The Prisoner

Although frightened and apprehensive, Sarah-Jane was a proud woman and held her head up high as she walked, flanked by the two Arab woman officers, through the myriad's of corridors.  She had been arrested early that morning and had been given just five minutes to report downstairs to the army police that had woken her so rudely with a machine gun and a prod in her delicate ribs.  She had only had time to fling on her underwear, dress and shoes no time even for a wash and toilet, but now she was getting rather anxious about her growing need for a pee.

" Is there a toilet I could use, please?  " Sarah hoped that they would understand English, but as no one answered her plea, she assumed they didn't.

Eventually a door was pushed open and Sarah was manhandled inside and into a small sparse room:

two chairs, and a low bench like table was the only furnishings.  There was some low mumbling in a language that Sarah didn't know and then the more masculine-looking guard barked out in Oxford English

           " You strip now please "

           " I'll do no such thing " argued Sarah insolently

The guard produced a revolver a pointed it at Sarah's' head and said

           "You are not required to speak yet, just get your clothes off and be quick about it

Sarah-Jane lifted up the loose fitting dress ideal for the hot sticky climate of this Arabian backwater, she was sure she felt a hand across her buttocks as she did and quickly removed the garment so as to gain vision again.  She stood erect facing the two warders her breasts heaving in her angst and distress at her situation, arrogant and defiant.

“Now that!” the second officer snapped, toughing her bra lightly with her cane.  Sarah-Jane did as she was told she stood back upright her nipples standing straight and pointing at her tormentors.  She was determined that these 'lesbian bitches' would not humiliate her.  She folded her arms across her ample chest.

" I'll take those as well " the butch guard rejoined pointing her gun butt at Sarah's' shoes as she gather up the dress and brassiere over her free arm.  Sarah kicked off her shoes; the concrete floor was cold beneath her feet.  The guard picked the items and once more turned the gun at Sarah's' semi-naked torso " and you " she said " put your hands on your head and face the wall".  Sarah knew what effect the cold air would be having on her nipples, and had no intention of flaunting them to these 'terrorists'.

" Do it Now! .... And don't turn around until you are told" the sentinel snapped bringing down her staff​-cane with a loud thwack on the desk, it fired Sarah into action, she turned and faced the wall, put her hands on her head and waited.... And waited... and waited.

Sarah waited and waited, she felt like a naughty schoolgirl only more vulnerable, with only a thin layer of cotton to cover her modesty.  At 29 years old she had always been contented with her looks, her boobs were nice, her legs not bad and unlike most of the other women she knew she was quite pleased with her backside, not too big and not too small.  She stood for what seemed like an eternity not daring to turn round.  Was the bitch with the gun still there?  Would they just shoot her in the back of the head?  She waited and wondered, she waited and heard voices male voices... she tightened her thighs, partly in modesty and partly because she still needed to go to the loo.  She waited, her arms were tired, and she was sweating profusely from the intensity of the situation, although her feet were freezing on the cold solid floor.  She waited and considered her predicament.  Her mind began to wander back to the previous night, that waiter who was he?  Why was she arrested, after all she was flying out tomorrow?  Surely the company would miss her and report her disappearance to the British Consul?  Yes, he would be here soon, that'll sort these swine out and she'd be back home soon, with her clothes and none of this silly nonsense.  She stood and waited….more voices, noise of furniture being scraped along a floor.

Her thought train was brought to a grinding halt with a booming masculine voice ringing out.

  " Turn round and keep your hands on your head.  Turn round and show us your tits bitch!  "

Sarah froze, not daring to turn. 

        " Move!  " said the voice with such awesome authority that slowly Sarah turned.  The room was now full of male soldiers, a couple of officers and the butch 'lesbo' woman guard with her friend The small wooden desk was now immediately in front of her and one chair was in the middle of the room.  She felt stupid and dirty-, she dropped her arms to cover her exposed breasts.

" What's going on here I'm Sarah-Jane Symonds...."

         " I don't give a fuck Miss La-de-da get them hands up now "

 the swarthy man at the front interrupted her, Sarah could see from his insignia that he was a military officer.  She was far too modest to relish the thought of stranger ogling her boobs, which due to the cool air of the castle in which she was being held, now looked quite magnificent with the area around the nipples gorged with blood giving her the appearance of being sexually excited.  Suddenly the two women guards grabbed at Sarah's forearms and in one swift movement they handcuffed her wrists and hung the chain between the cuffs over a clasp above her head.  Funny, she hadn't noticed that hook in the ceiling before!

Sarah-Jane Symonds was now virtually on tiptoe, stretched upward arching her sumptuous body and displaying her splendid breasts with protruding nipples and dark areola to their best advantage to all the assembled throng.  She was crest-fallen, devastated, her middle class morality had been seriously affronted, b she was determined not to crack, she mustn't cry, even though she felt like it at that very moment.  She must somehow try and keep her dignity in the face of this embarrassing situation.  She raised her eyes to the assemblage " I demand an explanati....."

The cane smashed down onto the bench's surface.  Sarah could feel the wind rush up her legs it made her wince.                       "I warned you, speaking is not allowed!  You will be gagged if you persist"

Voices shouted from the back of the room from the rabble of younger ranks 

        "Yeah gag with her panties.... Yes lets see her fanny... Stick her knickers in her gob and then we can all see her cunt " 

The shouts grew loud the insults more lurid, the chorus assaulted Sarah's ears and echoed into her brain.  Her eyes began to fill.

Just at that instant the door opened saving Sarah from further chagrin, the noise ceased immediately everyone filed out.  In their place the Major strode purposefully into the chamber carrying a bottle of wine and a glass, which he put on the window ledge.  Sarah knew the Major, knew him by sight anyway and had always considered him an all right guy indeed in different circumstances she could quite fancy him, Now she was just ashamed.

"Well well my dear, what a spot you've got yourself into.  I'm afraid that woman gets a little carried away, le see if we can make you a little more comfortable"

He moved the bench, which was quite wide, and more like a large coffee table really, in front of Sarah's legs.

" Here step on this my pretty it will relieve the pressure on your wrists"

Sarah-Jane did as she was told, she was grateful to get her feet off the cold concrete and indeed her wrists were eased, with her elbows bent her hands now touched the top of her head.  The other effect of being raised some eighteen inches into the air of course was to lift her crotch to eye-level of the Major's chair.  He edged it closer and sat down.  She clamped her thighs tighter together, possibly in her abashment or in response to the Major's hot breathe on her private area but more likely in an attempt to hold in her bladder.  She was now getting desperate to pee but concentrated hard to hold it in.

"You cunt smells hot bitch" The Major said inches away from Sarah's lacy white briefs, tuffs of pubic hair curl through the leg holes and the Major began toying with them.  He wrapped his finger around their length and stimulated their roots.  Sarah was well endowed with pubic hair as the bulge in her knickers proved.  He kissed h crotch through the fabric

" I can taste the sex in you" his hand reached forward, his busy fingers probing under her panties to seek out h awakening sex-buds.

Now whether it was shock or fear of the impending invasion by unwanted fingers or just a relaxation c the muscles Sarah didn't know, but at that minute her bladder gave way and a spurt of urine filled her pants an began to trickle onto her exquisite thigh.

"Now I smell piss!  " The Major roared, quickly withdrawing his hand from her damp undergrowth, "You dirty little bitch... Only little girls wet their knickers "

"I need to go to the toilet" Sarah sobbed pitifully " 

Please, I need it now!" She crossed her legs and stood on one leg in an attempt to stifle the urge.

The Major's face changed, he smiled and returned to his quiet spoken voice

"Certainly my dear, one moment", and with that he rose, left the room and returned almost immediately with a metal bucket.  Sarah-Jane looked horrified as he pulled her legs apart and pushed the pail between her legs under her dripping crotch.  He cut the waistband of her knickers and they fell away, leaving totally naked, bound, vulnerable and desperate to empty her aching bladder.

"Go ahead my sweet" and the Major sat back to watch his captive perform the intimate evacuation.  He positioned his chair about one foot away from her exposed cunt and poured himself another glass of wine.  Sarah was distraught, he wants me to pee in this bucket inches away from his face, my god she yelled out "I can't I really couldn't, not like this" She bit her lip trying not sound too hysterical.

"OK " said the Major "I can wait " and he lit one his favourite cigars, the smoke billowed up to Sarah's nose, she coughed and trickled urine down her thigh.  She could feel the heat of the lit end of his cigar on her sensitive area.  She was sure she could smell burning hair, perhaps not.  She was mortified by her predicament.

"Please, I just couldn't its indecent, it's not right, not tied up like this, please I need to go."

"Well my sexy little slut it's the only way you'll get any relief, I've got all night, perhaps I should invite the other ranks in to watch, would that help my sweet sexy thing?  "

Sarah screamed at the gross indecency of it all, she knew she couldn't hold out much longer and would certainly not wish to perform so intimate an act in front of twenty shouting squaddies, she could only imagine the insults and comments she would have to endure.  No she was going to have to stoop down over this shiny metal bucket wrists manacled above her head, and piss in full view of the Major, whilst he sat back and smoked his cigar drank his wine and savoured the view.  She would just die of embarrassment, it would have been better to be shot to start with, and the indignity of it all was breaking her.

Sarah braced herself, closed her eyes in an attempt to blot out the embarrassment and stooped as low as her bonds would allow.  She was crouched knees bent a good eighteen inches above the top of the receptacle; she tried to pee but couldn't, nothing came, she just couldn't physically do it, the shame, the indignity was too much bear.

“Come on slag get your piss-flaps open" the Major snapped

Sarah finally relaxed and it happened, a gush of yellow liquid splashed into the metal bucket, the noise was loud.  She could feel the wetness splash back onto her legs.  She could hear the clatter as it cascaded into the bottom of the container.  She felt disgusted, unclean.  The stream seemed never ending.

"All finished Cunt!" The Major derided.  She nodded still flushed with the anguish and humiliation she just endured.  The Major wiped her love-slot on her own knickers and then slung them in the far corner of the room.  Sarah straightened her legs and resumed her upright position.  The Major poured himself another drink and sat back in his chair, his face inches away from her gaping hole, as now her legs were unable to close because the urine filled bucket was still in place between them.

"Now we talk one to one, face to face, or should that be face to cunt, hey you like my little joke?"

Sarah didn't answer, her arms felt heavy and her mind was elsewhere trying to forget the violation she just endured.

"We have a problem you see my beautiful sweet child" the Major raised his voice and began speaking in serious tone, Sarah came back down to planet Earth and listened.

"I really should hand you over to Section D and have you interrogated sent for trial and no doubt shot.  The pa we found in your hotel apartment were very incriminating"

"What fucking papers " Sarah interjected

"Calm yourself my dear, we can sort out this little misunderstanding I'm sure

"Where are my clothes, and why are you treating like this?  " Sarah was shouting now and becoming agititated "Your clothes my dear are required for forensic examination, all your property has been impounded, its al evidence you see, crimes against the State are considered very serious."

The Major continued "All you have left is what you stand up and that my I say, my petal is sweet indeed "What crimes for pity's sake, you're mad!  " Sarah screamed

"Don't get worked up” the Major replied using his soft and sultry tone 

" I repeat I do not wish to have you handed over and shot that would be a waste of such a beautiful creature as yourself I have, how you English say, a soft spot for you my pretty little sex on legs, I'm sure we could come to some arrangement.”

"Oh I see," said Sarah-Jane still seething with her questions being ignored 

"You mean you want to shag me? Then do it now and end this silly charade.  " 

Now such language was normally alien to a well-educated, mod woman like Sarah but the intensity of the situation, the stupidity, none of her questions being answered, What papers?  What crimes?  No one had told her anything.  Her arms were tired, and everything just got on top of her. The Major's face purpled up, he rose from his chair so quickly it fell backwards, he pulled out his staff cane and brought down hard across his prisoners buttocks, rapidly forming a bright red stripe on both fleshy cheeks.

Sarah cried out, her arse was on fire!

"You foul-mouthed bitch!" The Major boomed "You will not talk to me like that, I am an officer of the Peoples Republic, do I make myself clear Bitch!  "

"I'm sorry " she sobbed still smarting, from the attack on her rear

" I didn't mean any disrespect I thought it was you wanted"

"What I want?  What I want bitch is for you to be quiet " Sarah had clearly said the wrong thing again and the Major roared, his face darkened 

  "Madeleine! " He yelled and the butch female guard appeared at the door.

"Silence this gobby cow" The Major said, and the guard strode forward towards Sarah, she was struggling so much in her chains that she nearly kicked over the slop bucket.  The warder removed it.

"I did warn you about speaking out of turn" Madeleine said and she stood on the low bench beside Sarah producing a latex hood from her apron, which she struggled to put over the Sarah’s' head

This hood completely covered Sarah’s' head.  The eyeholes had circular zips on them but were closed.  The ears and nose were open.  The mouthpiece however was unusual, it contained inserts within it which protrude into the mouth and it incorporated 'gumshields' which imprisoned the teeth, this had the effect of keeping the mouth permanently open in an 'O' shape.  The tongue was free but restricted and with no movement of teeth and lips only unintelligible speech was possible.  Madeleine then undid Sarah's' hands from the ceiling hook and re attached them to a metal ring on the top of the hood.  With Sarah's' hands now secured to her head, the warder now turned her attention to her captives feet.  She fitted a telescopic bar just the ankles pushing Sarah’s' legs  to five feet apart and finally locking the bar off at three feet.

Sarah heard the door open and for a moment at least was grateful for the hood, no one could see her anger and she could not see who had entered.  This Major was psychotic she thought to herself violent mood swings over petty little things, oh my god she nearly smiled, or would have done had she been able, how could she even think poetry at a time like this.

She had virtually ignored all the other touches, the prodding and pushing, except when she felt her fanny was going to split when the guard had the bar at five feet, but the next feeling was nice.  A warm soft massage to he delicate love-hole.  It felt like soapy water, she was pleased to be cleansed of the smell of urine, but her delight turned to dismay however as Madeleine began scraping a razor over her magnificent bush.

"Na Na Na " protested Sarah its all she could manage through the gagged hood, she dare not struggle.  The razor was sharp.  'The bastards are shaving my pubes off 'thought Sarah and resolved to be far more careful in future- she would have to be if the Major was always going to react so violently to a few ill chosen words.

The warder was very adept with a razor and a few excruciatingly embarrassing minutes later, the last vestige of curly black hair was gone.  Sarah's' proud emblem of her womanhood was now as bald as the day she was born.

Suddenly light hit her eyes.  The Major had unzipped the eyeholes in the latex hood fully-, he could see her reddened eyes.

"Wonderful my sweet little slut" he said admiring his captive from the middle of the room.  "Now I do not have to look at your pitiful face anymore, just admire your superb tits, beautiful arse and splendid bald cunt, that all bitches like you are good for anyway." He tweaked a nipple and she cringed, she knew how splendid they would look in the cold air of the castle.

The Major smiled and began using his soft vocal tones again.  "Right where were we before you caused t little diversion?"

"Little diversion!" Sarah sobbed to herself silently "Little diversion?  You truss me up like chicken, stick a hood over my head, shave my fanny and call it a little diversion, my god you really a perverted.  "Her tongue ma movements but no sound came out.  She felt thoroughly degraded, exposed in all her intimate places.  She had reached the nadir of her humiliation. Or had she? ,

" You will have to nod to my questions now-, it's your own selfish fault" Sarah was crying her silent tears.

" We were speaking about an arrangement yes?" Sarah nodded" I presume you do not want to be handed over to Section D?" Sarah shook her head although at that precise moment she longed for release and thought death way out of her pain and humiliation.

"O. K then, my gorgeous little tart you must work for me as my personal assistant here in the castle.  I have always wanted a devoted and obedient servant, especially on as sexy as you."

Sarah shook her head violently from side to side, her boobs bouncing as she did so "Na Na Na"

She tried to say there was no way she was going to be the personal sex slave of some demented pervert, but could only manage "Na"

"Listen Cunt, you don't mind if I call you that do you, I can't hear you complaining" The Major always chose his word to further insult and degrade his victim.  He emptied the last of the wine into his glass and took a drink-, he put the glass down on the chair alongside the empty bottle.

" Listen Cunt ", he emphasized it," do you have a choice?  "He walked around behind Sarah.  She waited.

"What's the bastard doing now?" she thought, turning her head to try a catch a glimpse from the corner of her shaded eyes.  He was admiring her gorgeous arse twirling his staff cane through his fingers-, he reveled in her fine peaches.  He stroked the velvet skin.  She quivered.  The Majors' cane that he swiveled was short, about 2 foot in length- it tapered to a blunt point and was about two inches or so in diameter at the handle.  He tapped it gently on her soft skin, she mumbled and the without warning he twisted the cane base first up her open bum hole.  With her legs locked open he had easy access to her anal cavity.  He pushed the cane further in and then returned to the front to face her, leaving it hanging halfway out of her arse.

"Very pretty tail my dear' the Major sneered, he stood on the bench beside her and uncapped her wrists from the hood, reattaching them to the ceiling hook.  "We don't want you falling over do we?  "He said.  Sarah looked straight ahead, her arms were better for being moved; she could feel the cane in her sensitive canal and felt stupid.  The Major picked up the empty wine bottle and showed it to Sarah, she guessed what he had in mind b was powerless to prevent him inverting it a ramming it up her poor open twat, twisting it higher and leaving it dangling from her shaven honey-pot.

   "See what I mean my disgusting little slut” The Major fumed 

  "Why fight me?  You are weak and cannot stop intrusion into every orifice of your body" and with that he tipped the end of his slow-burning cigar into Sarah's mouth It wasn't hot but it tasted vile and made her choke.

The Major continued his tirade 

     "You have no use of you arms, you couldn't stop me ramming a stick up your pretty little arse could you?  Sarah was silent, her mouth was dry from the cigar ash and she was thinking about how she must look: tits on full display and uplifted now that arms were stretched upward again, a cane protruding from her bum and a wine bottle sticking out of her naked womanhood.  She hung her head and silently wept.

The Major continued his verbal assault.  "You have limited use of you legs, no doubt you can only walk very awkwardly.  You can't even control your own cunt," he said pulling the bottle from her body and licking its copious juices from its' sides 

      "Nice taste bitch!" 

      Sarah grunted.

     "See you can't even talk, you just grunt like a pig."

Sarah lifted her head and looked pitifully at her tormentor, she knew that all he had said was true.  She couldn't control her body, and the honey all over the wine bottle proved that much.  She was devastated, demoralized, but perhaps subconsciously exhilarated?  No!  She felt nothing. Certainly not sexy.  She nodded pleadingly at the Major, it seemed to work, the veins in his neck subsided, and he took another drink from his wineglass.

"Are you thirsty bitch?  He said holding up the wineglass to where Sarah's could see it.  She nodded.  

At last she thought pity, her throat was dry from the stale tobacco of the cigar, and she was desperate for a drink.  She looked on in horror, however as the Major drained the glass and plunged it into the bucket of urine that she had expelled s embarrassingly earlier.

He held the glass of dark yellow piss in front of Sarah's terrified eyes.  She knew what was coming and tossed her head to try to prevent it.

"Ah!  The wine of a woman" the Major said "it's gone cold now but I'm sure it's still a taste to savor and with those words he held her head steady and tipped the contents of the wineglass into the mouthpiece of the hood and into Sarah's' mouth.

Sarah choked and gasped and in a futile attempt to prevent the evil liquid entering her throat she spat, best she could, but only succeeded in dribbling cold stale urine down her chin and onto her chest, her nipples stood up in response.  The vile contents of her own bladder hit her gullet.  The taste pervaded her lips and her tongue.  The smell invaded her nostrils.  She gulped- she swallowed and panted for air.  She tried to call for water to relieve the burning sensation of ammonia in her throat.

"Wa.. Wa.. " Was all she could manage

"You want more bitch?  "Sarah shook her head

"Na Na Naa!

"Oh said the Major' It's just that with your nipples standing to attention and you shouting more I thought that drinking your own piss was tuning you on"

Sarah dropped her head to her chest.  She was crying again.

"See what I mean slag.  You really are a disgusting slut.  You've no control over your own pathetic body You're nothing!  No face, just tits you cannot control, a cunt that shags wine bottles, an arse with a wooden cane halfway up it and a mouth that spouts gibberish and drinks piss.  You wet you knickers and grunt like a pig.  You really are a dirty little Cunt aren't you?”

Sarah-Jane was blank, head bowed she was weeping.  She felt so filthy, so disgusting, and so miserable.  She was humiliated and totally degraded, completely naked her private entrances invaded by offensive objects, bound and gagged she could not even cry aloud.  She wanted to scream she wanted to die.

"I said you are a dirty little Cunt" screamed the Major into her face, "Answer me bitch!"

Sarah nodded helplessly then hung her head in shame.  The Major knew he had beaten her.  The proud woman was now reduced to a naked whimpering wreck.  She was devoid of all dignity he could do whatever he wished she could fall no lower.

The Major left Sarah standing on her desk legs akimbo, hands bound above her head and watched.  He could see her body shake with the silent weeping.  He walked behind her to increase her torment.  She felt the baton in her anus as he moved it about with a circular motion, he pulled it viciously from her stretched bum-hole and brought down hard on the fleshy cheeks of her ripe peach.

"That's for getting shit all over my cane" the Major exclaimed.  Sarah rocked forward under the force of the blow and a red weal appeared across her perfectly formed buttocks.

"Stand up straight you miserable wretch, I want to drool over your gorgeous tits and shaven cunt, they're the only bits of your useless ineffectual body that is worth looking at; and stop that sniveling!" He walked to the other side of the room, picked up Sarah's soiled panties and thrust them into her ever-open mouth.  They were still wet with her water.  She wailed but made no sound!  She cried; but he could not see her tears, the Major had zipped the eyeholes in the hood.  Sarah was in blackness.

She stood in this exposed position for what seemed like an eternity.  Breasts alert and defiant, exquisitely displayed, shaven glory hole open to any invasion and indignity, arse with a red weal across its fine white skin and mouth sucking on piss soaked knickers.  She thought she heard zips being opened she thought she heard rustling and heavy breathing.  She was not sure.  She wasn't sure of anything anymore but she defiantly felt the warm spunk as it hit her breasts and belly and gently rolled its way down to her naked mound of Venus.

         ……………………………………………………………………………………………

The major put his cock away and the sperm went cold on Sarah's' trembling torso.

"Can I assume you wish to work for me now my magnificent slag?" The Majors voice was calm and measured

 Sarah nodded                             
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