines. Likewise, there were no headlines for Mabel. There had not even been any questions about Mabel which was odd. But not at the same time. Claudette had sealed her fate and then covered her tracks. And now she was with Debra DuJaine. Yes, about that…
 
Mabel was being fucked. Just fucked that’s all. Except she was hanging from some sort of harness that allowed for any height and any angle. And now there were no arms or legs. Her limbs had been removed and in their place were stumps that doubled as suspension points so that any angle could be achieved. Any height, and any angle available to anyone who could use her. It was just her body, and head left intact, and yet completely useless and dependant on her owner Debra DuJaine, for everything. And all she could do was be used - that is, her three holes, available for full sex. This was her purpose now, her only purpose.
And the person using her now was one of the lowest of the low perverts. A dirty old man in a long mackintosh, with his grubby trousers around his ankles as he swung Mabel round, and then back and for, fucking her three holes at will. When he wanted a dip into her wet, drooling mouth, he simply span her length ways and her mouth was there waiting for his dirty, hard cock at the right height level.
And this was all she was, an available three holes that were permanently ready to be penetrated, and if necessary, hurt. She had been shown her own level at the stud. There was the barbaric ‘thing’ that she’d had her limbs removed. She’d been a healthy young woman with her whole life and her whole career ahead of her. But now she’d had that simply taken away from her. Her hands, arms and her spectacular legs, gone. Debra had considered just removing her arms so that she could learn to walk without the balance that they provided. But then it struck her that, those legs had been assets that Mabel had been proud of - so they had to go so she could simply be completely reliant on her owner for everything.
And in Mabel’s case, all that was, was feeding and watering. And, oh yes, reliant for the constant state of sexual arousal that she was in. That was something for Mabel to be grateful for, and she was. That sexual intensity and need took her mind, to an extent, off what she was suffering in the rest of her existence. The psychological damage of her being sold, and the loss of her freedom yes. But the psychological damage also of having her voice box removed, and her arms and legs removed.
One had to think about that, if one could, whilst suspending disbelief, of what she was before and what she is now. The pure horror of what she’d been through. And what her existence consisted of now. There had to be the fact for her that she would have gratefully accepted the end of her life, once she took it all into consideration. But there was no such option for her.
Pure evil, and filthy perverts coming to see her, use her and torture her at all times of the day and night. Those with their own keys to let themselves into Mabel’s housing at the facility so they could use her at their hearts content. Using her like the greasy, oily fuck-toy that she had been made into. Each and every time someone arrived like this to use her, a little more of the old Mabel taken away. Indeed, even now, it was doubtful that she would be able to comprehend who she had been in her old life and what she was now. All she would get was flashbacks of that old life and nothing more. Flashbacks that were there and then gone again.
That man then, exploding up inside her ass - but it could have been any of her holes. And that semen then dripping from her as she hung like the amputated torso she was.  Her magnificent breasts remained though - and those huge engorged, pierced and ringed nipples with bells attached. And this made the brutal sexualisation of this young woman more stark. And those little bells, attached to the nipples rings, tinkling away, ringing in the changes.
She shouldn’t have been sexy when displayed and presented in this light, but anyone, bar none, would have found it difficult not to find her strangely alluring and ‘sexy’ for want of a better word. It was like someone, anyone, even from the normal world, would want to fuck her if they saw her. They’d know it was wrong, but there would be that need to feel themselves inside of her. And for other women, they’d see her, be shocked by her but then somehow come round to the notion that if Mabel was in this position then she must have deserved it. She must be here like this because it was meant to be. And those other women would somehow, ‘enjoy’ that such a traumatic existence was being inflicted on this Sex Doll.
Mabel’s thick lush hair remained, and her attractive, mixed race face remained intact and perfectly made up. In some angles and some light, she didn’t look like a real human being, she looked more like a doll, a Sex Doll. But then at times when the angle changed and the lighting was adjusted there was that frightened damaged young woman that had thought she was on to a scoop as an investigative reporter. That was when, deep inside her own mind she knew what was happening to her and why.
That was when she was at her most haunted looking. And when she was trying to convince herself that she didn’t deserve the sexual pleasure she was allowed to experience. Yes in her damaged mind she didn’t deserve her own sexual pleasure. And when it was taken away from her, because Debra could do that at any time, it was like she was suffering because that was what she deserved. This world that she was in now was a truly fucked up world that didn’t benefit her, except for being allowed to live and allowed to feel sexual pleasure. Indeed this was her only pleasure.
And through all these stages here was Debra DuJaine, watching and ‘feeling’ this poor girl’s distress and her self-loathing. And even through that self-hate, and that distress, a measure of thanks from her to Debra, for the fact that she was looking after her, and feeding her all of that sexual hunger. But that was a thanks that she had to think and try to get across via facial expressions only because she could not speak - she would never be able to speak again.
“I wonder - what would you say to me now, if you could speak, hmm?”
Debra tilted her head and looked for the abstract view of Mabel. She spoke with soft words but a detached tone.
“Please, please let me go. Finish me off.”
“Thank you Miss DuJaine, for the beautiful sexual pleasure. And for the orgasms. Thank you so much.”
“Please, please give me another cock to suck, please Miss DuJaine, my glorious owner, please give me cocks to suck and fuck so that I can forget everything else.”
These would have been lines that Mabel thought, maybe. And ones that she would have tried to get across with her facial expressions. But she needn’t have tried so hard because Debra knew. She knew what went through a mind that had been utterly destroyed by her. She knew what went through the mind of a woman who had been purchased and then systematically destroyed physically and mentally by her. She stroked Mabel’s cunt. She let a manicured nail trail round the suction pad sealing in her clitoral nerves - very gently, very succinctly and she smiled. She knew that even the slightest, lightest touch to Mabel’s sexual region would flick the switches needed to prep her for the next paying customer to come use her.
“I know. I know pet. You’re in a nightmare. You don’t ned to try to tell me because I know. And I WANT you to be in that nightmare until I decide it’s time for your end of days. But that won’t be any time soon, no matter what you have to go through. You’re eyes are asking me ‘why?’ I can see that. The why is because it’s what I want. The why is because I can. The why is because, you were a treacherous bitch who got given up by your own boss.”
And that last line would have sparked something deep in the memory banks of Mabel. Given up by her boss? What was her name? Claudette, yes, Claudette! But that couldn’t be right, surely? That couldn’t be the reason that she was here, like this? Claudette had been on her side. She’d supported her and given her a burner phone so that she could stay in touch. And in like one of those flashbacks, it all made sense to Mabel. But then it was gone again. And then another flashing thought - Claudette’s advising her to get an ‘exit strategy’ which would have proven futile given the way it had turned out.
Mabel hung, swinging from that harness and she was dripping with semen. One had to wonder as Debra stood looking at her, watching her, did she consider this to be a suitable end game for this young woman? As a sadist, did she think that she had made this woman suffer enough? One had to wonder what was in fact going through that twisted mind of this woman. Was she thinking about the next step - or was this the finale?
It had to be that Debra was a true sadist, not a pretender or a fake. Because even as she was looking at Mabel, or what was left of Mabel now she was trying to think how she could further her suffering. She was trawling that fucked up mind of her’s and trying to come up with ‘things’ that would make it even worse for her.
She’d considered breeding Mabel. She’d started out wondering what that would do to the psyche of this woman. To be in the situation she was in, to be in this fucked up world where she was owned and dependant on her, but at the same time know that she was being fucked by endless men from all races and all creeds and colours, so that she ended up with child and all that it entailed.
There had to be a reason that Debra had left Mabel’s reproduction systems intact, and this had to be it. So that she could torture her further in pregnancy and then childbirth. Debra smiled to herself as Mabel swung slowly and revolved on that harness she was on. She’d made a decision, she’s stop the contraception medication as of ‘now’. She needed to follow this through.
 
Kalinda’s Lair
 
“Claudette, you’ve got two months to wind up your affairs and get yourself to Dungeon Club. I’m taking you out. Your time in the normal world is over, and there are buyers out there for mature, stacked women like you. Two months, and you’re out of there. I’ll be sending over some people to stay with you for the two months - make sure you’re complying and not singing like a birdie to the authorities. In fact there should be a knock on your door, right about now.”
And there was. And as that knock on the door happened, Claudette’s colour drained from her. There was a click on the end of the phone as Kalinda hung up the call.

 

THE END
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