
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




ATONEMENT

 


DrkFetyshNyghts

 


Published by Fiction4All
(Fetish World Books imprint) at Smashwords

 


Copyright 2022
DrkFetyshNyghts

 


Smashwords Edition,
License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for
your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or
given away to other people. If you would like to share this book
with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.

 


Author’s Note: All
characters in this adult fiction story are at least 18 years of
age.


CHAPTER
ONE

 


Offences

 


Kristine
shrieked with every microbe of her vocal chords as the pure white,
whalebone cane slashed and whistled up into her sweet spot. That’s
the crease, between her ass cheeks, and her upper thighs. And she
shrieked again as in quick succession the cane bit into that same
flesh again, this time splitting the skin and making the wound more
than just a welt. Six times that theatrically arched cane slashed
blurringly through the air, and into the exact same spot. The sweet
spot, where the line between pain and pleasure became indistinct,
and almost non-existent.

“Your offences on this occasion, that need to be atoned
for. One -
you planned to seduce a married man. Two - You carried out your
plan. Three - you
committed oral sex on that man. Four - you consumed and swallowed
his seed. Five -
you encouraged this man to have anal intercourse with you.
Six - and vaginal
intercourse. Seven - you compounded your previous offences by orally cleaning
this man after he had been inside of you, which is vile.
Eight - and by far the
worse of your collective offences, that ‘said man’ was my husband.
That in itself is an unforgivable offence, and one that requires
the most severe punishment.”

The woman
speaking was a mature woman, an upright woman who was stacked. She
was a well-heeled, well dressed woman with an accent and a voice
that was more than ‘posh’. It was her words that were almost
unbelievable to hear.

“I understand
Madame Adelinde. And thank you for giving me the chance to put this
right, the chance to atone.”

Kristine on
the other hand was a young woman, about nineteen years old. She was
pretty, extremely pretty. And at first there was no real sense to
what was being done to her by this older woman. This was twenty
first century London. Corporal Punishment on this level was simply
not acceptable, and not condoned in any way. There was this query
that would be anyone’s mind if they saw this - and that was why
would this young woman simply bend over like this, and stay, stock
still as this older woman caned her viciously in this way? It
didn’t make sense.

“I’m sorry,
so sorry Madame. This is all my fault. All of it is my
fault.”

But that
didn’t make sense either. Not really. This older woman had to be in
her late forties, early fifties even - she was practically matronly
and was certainly old enough to be this girl’s mother. So her
husband had to be mature. He could have been older, or younger. But
he definitely would have known better than to fall for the
seductions of a juicy nineteen year old. He would have had to have
at least, shared the burden of the blame. There was no way, unless
he was in some way retarded or savagely lacking in intelligence
that this man wasn’t more than likely a driving force, or the
seducer himself. And yet, there was this young girl, almost a
woman, being severely punished and accepting that it was her fault.
This was something that wouldn’t get easier to watch, or accept.
And it was something that had to raise more questions, and more
concerns for this girl.

“Oh, I KNOW
it’s your fault, you harlot. You whore. You slut. I KNOW whose
fault it is. And for each of the offences, is six strokes of my
cane. That is except for the last offence - that of seducing, not
just any man, but MY husband, it is eighteen strokes of the cane,
which you will whimper through, but keep your prose, bent over
position. If you stand up, if you move your feet to another
position at any time during the caning, the count will begin at
one. And I warn you girl, do not test me on this because you will
be very sorry. Fifty strokes in all, less the six you have just
received, leaving forty four strokes. Prepare for that in your mind
whore. And start praying to whichever is your god to be forgiven
for your sins.”

Her voice had
this edge to it. An edge that cut through the silence like an
ultra-sharp knife. Her alluding to religiousness, praying, and her
almost ‘formal’ tone could have been something that was even more
worrying. The longer one thought about what this woman said the
more worrying it became. But because this was a posh, educated
woman saying these words and doing this deed, it seemed like it was
something that was ‘normal’ even though it wasn’t
normal.

“Please
Madame. Please accept my apologies. It will never happen again, I
promise you with all my heart, it will NEVER happen again. Please
fire me. It’s nothing more than I deserve.”

And that was
utterly revealing. ‘Please fire me……’ It sounded as though this
nineteen year old was somehow an employee of this woman. And that
just encouraged more questions than answers. How could this be,
that a pretty young girl like this was working for a woman who
could do this to her?

“Please don’t
cane me any more Madame, please it hurts?”

Kristine was
teary but she wasn’t moving. From her tone of voice she clearly
didn’t want to be caned any more. And yet she was retaining her
position. She was bent over, all the way over and she was holding
onto her own ankles. Her fingers wrapped around her bare ankles,
and with her feet arched into severe stilettos, there was this
balance that she had to hold as well as this position that she had
to maintain and it was inconceivable that she could hold this
position without barely flinching.

And from this
there had to be an assumption that Kristine had been in some way
‘trained’ to this kind of treatment. Or at the very least that she
could at any time be subjected to this severe, frightening
treatment at the hands of this woman. And yet more questions to pop
up in the head of anyone who’d have the nerve to ask.

“The sentence
for your offences has been passed. You’re right though, I should
fire your cute little ass. I should throw you out into the street
with your belongings in bin bags, so that you can fend for yourself
you slut. How fucking dare you, come to me, to work for me, and
then go on to seduce my husband in the most obscene way. Oh no, I
am not going to fire you my dear, I am going to punish you. And I
am going to teach you what, as a ‘slut’ in service to me, is
expected of you.”

This woman
was frightening as she spoke. She was very intimidating, very
matronly. The words she spoke were almost cultish. It was like she
was from the modern world, and yet with a throwback to days gone
by. The days where certain households owned their servants and
slaves maybe, and that this was somehow the lifestyle she lived
now.

A closer look
at this woman would reveal her to be very attractive. A woman who
had obviously looked after herself. Who was healthy and strong, and
more than desirable and yet in ways more than unapproachable by
most people. She was in fact a woman who was far from her sell by
date. And also she was a woman who was in complete control of the
situation. One could say that she was controlling this situation
disturbingly well.

And then one
had to ask the question, so was Kristine actually guilty of what
she was being punished for? On first examination of what was
happening one wouldn’t think so. One would have to think not. But
then with the evidence, with the way that this punishment was
unfolding one would have to assume that no-one would take this
level of pain if they hadn’t done anything wrong. And when one
thought like that then one would have to look at Kristine in a
different way.

“Please,
please Madame, please I beg you, anything but the cane? Anything at
all, anything Madame.”

Kristine was
on the edge of some kind of despair as she begged.

“Anything?
You be careful what you wish for girl. This for me is a mild
punishment and much less than you deserve. So don’t you be telling
me ‘anything’ my girl because you might well find yourself in much,
much deeper water.”

And her tone
had changed - it had got lower and more intense. It was as though a
trigger had been pulled in her mind. Her huge eyes had lit up, and
it was like she was having a moment. Maybe she was realising that
she could bring Kristine to yet another level. Another level of
sadism that she rarely went to, but lay awake imagining every
single night.

“Get yourself
braced girl. The next six coming up.”

Kristine
whimpered when she heard those words and yet she did just that, she
gripped her ankles tightly and she seemed to stiffen up in
readiness for the cane to slash into her flesh again. The fact that
she was naked, save for those high heels was also some kind of
’shock’ aspect of what was happening here. Why was she naked? And
how long had it been since she’d been caught with this woman’s
husband? Maybe the tell-tale entrails of semen leaking from her
orifices was an indication that it hadn’t been long at
all.

The woman
circled Kristine, her own heels clicking. She tested the cane
through the air, creating that god awful swishing sound that made
Kristine cringe and whimper all in one. The worse bit was when the
woman vanished around the rear of her. When she was in front of her
it was ok because she could see her legs - her legs sheathed in
expensive sheer nylon, and her feet arched into patent leather
stilettos. And when she could see that, she knew that the cane
wasn’t going to lash into her flesh at this precise time. It was
when she vanished around to her rear that the fear factor hit
home.

It was when
she vanished and then stopped so that there was no clicking of her
high heels, then Kristine knew that those explosions of absolute
pain as each stroke of that whalebone cut into her flesh would
begin again. Already her sweet spot was on fire. There was the
centre of each of those welts and cuts that the sharpest of the
pain existed. And then beyond, that pain, and the heat was
spreading. It was already spreading to the next target of this
cruel woman.

She tapped
that cane across the back of Kristine’s two thighs - the very upper
thighs, below the sweet spot. She was letting Kristine know where
exactly the next six strokes would strike. She tapped and stopped.
Tapped and stopped. And then there was a pause, like a silent,
pregnant pause in which Kristine just whimpered. And then there was
that ‘swish’ that seemed to last longer than it actually did, and
then the ‘crack’ as the cane contacted with the soft flesh just
below the sweet spot. And that unleashed a whole new level of pain
that was atrocious in its torture of that flesh.

“Mmmmmmm
aaaaaaahhhhhhhh pleaseeeeeeee Madame please.”

Kristine had
clenched her teeth, not wanting to scream. There was this sense
that if she could have been defiant then she would have been. But
that defiance melted away the moment the arch of that whalebone
cane sank into her thigh flesh. It was like she was destined to
scream out and to cry.

“Oh do stop
it. You’re going to have every single one of the prescribed fifty
strokes so that you learn a lesson. But, you know, I can help you
cope better with it.”

The woman
left her position and there was the click of her heels again and
that was something of a relief for Kristine. At least there
wouldn’t be an immediate stroke to make her scream
again.

“Clench these
between your teeth. It will help you. They’re your saturated
panties. The ones my husband left on you, but slipped to the side
when you fucked him. They’re soaked in his seed and your slut
juices. You’ll be able to taste and smell yourself and him. I think
this will be good for you, to make you think, now open up,
slut.”

And she was
holding up the panties, dangling them from her fingers so as to
show Kristine. And this just made Kristine whimper more as she was
reminded of why she was in this predicament. Why didn’t she leave?
Why didn’t she just stand upright, look that woman right in the eye
and tell her that she was leaving there right now, and that it
didn’t happen the way she had been accused of?

There was
more going on here than met the eye. There was this almost barbaric
caning that was taking place. And yet there was this sense that
there was more than this happening. Why couldn’t Kristine just
leave? Why didn’t she just get the fuck out of this place? She was
naked for a start. she’d been stripped and she’d been denied any
clothes at all, save for her high heels. There was more to uncover
here. More to understand.

She opened
her mouth and took her own panties in which she clenched between
her teeth.

“Wait, open
wider.”

The woman
wanted those saturated panties to be deeper in Kristine’s mouth.
She wanted them to fill her mouth before she clenched them with her
teeth. And when Kristine released her teeth, the woman pushed them
in with her fingers, and then she went to the back of the prose,
bent over girl again.

She tapped
over that first strike below the sweet spot and that made Kristine
suck in air. That welt had already risen painfully so the slightest
‘tap tap’ to that ignited the fire again. And again there was that
pause before the ‘swish’ of the cane through the air followed by
that ‘crack’ as it sank into soft thigh flesh. And this time the
screams from Kristine were muffled. They were there, along with the
bulging of her eyes as that pain infested her psyche. But it was a
subdued, muffled despair that she was getting through.

“Mmmmmm
mmmmmmppphhhhh.”

And so the
third and fourth strike of the cane below the sweet spot came
quickly. Those swishes thought the air and those cracks almost too
much to even listen to, let alone experience the result of. There
was this ‘movement’ of the flesh as that cane slashed into it. The
‘ripple’ of the flesh from the contact site - like a tsunami of
ripples as the message reached the brain of Kristine that she was
being badly hurt. Each of those strokes laid over each other in
pairs. The woman rising her cane holding hand up high and then
almost ‘posing’ there, coinciding with that pregnant pause and then
bringing it down hard creating that swish.

Her accuracy
was uncanny. This wasn’t the first time that she had used a cane.
She was a seasoned expert with it. The way she used it, the method
of holding it, and of her arm action told of an expertise that was
a curiosity in itself. Why would an obviously wealthy woman like
this need to use a cane like this? And why would a nineteen year
old girl be in this woman’s employ, like this? There was just too
much for an average brain to contend with.

“Mmmmmm
mmmmmppphh mmmmmmppphhhhhhh.”

The fifth and
sixth strikes seemed harder, more nasty, more vicious that the ones
before them. But that would be the case with all of the strokes
left, going forward. Each stroke would seem worse than the last,
whether it was the case or whether the psychological effects made
it seem that way.

“Twelve down,
thirty eight to go slut. It will be over before you know
it.”

And this time
there was almost this mocking in the woman’s tone. It was a
sophisticated mocking but it was that none the less. That English
poshness to her voice, and that mocking almost came across as
something that was mad. She took the dripping panties out of
Kristine’s mouth, but she did that slowly and as she did it she was
looking at the lips and the tongue of Kristine, as though she was
looking for signs - signs that yes, this girl was indeed a harlot,
and a whore. She smiled as she saw what she wanted to
see.

“There’s no
rush to do this. We’ve got as long as it takes. And yet I want you
to want it to be over as quickly as possible.”

She smiled
again. And she had to be right, surely to god Kristine would have
preferred that this punishment was over and done with sooner rather
than later. From her lips to the panties there was the stretch of
drool and the woman seemed to latch on to that. She knew that
stretching it out was worse than the cane strokes
themselves.

“I had my
suspicions about you, before you started. I had this feeling you
would make a play for my husband. Just from your looks, your pretty
looks and your sluttish looks.”

If it hadn’t
been for that clear, posh English voice it would have been like
this woman was rambling nonsense. But she wasn’t. She was very
precise in what she was saying and this would cause anyone to look
at Kristine closer, and what she had been accused of. This woman
was very good at smoke and mirrors. Very good and being believable
in what she was saying, even though it was unbelievable. But in a
way she had been right. Kristine was utterly pretty, breathtakingly
so, and yet she had these sluttish, whorish looks as well that
couldn’t be denied, if one was of that kind of mind. And then one
would have to ask, if she thought this about her, why take her on?
And so one would be looking back to the woman to make sense of
it.

“Stand up,
tell me what you have to say for yourself whore?”

The woman instructed
casually, but firmly and then she drilled her with her
eyes.

 



CHAPTER
TWO

 


“I have no
defence Madame. I am a disgrace, and I deserve what you give
me.”

Kristine’s
voice was quiet, almost mouselike. And yet the words she was
pouring from between her cracked chewed lips seemed reluctant.
There were signs in there that what she was receiving was unjust.
There were signs that she was saying things that she had to say and
that she had no choice but to say. The sign was that that she
couldn’t say what she actually felt, or what she wanted to say, or
needed to say, not under any circumstances. And there was another
question right there. What’s the story, what was the backstory up
to this point? The young girl didn’t just arrive in this woman’s
employ and then in her sphere of abuse. There had to have been
something that saw her in this predicament. There had to be a
reason that she couldn’t avoid what was happening to her in this
place at this time.

“Tell me
something I don’t know whore.”

The woman’s
eyes drilled into Kristine’s but then they crawled over the rest of
her. There was something wretched about the younger woman.
Something almost beyond wretched about her - in the way she was
standing now. It was like she didn’t know what to do with herself.
It was like she was trying to cover her generous breasts with her
arms but at the same time rubbing her arms, just for something to
do with herself as she stood in front of this imposing woman, and
that all had an effect on her whole demeanour. It wouldn’t be too
hard to think that this young girl could look stunning. The
prettiness was there, the physique as well was breath-taking and
yet in this environment she was ‘stunted’ if that was the right
word. It was like she had been debilitated in a way.

“Drop your
hands. You gave up the right to dignity, the moment my husband’s
cock slipped into your whore mouth. Now again, tell me something I
don’t know.”

Again she
drilled her eyes into Kristine’s. And again she dropped her eyes to
see the girl stepping her weight from one foot to the other, and
then back again as she dropped her hands to bare her heavy, large
nippled breasts. It was like Kristine was in some kind of perpetual
motion with those steps. And again that had to be because she was
struggling to know what to do with herself when in front of the
woman who was inflicting so much distress.

“I didn’t
mean to do what I did Madame. You have to believe me. It was very
unlike me to do anything like this.”

Kristine was
speaking between sobs. Standing up had shifted the welts in her
sweet spot and below. And it was like every time she stepped from
one foot to the other, there was this explosion of pain, and a
reminder that she’d only had twelve of fifty strokes so far. And on
top of that she was now conscious that she couldn’t lift her hands
and arms to cover herself because she didn’t deserve any dignity.
This was just another hold over her that this woman had. And for
some reason there was a need for that hold to be explained and
described in full, if one could get one’s head around
it.

“Oh, do me a
favour you whore! You didn’t mean to suck my husband’s cock? You
didn’t mean to help him slide his cock into your ass and your slut
‘cunt’? You didn’t mean to clean up after you’d drained him of his
seed, which is vile by the way? You ‘didn’t mean to…’ You need to
be careful what you’re saying because, I’m on the verge of adding
to the number of cane strokes. I told you to tell me something I
don’t know and instead you’re defending what you did. You cannot
defend the indefensible. What you’ve done cannot be justified with
your weak words girl. You’re beginning to go into denial you utter
whore. Now bend over again. Grab your ankles and part your feet
slightly.”

The woman
sounded more than a little angry but it was a reserved anger. It
was an anger that seethed rather than exploded. And she watched as
she could physically see Kristine be taken to another level of
despair. And just in the moment, that fleeting moment there was a
little corner smile of gratification in the older woman. Up to this
point she had been almost expressionless. And that had been one of
the striking things about her. That this almost statuesque woman
could do what she did to this younger one without, it seemed, any
kind of emotion. But now that she had reduced Kristine to a level
of utter despair that she would have never experience before, she
could afford that little smile of gratification. And because she
did that, her own beauty was suddenly lit up as she watched
Kristine bend and then grab her ankles.

“You know
slut, you better hope I use up all the strokes on your thighs,
because if I don’t those delicious tits will need to taste my
cane.”

There had to
be a sense that this woman used her words as sadistic tools. She
didn’t need to bring Kristine’s heavy, now hanging breasts into the
equation but she did. She did that because it was another layer to
place on the mind of Kristine.

“I understand
Madame. Thank you Madame.”

There had to
be the sense that Kristine needed to be slapped, just for being so
polite to the woman who was punishing her. She should have been
screaming at her to fuck off, and then fuck off again. But she
wasn’t. There might have been the vibe that these two were
embroiled in some kind of role-play scenario here - the games
people play and all that. And that might well have been the case
without the severe caning that was being administered. And besides
this was more than that. This was a deeper something that defied
any kind of logical explanation.

Kristine was
visibly shaking or trembling as she gripped her ankles and the
older woman stood back for a few seconds to watch that. It was like
she wanted to drink this in - the sight of this trembling girl,
gripping her ankles, her ass high, petrified of the thirty eight
more strokes of that lethal whalebone cane. And her eyes lingered
on the damage she had already caused. The welts that had risen on
the soft pale flesh split and trickling blood. The sight of those
welts for the woman was something that she needed to take in and
absorb before she set about make another pattern of damaged flesh
below the sweet spot.

She ran a
hand over Kristine’s ass and the young girl sucked in air. There
was the sign that she was having trouble telling a soft gently
stoke of her ass, from the lethal bite of that cane. And it was the
soft caress of her ass by this woman that confused her.

“It’s ok
whore, relax. I want you to relax. Take big deep breaths and just
relax.”

Her words
seemed calming and Kristine tried to do as she was told. She tried
to get herself, and her mind in that calm place. She took those
deep breaths and she was aware of her chest expanding as she did
this. And she was aware of the weight of her breasts hanging, still
exposed. But to an extent it worked. She took several deep breaths
and blew out her dry lips as she gripped her ankles.

“You need to
understand that this is for your own good. You need to feel this
cane so that you ‘think’ the next time you get the urge to pleasure
another woman’s man. Do you understand that whore?”

This woman
was using different words, and tones, different ‘vibes’ on Kristine
and this was lulling her into different states of mind. She was
taking these words as kindness - that this was for her own good.
And she understood that. What the older woman was actually doing
was using her words, her tone and her wisdom to persuade Kristine
that she needed this lethal brutal caning so that she would think
before she acted next time.

What Kristine
wouldn’t know, or wouldn’t get, was that she was in the process of
being indoctrinated by this woman. She’d already persuaded the
young girl that she had been such a bad girl. And that what she’d
done was so bad that she needed to be punished for it. And now she
was in the process of installing in Kristine that there was no way
that she could go on, without having this punishment in her
life.

“Yes, yes,
thank you Madame. Thank you so much.”

And the woman
smiled when she heard, not so much those words but the tone of the
words. She would be recognising that Kristine was softer now, more
malleable and she knew that she needed to be this way so that she
could absorb the second part of this caning. Only this older woman
would know the severity of the caning she was about to continue.
Kristine would know that already it had been beyond severe. What
she wouldn’t know was how severe it was going to be.

“It’s better
you be on the same page as me going forward. It’s better that you
understand what you’ve done and what I have to do to
you.”

It could have
been taken that this woman was talking in riddles. Certainly to any
outsider that would have been the case. But in this ‘world’ in this
woman’s world it wasn’t a riddle. And it was clear that she had
taken Kristine into her world.

“I know
Madame. I know. I’ve been so bad, but I want to be a better girl,
for you. I want to be the best ‘me’ I can be.”

The woman
smiled again and she pushed her lips out with her fleshy wet
tongue, her nostrils flaring slightly.

“A that my
dear is what I want. I want you to be the best version of you that
you can be. A that best version is certainly not one that has a
dripping cock in her mouth and down her throat. It’s not the one
that allows a thick, hard married cock to slip inside her ass, or
her ‘cunt’. No, it’s not that one that is the best version of you.
I will show you what the best version of you is, do you
understand?”

And it was
like this woman was using this deliberate descriptive language,
this course, obscene language to further paint this picture of what
Kristine was now. It was like she was needing to inflict this
picture she was painting of her into her mind, so that Kristine
herself was brought to a point of desperately needing be the best
version of herself.

“Yes Madame,
yes I fully understand. I know ‘that’ version of me was not the
best. I know that was the worse version of me. I know that and I
really need to the best one to come to me.”

Agan the
woman smiled. There were markers, little signs that she was looking
for in Kristine. Like signs that showed that she was heading in the
right direction. Signs that she was giving herself up to her. And
when she saw those signs like now, it made her smile
again.

“That’s
right. You see, you see how much easier it is when you are as one
with me, right? Now prepare yourself, I need to finish this caning
off, so that the best version of you is stirred and comes to the
fore.”

It was clear
that this woman was manipulating Kristine. That she was
brainwashing her yes, but more than that. It was like she was
heading for another stage in a process that didn’t begin with this
caning. It was getting clearer and clearer that the process,
whatever the process was, had been begun earlier, much
earlier.

This wasn’t
the first coming together of Kristine and this woman. They were
established in the sense that Kristine had gone to her to be
employed, to be ‘in service’ to her. But what was also becoming
clear was that there had always been a bigger agenda at play. Just
the way this woman was, her demeanour, her tone of voice. The way
she was manipulating Kristine into her way of thinking. It was as
though this whole thing had been premeditated. That it had been set
up without Kristine’s knowledge. And now all of that premeditation
was paying out it’s dividends.

“Yes Madame.
Thank you so much. So, so much!”

The woman ran
her tongue across her top lip as she listened to the unmistaken
voice of submission from Kristine.

“Your ass
first. Then I will move to below the last strokes I gave you across
the tops of your thighs. I don’t have to tell you this. But I am
choosing to be kind to you, because you are seeing things my way
now.”

And there was
the click of her high heels as she moved. That sound was something
that alarmed Kristine visibly. It was like the sound of those heels
was synonymous with the pain she had been subjected to already. She
watched the woman’s legs vanish behind her and there was this
involuntary whimper that came from her and the older woman smiled
again.

“Whimpering
is fine. Whimpering tells me you know what has to happen to you in
order for you to be the best version of yourself. But I want you to
try something for me. When I restart this caning, I want you to try
not to make a sound. Don’t scream, don’t cry out. Don’t do
anything. You need to retain your prose, bent over self, but you
have to try your hardest not to scream or cry out loud. Do you
think you can do that for me darling?”

Her voice had
softened even though the words she was using were brutal. She added
‘darling’ in that caring way so that Kristine would be further
convinced that this was all in her best interests. She would be
thinking now that the best way forward was to have this
‘relationship’ with the woman. And now that she was calling her
‘darling’ there was a chance for that. What was actually happening
was that she was in the process of leaving her old life behind. She
was in the process of being sucked into this woman’s world. And she
was thinking that it wouldn’t be so bad after all - that this woman
would look after her and she would bring out the best version of
herself.

To say that
Kristine was being rewired would be an understatement of drastic
and huge proportions. And now she could feel the woman’s hand on
the small of her back as she ‘tap tapped’ the cane across the
centre of her two ass cheeks. There was that little whimper, but no
more.

“I want to do
my best for you Madame. I want you to be proud of me.”

And that was
an odd thing for her to say. That she wanted this woman to be proud
of her. The woman herself smiled when she heard that.

“I know you
do darling. But you know, after what you’ve done, there is a long
way to go before I can be proud of you. There is much suffering for
you to experience before I can be proud of you. But I like the way
you are thinking now. I like the way your mind is
working.”

And there was
that ‘tap tap tap’ of the cane before the swish and then the crack
across the soft padded flesh of the ass. Kristine didn’t cry out.
She closed her eyes and screwed them up tightly and she clenched
her teeth. There was a whimper but that was allowed. She sucked in
air and remembered the woman needing her to do something for her.
That she needed her not to scream out loud, or cry out loud and so
she didn’t. But that took all of the effort and self-control as
that cane sent messages of intense pain to her brain.

The second
stroke of this batch of six was immediate and it was across the
exact same spot doubling up on the pain and splitting the flesh
this time. Then the woman moved down, below that double stroke
welt, just millimetres below it, such was the accuracy and then,
that lethal whalebone sinking in and damaging that flesh. Again
Kristine sucked in air and closed her eyes tight. Her facial
expressions told of the pain she was feeling. Her face was screwed
up as she absorbed the agony without screaming out. But they were
like silent screams that she was catapulting out into the room. It
was like a silent crying that she was doing. But there had to be a
measure of being impressed with her for not screaming out. The pain
that the cane created demanded a scream out at the very least. But
Kristine was not obeying that command and the woman smiled. Two
quick strokes and another bleeding welt was created.

“Good girl.
Good whore.”

She was
smiling as she moved the site of her next six strokes down towards
the sweet spot. There was method in her madness. Bringing these
strokes lower towards that spot meant an immediate re-igniting of
the absolute bedlam of pain that had already infested that
spot.

“Remember
darling, no screams, no cries. Just take it because you need to
take it.”

Again the
softness of her voice was a source of confusion. That confusion
sucking Kristine in deeper into her world. And that was the
objective. To bring her in deep, and then deeper still.

 



CHAPTER
THREE

 


Rewind

 


“It’s hard
work though Kris. You have to remember that. To go work for a
family, in service, is bloody hard work. It takes commitment. It
takes a mindset that some would consider not normal. But if you’re
determined to do it, then, go for it.”

Kristine was
being spoken to by her mother. She’d not long retired early, after
being in service to a number of families for almost two decades. It
was clear where Kristine got her stunning looks from. Her mother
Madeline was a looker. She was still a looker and the similarity
between mother and daughter was stark and obvious.

“Mum, I grew
up watching you and dad do this. And ever since I can remember it
was all I wanted to do. Dad was a dashing butler, and you were a
highly skilled housekeeper come PA. I’ve never wanted to do
anything else. And now I just feel like I want to carry on the
tradition. With dad passed and you semi-retired, I feel like I want
to just carry the flag that’s all. Y’know?”

There was a
little bit of sadness in Kristine’s voice as she alluded to the
passing of her dad. Just a little bit of emotion there that came
through.

“I get it, I
really do. I’ve watched you grow up when we were working. I could
see the interest you showed in doing this work. So yes darling of
course you have my blessing. And if I can give you any pointers
along the way, then I certainly will.”

And both mum
and daughter smiled in unison. And they just looked at each other
with that love in their eyes. Madeline continued,

“You know,
your dad would be proud of how you’ve grown up. Your values in
life, the way you negotiate the world. He would be more than proud,
I know that for a fact. I am, and so would he.”

Again they
just looked at each other and smiled.

“I miss him
you know mum - every single day I miss him and there isn’t a thing
I can do about it.”

Kristine’s
voice was almost cracking with emotion.

“I know you
do, and so do I. He was taken from us way too soon, and so suddenly
that neither of us had time to adjust and adapt.”

Mum’s voice
was also cracking.

“At least it
was a heart attack that was quick mum. It didn’t drag on. We have
that to be grateful for.”

There was a
pause as both absorbed again what had happened to dad.

“That’s true
darling. I’d have hated for him to have suffered, and then for us
to have watched him wither away. That he went quickly was a shock
but for him it was the best way. Thing is he didn’t even know his
heart was sick. Maybe that was for the best as well.”

Again both
paused for thought. But what was becoming clear was that Kristine
was an only child and had become fatherless suddenly. It was clear
as well that they had been a close family unit. Kristine had been
their little girl, who was now a young woman about to go out into
the big wide world. But what was astonishing was that this Kristine
was nothing like the Kristine that would end up being caned
viciously by an older woman. That she was nothing like that young
woman at all.

“I’ve got
some interviews lined up for the day ahead mum. A couple of
families and a couple of ‘couple’s’ as in not families. I’m
thinking a good start might be a couple, without children. Wouldn’t
you think that they would be less complicated than a family, and an
ideal starting place?”

Kristine was
full of pretty smiles to her mother. And it was like she’d worked
it all out already.

“You’d think
that wouldn’t you? But beware darling that it’s not always the
case. You’d think that kids would be complicated and challenging,
but sometimes couples, wealthy couples have nightmare lives that
you’d need to navigate as well. You should approach all interviews
with an open mind. Go with your gut instinct. If it feels right
then go with it. If it doesn’t then walk away.”

That was the
wise mother talking. Madeline had a lot of experience of searching
and selecting the right jobs over the years. What she spoke was a
lot of sense. And Kristine nodded.

“Yeah, I see
what you mean. Instead of going in with a single mindset, go in
with an open mind. Yeah that’s what I’m gonna do. Thanks
mum.”

And she
smiled and winked at Madeline. They were clearly a close mother and
daughter team but it was like mum was coming to terms with the fact
that her one and only offspring was about to fly the nest and go it
alone. She’d always known that this day would come. And she’d had a
bit of taste of life alone when Kristine was in university. She
finished uni and then took a gap year off. And if the truth was
known that she would have wished that gap year would last forever.
But she’d known it wouldn’t. She’d known that at some point
Kristine would want to get out into the world and now that she had
her degree, and education was behind her, now that she’d done a
little bit of travelling, it was time for her to get into the
working world.

“Just
remember, I’m always here for you. Any time you want to talk, any
time you want to sound me out about something, any time you just
want to let me know you’re thinking about me, you know where I am
right?”

Yes it was
clear that Madeline was a little bit sad, but then so was Kristine.
Kristine approached her mother with her arms outstretched for a
cuddle and they embraced for a long time without saying anything.
Then they kind of pushed each other away.

“Meet up
later for lunch?”

That was
Madeline, seeming to be at a loose end since she came out of work
herself.

“Sounds like
a plan. That place in town, you know the one right? Ok for
you?”

Kristine winked
again.

“Yeah, the
scallops there are amazing. It’s a date.”

Madeline
winked back.

“I’ll get two
interviews out of the way. The other two aren’t until later this
afternoon. So, perfect!”

And there was
a period of silence between the two as Kristine checked and then
rechecked her makeup and her nails. She looked immaculate - dressed
to impress and yet not too over the top. She had a fitted skirt
suit that enhanced her femininity. And moderate heels boosted her
height and her demeanour somewhat.

“You look
amazing darling, you’re going to knock them dead, I just know you
are.”

And it was
easy to tell that mum meant every word she said about her
offspring. There would have been the reminders of back in the day
when she was in this precise position - going out to get a new job
and all the excitement that it held. Those little shivers down the
spine and then wondering what each job held in store of her. They
were some of her most intensely exciting times. That thrill and the
starting of a new job.

She knew that
Kristine would get a position, and because she didn’t have a
negative experience herself to speak of, she didn’t have any real
dire warning to give Kristine. There was just this sense that
possibly, had she had a bad experience or two, then she could have
spent more time on warning Kristine of possible pitfalls. But then
one had to imagine that not in Madeline’s worst nightmares would
she have been able to come up with a warning of the situation that
Kristine would find herself in.

Kristine
slipped on her fitted jacket and she checked herself one final time
in the full length mirror.

“Right mum,
about 1pm at that place in town. Ok for you?”

Mum rose a hand to wave
and then put her thumb up.

“Yep,
perfect, I’ll see you there.”

And with that Kristine
was gone.

 


Her first
interview was with a family and she knew from the time she walked
in through the door that this wouldn’t be the one for her. If she’d
asked herself the question she’d never know why, not exactly. It
was a huge house in the Holland Park area of London. A mother and a
father and two very young children. It could have been that the
size of the house and the prospect of being nanny to the young
children as well as looking after mum and dad was a little too much
to comprehend for her first position and it looked like she’d been
right about that when she’d been working out what her first job
should be.

“I don’t
think this is the job for me, if I’m honest with you.”

She’d been
open and honest with the couple, both of whom had been present for
the interview. It had been the husband who’d spoken.

“Well, thank
you for being honest with us. And we hope you find exactly what
you’re looking for.”

And that had
been that. But that short interview had put Kristine in a good
frame of mind. There had been nothing wrong with the couple - and
she was working out that it was just the sheer size of the task
that she would be set, that was maybe putting her off. But it had
been her who’d brought it to a close, not the couple. She kind of
took comfort in the knowledge that had she not felt the way she
did, she would have been able to work through the interview
confidently and been offered the job at the end of it. She was
feeling that she had chosen her career path well. That this whole
‘in service’ scene was exactly what she wanted to do. Her mother
had commented a good while back,

“Are you
absolutely sure this is a good use of your degree darling? I mean
you’ve got an honours, and you’re heading into a life of
service.”

It had just
been a gentle nudge but Kristine had retorted
immediately.

“Most of
these jobs are asking for degrees now mum. It’s not like when you
started out.”

And she’d
been right. There was so much more to the jobs these
days.

“From my own
research, most of these jobs now are PA with some housekeeping and
childminding thrown in.”

And that had
been the end of the conversation. Madeline had been happy in her
own mind that Kristine had come back with such a comprehensive
response. That kind of satisfied her that her offspring knew what
she was doing.

 


The second
interview had gripped Kristine from the moment she’d gone into the
home office come study of the couple. A couple in their late
forties, early fifties. Although it was only the woman who was
present.

“My husband
spends a lot of time away on business, and just shows up
occasionally. I’m sure you get the picture.”

Kristine
would admit that this woman was somewhat scary in her demeanour and
her manner. She had this habit of staring. Fixing her eyes on
Kristine’s and then holding that eye contact. At first Kristine
hadn’t known what to do with that eye contact. If she held it would
it be rude? Or if she broke it, would that in some way seem like
she was weak? She didn’t really know. In the event she’d tried to
hedge her bets and hold the contact for longer than might be deemed
normal, but then not long enough for her to be labelled
rude.

“I do indeed
get the picture. May I ask, what the position you advertise
actually involves?”

That was a
fair question, and straight to the point.

“I see it as
a blend of PA, and you looking after this place. Do you think you
can rise to the challenge. I’ve seen your degree, and I’m very
impressed I have to say. I feel you’d be able to handle
it.”

The
attractive woman smiled directly at Kristine and this made her feel
more at ease straight away. ‘This place’ was a huge multiplex
property, a state of the art apartment covering the entire top
three floors of a recently finished sky scraper.

Kristine had
nearly died from pride when she’d arrived at the address. She’d
never be afraid to admit that part of her attraction to this life
was the glamour and the gloss of it. The properties, the cars, the
people in this world peppered with high powered people,
politicians, celebrities. It had been the whole package that had
attracted her. And now she was here, in this world and within a
short grasp of being taken into it.

“I think I
could give it a good go. It’s a job I want to do. I feel it’s a
path I want to travel.”

Just for
split seconds at a time Kristine was all starry eyed. And this
wasn’t the usual ‘her’. It was that she was ‘this close’ to getting
something that she had dreamed of since she was a little girl and
it was making her see the world as this big, sweet shop. The woman
watched her for a few seconds, feeling the excitement emanating
from Kristine.

“Are you able
to travel? Are you able to ‘live in’? I ask simply because we would
favour the successful applicant living in. And quite simply we
would favour someone who can travel with us, either as a couple or
when we travel independently. Sometimes you would travel with me,
sometimes with my husband.”

The woman
played mummy and poured steaming hot coffee. And all the time she
was watching Kristine. Probably her stare, and her drilling eyes
were more intense than they normally would be in interview mode.
But Kristine didn’t notice this, she was just about processing the
fact that she’d decided that this was the job that she wanted and
needed for herself. She knew now, she would be a PA which she
wanted, and that she would look after the main property, and
possibly other’s overseas. She was already planning
ahead.

“Yes, I was
kind of hoping to find a live in position so that I could put my
all into the job. And yes I can travel. My passport has eight years
on it. I want to travel, I love to travel. What kind of
dream-come-true is that, for me to find a job that I love and be
able to travel within it?”

Kristine was
smiling at the woman. Her smile was genuine and it was
wide.

“Well
Kristine would you like to be shown round this place, a short tour
maybe? It is a substantial property that we would require being
looked after impeccably. You would hire and fire any staff you feel
you need, within a budget, but we would expect it to be run
smoothly and without any problems. Do you think you would be able
to handle that?”

The woman was
letting a little more out all the time. They were standing now, and
Kristine was being guided to the east end of the vast property. It
wasn’t so much a guided tour, as a walk-round.

“This isn’t a
job I’ve done before Ma’am. My parents were in service for many
years, so it’s been something I have wanted to do since I can
remember. My experience is growing up with them, watching them and
as I got older helping them in their various duties. It’s just
something that I’ve always wanted to do. I learn quickly, and I am
able to retain information in my head. So I am confident that I
could settle into a role like this with relative ease.”

Kristine was
still all starry eyed as she smiled at the woman.

“I’m sorry
Ma’am, I don’t know how to address you properly?”

And that had
been right. This woman hadn’t introduced herself
formerly.

“I am
Adelinde. Eventually you would be able to call me that. But for the
purpose of this interview, to you, I am Madame.”

So taken with
this woman, and this property that Kristine wouldn’t have noticed
the intensity that was coming from her. She wouldn’t have noticed
the looks that she was giving her. Or she wouldn’t have been able
to process the interest that this woman was showing in how Kristine
was dressed, made up and looked. She wouldn’t have been able to
read the mind of this woman either, as to how she would look bent
over, grabbing her ankles and being caned viciously for ‘offences’
that she had committed. All Kristine was thinking was that she
wanted this job. That she needed it.

“Oh my god.
That view!”

They had come
to the largest of the six reception rooms. An entire wall was
simply floor to ceiling windows that slid open to a balcony that
covered the entire length of the room.

“Spectacular
isn’t it darling. It was the reason we bought this place. There
another lounge area on the top floor and it has three sixty views
of the whole city. I’ll show you that as well.”

The view was
breath-taking. To the east the regenerated docklands, and the glass
skyscrapers the twinkled in the sunlight. To the west, planes
landing and taking off from London Heathrow airport. The London eye
looked tiny, The Shard, the tallest building in London reflecting
sunlight and clouds towered above this property even though this
was the twenty eighth floor. And below the traffic and the people,
like ants, going about their business having no idea that Kristine
and Adelinde were looking down on them.

And when they
went to the top floor into that three sixty room, Kristine sucked
in air at the breath-taking views.

“Your place
is amazing Madame. Truly.”

And she meant
every word of that. If she could have found more words then she
would have used them as well.

“It is
darling. Look, I think I’ve seen all I need to see. I have some
other people to see for the same position. But you need to keep
your phone with you at all times. I could call out of the blue, so
be ready for that call.”

And it felt
to Kristine that the interview was being cut short early. Had she
said something wrong, or done something wrong? She got it that this
woman had other people to see. And it was promising that she needed
to keep her phone with her at all times. But the end just seemed
abrupt. Kristine kept it together though.

“I will
Madame. And thank you so much for seeing me.”

 



CHAPTER
FOUR

 


Kristine was
still starry eyed when she met her mother for lunch.

“Mum you
should have seen that place. And that woman - she is amazing. It
was exactly as I imagined it. I’d grab that job in a heartbeat. But
I can’t help thinking I screwed up. There was just this abrupt
ending to it and I didn’t get it.”

Kristine made
a pouty lip face to her mother and both just laughed.

“What you
have to remember darling is that a lot of the super wealthy don’t
operate or work in the same world as we do. You could well be right
- there might have been something super small that you did wrong
and she had discounted you from the job altogether. On the other
hand, it could be that you’ve done all you needed to, to get the
job and she saw no point in the interview continuing.”

That was
true. It could have been the case.

“Yeah but she
told me she had others to see.”

“Well she
would say that wouldn’t she?”

And both
mother and daughter paused for thought before Kristine picked up
again.

“But then she
did tell me to keep my phone with me at all times and that a call
could well come out of the blue.”

And that
seemed to perk Madeline a little bit.

“Sounds to me
like you’ve cracked it darling. I think probably by the sounds of
it, she’s playing little games with you. The super-rich like to
play games because largely they don’t have very much else to do.
You’re going to be her PA, but you know what that means don’t
you?”

Mum looked
straight at Kristine as she spoke.

“Erm, no,
what does that mean?”

“It means
you’ll be booking her flights, booking for her nails to be done.
Booking the best hotels in the world. Doing party invites and
organising those said parties. And probably being eye candy at
those events as well. People like this like eye candy to impress
their guests with.”

Kristine
smiled wide. She kind of thought this herself and it didn’t faze
her one bit. It was the kind of busy, turbulent life she could
exist in with ease. She wasn’t so sure about the eye candy bit, but
whatever!

“You know she
said the successful applicant would be expected to travel with
her.”

“I’m sure she
did. And I’ll bet she’d want ‘the successful applicant’ to live in
as well right?”

Both women cracked up
laughing.

“She did! How
could you possibly know that mother?”

And they were still
laughing.

“Oh you know,
I do have a teeny weeny insight into this world you
know?”

But then
Madeline went all serious and mother like.

“Just be
careful darling. Sometimes if something seems too good to be true,
it’s because it usually is. This position sounds perfect for you
but just be careful it doesn’t sound ‘too perfect’
yeah?”

Madeline was
sipping from a glass of wine. Kristine was sipping from a glass of
water. She had other interviews later in the day but she was
feeling that because of Madame Adelinde, she was not up for these
other jobs. She was even thinking of cancelling. She knew that was
not a good thing to do, but she was thinking of it anyway. Maybe
she knew deep down that this woman, this magnificent woman would be
calling her anyway.

“I hear you
mum, but you know, it felt so right being in that place with her.
And even though it ended abruptly I felt it went ok. I felt there
was a connection with her. I could almost feel that the job was
mine mum. Sometimes you just know, y’know?”

She did that
pouty face again, screwing up her full lips and acting like she
acted when she couldn’t get her own way when she was five years
old. And it was just then that her cell phone rang and for a split
second she just looked at the screen.

“Mum, it’s
her. It’s Madame Adelinde.”

“Well answer
it then darling. Don’t keep Madame waiting.”

Madeline was
smiling wide at the wide eyed look of shock from Kristine her one
and only.

“Hello,
Kristine speaking.”

There was a
pause.

“Oh Madame,
this is a surprise. I’m just having lunch with my mother, and then
yes. Yes I can come see your husband.”

There was
another pause as Adelinde spoke on the other end of the
call.

“Oh you have
to go out, so I will see him, at the same property. Ok yes I can do
that. And thank you so much Madame, for this opportunity. I’ll go
meet him this afternoon, and just wait to hear from you, is this
how it works Madame?”

Kristine
stopped speaking as Madame spoke to her. She was already thumbs up
to her mother. And then the call ended.

“She wants me
mum. She just needs for her husband to see me, that’s all. And it
looks like the jobs mine.”

Kristine was
very excited and that was written all over her face.

“I think I
need a glass of what you’re on mum.”

She pointed to the
wine.

“Just one.
You don’t want to go meeting the man of the house drunk now do
you?”

And she was
wagging her finger jokingly at Kristine.

“Just one,
promise.”

And she took
the bottle of white out of the ice bucket and poured herself one,
and topped her mother up. Then they chinked glasses.

“Here’s to a
new life then darling.”

Mum’s eyes
were slightly sad as she realised that Kristine would be taking
this position without a second thought if it was formally offered
to her. She could tell how excited her offspring was and it was
like she was on a charge now. She could spend the next hour telling
her that she should be careful and to watch her back
etc.

But then
Kristine would have a go at her for trying to put her off, and that
was simply not the case. She knew she would have to let her fly the
nest. She knew that she would have to get used to her not being
around so much. So she had to go with it. And she had to be as
excited as Kristine was. She had to go along on the ride with her
and then deal with the silence when she wasn’t around
anymore.

“Yes mum a
new life. But you’ll always know that I’m only on the end of a
phone. And this job is mainly in town here, so we will meet up
regularly. It’s gonna be fine mum I promise.”

And it was
like Kristine was reading her mum’s mind and her body language and
the vibe. She knew this was a wrench for her mother, as it was for
her. But she was also knowing that her mum wouldn’t want her to put
her life on hold. They enjoyed the rest of lunch together before
Kristine headed for that amazing apartment in the sky
again.

 


“You must be
Kristine? Well I’m Peter, and it’s my pleasure to meet you. Please
come in.”

Kristine’s
first thought was that this was a handsome man. There was no reason
why she could have thought anything else. Madame Adelinde was
outrageously attractive as well. There would be no reason for her
to have a less that ultra-attractive man in tow.

“Thank you so
much for seeing me Sir. I’m so grateful to Madame for putting me
forward to see you.”

“Please, it’s
Peter, just call me Peter. My wife has this sense of needing to be
called Madame, but I don’t care for that. So you can call me just
Peter.”

And he was
smiling. But he was smiling in an odd way and Kristine couldn’t
quite put her finger on it.

“Yes, that
she had seen you and now you are here with me is a good thing, for
you. It usually means that as long as I agree with her assessment
of you, the job will be yours.”

This was like
music to Kristine’s ears and it was what she’d thought as well. But
now she was all starry eyed all over again. And it could have been
at this point that she was missing the warning signs.

“Would you
like a glass of wine? This is more your ‘informal chat’ than a
continuation of the interview process my dear, and so I am just
getting to know you. Trying to spot what my wife has spotted in
you.”

The offer of
wine, the informal chat and yes indeed Kristine was herself
wondering what Madame Adelinde had seen in her. She hadn’t been
very forthcoming. In fact she’d given nothing away at all, not
really.

“Mmmmm a
glass of wine sounds perfect. Thank you.”

It was like
she was accepting this invite into that world. Whether or not she
had spotted this handsome man eyeing her up, following the line of
her legs, and her arched feet into the stiletto heeled shoes,
wasn’t clear. For Kristine she did feel something but she didn’t
know what. She’d felt something the first time he cast her eyes
over her at the entrance to the property. It wouldn’t have alarmed
her then because she would have been expecting any couple, like
this, would need to see what she looked like. She would after all
need to fit into their world and it kind of stood to reason that
she would have to ‘look right’.

Yes ok that
was a bit sexist in this day and age. But that was the way it was
and she knew that. Had she been applying for a job as a scullery
maid, her looks wouldn’t have made any difference at all. But this
was different, and she knew it and so she had to play it cool. She
was a big girl, she could look after herself.

“She runs a
tight ship does my wife. I’m sure you would have got that sense
from her?”

They were
settling in on the top floor of the property - the one with the
three sixty views over the city. The sun was getting low now and
the vibe of the high room, and the light coming in, the shadows
thrown were all different to what they had been in the
morning.

“Yes, yes I
did get that sense. Madame is an amazing woman, I have to
say.”

“Hmm yes she
was quite taken with you as well. You know, you’ll spend most time
with her. Occasionally I need a companion to assist me overseas,
but your job is mainly to focus on pleasing my wife.”

Kristine was
desperate to ask him what his wife had seen in her. But she
discounted doing that, feeling that perhaps it would be crass to go
searching or fishing for compliments.

“I have to
say, I can see what she sees in you. You’re outrageously pretty,
which she likes. And yet it’s easy to see you’ve got your head
screwed on as well. She likes intelligent women, and you are
obviously that. So what made you want to work for us?”

So he was
answering her questions without her really having to ask them. At
least he was partly doing so. Maybe now she was feeling that this
was going to be a little flirty but that didn’t bother her, she was
used to batting off the attentions of men. Looking like she did, it
came as second nature for her to have to do that. So she wasn’t
unduly worried about this man running his eyes over legs. she’d
been told so many times that she had legs that went on forever and
she was thinking that he was just noticing that now and that was
ok.

That was the
trouble with Kristine - she was so start struck by this job she was
‘this close’ to getting that she wasn’t working out the
complications - or even that there could be
complications.

“As I told
Madame, my parents were in service for many years between them. I
grew up in big houses and around powerful people who were also
wealthy. For me it was natural to want to follow in their
footsteps. For me this is the most exciting time of my
life.”

And she was
speaking from the heart directly to this man who held the eye
contact like someone with no fear.

“I think
you’re going to get along perfectly in our employ my dear. I’m
having the same good vibes as Madame. And I always trust her
instincts in such matters.”

They sat in
silence for a few seconds that must have seemed longer.

“Does this
mean I have the job then Peter?”

Kristine
batted her long curled eyelashes. She was flirting back and she
knew she was. What she didn’t know was what she was getting
into.

“I think it
safe to say that you’ve got the job. Now why don’t we celebrate
with some more wine? And later I’ll get some food sent in, and we
can finish off a very successful day with a toast to ‘new
beginnings’?”

Oh, he was
smooth, Kristine would have to give him that. And again this could
have been the time when alarm bells would, or should ring. But she
was figuring that she would be spending a lot of time with these
people. She would be spending time working with them, probably
eating and drinking with them, maybe even socialising with them,
and for them. So this was not such a big deal. Possibly this was
the start of how it was going to be for her. Possibly she would be
expected to socialise in this way.

“I think that
sounds perfect!”

And she’d
crossed a leg over the other and was bouncing her foot slightly,
dangling her heel. And she was more than aware of him watching her
foot bounce like that. Inside she smiled. She did ask herself the
question as to whether it was wise to return the flirting like this
but she wanted these people to like her. Maybe this was all a test
for her. She hadn’t had the offer of the job yet and yet she could
feel it, she could almost smell it and touch it.

There was no
problem with this little bit of flirting. There was no problem with
a bit of banter and a drink or two. She could keep her wits about
her and it would be all ok. But that was the thing, for her to keep
her wits fully about her, she would need to think there was
something wrong in the first place. And that was just it, she
didn’t. The wine started to flow freely as the day gave way to dusk
outside that three sixty degree room.

 


Kristina came
around slowly, very slowly. At first she kept her eyes closed
because she felt that she had a raging headache that would be worse
if she opened her eyes. Then it started to come back to her. The
wine, Peter. The talking, the laughing, and then more wine. The
sitting close, and the hand on her nylons sheathed leg. More wine,
and then a couple of lines of coke. She even remembered thinking,
in that alcohol and drug induced stupor that this wouldn’t be a
problem.

She
remembered thinking she knew that she was going to end up having
sex with this handsome man, but it would be ok. That it would even
be better for her job prospects, but this was the drink and drugs
doing her thinking for her. And now she was waking up coming round
and things getting clearer in her mind. She didn’t want to open her
eyes but she ended up having to do that. She hadn’t known if she
was in her own bed or not. She couldn’t remember leaving Peter.
There was no cab ride to remember. No air kisses goodbye as she
left.

Rather there
was the sense that she had been penetrated sexually. She knew that
before she’d opened her eyes. She was beginning to remember that
thick cock sliding into her in one. That huge bell end stretching
her - but also her welcoming that bell end and the thick pole into
her by spreading her long nylon sheathed legs open wide and then
wider. Her arching up to get a deeper penetration - so that she
could feel that cock pump against her cervix. The more she woke up
the more she knew what had transpired. She’d still had that taste
of cock, and semen in her mouth. At first she wondered what that
taste was, but then she knew, then she remembered having to open
her mouth wide, then wider still to take that cock in. But when
she’d done that, she put her all into sucking it, and devouring it
with her mouth.

And now she
was remembering how she had ‘enjoyed’ having sex with this man. How
he had done it for her, flicked her switches or however one wanted
to put that. She was remembering how ‘hungry’ she had been with
him. How eager she was to take his cock in any way he wanted her to
have it. And that clarity was coming back to her as she remembered
him turning her over, very gently, and yet sliding that almost
brutal cock into her ass, and how he pumped her ass for a good
amount of time making her breathless. When she remembered this she
was on the verge of hating herself. She needed to open her eyes and
she needed to do that now.

“Ah,
Kristine, you’re awake.”

And her eyes
opened in one. She was still at that amazing property high in the
London sky. She was still there, in bed. Probably she was in the
same bed as this man shared with Madame Adelinde. And that was her
first thought as the realisation and the reality hit her all in
one. She scrambled to cover herself with the covers. Peter had been
standing looking out of the window over the city. The sun had risen
a long time ago and there was this magnificence about the city of
London on a summer day.

“I’m so, so
sorry…..”

It was all
Kristine could say. But Peter didn’t bat an eye lid. He wasn’t
smiling though, and one might have expected that any man who’d just
spend a night enjoying Kristine, enjoying ALL of her, might have
had a smile on her face.

 



CHAPTER
FIVE

 


A Mistake, Or
Not?

 


“What are you
sorry about my dear?”

It didn’t
seem there was an ounce of emotion in this man. Or sympathy that
Kristine had made a mistake.

“This! For
fucks sakes, this Peter. What the fuck have I done?”

And yet there
was more than a little emotion held suspended within Kristine’s
voice. The more she woke up, the more she remembered, the more the
coke and the alcohol deserted and drained from her body and head
the more the enormity of what she’d done was wrapping itself around
her mind.

“You’ve
‘done’ very well my dear. It’s been some time since I enjoyed such
an enthusiastic lady.”

He really
wasn’t helping, and now he’d turned from the floor to ceiling
window and was looking directly at Kristine, but he was
smiling.

“For fucks
sakes, I’ve ruined everything. I can’t believe I let that happen.
I’ve fucked up haven’t I?”

Kristine was starting to
get teary and it was like she was panicking.

“What’s the
time, I have to go. I shouldn’t be here.”

And she sat
up and swung her legs out of the bed and sat with the duvet wrapped
around her. She knew she was naked, she could see her clothes and
underwear strewn around the floor indicating a frantic undressing
having occurred at some point. That would come back to her as well
in due course.

“Calm down
Kristine. You haven’t fucked anything up. This is something between
you and I, no-one else. This doesn’t need to affect anything. And I
have already told Madame to hire you - that she would be a fool to
let you go. Last night doesn’t need to ruin anything at all. This
is our secret.”

He spoke in
smooth calmed tones. He wasn’t in any way ruffled about what had
happened between them. For Kristine, she was trying to process
everything. She was thinking the same as any young woman would be
thinking who’d just fucked the brains out of her boss’s husband.
The more her head cleared the more she was convinced that she had
made a mistake of epic proportions.

“Peter. Peter
for fucks sakes, how can I take this job now? I mean what we did!
And what if Madame comes back, now? What if she’s already back
somewhere in this place. Is she here?”

It really
didn’t get any better for Kristine the more she began to blend with
the reality with the worst case scenario.

“No, no
Madame is not here. She stayed out of town overnight on some
business or other. Kristine, what happened last night, all of it,
was a beautiful thing. It’s what consenting adults do. It’s what
they’ve always done. This doesn’t need to change anything. We can
put this down to experience and forget this ever
happened.”

And he
stopped talking so that Kristine could process the
words.

“But, but how
can we? That shit we did. Fuck, I could kick myself, I really
could.”

Kristine was upset, that
was clear, but she was also accepting of what she’d taken part
in.

“I don’t know
if I can. I don’t know if I can get into this job and push all of
last night to the back of my mind. I just don’t think I can do
that.”

She sounded
upset about what she done sexually with this man, but she sounded
totally gutted that she was in the process of losing the job she’d
forever dreamed of.

“Look, Madame
will never know about this, I swear to you. What happened between
you and me ends here. And we won’t even speak about it again. Just
give it a go. Accept the position and try it for a few weeks, or a
few months. And if you find you can’t live with it, then you can
leave. How does that sound? Leave here this morning, go home, think
about it. Madame will call you later today, to confirm the offer of
the position to you. And she is expecting you to say yes, without
even a second thought. So do it, and just see how all this pans out
over the next few weeks. Just remember Kristine, this, what we’ve
done, isn’t the end of the world, you know?”

And his tone
had softened. Kristine was beginning to come out of a state of
blind panic and he was helping her to see things a bit more clearer
now.

“This wasn’t
how I saw myself starting this amazing job. You know I want to be a
success in this field. I didn’t want to fuck my way to the
top.”

And she was
immediately teary at the thoughts she had just turned into
words.

“You haven’t
fucked your way to the top Kristine. You’re on the first rung of
the ladder, and what we did, what you did for me last night was not
for favours, do you understand? What we did was just
‘natural’.”

And he let
her process his words. And Kristine was doing that. In a way he was
mocking the notion that she was fucking her way to the top, but at
the same time he wasn’t discounting that she could do just that.
She just looked at him.

“This is all
a joke for you isn’t it Peter? But this is my life you know,
right?”

She was teary
again but not so much now. What he was saying to her was making
sense. There was no reason for her to turn her back on her dream
job, not right away. She could do what he said, go home have a
think about it and then take Madame’s call when it came. It wasn’t
ideal, and nothing this smooth twat said to her would make it ‘ok’.
But she could see how it went. Take the job, start it, and if she
wasn’t feeling good about herself in a month or so, then she could
bide her time and find another position before handing in her
notice with Madame. This was a plan and it must have been something
that happened all the time, in all sorts of jobs.

“No, it’s not
a joke Kristine. I can see you’re upset about this. I’m just
telling you that it doesn’t need to be the end of this dream for
you, that’s all.”

And if
Kristine was honest with herself she kind of liked this man. She
had to have liked him or she wouldn’t have fucked him with all of
herself. And she had fucked him with all of herself, all of her
holes. He had been inside her, all of her and he had erupted his
semen inside of her - she had tasted and swallowed his semen for
fucks sakes! For her to do that with any man, she had to have liked
him.

“And our
secret, right?”

She batted
her eye lashes at him as she more or less pleaded with
him.

“Our secret,
I promise.’

Yes, she
liked him and she couldn’t deny that. Maybe it would be ok as long
as she didn’t let this happen again. That was it, in her mind she
had to make sure that this didn’t happen again. In her mind as long
as she could put this behind her and never let it happen again than
maybe she could look Madame in the eye again. Yes maybe she could
do that.

She slipped
the duvet off herself so that she could begin to get dressed. And
even as she did that, his eyes were all over her and she knew that.
But this was an awkward thing that she had to get over. That she
needed to get out of so that she could think straight. What was
trying for her was that she didn’t hate this man for what had
happened. And the way he had been with her, the way he had talked
her round was staying with her. She was discounting it at this
point but it was more than possible that she was developing
feelings for Peter. She was discounting it, or trying to, and she
was convincing herself that once she was home, once she was in her
own space again and could think straight then she would be sure
that she didn’t have any feelings for him at all. At the moment she
was confused, shocked, ashamed and filled with self-loathing for
what she’d done.

“I’m going to
go Peter. I need to get out of here and think. I just don’t know
what to think about what happened last night. I can’t even say I
didn’t enjoy myself, and you, because that would be a lie. But for
now, I really need to get out of here…”

She was back
on the top of her high heels now, although her legs were bare. A
quick inspection of the stockings she’d been wearing would reveal
them to be torn and laddered.

“I enjoyed
you as well Kristine, more than I can put into words. More than I
can get over to you.”

He walked
Kristine down to the elevator and then down to the lobby, twenty
odd floors below and he hailed a cab for her. London was already in
full swing for the day, and every person that passed on that street
in the city had no idea what she’d done with this man over night.
And for her that was kind of, a good thing. As the cab pulled away,
she looked back but Peter had gone back in already, and was out of
sight. Kristine sighed a deep sigh. Peter, meanwhile, in the
elevator up, smiled a wry smile.

 


In the cab
Kristine snapped out of it, and she turned her phone back on. She
never turned it off and couldn’t remember doing so this time,
although she didn’t discount doing it of course. It had been a
weird fucked up day, and night. There were ten missed calls and
countless messages from her mother.

“Fuck….”

She tapped in
a quick message.

“Sorry mum.
Phone died. I’m on my way back now.”

And she
pressed ‘send’. There was an immediate response.

“For fucks
sakes Kristine I’ve been worried…..”

“I know mum
I’m sorry. I got drawn in and carried away.”

Mum didn’t
respond again. She must have been relieved that at least Kristine
was ok. Kristine didn’t send another message. She just sat in the
cab, watching London go by as she tried to get her head into some
kind of space where she could think properly. It wasn’t easy for
her. But the closer she got to home, the more clearer she was
thinking.

Ok she had
allowed herself to get carried away, in the moment, with this man,
but like Peter had said, it wasn’t the end of the world. She was
beginning to think that probably he did this kind of thing all the
time. Even more probable was the fact that Madame Adelinde knew all
about what her husband got up to when she wasn’t around. That was a
scary thought but she was able to hold it in check. At least she
was thinking more logically now. She saw she was in her street and
she got herself together ready to get out of the cab.

 


“You look
like you had a good night. Is there any point in asking you how the
interview went? Were you drowning your sorrows or celebrating the
best job offer you’ll ever get? The first is always the
best!”

Madeline was
visibly relieved to have Kristine back home but her eyes were
‘searching’ as well.

“I think it
went well mum. I mean like I think it went really well.”

Kristine had
never been sure about her acting abilities. But what she knew was
that she couldn’t tell her mum the truth of what happened. For some
reason she just knew that what had happened was a ‘no no’ and her
mother would go ballistic. She was pretty sure about that so she
had to rely on her unverified acting abilities.

“Hmm,
stockings get trashed darling?”

Mum was
looking at Kristine’s bare legs where there had been stylish
expensive, sheer nylon.

“Yeah you
know, they get snagged and run. I thought the torn run look was a
bit cheap, and that bare legs was the better option. That’ll teach
me not to put a spare pair in my bag hey?”

She didn’t
feel like she was being very convincing. But that maybe because she
knew she was lying through her teeth and that this was getting to
her. She’d never lied to her mother - they had always been so
close, and had been able to tell each other anything. But for some
reason, at this point in her life, when she was on the cusp of a
different path being taken, she knew, that the truth, the whole
truth and nothing but the truth wouldn’t cut it. So she
lied.

“So come on,
spill it. I want to know everything. What’s he like, how did it go?
Do you have to wait for an offer, what?”

Just as mum
was asking these endless questions Kristine was getting a flash
back to when she’d been impaled, via her ass, on Peter’s thick,
throbbing cock. She didn’t need these questions right now. She
needed to get her head right. She needed to sort herself out. But
she knew that she’d have to play along or her mother would know
something was wrong. And that was something else she didn’t need
right now.

“Oh he was
like Madame, amazing. It was informal as opposed to formal. We just
talked. Had a few glasses of wine, some food. At some point Madame
came back, and we talked some more. I think it was like a test as
to how I’d be in like a social setting or something I don’t
know.”

The biggest
lie of all, that Madame had come back, knowing damn well she
hadn’t. But if she’d said that she was alone with him all the time
drinking and eating, and that she’d been out all night, then mum
would put two and two together. But it seemed that so far, she was
getting through this thing with her mother.

“That makes
sense. You will be present at events and gatherings and parties. So
sounding you out would be something I would do if I was seeing you
for the position.”

Mum was
smiling, telling Kristine she was falling for it. But at the same
time thinking, ’no mum, no you wouldn’t have done it this way at
all trust me’. But of course those words didn’t come out of her
mouth.

“Mum that
property was literally ‘amazing’. Three floors at the top of that
new building in the City. Not a flat, three ‘fucking’ floors mum!
And the views, wow.”

Kristine
could feel her own tensions ease. She was feeling better now and
she could talk around what had happened.

“I ended up
staying the night. I can’t tell you how excited I am for this
mum!”

And there was
that excitement back in her voice and in her demeanour even though
another flashback of her slobbering over Peter’s cock was invading
her mind right at this very time.

“I can tell.
You need to get used to the life now darling. Life is going to
change dramatically for you going forward.”

Inside
Kristine was breathing a sigh of relief that she’d got over the
part of this where she could have given something away, even her
lies.

“So when will
you know, about the job?”

“I think
they’re just going to talk this morning. I have to wait to hear
from Madame Adelinde. So it could be any time. But I’ve got a good
feeling about this mum. We got on so well, you know? I’m thinking
that we couldn’t have had such a day and then a night like we had,
without them liking me. Would they?”

Kristine was
weaving back and forth and around what had happened last night but
she was convinced that she’d weaved the lie just right without
overdoing it.

“It sounds
like you all got on like a house on fire. I’d say you’ve cracked
it. Although it could be that they are choosing between you and
someone else they had got on well with. Who knows?”

She made that
‘I don’t know’ sign with her hands held up. Kristine hadn’t thought
about that - another woman in the picture, or even another man.
Shit, yeah she hadn’t thought about that and for a second, a split
second her heart dropped. But then she pulled herself together,
remembering what Peter had said to her about having the job and
that he would be agreeing with Madame. But she couldn’t really
relay that to Madeline because then she would know that something
had happened between them.

“Mum, it’s
very unlikely they’ve seen anyone better than me!”

And Kristine
spoke with a dead straight poker face and then she laughed. Her
mother had been on that straight away.

“I’m sure
you’re right darling. So, what are we getting up to, whilst you
wait, with bated breath, to hear from Madame Adelinde?”

Mum was
pouring hot steaming coffee.

“I’m gonna
shower mum, wash yesterday off me and get ready for
today.”

She was
thinking that today wasn’t the only day she’d have had bated
breath. She was thinking in particular about the moment Peter’s
cock had slipped up inside her ass. She never did anal sex but he
had made it seem so normal. So alright and ‘ok’ that she had
willingly put her face on the bed and reached back and spread her
ass cheeks aside for him to penetrate her tight, raised anal ring.
At first it had hurt, and she’d spasmed, but then it had been ok.
She swallowed as she remembered that.

“Good idea,
want some breakfast?”

Mum looked at
Kristine but she was in a world of her own as she’d thought about
events from the night before.

“Kris, you
want some breakfast, yeah?”

Kristine snapped out of
it.

“Yeah, yeah
mum that would be great. I’ll be ten minutes that’s
all.”

And she was
gone. Madeline watched her one and only go, and she may have had
this sense that something wasn’t quite right, or not, but she
didn’t say anything.

 



CHAPTER
SIX

 


“Yeah sorry
mum, the day just unfolded and I wasn’t really prepared for that
level of engagement with Madame Adelinde and Peter. I didn’t put a
phone charger in my bag and it just died.”

They were
sitting at the breakfast bar. Kristine hadn’t realised how hungry
she was until the smell of cooked food had wafted up to her. She
ate without really drawing breath.

“‘Peter’ -
first name terms hey. Better be careful with that.”

Kristine was
thinking ‘it’s a bit late for that mum’. But again she didn’t say
that.

“He doesn’t
do the Sir thing. He insisted on being called Peter, and I get
that, to be honest, not everyone wants to be so formal.”

Kristine
looked at her mother who was just nodding. She understood that.
She’d done long enough in service to know that not all were stuffy
about how they were addressed.

“Sure I get
it.”

 


Rewind

 


“So how did
it go? As though I need to ask. I hope you fucked her brains out,
and I hope she’s falling in love with you.”

Madame
Adelinde was sitting in that three sixty lounge talking to her
husband, Peter. Her nylon sheathed legs were crossed and she was
bouncing her stiletto foot slightly.

“Yeah I
thoroughly fucked her - ass, cunt and her face. And delicious it
was to, can’t wait till I have to do it again.”

And Peter
just smiled. This was a different Peter to the one that had
consoled and talked Kristine around earlier in the day. There was a
nastiness about him. But it was more than a nastiness. There was
the edge to him, and it was like the layers of pleasantness had
been peeled back to reveal this utter toxicity.

“Hmmm I like
that. You know the moment that slut walked in here, I knew she was
the one. We’ve had others I thought were the one. But seeing this
one, I realised what was missing in the others. Kristine or
whatever her name is, has that ingredient I am going to enjoy
dissecting, and pulling out of her.”

And this
wasn’t the same Madame Adelinde that Kristine had been with the day
before either. In fact her level of nastiness was on a par with her
other half.

“I want her
to fall in love with you and then I want to rip her heart out, in a
metaphorical sense. I’m a woman so I know what I have to do to
destroy her from the inside out. And I intend to do that. I intend
to destroy her as the woman she is, and make her into the one I
want to torture and abuse going into the future. So all you need to
do is make sure she falls for you in a big way.”

It was clear
that Madame Adelinde was a sadist. And yet it was a shock to
realise this. This was a woman who, as a sadist had to be operating
under the radar. In effect she was operating in plain sight. She
was obviously, both her and Peter, wealthy, highly connected people
with business interests right around the world. And yet there was
this other side to them. Another side that they could easily
‘fund’, and that they could easily hide. At least they could hide
what they needed to hide.

“Oh you know,
the seeds have been sewn now. She gonna want to fuck me again, even
though probably about now she would be denying that to herself. You
know, when the slut orgasmed, she squirted all over me. I loved
that about her. She gave her all, and some more. There’s nothing
better than a girl who gives all of herself without compromise. You
know she hated herself after. There was that desolation in her
eyes, you would have loved it darling. But then I talked her round,
gave her something tangible to hang onto and that complete hate in
herself faded back a bit. And when that happened I was more than
excited inside. I could feel my heart beating like mad.”

There was
this utter shock at how these two sophisticated people talked to
each other about Kristine. And the tone of their voices, and at the
same time this utter contempt for Kristine. And it was that,
contempt, and disregard for this young woman about to embark on her
journey in life that was shocking.

“And she
thinks she’s got the job of her absolute dreams. This job, for her,
is all she’s ever truly wanted, or looked for. Makes me wet through
to think I’m going to literally wreck her dreams. But, it’s all for
the bigger picture. Exploding her dreams is all for the bigger
picture, the bigger journey.”

Adelinde
spoke as though she was living it that very moment for
real.

“I can’t wait
to see her face when she realises she’s fucked. And the thing is
that she won’t even know the full picture because as far as she
will be concerned, she will just be a slut who’s been caught out by
a seriously fucked off spouse, ‘me’.”

And Adelinde
laughed softly and smoothed her palm up one of the nylon sheathed
calves.

“You really
are wicked and evil darling. But that’s what I like about you. Just
think, because she won’t actually know that this is all an
elaborate plan, I can pretend to be still her friend, as you pick
her to pieces.”

There really
were no words for this couple. The way they had plotted to entice
and then entrap a woman seeking to make a career for herself was
pretty evil in itself. But to wrap that around blatant, abusive and
obscene sexuality so that Kristine would be further weakened by it
was truly evil in a way that was also awe-inspiring.

“No, no
darling you really don’t know what evil is, yet. A few times I
thought I’d found one that I could mould to produce my best work
yet, only to have to let her go. But this time there’s something
about this particular creature that rings the right bells deep
inside me. I think I will be able to delve into the real darkness
with her, once I’ve broken her a little bit.”

And this was
the shock in all of this - that this was a woman talking about
another woman. Men were men and they could plumb the depths of
perversions but only for a short while, until they orgasmed and
drained their balls. They couldn’t get passed an orgasm and then
carry on where they had left off. But a woman, a woman like
Adelinde, she could think up the worse possible obscenities and
tortures and she could simply carry on those for days and days -
weeks even without needing to come out of it. She could orgasm at
what she doing but there would be no regret there, or sympathy for
another woman. She could just carry right on to the next
orgasm.

And these
two, in this room that looked out over all four sides of London
just sat back for a moment to bask in what they were about to
undertake. They just looked lost in their own thoughts for a few
minutes. Adelinde then looked at her watch,

 


Some Time
Later

 


“Ok, time to
make the call and make the slut’s day, I guess. We need to reel her
in.”

And as she
spoke Adelinde was already morphing back into the woman who had met
and interviewed Kristine. Back at Kristine’s home both her and her
mother kept lifting their hands to look at their
watches.

“Fuck mum,
I’ve never known time to drag like this what the actual fuck is
going on?”

She said that
because it was only ten minutes later than the last time she
looked. But then her cell phone rang.

“It’s her mum
it’s Madam Adelinde!”

And maybe for
the first time in a while Kristine was looking at her mother as
though she was a lost little girl or something. That was because
her dream job was just about to be given to her, or not. Madeline
waved her hands at Kristine indicating her to answer the call, not
for the first time, harking back to the restaurant when she’d done
exactly the same when the phone rang.

“Hello Madame
Adelinde, it’s Kristine. I’m so pleased to hear from you
again.”

“Hello my
darling Kristine. I just wanted to share the news with you, that my
husband agrees wholeheartedly with my assessment of you. And so I
wanted to offer you the position we’ve spoken about, effective as
soon as you are available.”

She stopped
talking rightly to let Kristine process what she was hearing.
Kristine gave her thumbs up to her mother.

“Oh my god, I
can’t tell you what this means to me Madame Adelinde.”

And probably
for the first time in her life Kristine was stuck for any more
words. And the thing was that she was absorbing that Adelinde
sounded so utterly pleased to have her, the one she wanted. She
sounded so pleased to be able to share this news with Kristine
direct. And the thing was that she didn’t sound anything like that
woman who’d been sitting in that three sixty room with that man
talking about her in the way she had been. In point of fact, she
didn’t sound like the same woman at all. And yet she
was.

“So basically
darling, if you want to wind up all you need to wind up in the next
few days, then come to me. We’ll get you settled in, and ready to
go.”

And as she
was listening to Adelinde, Kristine was melting with happiness. And
all of a sudden what she had done with Peter wasn’t such a huge
thing any more. And he had been true to his word. He couldn’t have
said anything to Madame about what had happened between them. At
least this was in her mind. As far as she was concerned that was
over and done with. The only thing was that far from wanting
nothing more to do with Peter, she was wanting to thank him for his
support.

She’d get the
chance to do that though and she would get the chance to fall for
him more. She was so happy right now that she could kiss him. She
was so happy and so excited right now that she could have kissed
him the way he had kissed her that night. All sloppy and wet, and
dirty. She wouldn’t of course. But she was happy. As far as she was
concerned, right at this moment in time, it was all good in the
hood.

“I’ll come
see you tomorrow, see what your schedule is, and work me moving in,
around that Madame. How does that sound?”

“Perfect
darling. That’s what I wanted to hear from you, some initiative. I
have a good feeling about us Kristine. A real good feeling. I’ll
see you tomorrow. Oh wait… I have a meeting in the morning. But you
can come, I’ll leave a key with the concierge, on the ground floor,
and that will be your key. Peter may be there, or not. If not you
can find your room on the second floor of the property. Just get
the feel of the place properly, and I will join you as soon as I
can. Is that a plan sweetheart?”

Kristine was
so happy that she could barely contain herself.

“It is a
plan, thank you so much Madame Adelinde. Thank you so
much.”

“Not at all
darling, thank YOU. See you then.”

And with that
the call was hung up and Kristine just looked at the screen and
then her mother.

“That’s it,
sorted mum. The deal is done!”

And she was
smiling wider than she’d ever smiled before. And then she was
thinking about the words that Adelinde had used. She could have
taken them the wrong way. She could have looked suspiciously as
what she’d said. About her not being there and maybe Peter would
be. And then she thought, did she want to come face to face with
him again soon, alone? But she’d worked out that she had to get
used to it. What had happened had happened and there was no way to
avoid him. She would be working for him as well as her.

And besides,
if he was there when she got there then it would give her the
chance to thank him for what he’d done for her in securing the job.
And maybe apologise for her behaviour, kind of persuade him that
she wasn’t that kind of girl, not really. She couldn’t even have
had the slightest clue though about what was really happening, or
what would happen in the future.

 


Madeline
looked at her one and only offspring and her heart was beating so
quickly. She loved her so much, she was so proud of her that she
could scream it from the roof tops.

“Exciting
times baby girl?”

There was
this sense of resignation from Madeline.

“Mum you
haven’t called me ‘baby girl’ for years. What is going on
here?”

She didn’t
need to ask. She knew that her mother was coming to terms with the
fact that she wouldn’t be around for much longer. And that this was
probably hurting her.

“I know,
flashbacks honey. I’m just adapting, getting used to it, that’s
all.”

And this was
true. This was what she was doing. It was like she was hanging on
to the good days.

“Mum I’m
literally a few miles away, in the same city as you. We’ve got
social media, cell phones, face time. We’re literally not on
different planets. And you’ll be seeing so much of me you’ll be
chasing me off, you’ll see,”

That was
Kristine trying to comfort her mother as well as show her that she
understood what she was going through. And that she was going
through the same.

“I know. I
know. I’m being silly. We’re both getting into other stages of our
lives now and that’s a good thing.”

Madeline
smiled but it was a shaky one that promised to turn teary if she
wasn’t on top of it. But Kristine moved in for a cuddle. She felt
like she had this. That she was on top of it and that she could
look after her career, and she could look after her mother at the
same.

“You know you
could consider getting on the dating scene again mum. I mean dad’s
gone now. He’s been gone for a while and I’m sure he would want you
to find happiness again.”

Kristine
moved away from the cuddle and held her mother at arm’s length to
see if she was listening or taking in anything she was saying. She
could see that she was.

“I’m not sure
about dating darling. I think maybe I’m a bit too old for that,
don’t you?”

Kristine
tilted her head.

“Mum, you’re
fucking gorgeous. I’d imagine there’re men out there who’d jump at
the chance of, well, you know….”

And both
women threw their heads back and laughed.

“Seriously
mum. Get out there. Get back in the groove again. You’ll feel a
hundred times better if you’ve got something to focus on for
yourself.”

And Madeline
knew what Kristine was saying was right. She knew that since
Kristine’s dad had died she’d existed in this bubble that she’d
just seemed to sit and look out of. It had been the real world
outside that bubble was too far away for her to be part of. Apart
from the times she was with Kristine, what she was feeling was
something like being ‘lost’. So she knew that her offspring was
right. She knew that she had to snap out of it, and she
would.

“You’re right
of course, I know that. I’m gonna have to start swiping right and
left aren’t I?”

And they both
laughed again as Madeline alluded to what was done on some dating
sites.

“You know
about that already, mother! Have you been looking already you
minx?”

They laughed
again. The sound of Kristine calling her mother a minx was slightly
bizarre but it was funny at the same time and they didn’t hold back
on the laughter.

“You think I
haven’t been down with the kids or what? I’ll have you know, I know
all of the terminology, and I’m gonna be out there, I promise
you.”

They laughed
again this time not quite so audibly. Kristine had been right
though, her mother was gorgeous. She was still more than desirable.
She was probably the woman that adolescent boys had masturbation
fantasies about. She was attractive in that ‘lipstick’ sense. And
she was statuesque in that way that her impressively huge breasts
were accentuated - and that her shapely legs and hips shouted out
to be admired. She was in this space that she just needed to feel
really good about herself again. And in all honesty that hadn’t
left her, it had just been a bit debilitated since she’d lost her
husband and the father of her only child.

“Yeah mum
that’s better. And again, and again, and again, I’m JUST a few
miles away, when I’m not here. I’ll be travelling from time to
time. But you can just treat that like my gap year when I was
travelling. I’d be home for a few weeks then off again, then back
again. And if you want me, if only just to say hi, then you know
how you can do that.”

They were hugging again
now.

“Oh and I
want you fucking your brains out again, ok?”

That was
almost a shocking thing for Kristine to say to her mother. And yet
at the same time it wasn’t. They were so close, so in tune with
each other that, conversation just came naturally to
them.

“I’ll bare
that in mind, making mental notes, ‘Kristine says I need to be
fucking my brains out’, for future reference.”

They both
cracked up again. And there was this silence then as they each got
used to how different their lives were going to be now. Kristine
couldn’t know how different her’s was going to be - or the way it
was going to be different.

 



CHAPTER SEVEN

 


Caught Out By
Madame Adelinde

 


Kristine
stopped on the other side of the road from the building that Madame
Adelinde’s property was on. It’d be true to say that she’d been
floating since she’d got that phone call. It would be true say as
well, that she’d not slept too good. She’d been way too excited to
sleep. And now - now she was standing in the street looking up at
the building that was to be her new address she couldn’t quite
believe it. It was like she had to pinch herself. If she looked up,
she couldn’t really see the top three floors at all, but she knew
they were there. She took out her phone and tapped in a message to
her mother,

“I’m going in
deep mum, right now.”

And she
pressed send. She slipped her phone back into her bag and then
crossed the road. The huge heavy glass doors slid open
automatically and she walked straight through. She looked for the
concierge desk, which she’d totally missed the first time round
because she’d been so excited about the interview.

“Hi, I’m
supposed to pick up a key here, for the property on the top three
floors.”

There was no
doubt that this was a five or six star building.

“Yes Ma’am,
you’re Kristine right?”

And that was
a slight shock, that this smartly dressed man, perfectly groomed
knew her name.

“Uh, yes, yes
that’s right.”

And she
smiled. The man, in his fifties, or even in his sixties had a
slight accent - European maybe. French or Italian possibly. Had his
accent been stronger then it might have been possible to say
exactly where he came from. He reached under his desk and took out
a small bunch of keys. There was also a fob on the
keyring.

“The fob is
for the private elevator. The fob also works the doors to the
property. The keys are just for backup.”

Again that
accent was impossible to totally pin down.

“Thank you so
much.”

Kristine
smiled at the man and he slightly nodded, the way doormen and
concierge do, just to show that they are being subservient to a
degree.

“Private
elevator is right over there Miss.”

And he
indicated to an elevator away from the bank of others. There had
been details that she’d missed first time round. She couldn’t
remember a concierge the first time round. And she couldn’t
remember which elevator she’d taken up. That was how excited and
dizzy she’d been about even having the chance of an interview. When
she had gone to see Peter the second time, he had come to meet her
and taken her up. But it was like she’d been whisked up and out and
that she was floating on air.

And when she
had come down after that second meeting, her head had been such a
mess that she’d just wanted and needed to get out of that place.
She wouldn’t have remembered that the concierge, this very same one
saying ‘good morning’ to her. She sure as hell wouldn’t have
answered him. She might have looked right through him or something.
But now she was having time to take in this reception area, and the
grandness of the building itself.

“Thank you so
much.”

And with that
she was gone, and slipping into the private elevator which she
couldn’t quite get her head around. And even though it was a fast
elevator, it seemed to take an age. But when it pinged that it had
reached its destination, the doors had immediately slid open out
onto the reception area of Madame Adelinde’s property on what
effectively would be the ground floor. She stepped out.

“Ah Kristine,
Madame said you would be around today.”

That was
Peter and this was Kristine coming face to face with him for the
first time since they had spent the night together. If she was
honest with herself, she wouldn’t be sure if she was ready for this
face to face just yet. But she’d been grown up enough to know that
she’d have to get over that particular hurdle. Besides, now she
could kill two birds with one stone as it were.

“Oh Peter, I
wanted to thank you so much for, well, you know…”

And she left
the sentence unfinished because she hadn’t worked out what she was
actually going to say.

“I know, I
know. It’s ok Kristine. I get it, and you don’t have to thank me.
This was how it was supposed to be, and so there is no harm
done.”

Kristine
couldn’t help but keep that eye contact with this man. He was a
handsome man, she knew that. And for some reason, despite what they
had done together, all night, he made her feel good inside. And
there weren’t a lot of men who could do that for her.

“I know
Peter. My thing is that I really enjoyed the night, you know right?
And that’s never going to leave me, I don’t think.”

And in a way,
already Kristine was showing a weakness in her to this man, but she
didn’t know it. She was just keen for this to go all smoothly. She
had convinced herself that once she was in and the work started
proper, that everything would be ok. And if their coming together
had been actually as it seemed, rather than a preplanned set up,
then she would have been right. It would have more than likely have
gone like that.

“Look, I’ll
show you to your unit, let you settle in and get your barings. And
if you need anything, just holler, ok?”

And this was
that charming man that had fucked her brains out again. Not the one
that had been talking to Adelinde, the other piece of
toxicity.

“Great,
sounds like a plan. Lead the way.”

The fact was
that Kristine couldn’t take her eyes off this man. In a way it was
good for her to think that she kind of fancied the pants off him
rather than dropping her knickers so that she would get the job. It
was a twisted train of thought but it was one that made it easier
for her to cope with what had happened.

Peter led the
way through the vast property and into a ‘wing’. He had said ‘unit’
where Kristine was expecting a ‘room’.

“Oh my god!
Is this, all, mine? I thought. Just a room, and a bathroom…. Sorry
I’m just a bit taken aback that’s all.”

What Kristine
was being shown by Peter was a self-contained flat within the
apartment.

“It’s yours
Kristine. We want you to be comfortable. You will be ‘living’ here
after all.”

Peter spoke
casually but Kristine was focussed on his lips moving. She needed
to look away because it was tempting for her to just tippy toe in
and kiss him. She couldn’t get over this flat. It was huge. Totally
huge. And it was like it was getting better and better for her all
the time. In the event she did lean in for that kiss. Just a quick
peck and then down again. That could have been the single worst
thing she could have done even though she was going to be reeled in
anyway. What she had done here was speed the process up.

“Thank you so
much Peter. And I mean it. I know I left in a bit of a state the
last time we were together. But I did what you said. I got home and
had a long hard think and you were right. Right about
everything.”

She’d
promised herself that she wouldn’t do this, or dwell on it. She
told herself to thank him and leave it at that. But she was going
into detail, and she was lingering on the issue. And to top that
she had leaned in and kissed him on the mouth and none of that had
been in her plans. And the worse thing was that she’d been
confident that she could carry this off. But she’d failed at the
first hurdle. This man had got to her more than she would ever
admit.

Before she
even knew what was happening he had pulled her into him and was
kissing her mouth deeply. And far from pulling away from that kiss,
she was melting into it as his tongue possessed her mouth. Her eyes
were open wide and had locked with his. What he was doing was
kissing her like this, kissing her wetly, deeply like this to
weaken her, and bring her into his sphere. He kissed her long and
hard, and thoroughly, and then her slid his mouth off hers and
broke the kiss, and held her in close to him, feeling her breasts
crush into him.

“I haven’t
been able to get you out of and mind Kristine. You’ve got into my
head and you’re living rent free in there. I didn’t mean this to
happen. We didn’t mean it to happen but it has, and now we have to
deal with it.”

Kristine was
breathing heavily as she absorbed the words from Peter. This hadn’t
been in the plan at all. This was not what was supposed to be
happening. And yet she couldn’t help it. It wasn’t like she didn’t
want it because if she tried to tell herself that, she knew she’d
be lying. Her breath sounded laboured as she whispered
back,

“Peter I want
you inside me again. All the way.”

She could
hear herself. She knew what she was saying but she couldn’t stop
herself. She was saying the truth of it and there was no stopping
that. And Peter hooked a finger under her jaw and lifted her eyes
to meet his again.

“You want me
to fuck your brains out. And I want to do that. It’s crazy what you
do to my mind.”

It shouldn’t
have been what she wanted to hear, but it was. Kristine’s mind was
in a whirl. She knew that this could get complicated and that it
probably would, but she couldn’t help herself.

“Let’s do it
now. I want you inside me now Peter.”

And as he was
holding her in close he was smiling. And in that moment it wasn’t
the charming Peter that Kristine had fallen for. It was the other
one, the nasty one. And as he moved in for another dirty obscene
kiss, he was mauling Kristine’s breasts through her top, and he was
squeezing her ass, and then slapping it lightly. For Kristine she
needed this man badly, again. It was like the first time round,
knowing that it was wrong but opting to deal with that after
it.

Before she
knew it, he was breaking the kiss and guiding her down to her
knees. And when she got down there, his thick, semi hard cock was
already out.

“Suck me like
a good girl Kristine.”

And very
gradually he was turning and twisting the vibe, and there was the
feeling that this wasn’t the same as the first time. He was holding
the trunk of his cock and guiding the swollen, almost purple bell
end to Kristine’s lips, and she was snaking out her tongue looking
eager to take it into her mouth for him.

There was no
doubt that Peter was different this time round, and that he had
turned something up a notch or two. For Kristine this could have
felt like they were more comfortable with each other now, and so
the sex would flow more smoothly. She wouldn’t have been feeling
anything sinister in it, or nasty. It was just another one of those
moments, or times, only more so than the first time.

She wasn’t
thinking too deeply now. All she knew was that this man turned her
on and the right place for that cock was inside of her. So she
sucked him like she meant it. She dribbled over that cock and she
slipped it in and out of her mouth, and then she sucked it noisily.
She played with that bell end in her mouth and then she deep
throated it, squeezing her throat muscles around it so that it
would be nice for Peter. And as she did that she could feel her
nipples swelling and engorging. They got thicker and longer as she
was stimulated.

“You wanna be
a good girl for me don’t you, hmmmm. A good girl for
daddy?”

Kristine
worked that cock with her mouth in a way that would have made her
proud. She noticed the change in tone, but it was sex talk right?
And she noticed the daddy talk as well. But that was sex talk as
well and she was a lot younger than this man and so she kind of
liked it. What Kristine could feel was that this time was going to
be better than the first time.

“Mmmm yes
daddy. I’m gonna be a good girl for you.”

 


This time,
Peter’s usage of Kristine had stepped up a notch. He’d fucked her
hard, firmly and continuously over the course of a few
hours.

“I’m
exhausted Peter.”

They were in
a break. A break for breath. Kristine’s face was a mess, stained
with cum drools. Cum dripped from her vagina and pooled between her
spread open legs.

“Oh I’m not
finished with you yet princess. I need to sate myself inside your
ass. You don’t mind do you? You did say you’d be a good girl for
daddy, right?”

And he was
using that tone of voice that Kristine wouldn’t have been able to
turn down if she wanted to.

“Of course
daddy, whatever it takes.”

And she
batted her mascaraed lashes at him. And she used that seductive
tone that would have reached his senses. This was sex talk. They
were having sex, full sex. She was playing the game with him except
this wasn’t a game. She let him guide her to her own bedroom, the
master ensuite bedroom in her own apartment, and then she let him
put on the bed any way he wanted to. There was this servility to
him, this docility in the way that she allowed him to do what he
wanted with her.

He guided her
to the bed, placed her kneeling on one edge with her face pressed
into the duvet and her back arched concavely so that her ass was
high and ‘presented’ for him. He had fucked her ass like this
before. It was like it was his favourite position. And this told of
his liking, his need and greed to sate himself.

“Reach back,
spread your cheeks for daddy.”

And she’d
done that before as well. That time there had been the slight
awkwardness of what and how she was doing it. But this time, in
Kristine, there was this eagerness to please this man, to please
‘daddy’. She could deal with his kinks if it meant she got regular
doses, regular feeding sessions of that cock of his.

“Mmmmm yes
daddy. Like this daddy?”

And she was
reaching behind herself, sliding her hands around her shapely hips
and then onto her fleshy ass cheeks which she then spread wide to
expose the raised anal ring of her rectum.

“That’s
exactly how daddy wants it. Good girl.”

And there was
this sense, this dirty kinky sense that things had taken a step
down in decency. That there wasn’t an ounce of decency in all of
this. And that all there was, was Kristine submitting to the
deviant nature of this man. But there was also this sense that this
was what Kristine wanted. There had to have been a line in her
mind, one that she would not cross, but now that line was fading.
The first time she had come together with Peter was something that
had happened and she could have got over that. She HAD got over it.
But this time it was different. Whether or not Kristine knew that,
was unclear.

“Mmmmm daddy,
daddy put it in me daddy, please put it in me, all the
way.”

What was
clear was that Kristine was in the zone. She was turned on and she
was highly aroused. And there was no doubt that she wanted the
hugeness of Peter’s cock inside of her. She was spreading her ass
cheeks wide and she was not only showing him that, she was inviting
him into her with that soft cooing voice that dripped with sexual
desire. And in one firm movement he’d held her by the hips and then
dragged her back onto the head of his cock. She gasped and then she
held her breath as the cock slid all the way into her rectal tube
and up against the bend in her colon.

“Mmmmmm
daddy, daddy put it in me daddy, please put it in me.”

And there was
this utter shock. This utter moment as those words were spoken by
Adelinde herself doing a perfect mimic of Kristine’s voice. And
that was a surreal thing that was happening live. Immediately
Kristine’s ass tightened, as though it was spasming on Peter’s
cock. She tried to lift her head, from the duvet, but movement was
minimal as Peter pressed down on her. She could see enough to see
Madame Adelinde in front of her. And she could sense her looking
down on her as Peter drove his cock in deep. And that was the odd
thing. That he wasn’t stopping. That he was driving in deep and
then deeper still. Kristine from this coming together would forever
remember the aroma of Adelinde’s scent. That was something that no
matter what she was going through at any given time going forward,
she would remember. That would be a ‘thing’ in her mind.

“I’m sorry.
So sorry. I’m sorry.”

It was like
she had come to her senses and yet at the same time this man was
continuing to fuck her ass. It was as though she had woken up into
a really bad dream.

“I’m sorry.
So sorry. I’m sorry.”

And again
Adelinde was mimicking Kristine’s voice. And that copy was a
perfect copy. She managed to look up at Adelinde but she wished.
She hadn’t. She wished right at that time that a hole would open up
in the ground and swallow her. But it didn’t.

 



CHAPTER
EIGHT

 


“Don’t stop
on my account. Finish up, I insist on it. I can wait.”

If Madame
Adelinde was trying to sow seeds of guilt deep into the psyche of
Kristine, then she was doing a good job of it. There was this way
she was acting that was not true for a wife who had just caught her
husband buried balls deep, anally, in the hired help. There was
this change of vibe - this change up, or down, depending which way
one wanted t- look at it, in the dynamic.

“Please
Madame, please Madame….”

There were no
other words that came out. At the same time that she was impaled on
the thick cock of Madame Adelinde’s husband, she was being giving
the guilt trip. Except it wasn’t JUST the guilt trip. There was
this sense that this was deeper and more cruelly meaningful than
just a guilt trip. This was a head fuck that was happening in real
time. The head fuck of Kristine.

“Please
Madame, please Madame….”

Again that
mimic as the click of Adeline’s high heels brought her closer to
the bed. Kristine wished she wouldn’t come any closer to her. She
didn’t know why she wished that. It was just this feeling that she
got that if this woman wanted to make her suffer, why couldn’t she
just do that from a distance? She didn’t need to be in so close.
But proximity was a tool that Adelinde used in all of this. Her
closeness to Kristine was something that she controlled to a
nuanced level. She knew what she was doing. The one question that
had to crop up, for Kristine was, at what point would she realise
that she had been set up? At what point would the penny
drop?

In this first
instance, this first contact with Adelinde like this, in these
circumstances, there was this wave of guilt that Kristine felt. She
knew what she was feeling and she knew that she needed to not be in
this predicament. And yet because she had been caught like this,
she was already feeling that she didn’t have the right to control
the narrative.

“Please
Madame, please….”

“Please
Madame, please….”

The pleading
from Kristine and then the mimic from Adelinde. It was like a demon
at work in Kristine’s mind.

“I want him
to finish, inside you Kristine. I want your ass to suck every last
dreg of semen out of his balls and into your ass, and then we can
talk. I know you want to talk. You probably feel the need to talk
right now hey? But you’ll get your opportunity. Oh you’ll get all
the time you need to try to talk your way out of this one. I might
as well tell you now that it will be a waste of your breath. You’re
going to need all the breath you can suck in, but I will give you
the opportunity to talk, once you’ve sucked my man’s seed out of
him with your ass.”

The way
Adelinde spoke was obscene. It was more than obscene. It was
descriptive obscenity that painted a dirty picture. A disgusting
picture of what Kristine was doing. But such was the way that those
seeds of doubt were sewn, that they were already beginning to
fester and flower inside her mind. There was no doubt in her mind
already that she had to take responsibility. What was mashing with
her mind though was that she had to complete this act, of helping
Peter to cum inside her ass, whilst Adelinde was present - whilst
she watched. And that was something that she couldn’t get her head
around. Mostly she couldn’t get her head around it because she had
this big thick fat cock inside her anal tract, and her brand new
boss was standing watching. It didn’t get any worse in nightmare
terms.

Kristine’s
head was in as bad a state as it had been after the realisation of
the first time with Peter had hit her. Except it was more so. What
would be clear to anyone except Kristine was that this had been set
up. And what would be even clearer was that this execution of the
set-up had been arranged and planned in such a way that maximum
psychological turmoil had been created inside Kristine’s head. So
much turmoil in fact that it rendered her incapable of taking any
control over the situation. She should have been able to stop what
was happening. She should have been able to slide off that cock and
make her exit. In this case her exist would have been out of that
place and back into the city street as soon as possible.

She should
have been able to work out that the job as she had come to know it
was not something that was real. But she couldn’t work any of that
out. The shock to her system had been such that she had been caught
short. And that shock had seen her immediately assume
responsibility for what she done. And further, that she had no
right to control the narrative from this point.

“Make it nice
for daddy, slut.”

That was
Adelinde again. Except now she spoke on her own terms. She wasn’t
mimicking any more. She’d created the shock wave that seemed to
pass back and forth through Kristine’s senses and now she was
developing the much needed and essential control over her. It was
like she was on a time line - as though time was of the essence at
this precise point in the process. But, process? What
process?

“I will, I
will make it nice for him. I will.”

Kristine was
mumbling as she sank deeper into the mire that she had unwittingly
been sucked into. She should have been able to pull herself
together at this point - she should have been full of realisation,
so that she could get out of this, except she wasn’t, and she
couldn’t. What she was doing was feeling the need now to please
Adelinde. She was feeling that she had offended her, that she had
betrayed her and that she needed to turn that around and so she was
squeezing her ass around Peter’s cock, and moving her hips so that
she could make it nice for him. And that was because that was what
Adelinde had told her to do.

For some
reason the normal Kristine had deserted her. The one that had been
able to think straight and that was intelligent, and able to
negotiate the world and what it had to offer. And now in its place
was this other Kristine. The ‘slut’ one. That hadn’t gone over her
head either. That this woman had called her a slut. But then she
was reasoning with herself, as she squeezed herself around that
cock, making it pleasurable for Peter, that she was a slut. That
this woman and every right to call her that. That she had every
right to humiliate and degrade her in any way she saw fit. Right
now she was being educated by her own diminishing mind.

“Mmmmmm come
on daddy, fuck me like you mean it.”

Kristine
assumed that part of making it nice for Peter was to play and take
part in the oral games, encouraging ‘daddy’ to fuck her like this.
The degradation biting into Kristine’s psyche was as acute as she
thought it could ever be. This was a different world to the one she
was used to existing in. To be in this position, in this
predicament was not something that she ever thought she would have
to do, or suffer. But now she was having to adapt. It was like she
was having to adapt to survive this new world she was
in.

Maybe in the
back of her mind somewhere was the thought that if she could get
through this bit, the bit where this man came the rest of his duff
inside her anal tract, and then the bit where she had to sit face
to face with this woman as she tried to talk herself out of what
she’d done, then the light would appear at the end of the dark
tunnel and she could work her way through that tunnel, and
eventually come out the other side and get on with her
life.

Adelinde
stepped back a little and spoke softly to Peter.

“Fuck her
like you’re trying to break her. And then I’ll take it from
there.”

The way she
spoke was almost with a viciousness that hadn’t been there in that
other Adelinde. There was this sadism in her words and tone, that
hadn’t even been hinted at before, let alone visible. One had to
wonder what was going through Kristine’s mind at this point. Was
there any self-awareness there, was there any logic there as this
man moved the thickness and the length of his cock in and out of
her? It was like she was a girl, a young woman simply doing what
she had to do to make it nice for this man that was inside of her
in the most obscene way that he could be.

Was she
thinking of ‘home’, was she thinking of ‘mum’? Was she wondering
what her mother would think of her now? This was all part of the
debilitation of her as a woman. This was indeed the beginning of a
process. It was the beginning of a downturn in Kristine’s life. But
she didn’t know this. She didn’t know what she knew any more. She
would have been able to handle this going forward, this ‘affair’
with Peter, had Adelinde not caught her out. Maybe!

 


“Well, this
is your chance to speak. This is your chance to give me your side
of the story.”

Kristine had
been allowed to shower, before she assumed she would be kicked out
of that place and out of the job she hadn’t started and the
property she had yet to settle into, and wouldn’t. She was wrapped
in a silk wrap, her hair was still wet, and she looked gaunt, and
drawn from her experience so far.

“Can I sit,
please Madame?”

“No you
can’t. You can speak. That is was you can do, is speak.”

Madame
Adelinde was having none of it. She was firm, almost nasty in her
tone. But there was something odd about that. She was being almost
reasonable with Kristine. Was there anyway, that a wronged wife
would be ‘reasonable’ with the ‘slut’ she’d caught with her
husband? It was the beginning of the reality that was so chilling
to comprehend.

Madame,
you’ve been so kind to me. I’ve betrayed you, and cheated on you. I
take full responsibility for this. It’s totally my
fault.”

There wasn’t
even a second’s pause and Adelinde was on it.

“Oh, that’s
big of you. I catch you impaled on my husband’s cock, with your
ass, and you’re telling me it’s all your fault. I know that dear.
But before I decide what to do with you, I want to know what on
this earth were you thinking?”

And this was
a swerve ball that Adelinde was throwing Kristine. She’d thought
that she was get the shittiest of dressing downs from this woman
and then be thrown out on the street. But instead, she was being
led to believe there were options involved. And this made her think
differently. It made her want there to be a different solution to
the obvious one.

“I wasn’t
thinking Madame. I was letting desire get the better of me. I was
letting my sexuality rule my head and that was wrong Madame and I
so regret it.”

“Did you
regret it the first time as well?”

Again
Adelinde was quick to respond and that threw Kristine. Adelinde
knew about the first time as well and that was a shock to the
system. She wondered how long this woman had been sitting on that
knowledge, or had Peter only just fessed up to her about it? The
last thing she needed now were more unknowns in her
life.

“Uhhhh
Madame, I’m a disgrace. I don’t deserve another chance. What I’ve
done makes me feel ill. It makes me feel sick.”

“What makes
you think I’d consider another chance? I’m afraid you’ve shot your
bolt on that. Girls like you don’t deserve chances. I invite you
into my home and you fuck my husband - not once, but twice. And you
fuck him in the most obscene fashion.”

She was
laying it on thick now and Kristine was absorbing it all into her
psyche like a sponge.

“Why did you
feel the need to do what you did with Peter?”

Adeline was
skilfully avoiding any chance that her beloved Peter could be in
any way blamed for what had happened.

“Madame
Adelinde, I don’t know. I don’t know what came over me. I guess I
fell for him, and my desire took over.”

That was
probably as close to the truth that she could come to, apart from
mentioning that it was as much him as it was her. She could reason
with her that it had been equal but she knew that this wouldn’t
help. Adelinde had already lay the blame fully at her feet and so
she had to go with that.

“At last some
truth from you. But tell me what am I supposed to do now? You got
this position because of you passion for the work and yet your
sexual desire was more powerful than your passion for the job. So
where does that leave me? What am I supposed to do with you
now?”

Adelinde
sounded more up in her speaking voice now - as though she were in a
real dilemma.

“I know I’ve
screwed up Madame. I don’t deserve anything from you after I
betrayed you so obscenely.”

“So you
wouldn’t want to be given the opportunity to atone for your sins
then?”

And in that
one simple relatively short sentence there was this hope, like a
light that pinged on in Kristine’s mind.

“Madame?
Atone for my sins?”

Kristine had
spent some time gently sobbing before this face to face with
Adelinde. And there had been the accentuated feelings and
sensations that she had been brutally fucked anally and vaginally
over time, so it wasn’t like she needed to ask what she needed to
atone for. Just the manner of that atonement.

“Yes. Come to
accept what you’ve done and atone via punishment for
them.”

Adelinde
spoke quietly, and matter-of-factly.

“Punishment?
Ok, but then what Madame? Then I will be still without the job I’ve
wanted for so long.”

Kristine
spoke with rising anxiety in her voice.

“Oh no child,
I’m not going to fire you. If you choose to atone for your sins,
you will still have a job with me, but you will be trained not just
to do your job, but to be the best version of yourself that you can
be.”

And she
stopped talking so that Kristine could process what she was
hearing. That was the thing, that Kristine couldn’t believe that
she might have a job at the end of all this.

“Of course,
you can choose not to atone in with case you can walk out of here
now, intact. If you choose to stay then it will be my way, and no
other way. This may very well be the only time you will ever get a
choice in my company again. But the choice is with you
totally.”

Again she
stopped so that Kristine could process the words and what they
meant. But that was it, she didn’t really know what it would mean
if she chose to stay. She knew there would be punishment of some
kind, but she didn’t know what. What she was latching on to was the
fact that she would still have a job with Madame Adelinde. And that
meant more to her that the dignity sapping thing of having to be
punished for what she’d done with Peter.

She wasn’t
getting, not yet, how the vibe, and how the dynamic in all of this
was changing. Or the almost barbaric thing she would be agreeing
to. All she knew was that it was a no brainer. She’d have to accept
atonement for her sins and whatever that came with. A few days ago,
a few weeks or months ago she would have told this woman to go fuck
herself. And that she was some kind of nutter. But not now. She did
a little more of that weeping thing that she’d never done before in
her life.

“What would
be my punishment Madame?”

The question
was a fair one. But Adelinde didn’t need to think for too long
before she answered.

“Initially
you will be caned. But your punishment will be ongoing. The caning
will be to bring you to the right frame of mind. It will bring you
to the state of mind that you need to be in, in order to atone for
what you have done.”

Kristine was
initially shocked by the knowledge that she could be ‘caned’. That
was like something from the dark ages. Something that had been
banned in schools for decades, and something that sent chills up
and down her spine. This thing she was trapped in now was getting
more complex for her to exist in. Although she wasn’t really
sensing what a complete and utter change in circumstances she was
experiencing.

The most
disturbing thing was that in her mind right now she wasn’t even
thinking of walking away. She was just in this mindset of how she
could agree to the caning and then carry on after. It was in her
mind, that she couldn’t walk away and that she didn’t want to walk
away. There was only one choice for her and she wasn’t even
thinking of the fact that it wasn’t just a one-off caning and that
her ‘training’ would be ongoing. In her mind she had become stoic
in that she would see this through.

 



CHAPTER NINE

 


The
Caning, continued

 


“So, what’s
to going to be? You can walk out of here now. Just totter out and
get on with your life. Or you can stay and put right the
wrongs”

For Adelinde
it was simple. For her the choice that she had given Kristine was
black or white. Her choice.

“I want to
stay Madame Adelinde, and put right the wrongs.”

She looked
sheepishly at the woman. She was seeing her in a different way now.
She was seeing this woman in a whole new light.

“Excellent
choice my dear. I think it important that we all atone for our
sins. So, we will begin immediately. Now come with me.”

And Adelinde
took Kristine to another area of the vast property - an area she
hadn’t been to before. And this was a weird space that felt like a
vacuum. It felt like that because there was no sound. There was no
sound from the outside, and none from the inside. There was
nothing. There was just this nothingness that seemed to set the
vibe and the tone of what went on there. This in itself sent chills
down her spine as she looked around. This was different to the rest
of the property. It was like a property within a property, much
like the flat the she had been given. Only this time there was much
more wood, and it was much more dated. And one had the feeling that
it was supposed to be like that, for whatever reason.

 


“It’s simple.
You de-robe so that you are naked. And then you bend over and grip
your ankles with your hands. You don’t move. You don’t jump up
after each stroke. You simply stay where you are. If you do jump
up, then the count starts again. And you really don’t want that to
happen.”

Kristine
looked around but she was terrified, that much was obvious from the
facial expressions she revealed. And she de-robed slowly letting
the silk wrap float down over her breasts, her hips and then to the
floor. Then she did as she was told, she bent over, feeling the
weight of her breasts as they hung under her, and she grabbed her
ankles. She had this feeling - this utter feeling that this wasn’t
right - that it wasn’t right at all. But that feeling seemed to
melt away when Adelinde spoke again.

“Your ‘offences’ on this occasion, that need to be atoned
for. One -
you planned to seduce a married man. Two - You carried out your
plan. Three - you
committed oral sex on that man. Four - you consumed and swallowed
his seed. Five -
you encouraged this man to have anal intercourse with you.
Six - and vaginal
intercourse. Seven - you compounded your previous offences by orally cleaning
this man after he had been inside of you, which is vile.
Eight - and by far the
worse of your collective offences, that ‘said man’ was my husband.
That in itself is an unforgivable offence, and one that requires
the most severe punishment. And this will take the longest to wash
out of you, and beat out of you.”

When she put it like that
then for Kristine it wasn’t wrong any more.

“I understand
Madame Adelinde. And thank you for giving me the chance to put this
right, the chance to atone.”

And in this
place at this time was this feeling, this awful feeling that what
was happening was so wrong. It was so controlling and so
‘grooming’. Anyone would come to the conclusion that Kristine was
in the very early stages of being groomed by this woman. But
groomed for what and to be what?

 


Now

 


What followed
was a caning of viciousness that Kristine couldn’t have known
existed - not even in her own nightmares. She had been given
further instructions, to not make a sound. Not to scream out, not
to cry, on top of not to move or get up. And what followed was an
exercise in expert and powerful corporal punishment that Kristine
would never forget. A session of corporal punishment that wouldn’t
leave Kristine for a long time. Correction, a session of corporal
punishment that would stay with her forever. That would change her
and that would alter the way she functioned going
forward.

Those strokes
into her sweet spot had been the most shocking and painful - and
yet those strokes had made her wet as well. The bleeding welts
above and below the sweet spot as well - those had seemed to
slither into her mind and then twist it in a way that she couldn’t
have described even if she wanted to.

“I want to do
my best for you Madame. I want to do my very best for you,
always.”

This wasn’t
Kristine’s normal voice. This was the voice of a young woman who’d
been viciously assaulted - and was continuing to be viciously
assaulted by this mature woman wielding the most obscenely lethal
whale bone cane. If there had been any hope that there would be
some sympathy or empathy from this older women then it was a
forlorn hope. But then there was the feeling that Adelinde knew
exactly what she was putting this young woman through. That she
knew exactly was she was doing with this young woman full
stop.

“We have to
get that nastiness out of you don’t we slut, so that we can make
you better?”

Yes, she was
disturbed and talk like this should have been the signal for
Kristine to get the fuck out of that place. But something had
happened to her. Something had happened to her that saw her acting
not like she would normally do. What had happened with Peter - that
was with her and that was why she was in the predicament - and why
she was in this ‘mess’.

But something
more had happened with Adelinde. It was the way this woman had got
into her head, that had been the marker for a bigger change in
Kristine. If it had just been Peter then she had been confident
that she could see whatever was happening with them through. But
the moment Adelinde had made herself known in that bedroom, the
moment she had confronted Kristine like she had was when something
else happened. There was another force at work then and Madame
Adelinde was that force.

Adelinde had
this way about her that was not easy for someone like Kristine to
pin down, especially not in this scenario. She was a woman who was
‘dominant’. And that dominance exuded from her in a way that was
not natural, not really. She had this way about her that saw
whatever she said and whatever she did, being ‘ok’. This was not
the Adelinde who had interviewed Kristine for the PA and
housekeeper position. That Adelinde was in there somewhere, and
there were glimpses of her, but not a lot. This woman, the sadist
was different. She was focused and vicious in her words and in her
ability to cause the most pain that would ever have infested
Kristine’s senses. And what was happening with every one of those
cane strokes was that Kristine was being taken to another
place.

For the first
strokes she’d had the urge to jump up and say, ‘fuck it, I’m off’.
And that was what she should have done. But she didn’t. Once over
those first few strokes she seemed to be existing in this other
space. That other space didn’t numb the pain with each stroke. If
anything the pain was enhanced and amplified. But it let her float
along on this sea of absolute agony. It let her focus on taking
those strokes and more, she was seeing that she deserved to be
caned like this.

This had to
be the effect of Adelinde. The way she had spoken about atonement,
the way she had prepared Kristine for what was to come had all
fallen into place in Kristine’s mind and now she was existing in
that place. What was clear was that Adelinde had done a job on her.
She had begun the mind fuck early, Peter had done his bit and now
Adelinde was taking it from there and what was becoming more and
more clear was that this woman was the driving force in this. She
was the sadist. It was like Peter was some kind of little cog in a
bigger wheel. That he had his uses and that he was put to those
uses by Madame Adelinde.

“You can feel
that nastiness leaving you, can’t you slut, hmmm?”

Every time
she spoke she made more and more sense.

“Yes Madame
Adelinde, yes I can feel it leaving me. That nastiness in me is
leaving me. Thank you Madame Adelinde.”

She was dizzy
from being upside down bent over the way she was. But she was dizzy
from this experience as well. She was dizzy from Adelinde’s voice -
it was like hypnotic in the way it filtered into her psyche. But
she was dizzy from each and every double stroke that cut into her
flesh. The pain was there from the initial contact, and then the
second of the double strokes that drew blood. But then there was
this warm glow that spread out and joined with the double points of
pain that Adelinde had administered.

“I’m going to
make you a better person aren’t I? One who knows how to act, and
how to behave. And one who knows how to be the best she can
be?”

It wasn’t a
good sign that Adelinde spoke like this. To say that she sounded
quite mad would be an understatement of drastic proportions. And
yet, at the same time she didn’t sound mad. She sounded at times
like a woman who had been wronged and who had been betrayed. And
when she sounded like that it was understandable what she was doing
to Kristine. Kristine after all had taken her husband into all of
her most intimate flesh. She had taken him inside her and drained
him of his semen. She had done that to another woman’s man and
there was only one way that she could atone for that. And this
caning was the start of her atonement. It wasn’t the whole thing,
just the beginning - the beginning of her putting right what she
had done with Adelinde’s husband.

“Yes Madame
Adelinde, you are going to make me a better person. One who knows
how to act and how to behave. And one who knows how to be the best
that I can be. Thank you so much Madame Adelinde.”

And there was
this disbelief that this was the same Kristine that had been
through her education and a gap year and then had gone out of her
way to find the right position for her in a career sense. There was
the disbelief that this young woman would have done all of that and
then ended up in this position that she was in. But then this was
all down to Adelinde and her skills in manipulation, and head
fucking.

 


What Adelinde
did to Kristine during this caning session was so far from ‘right’
though. There was this question that tumbled around the psyche, and
that was how could this woman do this to a woman half her age? How
could she do it do a ‘girl’ like this? Maybe there were no answers
except that this woman had to be a sadist in the truest sense of
the word. She had to be a core level sadist who enjoyed inflicting
the most severe of pain on others. And this had to be, not a good
thing for Kristine. This had to be the worst thing, the most
dangerous thing for her in that she needed to get away from here,
from this woman, but she didn’t see that. She couldn’t see that.
She wouldn’t be able to see that not as long as she was with
Adelinde.

“Nearly done
now slut. The first step in your atonement is nearly
done”

What she had
done to Kristine was cover the whole globe of her ass cheeks with
severe double cane strokes that had swollen and trickled blood down
her upper thighs. She had returned to the sweet spot and she had
re-caned that so that the injuries were worse still. This would
make sitting for Kristine like some kind of ordeal. Then Adelinde
had continued to administer strokes down the upper thighs, to just
above the knees. There had been the thought or the worry that she
would go down below the knees so that the caning of those delicious
legs was complete. But no, she didn’t go below the
knees.

“We don’t
want the outside world to know about this, do we slut? So your
marks will be invisible to the outside world. Your atonement and
your retraining into someone better will be our secret. You hear me
slut?”

And that was
a worrying twist in this predicament that Kristine was in. Adelinde
was being secretive and yet she wasn’t hiding it. That had to be
the sign of a very confident woman. It had to be the sign of a
woman who was in total control and was not worried, not in the
slightest what she was doing to another female. And it was the sign
of a woman who was in the process of controlling Kristine and
manipulating her in the most cruel and stark way.

“Yes, yes
Madame yes, ‘our secret’. Our secret.”

Kristine
sounded delirious but that had to be from the results of the caning
and the free flowing of her endorphins. Her rear end and her thighs
looked a mess and were glowing from the heat the whale bone cane
had generated. She looked seriously hurt and that was because she
had been seriously hurt. There was that little thing she did as she
held onto her ankles - she tried to move her weight from one foot
to the other. But that was not effective and instead all it did was
provide a delightful sight for the sadist Adelinde.

“That’s
right, our secret. By the time I’ve finished with you, you’ll be a
different girl. I promise you that. A different girl
altogether.”

And there was
no reason not to believe Adelinde. One had to believe in her
ability to change the core of someone like she was changing
Kristine. There had to be this sense that this woman was capable of
things that it might not be wise to document. There was this sense
that there was no bottom to her pit of sadism. Like it was
bottomless. There had to be this sense that this woman was capable
of plumbing and re-plumbing the depths of depravity to get what she
wanted and needed out of Kristine. She laid the fiftieth stroke on
across the middle of Kristine’s upper thighs and then she spoke and
her nostrils flared as she soaked up that noise of Kristine sucking
in air as that bite of the cane took effect.

“Stand up
girl.”

And Kristine
did that. She stood and met Adelinde’s eyes with hers. And for a
few seconds, that seems longer, nothing was said. There was just
this eye contact, and that was the most chilling of all. But now
Kristine was able to do that little dance of agony from one foot to
the other. Adelinde pushed out her full lips with her fleshy wet
tongue as she watched Kristine’s every single move. Oh yes,
Adelinde was a base level sadist. She was a sadist down through her
core. It wasn’t enough for her to simply create that pain and
agony. She had to soak it up as well. She had to soak up the after
effects as well.

And there was
this whimpering sound now that Kristine was back on her feet. But
this was a sound that was allowed now that the caning was over and
done with. This was a sound that Adelinde could soak up and absorb
with the rest of what she had done. And a sound that she could
close her eyes to, just so that she could ‘hear’ it.

“Now, Peter
will come to fuck you again. And you will pleasure him again. And I
don’t want to hear that you have been any less eager than you have
been before your caning, to give your all. I want Peter pleasured
to the full.”

And this
alerted Kristine. Her eyes opened wide as she tried to comprehend
what she had just heard.

“I know, I
know it goes against everything I’ve said so far doesn’t it, slut?
But you have to trust that I know best. I know what is best for
you. It’s a case of having to have your mind twisted a little more
before it can be untwisted and before it can be settled into what
you are going to be.”

For Kristine
she was beyond bemused at what she was hearing. This could have
been the moment when she snapped out of it. Except it wasn’t. This
was the moment that she began to desire Peter inside her again. And
this time there would be no secret to keep because Madame Adelinde
knew about it. This was a whole different thing for Kristine now.
Peter was going to fuck her with Madame Adelinde’s ‘blessing’ if
that is the right word.

“Peter will
tend to your wounds, and he will fuck you again, so that you begin
to learn the importance pain and pleasure together. Because this is
what your life will consist of now, pain and pleasure.”

There was no
doubt that Adelinde was fucking with Kristine’s head. The source of
the worse pain she had ever suffered was because of what she’d done
with this woman’s husband, and now she was going to go there again
and that was messing with her head. There had been the roller
coaster ride of this few days - the job hunting the interviews, the
second interviews, and then the fucking of Peter, twice. And that
the very precipice of that roller coaster, having Peter’s thick
long cock inside her ass and Adelinde appearing in front of her.
And now, and now, this.

 



CHAPTER TEN

 


Post
Caning

 


“I know, I
know it hurts. Just breath steadily sweetheart. Let me rub the
cream on and rub it in, and the healing can start. In few days
you’ll be able to sit without wincing. You’ll be able to walk
without stopping every so often because those welts are splitting
and bleeding again.”

Peter spoke
as he very lightly, very gently rubbed the cream into the cane
wounds. There was this gentleness about him that belied the
brutality that Kristine had been subjected to. He was speaking to
her softly. And there was this thing, he was speaking to her like
he’d known her for years, or decades. And that was out of place as
well. That seemed to be something that she couldn’t get her head
round as well.

“I don’t
understand what’s going on Peter? We fucked, she caught us, I got
caught out by her and have been punished. But now we get to fuck
again? I don’t understand that Peter. I mean what the actual fuck
is going on?”

Kristine’s
voice was teary, weepy. It was the sort of voice that came from a
spoilt brat when she couldn’t get what she wanted. Except there was
real bemusement in there as well. There was the kind of confusion
and non-understanding that was weaved right through that teary
voice.

“I know
darling, I know. You don’t need to understand it all, you just need
to go with it. You’ve been punished but you haven’t atoned yet.
Atonement is something that will go on, and on. You won’t be
‘punished’ for fucking me again because that has already been done.
And now gratifying my sexual urges is something that you have to do
is part of your atonement. What we do now is under the control of
Madame, so you could be punished for that, or not. What we do from
now on is all part of your atonement. Try to think of it like that.
Try to think every time I slip inside you, that this is part of
your atonement. And that to make it a valid part of it, that you
have to pleasure me, and gratify me so that you score ‘points’.
Scoring points can mean punishment, or not. You’ll never know in
advance.”

He spoke and
she listened but she wasn’t getting it, not really. This was
probably the closest she could come to getting the fuck out of that
place, but only if she dug deep enough. The caning had sunk in now,
the pain, the degradation of being caught by Adelinde, and now the
bemusement of being able to fuck this man again. Maybe it was too
much for her head to get around. Maybe this was a step too far. And
yet Peter was with the same knowledge as Adelinde. They were a
double act after all. They were working together, they had to be.
And together they were mashing with her head.

“I know you
don’t understand it completely darling but that’s ok, I’ll help you
through this, all the way. And just think, we get to be together
like this.”

And as he was
speaking, with his creamed fingers he was just sliding them between
her legs, and then up to the root of all evil, if this household
was to be believed, her cunt. And he was stroking the lips of her
cunt - very gently, very succinctly. He was taking over her
thoughts like he had done both times before. He was making her
desire him. And to be honest she didn’t need much to take her
thoughts away from her bemusement, and to that sexual need again.
This whole thing turned her on and although she didn’t get that and
felt that it was wrong, she also didn’t want it not to turn her on.
The pain of the caning was slowly being pushed to the back of her
mind now.

“Oh Peter, I
just don’t get it.”

She spoke
with a croaky voice as she assisted Peter by spreading her legs
wide and then wider for him. That caning had left a mark on her
mind. Those physical wounds may well be healing in a few days’
time. There may well be scabs forming and dropping off where the
flesh had split and bled. But what about the wound on her mind?
What about the mental health issues she was developing as a result
of what was happening high above the London streets? And there just
had to be mental health issues from this.

“I know you
don’t baby girl. But look get up onto your hands and knees, spread
your legs and arch your back down, let me take you from behind,
‘doggy’ style, so I can get right in deep. How does that sound? I
can slip into you, and reach around you and feel your tits as I
ride you. I think you’ll like that. In fact I don’t ‘think’ you’ll
like it, I am ‘sure’ you will like it.”

And as he was
speaking he was sort of helping Kristine into the position he
wanted to fuck her in. And she was allowing him to do that. The
cream had eased the fire that her flesh was feeling, but every move
she made, or was helped to make was like a reminder of what she had
been through. There was this awfulness of what she felt. That
vicious caning would never leave her, but then it wasn’t supposed
to leave her.

“Good girl.
You wanna please daddy now don’t you honey?”

Peter was
speaking in ‘that’ sex drenched voice that he’d used before and it
was like Kristine had no defence against that. It wasn’t like she
didn’t know what he was doing. That was the bit that she did get
and in some kind of way it angered her. It made her scream inside.
Inside she was working out the truth of this but she also knew that
it was a truth that would never come out of her mouth. She knew
that her head was being fucked with. That Peter was using her
weakness for him to do Madame Adelinde’s bidding. But she had no
defence against that and she didn’t feel she ever would have a
defence against it.

The pain of
the caning had been so great, so severe, so brutal that she
welcomed now the huge soft hands of Peter easing her pain. And she
welcomed those fingers stroking and gently pinching her cunt lips.
No sooner had he started stroking her sexuality that way, than she
was producing the wetness and the desire that was stronger than any
urge in her to avoid a woman’s wrath.

She got to
her hands and knees and then she went down onto her elbows so that
her ass was high. And that was the thing, her ass was high and her
cunt was purring seductively back between her thighs. And before
Peter came in with his ‘weapon’ he was holding the outside of her
thighs and he was face first between her legs licking her sexual
flesh.

“Uhhhhh
Peter. Peter!”

The thing was
that he’d had that view of her utterly caned ass and thighs. And
now he was between those wounded, bleeding thighs and he was
licking the full length of her slit. He tongue seemed to snake into
her, deep. For some reason it was like it wasn’t his tongue at all,
but logic told her that of course it was. And he was licking, and
then he was eating her out. And for the first time she was able to
let the horror and the agony of the caning slide to the back of her
mind as the pleasure he was giving her took over. He was eating her
noisily. He was feasting from her and she knew that she was making
a mess of his face with her juices. This was the first time in what
seemed like such a long time that she could just
‘enjoy’.

“Ah, good
slut, make sure you pleasure him as much as he is pleasuring you.
It’s part of your atonement you know, to pleasure
others.”

And that was
a shock. Kristine’s eyes had been closed as she’d begun to absorb
the pleasure, but now Adelinde’s voice was back there and her eyes
had popped open as though they were on storks. This wasn’t right in
Kristine’s mind. This was ‘private’ surely? Surely to god this
woman couldn’t just come in here and make herself part of what was
a tender scene between the two of them? Surely this was ‘private’?
These were all things that were going through her mind. But she
wasn’t getting it. That was the thing this early in her
indoctrination by the woman, and her atonement.

She wasn’t
entitled to have private nice times like this anymore. What she had
to get used to now was that this woman controlled, completely, the
narrative. There was no privacy, or dignity afforded to her from
this woman now. And yet now as Peter got himself repositioned and
then slipped himself into her, she was beginning to understand. And
that was the thing - that she had begun to understand. It was a
slow process but it was one that was starting to roll.

He slipped
into her deeply and he pressed his enormous bell end against her
cervix and held it there. She gasped as she got used to Adelinde’s
eyes roaming over her at will. That was something that she couldn’t
get used to, was this woman was inside her most private thoughts
and deeds. And it was like that privacy was not her’s anymore but
Adelinde. She was seeing certain things very clearly, very clearly
indeed.

“Mmmmm daddy,
fuck me good daddy. Fuck me good.”

She was
remembering her task of having to please Peter. She was remembering
that she had to pleasure him. And by this time Madame Adelinde had
come right in and moved around to the front of her and she was
drilling her eyes into Kristine. It was like she was looking into
her soul - certainly for Kristine it felt like that.

“Look at me
slut. Look at me now.”

Kristine had
opted to bury her face in the bedclothes as he’d slipped into her.
The thought of having to raise her head to meet Adelinde’s eyes was
not something that she wanted to do. And yet she was compelled to
do it. She rose her head and looked at Adelinde and maybe for the
first time Kristine herself was seeing another woman looking down
on her with a slight sneer across her lips. It was like this was
not the Adelinde she had come to see and come to know. It was like
this was not the same woman at all and she could feel this energy
coming from her that was like something she had never experienced
before.

She’d never
thought another human being could have this energy and this power.
But she felt it now with Madame Adelinde looking down at her.
Looking down through her as her husband drilled his thick cock into
her. What Kristine was feeling was another level of degradation.
And yet the pieces were falling into place for her, she had to
assume that this was part of her atonement. She’d bought into the
atonement bit. It sort of fitted in with what she’d done with
another woman’s husband. She’d never been religious, ever, not
really and yet she got this part of it.

“It’s very
appropriate that he’s doing you doggy style, don’t you think,
slut?”

And
Adelinde’s verbal abuse was uncalled for, and yet it was verbal
abuse that couldn’t be ignored or brushed past. It was the kind of
verbal abuse from one women to the next that had to have cut in
deep into her psyche.

“Yes, yes
Madame, yes this is appropriate. Thank you Madame.”

Kristine
would have been able to hear her own words coming out of her mouth
and in another time, another place she would have rebuked those
words. But she was feeling this was justified. That Adelinde’s
words were justified. After what she had done with Adelinde’s
husband, she kind of felt that the words were justified. And deep
down she would have been resenting that fact - that she agreed with
this woman who had heaped so much physical and psychological pain
on her in such a short amount of time. Was she losing her mind? Or
did she really think that she deserved to be bitched doggy style in
front of the woman whom she had offended?

Yes she was
losing her mind. Or not losing it as such, but rather she was
having it taken away from her by the joint efforts of this woman
and this man who was now fucking her steadily and firmly. She could
feel the veins in his cock rubbing the delicate inner flesh of her
cunt and as she felt that she squeezed herself onto him. She
squeezed her wet sloppy cunt tightly so that the friction was
greater. And even though she was doing that, even though she was
doing this woman’s bidding in pleasuring her husband like this, she
was having flashbacks of when Adelinde had walked in and caught her
out - and then the resulting caning. That was like reliving a
nightmare in real time. And with Adelinde’s eyes piercing her as
she looked at her, Kristine really wished she would look away from
her.

“It’s natural
for you to feel degraded, like you are, now. It’s the beginning of
your atonement. Degradation will become a way of life for you. You
will learn to live with it. It will become a part of you. Just like
being used sexually will become part of you.”

If Kristine
wasn’t enjoying having that cock up inside her the way she was,
then she would have been not too pleased with the picture that this
woman was painting again. She’d thought, she’d understood that
atoning for her sins would see her cleansing her soul so that she
could lead a healthy reimagined life going forward. Instead this
woman was painting the picture of degradation and sexual use going
forward, in a way that would be part of her life
forever.

If she wasn’t
absolutely loving having Peter’s cock embedded so deeply in her
that she could feel her insides being repositioned and shifted
around, then maybe she would take issue with this. But she knew she
wouldn’t. She was in now. She was in this world and she was
succumbing to it. Little by little the old Kristine was being
eroded, fucked and caned away. If there had been the possibility of
her being honest with herself, any time soon, then she would
probably admit that it was too late for her now. That she had
passed the point of return.

Peter was
fucking her in long deep strokes that were also firm ones. She was
moving her hips in time to his fucking and she was thinking more of
his pleasure than hers. For her, her own pleasure was something
that was secondary. There was this ‘thing’ in her, like this ‘need’
to ensure that she pleased him sexually, but also that she pleased
Adelinde. It was like her own intelligence was teaching her what
was the way forward. It was like her own experiences and
intelligence in life was showing her the way it was going to be.
All she could do was take whatever casual pleasure she got from
this fucking and others going forwards, but remain focussed on
pleasing these two people who, up to a few days ago she hadn’t even
known.

“Mmmmm that’s
right daddy, that’s right, spurt it up inside me, flood me with
daddy cum.”

Kristine was
purring her words as Peter grunted an orgasm. He tightened up and
swelled his cock harder as that orgasm developed and then as it
peaked. And by this time, Adelinde had squatted down on her heels
and was eye level with her. Their eyes met and locked at the
precise time that he was gushing the inside of her vaginal tract
with his cum. And that was deliberate by her. She wanted their eyes
to be locked at that precise time. She wanted to suck the soul from
Kristine. And as Peter grunted and pushed the last dregs of his
semen deep inside her, Adelinde smiled. And she held that eye
contact the whole time like she wanted Kristine to know that she
knew what she was feeling and what she was thinking. She wanted
Kristine to know that she was her’s now. Like her
property.

 


Later

 


Kristine was
sobbing on her bed. It was the same bed she had been doggy fucked
by Peter on - the bed in her flat in the huge apartment high above
the London streets. She was sniffing as she took out her cell phone
to see countless missed calls from her mother. And countless
unopened messages from her as well. She hadn’t given her mother a
second thought. But then that could be forgiven. She’d had a lot on
her plate. But now the reminder her mother was there, there was the
guilt of what she’d done and now, the guilt of forgetting about her
mother. She opened up her messages, and she typed one in response.
She didn’t want to call her, because she’d know that she’d been
crying. She’d know that there was something wrong.

“Sorry mum,
this has been a busy time. I haven’t stopped. We’ll catch up in a
day or so.”

And she
pressed send. And it was at this point that it all came flooding to
Kristine. What she’d done, and the predicament she was in. But her
cell phone rang straight away. She looked at the screen, it was her
mother.

“Oh fuck, mum
not now. Not now for fucks sakes.”

And she was
talking loud to herself. Should she pick up the call or leave it?
She couldn’t leave her mother hanging so she pressed the green
button.

“Hi mum sorry
I’ve been so busy, you can’t imagine.”

She had the
words to put her mother off the scent but not the tone.

“Kris, are
you alright, you sound like you’ve been crying?”

A girl
couldn’t put a mother off the scent, she knew that.

“No no mum, I
was just having a moment that’s all. But really settling into this
job is proving to be insane. But I kind of expected it.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN

 


In
Servitude

 


Kristine had
pulled herself together a little bit but not totally. And she had
given away the fact that she was having a moment. The fact is that
she had gratified Peter with Madame Adelinde watching and the older
woman had then dismissed her with something like a look of disdain
written right across her face. When Kristine had seen that look, a
mixture of disgust and disdain she wondered why she had kept her
on. She was wondering why she didn’t just kicked her out of the
property and out of the job. The fact was that she hadn’t. She’d
not even known what time of day it was. And she had flopped on the
bed sobbing her heart out. Then she had fallen asleep. And when she
woke up she’d started to sob again.

Those
questions in her mind, over and over. How could she be so stupid?
What the actual fuck was going on here? What the actual fuck was
she going to do now? But then she was reminded of the vicious,
almost judicial caning she had been subjected to, and she’d stood
up to look at herself in the full length mirror that was on a wall
opposite the bed. Those cane welts or wounds had begun to heal
over, Peter had told her they would after he’d smoothed in the
antiseptic cream. But they still looked shocking even to her, and
she had been through the caning. To anyone else, they would look
horrific, and a sure sign of her being abused. She wouldn’t be able
to let anyone see those marks. She didn’t ever want to be thought
of as a victim so she just sobbed again. And that was when she’d
remembered her mother. That was when another wave of guilt swept
over her.

“Why don’t
you take a couple of hours off darling and come home and see me, we
can have some lunch or something? Meet in town, do some shopping?
You don’t want to kill yourself in the first week darling. You’ll
be no good to Madame if you do now will you?”

Of course
what Madeline was saying made sense, but Kristine was just shaking
her head to the negative. She couldn’t see her mum like this. She
just couldn’t. And she couldn’t let her come see her like it either
but she was having to think on her feet and quickly.

“Or, I can
come to you, we can meet in that area of town?”

“No mum,
look, I’ve got too much to do for the next day or so, why don’t we
meet at the weekend? By then I’ll be settled in and I can take some
time off? We can do both - go shopping and do lunch?”

Kristine had
pulled herself together and she was talking more like herself. And
there were no more bad attempts at holding in sobs.

“Ok well if
you’re sure. I’ll call you later in the week and we can arrange
something hey? And in the meantime, if you want to, or need to talk
you know where I am right honey?”

“Yeah mum, I
know where you are. Take care.”

And she hung
up the call but breathed a collective sigh of relief and let out
another of her sobs. She couldn’t even begin to imagine what her
mother would say, or do, if she saw those cane marks. And more to
that, she couldn’t imagine what she would say or do if she told her
mother why she had been caned. It was almost surreal that a caning
of this sort had taken place in this day and age. And that she was
even thinking like this, thinking like it was somehow normal that
she’d been caned was disturbing.

When she was
like this, Kristine was closest to her old self. The horror of what
she was embroiled in here was with her, but also the nightmare of
that caning she had been through. It was like she had been duped
and she couldn’t believe how fucking stupid she’d been. It was like
she had been sucked into this other world when she was not looking
and now it was what it was. It was like she was looking out from
that bubble, and her hand were flat palmed against the inside of
the bubble and she was pressing to see if she could get out, but
couldn’t. And so she just had to stay in there.

She wasn’t in
that bubble of course, not really. There was no bubble. But in her
head it felt like there was. And she could feel herself getting
more and more imprisoned in that bubble. The more she thought about
it, the tighter that bubble seems to close in around her. In
reality she could have put a stop to this now. She could have got
her stuff together gone down to the nice concierge, handed her key
back and never returned. But that wasn’t entering her mind. The
bubble wasn’t letting that enter her mind, and all she was thinking
about was atonement. Atoning for her sins.

She’d been
bogged down in the ‘the job’. It had all been a whirl for her,
applying for jobs and then getting the one of her dreams and then
holding on to it at all costs, even though with this one, after
that first encounter with Peter she should have chucked it in and
gone and found another one. But she hadn’t done that. She’d stuck
with it and been grateful that the job was still there, even if
there was a cost. And now she was paying the price.

 


“You’ll find
your outfit for the day in the first closest. I’ll expect you to
look impeccable darling. The first day of the rest of your life and
all that.”

An internal
phone had rung and that was Adelinde. She sounded like the original
one that Kristine had met, kind of.

“Yes, yes of
course Madame. Thank you. I will come as soon as I
dress.”

“Yes, yes you
will. Impress me Kristine. If you impress me, then your atonement
will be much easier. I say much easier, but it won’t be easy.
You’ll learn that it’s better to do things, all things, my way. You
know what they say about the path of least resistance,
right?”

Yes she
sounded like the original Adelinde, but the words she used belonged
in the bubble with Kristine.

“Yes Madame,
yes I know about the path of least resistance. I’ll try my best to
always impress you, always Madame. I owe you that at
least.”

“Yes you do.
One hour, in the three sixty room. Don’t let me down,
slut.”

And that call
was ended with a click. Kristine wished upon wish that she wouldn’t
call her a slut. She’d been a slut, she knew that. But surely for
her atonement, she would need the slut to be eradicated from her
totally? The way it was for Kristine - she had the reality of the
call from her mum, but her needing to talk behind this bubble
filter that didn’t include the utter psychological carnage that she
was going through. And now she had the bizarre ultra-kinkiness of
having to work for this sadist who just happened to wield a whale
bone cane like a pro.

“Oh my
God!”

Kristine had
slid open the first walk in wardrobe doors open to be confronted by
rack upon rack of designer clothes, shoes, underwear.

“These can’t
all be mine, surely?”

She was
asking questions out loud to herself. But she looked through
several tags that indicated that all this stuff was her size. Every
single item!

“Beautiful,
just beautiful.”

She couldn’t
help but look through all there was. This wasn’t high street stuff.
Red soled high heels. That seemed to be a theme, high heels. There
didn’t seem to be any flats at all. There didn’t seem to be any
‘moderate’ heels either. They were all very high heels that would
take any woman not used to heels time to learn to walk in them.
Fortunately Kristine liked heels. She always had. Her mum had told
her long time ago,

“If you can
carry off extreme heels, you can get any attention you want to
attract.”

Those words
had always stuck with her. And she could always remember stumbling
round in her mum’s shoes when she wasn’t even out of primary
school. So her teens had been the time when she would perfect the
art of the slut strut. She’d hated that term but she got it. It was
a little ironic now that Madame insisted on reminding her of her
slut status. She tried to bat that off in her mind but it wasn’t
easy. She went to the rack that held her outfit for the day. She
took the silk, sleeveless dress down and held it up against herself
in that mirror.

“Fuck. This
is beautiful.”

The black
dress was fitted and hugged her hips and her ass, and her thighs as
well. It was tight fitting but pliable. Kristine had sucked in air
as she’d slipped the silk dress over those cane wounds. She’d
already worked out that the dress was long enough, just above her
knees to hide those vicious cane wounds that still made her wince.
What she hadn’t thought about was that this dress was so thin that
if one looked very closely then the raised welts across her ass and
upper thighs could just be seen to press out from inside the dress.
And because she was conscious of this, those silk covered welts
seemed more prominent than they actually were. In reality it would
take a very close look from someone who had the incline they were
there to be spotted. But whatever, that was another layer of
anxiety that was being spread around her head at this
point.

“Should I do
hose, or not?”

Again she asked herself
out loud.

“Nah. My legs
are good, tanned.”

She slipped
her feet into one of the red soled shoes and did a twirl in the
mirror. Considering she had a couple of grand on her feet alone,
she was full of trepidation. She taken time on her makeup, opting
for a look between daytime and night-time. She didn’t need to be
told that Madame Adelinde was into ‘visuals’. She’d got that during
the caning and after it. So she’d allowed herself some theatricals
around her huge eyes. She’d never needed to overdo the makeup - she
was a natural beauty. But something inside her was guiding her in
this instance and that Adelinde had called her to point out where
her outfit for the day was, and that she had to impress her, for
some reason she knew that ‘visuals’ would be a thing going forward.
She’d ever so subtly highlighted her high cheekbones, and she’d
used a shadow outline on her lips and then used a deep blood red
lipstick. Her eyes were already huge and breath-taking, but she
chose to accentuate them even more with a smoky, dark look that was
stunning.

The dress had
to be a couple of grand as well. But the fit was perfect - the
inbuilt support for her breasts was like a godsend in that she
didn’t have to wear a bra. Although, the cleavage display was
enticing and designed to be noticed. But how did Madame know the
sizes to get? That didn’t make sense to Kristine but she didn’t
spend too much time thinking about it.

If anything,
that this woman could just kit out a massive walk in wardrobe come
dressing room with her sizes without even asking sizes added to the
mystery and allure that was Madame Adelinde. She twirled a couple
more times in the mirror and she suddenly felt better about things.
She suddenly felt as though she had this. That she could cope. And
maybe for the first time she was considering her indiscretions with
Peter, and the way to put that right with her atonement was part of
her ‘normal’ life now. It left a thread of something, like fear,
anxiety, dread even, running through her, but she could deal with
that. For now she just looked the business. And she felt it as
well.

 


“You’ve made
a fatal error dear. Do you know what that is?”

And Kristine
stopped in her tracks. She’d checked and rechecked herself and
thought she looked impeccable. She knew how to scrub up did
Kristine - she’d got that skill from her mother. She was sure that
she hadn’t missed anything. In fact she was sure she’d looked
beyond stunning. But this stopped her in her tracks.

“Uhm Madame?
Sorry, I’m not sure what you mean?”

“Which part
of you’ve made a fatal error did you not understand?”

Adelinde’s
tone had changed, up again. She was in that mode that would tell
anyone not to fuck with her. And Kristine had this feeling that she
had fallen at the first hurdle.

“Bare legs,
no nylons, with high heels are for gutter sluts.”

In Kristine’s
mind she was asking herself, ‘so am I a slut or not?’

“We’re going
to work the gutter slut in you out, and turn you into something
better dear. That means legs nyloned at all times. Feet arched into
heels at all times. Can you see what I mean, slut?”

There it was
again, that contradiction. To slut, or not to slut? But she could
get the grasp of it, just, she had to wear pantyhose, or stockings
at all times. She was working that out. She was figuring that out
in her mind.

“I think so
Madame. My legs to be nylon sheathed, at all times?”

And if she
was honest with herself she didn’t mind that. She’d seen the stash
of nylons, stockings and tights in that walk in closet. Expensive
brands, sheer deniers. Maybe she should have deduced from that,
that the clues were there for her to pick up on. So she berated
herself for that.

“That’s right
dear. What you have to learn is that there are sluts, and then
there are ‘sluts’.”

And she
emphasised the second ‘slut’.

“And you will
morph from a mere slut to a ‘slut’.”

Again she
emphasised the second slut. Kristine wasn’t entirely sure what the
fuck this crazy woman was trying to say, but she went along with it
anyway. She figured that the more she went along with it the more
she would learn. It was her version of learning the easy way, as
opposed to the hard way.

“Should I go
and change, Madame, put some hold ups on?”

“Oh no, no,
take a seat now. This is a free lesson for you, meaning there won’t
be a punishment for you this time round.”

For some
reason Kristine hated that word, ‘punishment’. After what she had
been through with the whale bone cane, she just didn’t want to hear
that word again. Kristne took a seat opposite Adelinde and she
immediately, instinctively crossed her legs. And there was a wag of
a forefinger from Adelinde.

“No, no, only
ladies and ‘sluts’ get to cross their legs. You are not a proper
‘slut’ yet. You are forbidden to cross your legs. You must keep
them uncrossed.”

And as
Adelinde was speaking, again instinctively, Kristine was uncrossing
her legs. This time she was holding her knees together, like any
woman would do. But again that wag of the forefinger from
Adelinde.

“No, no, you
must not close your knees. Do not hold them together. Always sit
with your knees apart, some four or five inches. This will divulge
your status to any number of my associates, at any time. And it
will divulge your ‘available’ status at any given time.”

As Adelinde’s
words slipped from between perfect lips, so Kristine was following
her instructions. She was parting her knees, and guessing the four
or five inches. Questions in her mind were basically as follows,
‘what the fuck is going on here? What does this woman expect from
me? Who the fuck were these associates? And what was the difference
between slut and ‘slut’? There was this sense that the walls were
closing in around her. And that she was having her personality and
femininity somehow debilitated by this woman. There was this
feeling that this was a complex thing that she was involved in and
she couldn’t get her head around it.

Every time
she thought she was making progress inside her own mind, she spoke
to Adelinde again who added another layer or more of complexity as
to what atoning for her sins would entail. She was getting the
feeling that she was being sexualised and that she was being
re-wired in some way. But then she countered that with the thought
that as long as she retained the core of herself inside, that she
would be ok and that she would get through this.

The reality
of it was though that this woman was going to destroy her from the
inside out, and that she would have no defence from what she did to
her. That she was going to change the very essence of her. And even
if that thought or the possibility had occurred to her, then she
was thinking that her mother was the secret weapon that she had in
her armoury and who she could call on if it got too hot for her to
handle. She’d never think that her mother could be eradicated as a
threat.

“I think I
understand Madame. I just want you to know that I want to atone so
badly for my sins and want to please you in every single way that I
can.”

There was
another wag of the finger from Adelinde.

“No, no you
don’t understand, but you will. I have high hopes for you. I had
high hopes before you betrayed me. But now, I have to say that my
hopes are even higher. I think that you are going to exceed my
expectations because you want to. And that is always a good thing.
If you exceed my expectations at any time, then that will always
see you in good stead my dear.”

Kristine
swallowed dryly. She didn’t really know what all of that meant. But
she had to go with it.

“Now sit up,
back straight, knees apart, shoulders back - force those udders of
yours out.”

And again Kristine was
following the instructions as the words were coming from Adelinde’s
lips.

 



CHAPTER TWELVE

 


Learning
Curve

 


“You have to
learn to suck like a ’slut’ and fuck like a ‘slut’. And that won’t
be easy.”

Kristine
still didn’t know what the difference between slut and ‘slut’ was,
not really. She had a sense that they were different levels of the
same thing and in that she was right. But she was about to have a
lesson in the differences from Madame Adelinde herself.

“A common
slut, the kind you are now, will just take any opportunity, or
every opportunity to gain sexual gratification for herself,
whatever it takes. She will take men belonging to other women, and
she will greedily take as much pleasure for herself as she can with
disregard to anyone else.”

Madame
Adelinde spoke as though she was the consummate expert on all
levels of sluttery. If Kristine dared, she would have taken issue
with her being a common slut and of the traits that this woman
thought that common sluts had. She wasn’t that, she’d never been
that, not really - this had been a one off for her and it had
rocked her to the core from the beginning. But on the rest, she’d
probably on balance, have to agree. She had let her desire and
arousal get the better of her. She’d fucked Peter down to the bone,
even if he had been the driving force. She didn’t know so much that
it was just about her pleasure, although she did absorb that
intensity until it wasn’t there anymore. But on the whole Kristine
was thinking in little bursts, that this woman was being a trifle
unfair. And to hear a woman of Adelinde’s stature talking about her
like this was somewhat degrading - and she felt that
degradation.

“I understand
Madame. I completely understand. And what about a ‘slut’. How would
she differ compared to me now for instance, please I want to know,
I want to learn?”

There could
have been this mocking tone from Kristine, but there wasn’t. This
journey had gone too far for that. When she said ’slut’ she put the
same emphasis on it as Adelinde had, and the older woman liked
that. She liked it a lot and she smiled. It showed signs that she
was learning already.

“Now, a
’slut’ is a different thing, a different creature. A ’slut’ is what
you will be trained to be. A ’slut’ is a girl, or a woman who has
been trained to gratify any, and all sexual incantations and
perversions. A ‘slut’ in my world does not have the word ‘no’ in
her vocabulary in relation to what she has to do in order to
gratify another human being. A ’slut’ will do anything and
everything to please the person, or people she is with at any given
time.”

She slowed
down her speech making it easier for Kristine to keep up and
process the words she was speaking. And that was the thing,
Kristine was listening to those words in a bit of bemusement that
this was the objective for her. She couldn’t be that ’slut’. She
just couldn’t be. But Adelinde hadn’t finished yet.

“Further to
that, a ‘slut’ will not think or act for her own pleasure. It will
be all about the pleasure of her betters. She will carry out any
sexual activity, or deviance with an eagerness to please and yet
with a concerted decorum and elegance. She will not get carried
away with what she is doing. For instance, she will not slobber and
dribble when she sucks a man’s cock. She will simply do what she
has to do in an efficient way, to make him cum and then she will
calmly, lick her lips and wipe her mouth clean, once she has
swallowed.”

Kristine
could hear the words but she was not believing them, or even
managing to associate what this woman was saying with herself. To
Kristine, Adelinde sounded quite mad. But it didn’t matter about
those moments of clarity for Kristine, where she realised how
fucked up this all was, she was always sucked back into knowing
that she was fucked up as well and that it was all her fault that
she was fucked up. And now to hear this woman talk like this was
almost like a shock to Kristine’s system.

“And, she
will under no circumstances orgasm of her own volition, unless it
is required by the deviant or pervert using her. A ‘slut’ in my
world is an owned human female who is not entitled to orgasm under
normal usage. Her orgasms are not her own despite the fact that her
own sexual appetite will be used to train her to the required
standard. And so orgasms are given as rewards as and when deemed
deserved.

“If a ’slut’
gets carried away and orgasms without permission then it is a
punishable offence. If she acts like a screaming banshee with
pleasure as she is gratifying others, then that is also a
punishable offence. Anything other than her gratifying in that
efficient, elegant way would be punishable. Severely
punishable.”

Kristine sat,
her knees parted, back straight, tits thrust out as Adelinde spoke.
She was in no doubt that this woman was at the very least eccentric
but at worse, stark staring mad. The words she spoke made sense but
this was very much a case of what she said was easy to understand
but in reality and in practice it would be difficult if not
impossible to be orgasm free. She was getting an insight into
Adelinde’s world, and that world was frightening at best, and at
worse it was unimaginable.

She was ‘wet’
through now, just listening to this woman speaking about how she
herself would be after training. She shouldn’t have been wet. She
shouldn’t have been with desire and arousal again but she’d been
sexualised. Even the caning had been sexualised. And every time
Peter was anywhere near her, or not, she wanted him to be inside
her. The more Adelinde spoke, the more she made things clearer for
Kristine to understand, the more she thought and was drawn to the
sexual angle, and her own sexual desire. And the wetter she got the
wetter and more slippery her sexual flesh became.

“And so, for
your atonement, I thought retraining, rewiring into being my ’slut’
would be good for you. It would give you time to reflect on what
you’ve done to deserve it. Every time you suck a cock, and you will
suck lots of cocks I promise you, you will be reminded of what you
did, with my husband, to be in this predicament. Don’t you agree,
slut?”

She liked
doing that did Adelinde. She liked to play with words, and phrases
and tones in order to get her point across. And she always got her
point across in a way that cut into Kristine’s psyche.

“Yes, yes of
course, of course I agree Madame.”

Kristine was
agreeing but deep down she knew that in the normal world she
wouldn’t agree with what Adelinde was saying. What this woman was
painting was a picture of sexual carnage and desolation. And that
was without the punishment part. Kristine was processing every
single word and trying her best to file it all away in her mind so
that she fully understood it.

“Good girl.
And every time you are in the process of elegantly gratifying some
deeply disturbed deviant pervert, you will think like that as well.
And trust me when I say there are deviant perverts out there who
will want to use you, and abuse you in ways that you cannot
imagine. But you will be my perfect ‘slut’, and you will comply to
the letter with what is required of you. Do you understand, slut?
You have to realise that this is the life you need to live in order
to atone for what you’ve done.”

“Yes, yes
Madame, yes I understand.”

She didn’t
understand at all. Or she did understand only too well but it was
the reality of what she was saying that was almost slamming into
her like a freight train. And there was this spectre of guilt that
was enshrouding her now. But that guilt was bigger than the
offences were really. Fucking a man wasn’t a crime. Fucking another
woman’s man wasn’t really a crime. And yet, in the here and now was
feeling very guilty for what she had done.

Adelinde was
very calm in the way she spoke to Kristine, even if she did have
this way of emphasising the words that came from between her
perfectly smooth lips.

“Of course,
all of this will be in addition to fulfilling the job brief that
you actually came to me for. Oh yes you can keep your dream job,
and that will be another huge task for you. To hide what you go
through for your atonement, from your professional life. There will
be no sign, not physically of what you go through during atonement.
You must retain the face of professionalism and you must act as
though you are in a normal world. Of course you won’t be, you will
be in MY world, and that is a whole lot of different.

“This of
course is easier to describe to you than it will be to carry out.
Your mental health WILL suffer during your training and because of
the things you have to do for the lowest of low life’s. But you
have to rise above that even though, at times there will be this
crossover of atonement and professional life. It’s a fact that the
worse of the deviants come from the higher echelons of life, from
the professional world, and from my professional and lifestyle
contacts. But you must retain that decorum, grace and elegance at
all times, no matter what you are going through.”

There was
this wave of something that went through Kristine. What Madame
Adelinde was describing was a living nightmare. She couldn’t think,
not even for a second, the kind of things that would be expected of
her by the perverts of which Madame spoke. Maybe it was better that
she couldn’t imagine those things, or even a selection of them.
Kristine wasn’t or hadn’t exactly been some kind of ‘virgin’ to the
ways of the world. And she was more than aware of the various
fetish scenes but she had never been involved with them, until now.
And she would never have been able to guess at the depths of some
of these kinky, depraved scenes.

She knew
there were men that liked to spank girls and women, and to her
those had been like ‘dirty old men’ who’d used the spanking as an
excuse to be pervy with a young girl. She was aware of riding crops
and canes, and even whips and that had always been slightly darker
in her mind. And for that reason maybe, she hadn’t given it much
thought.

She’d never
barely given these scenes a second thought in her normal everyday
life. She knew that she had always been very highly sexed and that
was something that she lived with. She’d always been very touchy
feely with herself and that was something that was private to her
and not even something she spoke about with her mother. But now she
was being forced to think ahead. And her high level of sexuality
and ‘need’ was something that could get her into trouble as she was
trained to become an orgasmless ’slut’.

There was
this thing, this thing in her that saw her ‘need’ to orgasm. And
when she needed to do that, when that urge swept over her, she
needed to do it. So having orgasms ‘forbidden’ was like a red flag
to her. The thought of having that need and urge to orgasm trained
out of her was something else. She’d always just dealt with it, got
it out of the way. But that was her private thing. That was her
private time. But now it looked like this would be taken
away.

“Are you
getting the picture now dear?’

Kristine
hated the way she called her dear. But she knew that was a thing
within lesbians - the way a ‘top’ put a lesser woman in her place
it was like an immediate put down that never ceased to cut into the
psyche of the woman it was aimed at.

“I think so
Madame. But I am realising the tasks ahead of me are huge. I
haven’t even thought about the job I actually came to you for,
since, you know? But now I know I have to get some focus, real
focus to be able to do that. Madame, I like sex, I always have. I’m
worried about not being permitted to orgasm in the sense that when
I get aroused or edged to a certain point I need to orgasm and
nothing stops me. I’m worried about that Madame, I honestly
am.”

Kristine
sounded sincere, she sounded almost teary as she kind of confessed
to Madame Adelinde.

“You’re right
they are huge tasks and it won’t be all smooth sailing - you’re
going to learn some painful lessons, that is for sure. But I have
high hopes for you. And yes, I know about your sexuality, and your
‘need’. It’s that that has brought you to me. Or this that has
brought this predicament to you. It would have been ‘just a job’
had you not… well let’s not dwell on your crimes for now. But you
need to know that I am going to help you with those sexual issues
you have. Atonement isn’t just about what you have done in the
past, it’s about the future, what and who you will be in the
future. It’s about making you a better person. And the best that
you can hope for is that you will become one of my ‘sluts’. An
‘elite’ of sluts.

“When you are
the finished article, you will be able to control your orgasms and
your greed. You will have been trained to know that ‘pleasure’ for
you has to be earned. That pleasure you feel is not yours by right.
You will have been trained to understand and accept that I own you.
That you are an owned ’slut’. Life will be easier in some senses
once the training has taken place. But life will never be
‘easy’.”

Every time
Adelinde spoke she painted more strokes of doom. A quick burst of
clarity again telling Kristine that her mother would pull her out
of this shit. But that was it, it was there and then gone again and
the depth and the brevity of what she was involved in swept over
her like this wave of despair that she hadn’t been able to shake
off completely. And now she could feel her mouth going dry. She
tried to press her lips together and roll them in. There was this
sense that she was losing her grip now. And she was feeling that
there was no way she would be able to get out of this. Not now, not
ever.

“I understand
Madame. At least I am beginning to understand.”

She didn’t
understand at all. It was like she was thinking from time to time
that her mum would come and get her out of this shit that she was
in. It was only in very short bursts that she thought like that
though and then the reality closed in around her again.

 


“But we
mustn’t dwell on things dear. You will learn as you go. You will
have to learn quickly and you will have to learn deeply. But you
WILL learn. And there will be accrued punishments, but these too
will serve as a learning tool. And I have high hopes that you will
attain my standards in ‘slut’ very quickly.”

Adelinde
spoke like what she was saying was completely ok and normal. For
her it was, but for Kristine it was far from ok and even further
from normal.

“And, in the
meantime. There is a deviant I want you to gratify and sate today.
He is a specialist. I feel that is all I should say for now. He
will be another one who you will learn from on a regular basis. But
I don’t want to give too much away. It’s better that you don’t have
to dwell on too much information. It’s better that you learn as you
go. You’ll act and learn and soak up lessons differently than you
would if you have too much information to go on at the
start.”

Kristine was
shocked. Of course she was. She thought all the talk of deviants
and perverts was for the future when she’d had enough time to come
to terms with what was happening to her. She didn’t think that in
the same day that Madame Adelinde was talking about these low life
perverts, she would be expected to perform and gratify one. So that
was a shock to her. But she took a step back in her own mind, and
she shrugged. She could switch off, perform with this man, whoever
he was, in the manner, the elegant and graceful manner that
Adelinde had described, and that would stand her in good stead
going forward. It might even be the opportunity for her to show
Madame what she was capable of. Dare she think that this might even
be the chance for her to have a good start to her ’slut’
training?”

“Madame
you’re being very thoughtful - the way you don’t want to tell me
too much in advance. You’re being kind when you don’t have to show
me kindness at all after what I have done.”

And she let
her words tail off. She didn’t want to say too much. To an extent
she was acting. She was shocked by this whole coming together with
Adelinde and what she had divulged. But at least her cane welts
were healing now. The swellings had gone down to leave just the
scabbed wounds. Soon those scabs would fall off and the marks would
fade. She wasn’t that convinced that all the marks would fade
completely. That had been a vicious and expertly applied caning
that Adelinde had subjected her to and so this was in her mind. She
now knew that there would be future punishments. And she knew what
this woman was capable of in almost effortless fashion and that
filled her with dread.

“Nonsense
dear. They often say that you have to be cruel to be kind. But the
reverse is also true - you have to be kind in order to be cruel.
Now let’s get you ready for your latest ‘man’.”

That had been
a curious thing for her to say - ‘being kind to be cruel’. That was
a twisted version and one that begged more questions that it
answered but Kristine didn’t ask any more questions. She just
acknowledged what Madame had said about getting her
ready.

“Of course,
yes Madame.”

 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 


The
Edging

 


Kristine was
in strict and severe bondage. She could barely move a muscle and
when she could move it just tightened the bondage holding her,
making the next move more nearer to impossible than the last. She
was naked except for a pair of hold up stockings that sheathed her
long shapely legs - and oddly she had one high heel on, and one had
fallen to the floor. She was semi-horizontal, her back arched
concavely and her knees spread wide to expose her dripping
sexuality. And yes, her sexuality was dripping. Adelinde had made
sure of that. She had been taken down a steeper spiral that she had
already.

It seemed
weird to label Madame a lesbian, but with what she did to Kristine
and what she must surely have done to other women and girls, she
had to have been that way inclined. It had to be that she wasn’t
just a sadist. It had to be that she knew about pain, but she knew
about more than just that. She knew about the ‘infliction’ of
pleasure to other females as well. She knew what it took to flick
another woman’s switch and often that meant that she did it,
possibly against their will. With Kristine there was no ‘against
her will’. She could make Kristine both drip, and be grateful for
sexual pleasure. But in this instances she was simply prepping
Kristine for the deviant pervert.

“He likes me
to get the girl ready for him because I know what he likes. Just
relax sweetie and enjoy the ride. But remember, no orgasms, no
screaming like a banshee, and please do not grunt like a vile pig.
Keep that decorum, and that elegance and grace and you won’t accrue
punishment points.”

That was easy
for her to say. By the time the man, a quite unassuming man made
his entrance, she was dripping over the floor. But such was her
debilitation by bondage and suspension, that she could do nothing
to touch herself, or relieve herself, or hide her dignity. Adelinde
had just warmed her up for the man. Just partly cooked her with her
fingers, and with her tongue. And he was the main event.

And in her
bondage, she could be moved and adjusted to any height, or degree
of angle. She could be turned over sideways or end on end with the
slightest touch of fingers. As this time she was just off
horizontal with her big, heavy tits hanging under her, and made
more sensitive by the criss-cross of a rope figure eight between
the two mammaries. For now it wasn’t her tits he was interested
in.

Kristine
swallowed dry and hard the moment he began to manipulate her
clitoris. ‘Fuck no not that, you’ll make me cum’. That was a
thought inside her mind. But as this man started work on her so she
became to realise that this first encounter with an outsider, a
pervert, was to test her ability to not orgasm and to not cry out
like that banshee of which Adelinde had spoken. Or, this coming
together with this unassuming little man was deliberately designed
so the she would break the rules. It didn’t take much for her to
realise what was true.

“Dripping,
slut, needing to cum but desperate not to cum. That is what I
like.”

The man
hissed into her psyche and Kristine had never felt like a piece of
suspended sexualised meat before. But she did now. She was
suspended at this man’s mercy as he edged her time and time again.
As he had used his fingers, his mouth and various ‘instruments’ to
bring her to the edge of orgasm over and over again, so Kristine
broke the rules over and over again.

She didn’t
orgasm because he wouldn’t spill her into that sexual nirvana and
bliss. But she did become a grunting, crying, and at times a
screaming slut desperate to come even though she knew that it was
forbidden. And that this was ‘his’ time not hers. There was
certainly none of that decorum and elegance or grace of which
Madame Adelinde had spoken. Within a very short amount of time
Kristine had gone against almost everything that Adelinde had told
her.

This man was
a pervert in that what he did was torture women, and girls with
pleasure. He didn’t make love to women, he tortured them with their
own pleasure in such a way that they didn’t just want to orgasm,
they needed it. Much like a crack addict needed a hit of crack,
this man’s ‘victims’ needed to orgasm. What he did was play with
their sexual flesh, with their clitoris’s until there was that
desperate need to explode the orgasm.

But he didn’t
let them, not until he was ready. Not until ‘he’ had seen enough
and was ready for them to explode for him. It was all about the
power he held over them, over Kristine. It was about degrading her
with the knowledge that it was ‘he’ who decided when she could cum.
And Adelinde was simply using this man for her own twisted devices,
that was clear.

This was his
‘thing’. This was his ‘kink’. On the face of it, it might have been
a harmless kink - just edge a woman until she needed an orgasm so
badly that she will agree to anything, do anything or break any
rules or laws just so that she had to have that orgasm - that
absolute wave of pleasure, at any cost. And that was it, in a
nutshell. But what anyone wouldn’t be able to ‘see’ was the
psychological torture that he was applying. Kristine was a young
woman not from this world. She was a young woman having no idea of
this world. And so in the process she was having her mind melted in
the most obscene way.

“Mmmmm
p-please, p-please, p-please let me the fuck cum, please, for gods
sakes please let me cum.”

She spoke but
she was not recognisable as Kristine by this point. her words came
in wet dribbling drizzles. She was covered in a thin film of sweat
that in places dripped from her. And in the bondage, she was
trembling. She was in this constant bodily tremble, much a like a
drug addict suffering early withdrawal, except her need, her ‘hit’
would be an orgasm.

And it wasn’t
clear if Adelinde’s requirements were in her mind now. It wasn’t
clear if Kristine even knew where she was or what she was right at
this moment in time. That she was this ‘creature’ that needed
sexual relief, sexual gratification was not at issue. It would be
easy to say, ‘poor Kristine’. But somehow that would not be
enough.

“No god here
slut, just Me, and him.”

Adelinde had
watched the whole thing, with minimal input. She was there to soak
up a young woman’s torment and her need. She was there to watch as
Kristine had no options but to break all the rules that she had
applied. She was present to see Kristine from every angle, and
every viewpoint. This was the sadist in Adelinde. For her, to see a
young girl tortured with pleasure and need, and knowing that she
would accrue those punishments was another facet of sadism that
Madame sucked up and absorbed.

The man
slithered around Kristine. He could move around her freely, or
adjust her in that suspension at will. He could work unhindered and
in comfort. He could work almost effortlessly. And that was what he
did.

“She’s on the
point of blackout, and we don’t want that I assume Madame? Just say
when you want her orgasm and I’ll give her one that will blow a
fuse.”

He spoke
almost with relish and with a crooked grin that would be enough to
chill anyone’s spine. He was getting his 10k worth - because that
was what he had paid for this little ‘treat’. And he knew the signs
in a woman, when she was on the point of not being able to take any
more edging. When the only way forward was that orgasm. Adelinde
simply nodded to him.

“Don’t you
dare orgasm slut. Remember my rules.”

Adelinde had
moved right in and was hissing into Kristine’s ear. But just as she
did that, the explosion of pleasure happened. And at that exact
time, Kristine bellowed, grunted and screamed like that banshee
that she’d been told not to be. And as she did that there was no
decorum or grace there. There was no dignity as her whole body
tensed and as she absorbed the totality of that orgasm. The noises
that came from her were not human noises, not really. They were
like noises of a desperate animal. In this case the animal,
Kristine was absorbing an orgasm that she shouldn’t have been
having.

She heard the
words of Adelinde and she processed them somehow, but she didn’t
care. All that was important was the orgasm and it wasn’t like
Adelinde didn’t know what Kristine was going through. She was a
sadist and so knew at any given time what a victim was going
through, especially one of hers. She watched and she smiled as the
little man forced that orgasm and then held it at the peak. She
watched the ‘squirts’ back from Kristine - those undignified
squirts of sexual fluids being ejaculated under pressure, and she
smiled some more as this poor girl was taken to places in her mind
that she had never been before. The hours and hours of edging, and
orgasm building being released in one go. And the noises that
Kristine made reflected what that felt like.

 


Some Time
Later

 


“I told you
what NOT to do, and in one session you did exactly what you weren’t
supposed to do. Several times.”

Adelinde was
testing the whale bone cane through the air, and that added an edge
to the proceedings. Kristine was ‘perfect’ again now. Showered,
bathed, and made up again. She wasn’t dressed though, not
completely. Just a new pair of the sheerest stockings that were
self-supporting. Somehow the softness, the silkiness of those
stockings sheathing her legs creating that disparity between them
and what was about to occur. Kristine looked traumatised and that
was because she was.

Her both feet
were arched into the most severe of high heels now forcing her to
her tippy toes, and she nervously shifted her weight from one foot
to the other - like a little dance from one to the other that
helped her cope psychologically. She knew what she’d done. She knew
that she’d broken every single one of a ‘sluts’ rules. But she
hadn’t been able to stop it. She hadn’t been able to fight off the
desperate urge and need to orgasm or the noises that she’d made.
She’d known that she had fallen way short of Adelinde’s ‘slut’
level that she was supposed to be trained to, and deep down she
knew that she now had a price to pay for that.

“I’m so sorry
Madame. I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry. Please not my breasts Madame.
Please not my breasts.”

Oddly
Kristine sounded like she had that dignity and grace again even if
she was begging Adelinde not to cane her breasts.

“Oh I know
you’re sorry. You just don’t know how sorry yet. And, request
denied. I’m afraid your tits it is. And I expect you to ‘present’
them to me. Lift and present them to me, and to the cane. Fifty
strokes to each breast individually. And twenty strokes over the
two globes to end - and you will hold them up for me, present them
at all times.”

The sentence
was wicked, and it was cruel. Just those words coming from Adelinde
were cruel and sadistic. The thing was that Kristine knew what that
cane felt like. She’d relived the caning to her ass and thighs in
her nightmares and daymares ever since she’d experienced it. The
thought of that cane being applied to her breasts was something
that made her almost feel sick.

Now that she
had come down off that orgasm and into the real world, she was
realising what she’d done. She’d thought if only she could have
fought off that orgasm. If only she’d had the willpower to do that.
But she was also realising that it wasn’t meant to be. The man had
been experienced in what he did. Even if Kristine’s mind had been
willing to fight off that orgasm, nature would have taken its
course. With the forced nature of the forced orgasm - there had
been no way that she would have been able to have prevented it or
subsided it.

“I understand
Madame. And thank you.”

Kristine’s
apology was in that dignified graceful manner and that belied the
pain that would be imploded onto her tits in a matter of minutes.
And this was almost surreal. She’d tried to appeal to Adelinde not
to cane her breasts, and that had been turned down and now she was
accepting of that in this graceful, dignified manner. What was
going on in this place, and in Kristine’s mind couldn’t be guessed,
or even gambled on. It was like she was already learning and it was
like her indoctrination into Madame Adelinde’s world was already
underway. But that didn’t really, not ‘really’ give away the state
of this young woman’s mind. It didn’t even hint at the little
demons and horrors that were making their home in her head right
now.

But Madame
Adelinde knew. She knew what was going on in there. And it was
because she knew that she could apply layer upon layer of
psychological hurt onto, and inside Kristine.

“So, you
‘lift’ each breast, cupped hands under each one and lift high,
present them to me, and to my baby here.”

Adelinde
spoke softly but firmly as she caressed her ‘baby’, that lethal
white, whalebone cane. Kristine did as she was told - she lifted
her heavy tits at the same time. She lifted them high so that
Madame Adelinde could strike them with ease with that cane. So big,
so fleshy were those tits that they overspilled each of Kristine’s
demure hands. But that didn’t matter - she just had to hold them up
and high. Her nipples were erect hard, and she saw that. She wished
they weren’t hard like that but they were.

Erect
engorged nipples suggested sexual arousal and there was something
deep inside Kristine’s psyche that resented that. Yes that was it.
This was the one time that she could be angry - that it would be
understandable that she was angry. But that anger was contained
within. That was why she could resent the erection, the elongation
and the thickening of her nipples. But this was when the reality
that her breasts were about to be viciously caned was with her in
all its glory.

Adelinde
smiled as she knew the mix of emotions that would have been surging
their way through Kristine’s central nervous system right now, and
she liked that.

“Feet apart.
You’ll need to stand steadily. Your stance will need to be rock
solid. And you will need to specifically focus on not making a
sound. You won’t be able to put your hand over your mouth because
you will be holding your tits up for me. But, I don’t want you to
close your eyes either. I want you to keep your eyes wide open and
take this like a ‘slut’. Like one of my special ‘sluts’. Use this
as a learning curve. It will be unlike any learning curve you have
been on before, but it will stay with you and serve well in your
atonement for what you have done wrong.”

Adelinde
spoke as though she was just describing that Kristine would be
having detention in school. It was that kind of tone, that kind of
vibe. Kristine’s mouth had dried up and she was struggling with her
red lips and with her tongue. She adjusted her feet so that her
stance was strengthened. She spread her stilettoed feet and she
adjusted her hands under each of her breasts.

Nothing,
nothing could have prepared Kristine for the explosion of pain that
erupted each time that cane came down across one breast, or across
both of them. That cane had hurt her ass and her thighs, and that
sweet spot of hers, but this was nothing like that. The pain was
more acute. It was a sharp ‘absolute’ pain that was immediate, but
it was also ‘deep’.

That pain was
something that she couldn’t have imagined, and a pain that she
would never be able to describe. It was a case of the describing
the indescribable being an impossibility. Each time the cane came
down with that whistle and then that ‘crack’ into the flesh she
sucked in air. Adelinde allowed that suck in of air. For her that
marked the exact moment the pain hit Kristine’s senses.

Each time
that cane came down, and sunk into that soft, creamy breast flesh,
it sent ‘ripples’ through the whole of the two breasts. More than
once, Kristine almost lost her footing. More than once the pain was
so great that her knees nearly gave way. It was the strokes of the
cane across the tops of both nipples that was worse. Strokes that
landed with such venom that it felt as though surely those nipples
would be cut off. Then there were the welts from the cane. Rising
quickly, some splitting so that the breasts trickled blood. And
this scene was barbaric to say the least. It was a brutal scene of
a caning in the twenty first century. Maybe that was what it was
about it, that it was in the twenty first century.

The caning
itself was terrible, and yet it was the sight of Kristine
physically attempting to follow all the rules that she had been
given by Adelinde that would hit home to anyone who might see it.
The retaining her footing, keeping her tits held up and presented
for that cane and for that woman. And then the being quiet as each
stroke was administered with high accuracy by Adelinde. And then
the most alarming of all, the way Kristine kept her eyes open wide,
and stared ahead as that cane was lashed down time after time. Yes
she blinked - that was an unavoidable natural reaction to what she
was going through. But the scene as a whole was as terrible as it
was cruel. But it would remain an almost static scene of woman on
woman destruction.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 


Date Night
For Madeline

 


His hand was over her’s
as he looked at her over the restaurant dining table with more than
a touch of caring in his eyes.

“Are you
pleased you bit the bullet and went dating again?”

His question
was a sincere as his eyes.

“I am. With
Kristine flown the nest now, it was her who suggested I get out
there again. So, yeah, I think all in all, it was a good bit of
advice she gave me.”

Madeline
looked beyond stunning. She was in an evening dress with both
breast, and leg enhancement. Really she was a sight for all
adolescent boys coming to terms with their own sexuality. She could
be mummsy but she could also be this statuesque beauty who could
stop a room in its tracks if she walked in. To say that she
scrubbed up well would be a disrespectful understatement. And now
she seemed to be at that time of life where she was blooming
again.

“I know it
can’t have been easy. You know what with your husband..”

And he let
his words tail off, not needing to speak them.

“Yeah it’s
been tough I’m not going to lie. But here we are, on our second
date. So that has to be a good sign right?”

And she smiled that smile
that was wide, beaming and sincere.”

“It is a good
sign indeed. I hope there are many more dates to come. Do you hear
much from Kristine? I mean you were really close right? That must
have been tough as well, when she left?”

Madeline
sipped a rich red wine from a long stemmed glass as she considered
what she was being asked.

“Yeah I hope
there are many more dates as well. It’s been a fun few days. Oh
Kristine has got a demanding job - probably more demanding than she
could have imagined going in. We’re in touch and she is in town,
but I don’t expect to hear as much from her as I’d like. But she’s
doing what she’s always wanted to do, so I can’t deny her that by
being a needy mum now can I?”

And she
smiled again. God, when she smiled there was this warmth from her.
Apart from her own experience in the service industry, she had no
idea what Kristine was going through.

“No, no you
can’t be a needy mum, that’s right. Look I don’t want to be
presumptuous I’m getting good vibes from us. I’ve been tip toeing
into dating again, as you know. But I’m getting a real good feeling
about us - would you like to come back to my place tonight for a
night cap? No pressure, no expectations, just night
cap.”

Madeline knew
what this man was asking her, and what he was suggesting, but he
was doing it in a way that didn’t spook her. He was being utterly
respectful to her and she liked that. And besides, she fancied the
pants off him. What did she have to lose? She was an adult human
being, she had been for some time and she was seeing this as a
natural progression. If this went somewhere, it went somewhere. If
it didn’t, well she had jumped back on the horse again, so to speak
and there was no harm done.

“Peter, I’d
love to come back for a night cap.”

And right
there was a shock to the core. She’d not even remotely connected
this Peter with the ‘Peter’ from Kristine’s job. Why would
she?

“That’s great
- settled then. I’ll get a bottle of bubbly to take with us. How
does that sound. We can toast ‘the future’.”

And this
charming, handsome, sick, twisted, pervert of a man was smiling
wide. Madeline smiled wide as well in response. She felt good
inside. She felt as though things were coming together good for
her. She was feeling that yes this was her time again now. She’d
played her mother role to perfection when her husband had died.
She’d looked after Kristine and brought her through some very tough
times. But now Kristine was happy as she embarked in her journey
through life and so Madeline could let go a bit. And yes this was
her time.

“Sounds
perfect. Just perfect Peter.”

 


Two Hours
Later

 


Peter had
been inside Madeline is every way. At this precise time he was
balls deep in her ass. In the normal course of things, Madeline
would take a step back at what she had done with this man and
shrugged it off. But damn, he had turned her on so much. She would
never be able to recount the last time she had been so turned on
and horny, if ever. They’d drunk wine, champagne, and even a cheeky
little line of coke that had blown all sense of logic out of her
mind. And then he’d proceeded to fuck her brains out in every way,
every position and every hole.

She’d sucked
him and swallowed his seed. And she’d squeezed her cunt around his
thick cock as she ridden him like she’d never ridden anyone.
Nothing seemed wrong, nothing seemed over the top. Ok, even she
would admit that this was hardly ‘love making’ but she didn’t care
about that, she was having a good time. And all from twenty eight
floors in the sky. Peter had taken her back to the property at the
top of that building in the city and she hadn’t clicked in the
slightest. Again, why would she?

He’d slapped
her bare ass and just asked casually,

“Mind if I
flip you over and fuck your ass? I mean it would be rude not to,
right?”

And both had
laughed. And that laughter had given consent to his request. She’d
been like Kristine, never had anal sex in her life, but with what
this man was doing to her nether regions, she didn’t even want to
deny him, not in the slightest.

“Mmmmm a nice
deep, meaningful anal fuck. I’d love to Peter.”

And she’d
flip herself over and got onto her knees with her face pressed into
the same bed that he’d had sex with Kristine in the first time. The
coke was fuelling her more than a little bit. She knew that. She’d
done social coke before, many times. So she knew, even in this
fuelled state that she would probably regret what she was doing
right now as she felt Peter oiling up the tightness of her anal
hole so that he could slide in easily. But she’d deal with that in
due course. She wasn’t a silly little girl undertaking her first
sexual encounter. She was a mature woman and right at this precise
time she had needs.

There had
been this little ‘grunt’ that had been cute, and ladylike as she
taken the thickness of that cock. The oiling had ensured there was
no resistance and that had made her open her eyes wide as she let
out that grunt. But she took it. She took it in one, and then she
took the firm, full cock length fucking he gave her after
it.

“I love a
woman who takes it all ways. That shows loyalty and
commitment.”

His tone had
changed and that hadn’t gone over Madeline’s head. It was ok
though, people were different in sex. It was the sex talk and the
desire bringing out something that was otherwise hidden. She
understood that. It made her feel better actually, that this man
could be like this with her after only two dates. It kind of showed
he had this trust in her that he probably didn’t have with other
women.

He knew what
to do with his hands as his cock glided in and out of her ass. He
reached around and under caressing her breasts. And then he found
her thick, thimble like nipples and he rolled them between his
thumbs and forefingers. And then he reach around between her legs
and found her slippery cunt lips, and then her clitoral bundle
which he squeezed, rolled and manipulated to give her more pleasure
as he fucked her ass.

For her, this
man was blowing her mind. If this relationship developed and was as
good as the sex then she could live with it. Then she could more
than live with it. He was blowing her mind and that hadn’t happened
to her for a long time. She was having a good time, and that as
well hadn’t happened for a long time. During her time in service
there had been ‘times’ that she often remembered and that made her
secretly blush. She’d seen things and done things that she’d maybe
not be proud of, but that had been her journey through
life.

And now she
was here impaled on this deliciously thick cock and this man was
giving her little intense mini orgasms just by rolling and pressing
her clitoral flesh. She was happy and she happily gave all of
herself to him. Just like Kristine her daughter had. There had to
be something sick about what Peter was doing. He knew who she was
but she had no idea who he was. Even as he was shooting his load
deep inside her anal tract, she had no idea.

“I trust you
are enjoying my husband?”

And in that
short spoken sentence by Adelinde, the spell was broken. The bubble
was broken. Madeline could have died on the spot. Instead she
cringed on the bed, semen pouring from her well fucked ass.
Madeline couldn’t say anything, or do anything, she was too
shocked. She couldn’t even look at Peter. He’d either set her up or
didn’t think they would be disturbed. Whatever he’d fucked up and
she was living through this humiliation now, live.

“You make the
habit of fucking other women’s men I take it?”

“No, no I
don’t. I didn’t know for gods sakes.”

Madeline was
mortified. She was so mortified she didn’t even notice that Peter
had slid out of her and off the bed and left her alone with this
woman.

“It’s ok, he
does that all the time. You know, pick up women like you and do,
you know what with them right?”

If it was
Adelinde’s intention to make Madeline feel worse about things then
she was succeeding.

“It wasn’t
like that though. We’d been seeing each other. I’m so sorry. I’m so
sorry I can’t tell you, he deceived me in the worse way
possible.”

“He’s fucked
you over darling. You’re not the first and you won’t be the last.
But you have to shoulder some of the blame. I mean it’s not like
you haven’t been eager is it?”

Once again
Peter had played his part in bringing a woman into Adelinde’s
orbit. And this had to have been planned. To bring Kristine’s
mother into the equation. It was hardly an accidental meeting via a
dating site. Although it had been a dating site introduction. This
told of an expertly executed plan.

“I cannot
fucking believe I fell for it, I can’t.”

“It’s ok
darling. Look cover yourself up, get dressed and join me in the
lounge and we can talk. No point in us being unpleasant all because
a man can’t control himself now is there?”

Madeline was
shocked to the core but she was feeling a bit better now. She’d had
half the fear that she would be thrown out of that place by the
hair, and end up in the gutter outside. It would have served her
right. So now she was thinking that she’d get cleaned up, sit with
this woman for a while, say all the right things and then get the
fuck out of there and never look back.

 


“Beautiful
dress. I can see why he went for you.”

That was
awkward as Madeline joined this woman in the lounge that overlooked
London on three sides.

“Thank you,
but I’m so sorry.”

“It’s ok
seriously. Here I’ve poured you a drink. The damage is done now, no
use in dwelling on it, we’re grown women for gods sakes, we know
what men do.”

Madeline
wouldn’t be too sure she’d agree with that take. Her husband now
deceased had never done the dirty on her and that was why this man,
Peter doing what he’d done cut in a bit deep for her liking. But
she smiled as politely as she could given the circumstances. For
the first time for many years she felt as though she was a
schoolgirl who’d been caught doing something she shouldn’t have
been doing. Which is this case was right.

“I’m not
really sure what to say to you, given what you walked in on, I have
to be honest.”

Madeline
wouldn’t remember the last time she was subdued in what she said,
but she was now. And it was like she was shy, or just humiliated at
what had happened.

“What can you
say? I mean it was what it was. You’ve been having a thing with my
husband and now you’ve been caught. Drink up dear, you’ll feel a
lot better about things with a little more alcohol running through
your system.”

Maybe for the
first time Madeline was agreeing with this woman and she gulped on
what was obviously an expensive wine.

“I’ll drink
to that, if you don’t mind.”

And it was
like she was thinking ‘fuck it’. She couldn’t change what had
happened and so she had to go with.

“Fill your
boots dear. It’s the only way.”

And Madeline
gulped again. But by the time she had swallowed that second gulp
she was beginning to feel effected. Adelinde watched her. She
watched her carefully and timed her next bit of conversation to the
micro second.

“I’m Adelinde
by the way, and you, you must be Madeline, right?”

And in any
other sense that would have shocked Madeline to the core - that
this woman knew her. But that name, Adelinde was familiar, but
because of the fact that she had consumed so much drinking already,
she wasn’t putting the pieces together in her mind. But it wasn’t
just about what she had drunk in terms of alcohol but the fact that
the wine she was gulping on had been drugged and she was on the way
out of it. She sat back and rubbed her forehead.

“Are you
alright dear?”

If anything
Madeline wished to god that the woman wouldn’t call her dear. It
was a very disparaging thing for one mature woman to call
another.

“A bit woozy.
I’m ok though. Your name, Adelinde, for some reason it’s familiar
to me and for the life of me I can’t work out why.”

There was the
fact that Madeline was slightly drunk and now that drug was having
an unexpected effect on her and so she was having difficulties
coming at her from all angles.

“Yes, that’s
right. Your daughter had just started working for me.”

And it didn’t
matter what effect the drug was having, that was a shock to
Madeline’s system that alerted her straight away.

“Oh, oh for
fucks sakes. This just gets better and better. I’ve been fucking my
daughter’s boss? That’s just great. Fuck!”

The drug had
pretty much debilitated Madeline’s motor functions now. She had the
power of speech still, but only just as the words seemed to come
out in a slurred mess.

“It’s ok
dear. Kristine fucked him as well. I caught them as
well.”

Now it was
like an unfolding nightmare. Madeline wouldn’t be able to be sure,
not with any certainty if she was hearing right, or if it was the
drink playing trucks on her mind.

“You WHAT?
You have to be kidding me, right.”

Again there was the slur
of these words coming from her perfectly lipsticked
mouth.

“I’m
certainly not kidding you, or anything like it. I caught him
hanging out of her ass, just like he was hanging out of
yours.”

And this
seemed to be Adelinde’s game. To release more and more shock every
time she opened her mouth. Madeline slapped her hand to her mouth
but almost missed because her arms were getting heavy from the
effects of the drug.

“Where is
she, where is Kristine?”

The
conversation was going downhill pretty quickly and this was the
only way she could get some kind of normality going.

“She’s
otherwise engaged at the moment. As you will be shortly. I’ve
drugged your drink. There’s nothing you can do, so just go with it.
That’s the best thing dear.”

Adelinde
didn’t sound in the least bit concerned that what she was doing was
wrong, but Madeline was horrified inside. There was nothing wrong
with her mind, that was functioning ok, it was just her motor
functions and her logic that were failing her. There were seeds of
deep, deep worry beginning to be sewn in the back of her psyche
somewhere. There was more than the notion or the sense that she
needed to get out of that place sooner rather than later. But even
if she’d been able to get up, she wouldn’t have gone, not without
knowing where Kristine was, or not knowing if she was safe. Her
being safe was now something that Madeline knew for sure was not
the case. Whatever was going on here, she had been set up, and
probably so had Kristine. And now it was all beginning to make
sense in Madeline’s head. The lack of contact, or the gaps between
contact were just not like Kristine.

“So what now?
Tell me what the fuck now?”

Madeline
could feel her anger but the combined effect of the drink, the coke
she’d had earlier and what had been put in her drink were making
her subdued.

“Kristine is
atoning for her sins. You will too.”

Madeline
could hear the words. She could even work out how twisted and
fucked up they were but she couldn’t get that across, not
quite.

“Do you know
how insane that sounds?”

“I do dear,
but like Kristine, you will atone for your sins. And for you I have
something very special in mind.”

Adelinde was
smiling as she crossed her expensively nylon sheathed
legs.

“I don’t know
what your game is, but you’re not going to get away with this. I’m
going to report you to the police, and shout it from the rooftops
what you’ve done. Spiking drinks is a big no no these days. And you
should know better.”

The slurred
words became almost impossible to decipher but Adelinde
smiled.

“Game? Who
said anything about a ‘game’. This is real life atonement. A joint
mother and daughter atonement. And who knows where that will lead
dear?”

She was
smiling as Madeline sank deeper and deeper into a drug fuelled
mire. For Madeline, she was screaming inside as that feeling of
helpless despair began to tighten its grip around her. And in that
despair there was also a deep rooted fear for her one and only
offspring.

 



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 


Together

 


“Mum. Mum.
Mum is that you?”

Kristine
could barely get her words out. Twenty eight floors up in a massive
property spanning three floors, almost like self contained estate
in the sky, Kristine was standing in the middle of this vast space.
She was still naked except for those stockings and the high heels.
Somehow that sheer silky nylon added a sophisticated, soft touch to
a brutally hard scene.

Her arms were
outstretched to her sides, parallel with the tiled floor. Around
her wrists were the leather cuffs that were attached in turn to
lengths of small gage but industrial chain. Her arms, her hands had
been pulled right out so that the chain was rigid. For her to have
moved those arms would have been impossible. All she could do was
curl and uncurl her fingers. And that was a state of perpetual
motion - those long slender, perfectly manicured fingers curling
and uncurling as she went through bedlam inside her
mind.

“Mum, mum is
that you, for fucks sakes?”

The trouble
was that Kristine was delirious with the terrible pain that her
previously glorious breasts had been in. The long and the short of
it was that she didn’t know what was real and what was her mind
playing tricks on her and she was trying to make sense of
it.

“That’s right
slut, hold your tits high for me, present them to me.”

And those
words had played and replayed in her mind time after time and it
wasn’t something that she could do anymore. She’d tried her best to
hold them up and to absorb that whalebone cane, but the agony had
been so intense, so fucking much that she’d dropped her mammaries
on more than one occasion. And that had resulted in the count
starting again. That was one of Adelinde’s statutory rules. Move,
make a noise, cry out and the count started again from
one.

Kristine
hadn’t been able to stop that though. She hadn’t been able to stand
still and hold her breasts up like that to be caned so viciously in
that manner. And so she had ended up in this place. Anchored to the
centre of this huge, windowless room by her wrists. And then by her
ankles so that the caning could be completed. But due to the drops
of her breasts and her moving that had resulted now in nearer to
one hundred strokes of that horrible implement.

She hadn’t
been able to move then. She wasn’t holding her tits up so she
couldn’t drop them. Her ankles were anchored to the floor so she
couldn’t take steps back. All she could do, literally all she could
do was stand and take it.

“Now you can
scream if you want to slut. You obviously have no interest in
becoming one of my ‘sluts’, so go right ahead and scream to your
hearts content, but your tits will be caned to the fullest of the
sentence I gave you.”

And there it
was. The guilt trip being laid again - that guilt trip in the form
of Adeline being disappointed that Kristine wouldn’t make the cut.
That she wouldn’t make the standard required for her ‘slut’ level.
And all that did was make her try harder. All that did was
consciously and subconsciously make her try her very best to take
the cane strokes without making a sound. And that resulted in this
very pleasant scene of a young girl in so much dire pain and
distress that she couldn’t keep quite silent, but at the same time
she was stifling and subduing the screams that should have been
coming out with ease. For a sadist of Adelinde’s calibre, it was a
delicious sight.

“Mum, mum is
that you? Can you hear me? Mum, for fucks sakes talk to
me.”

Her breasts
still hurt - like they were on fire from the insides. The caning
hadn’t all that long stopped but time was beginning to play tricks
with Kristine. This place, this room she was in had no windows, so
there was this artificial light. And there was nothing, literally
in the room so there was no identity, no marker as to where she
was. There was no sound from outside, literally none and so there
was the vacuum effect that seemed to suck on her brain.

Then there
was the perfection of Kristine. Her height and curvy shape. The
long stockinged legs, and her feet arched into those high heels
that meant she was on her tippy toes. And because her feet were
secured apart slightly, there was this constant attempt by her to
close her legs, to try to make her knees touch. But that was
impossible and so her dripping cunt was there for the taking in
whatever way.

But then
there was the mass of flesh that had been caned by Adelinde. And
because those breasts had been caned so much and so viciously, the
globes had discoloured. And in places the flesh had split and was
bleeding. If one from the normal world was to see those breasts,
there was no doubt that they would conclude that this poor girl had
to have been in a lot of pain. And then if they saw the marks of
her previous caning, over her ass, her sweet spot and her thighs,
then there would be the story of longer term abuse that had been
inflicted on her.

“Kris, Kris,
is that you?”

Both women in such
delirium that they were asking each other the same
question.

“Yes, yes mum
it’s me.”

And her words
tailed off as she sobbed. The first thought was that her mum had
come to get her after all, but then the reality was that couldn’t
have been the case. If her mum was in this place, then it couldn’t
have been a good thing. Between the spasms of absolute agony that
her tits were emitting, she was trying to work out what the fuck
was going on, but all sense of logic was not allowing this. How the
fuck had her mum ended up here? Good question!

“I know where
you get it from now, slut. I caught your mum, just like I caught
you, fucking out the brains of my husband, and now you both have to
atone. Mum’s been a challenge but she’s seeing it my way now,
aren’t you slut?”

Kristine
perked, Adelinde was there with them, but she couldn’t see her,
just hear her. But it stood to reason that she was still there, to
witness and enjoy the sadism she herself was inflicting. Still,
Kristine was confused.

“Mum mum, is
this right, what Madame has said?”

Kristine
couldn’t for the life of her work out how what Adelinde had said
could be true. But she was trying too hard to work it out. She
needed to take from what she’d learned already - to just go with
it, not try to fight it. She wouldn’t have believed that she could
be in this position herself right now but she was. That was why her
mother was in such disbelief.

“Yes, yes it
is darling I’m sorry, so sorry. Y-yes, yes Madame, I am seeing it
your way now. Atonement is the only way for me.”

Madeline
sounded broken, if that is the right word, and she sounded as
though she’d been through some sort of psychological ringer
herself.

“Oh please
Madame, please don’t do this to my mum, please. Please I beg
you?”

To hear her mum, being
all submissive, the way she had was just too much for Kristine. It
was like a step too far.

“Madame
please, do anything to me, but let my mum go, please. I will atone
for her as well as myself, please let her go?”

And in
Kristine’s mind this was a good plan. She would take whatever was
coming to her mum, and Adelinde would let her go. But she wasn’t
thinking right. She was in so much pain and so much delirium that
she just couldn’t think logically or right. If anything she was
fantasising in plain sight of her mother.

Adelinde just laughed
from somewhere in that room, behind her maybe Kristine was thinking
but she didn’t know.

“Don’t be
silly slut. This has been a long time in the planning. You don’t
think I’d give up my all-time sadist trip because you can’t stomach
seeing and hearing your mum in the same kind of distress that you
are in do you? I WANT you to see each other. I want you both to
experience each other’s agonies. I want to rip your worlds apart,
from the inside.”

Adelinde was
speaking quite calmly, very much under control. She didn’t sound
like a woman who had over a period of time created so much pain and
terror in two women. She certainly didn’t sound like a woman who
was in the process of ripping apart mother and daughter the way she
was. She sounded too calm, too cool for that. But then a look at
Kristine and a look at Madeline would adjust that
conclusion.

“I had to
break your mother slightly differently to what I did to you. She
hasn’t been introduced to my cane, yet. To break her I went
‘inside’. You’d be surprised how quickly cooperation comes to the
fore when you’re in so much endless pain that there is nothing left
to do other than cooperate and agree.”

Kristine
growled from the back of her throat. She hated it when Adelinde did
this - when she fucked around with words, and made her try to work
out what she was saying.

“Please
Madame, please what do you mean you went ‘inside’? I don’t
understand.”

Even through
her own dire pain she was worried now for her mother. Ok, she
hadn’t been given that godawful cane, but she had been broken by
this woman in some other way. And not knowing had to be worse than
knowing, surely?

“She’s been
retaining a full enema for some hours now. She’s been filled and
plugged. The enema contains a cocktail of drugs that make the enema
more than just the pressure that full bowels bring. The cocktail
irritates the enema so she is in constant acute pain, and she’s
high as well. Her vagina is also plugged with an inflatable,
creating more pressure. And her clitoris has been popped out of its
hood and sucked into a little cup that provides continuous
stimulation. Poor darling doesn’t know if she’s in pain or
pleasure. But you know slut, mum is impressing me. She’s impressing
me a great deal.”

Kristine
tried to understand and comprehend what she was hearing Adelinde
say - the barbarity and the degrading awfulness of what she had
done to her mother so far. The trouble was that she was
understanding it all too clearly. The thought of her mother in this
predicament, suffering this way was a torture in itself to the
young woman. She could see her mother, through the low, weird
atmospheric lighting. She was secured the same way as she was - by
the wrists to chains and then by the feet. She was naked as well
the same as she was, except mum didn’t have the stockings - just
her own high heels.

“Please
Madame, you can’t treat my mum like this, please, please
don’t.”

But of course
Kristine was behind the curve somewhat. Madeline had already been
treated like this. At times Madeline’s head was lolled forward, as
though this was the only way she could cope with what she was
suffering. Between her legs she was visibly dripping her juices to
the floor. Every so often she lifted her head and her face could be
seen clearly by Kristine. She could see that she was suffering. Her
eyes were vacant, the pupils large and dilated. There were mascara
streaks down her face from the hours and hours it had taken
Adelinde to break her. And she looked haunted if anything. Maybe in
any other surroundings Kristine wouldn’t have recognised her
mother. But here there was no mistake.

“Please,
please Madame, please stop this. I can’t take it any more please
stop it. Please make it stop.”

It would be
true to say that Kristine would have never heard her mother in such
a weak, begging state. To her, her mum was the tower of strength
who’d guided them both through some dark times. But not as dark as
this time they were both going through now.

“Like mother
like daughter for you liking orgasms. The both of you sluts, of the
first order.”

Adelinde
ignored Madeline’s request so that she could torment Kristine some
more. Kristine didn’t want to hear what she was saying about her
mother. But Adelinde had this way that she could talk so that each
and every word was heard. It was like she had mastered the art of
being heard and getting her point across.

“I most
certainly will not make it stop. I want to witness your minds being
turned inside out by what I am putting you both through. I want to
witness both mother and daughter face to face suffering, and
atoning for their sins. This isn’t going end any time soon
slut.”

Adelinde was
matter of fact as she talked. One thing for certain was that she
wasn’t up for any kind of debate.

“If you
entertain me, both of you, I’ll let you both orgasm a little later.
In fact, good idea to me! I want you both to witness and absorb
each other’s orgasms as you atone for your sins.”

“Oh please
for gods sakes how can you do this to us? We’re all women here -
why would you do this to us?”

Madeline made her case in
a moment of clarity after hearing what Adelinde had to
say.

“Because I
can. And yes we are. We are all women, but we are not the same
animals. You are common sluts, and I am ‘an owner of sluts’. I make
sluts atone for their sins and take them into my world. And you
both have a lot of suffering to do before that can happen to you.
If it does happen though, then you will be rewarded in ways not
even I can describe.”

Adelinde
spoke on the margins of passion about the difference between her
and the mother and daughter pair she had in agony and ecstasy in
front of her.

“Mum, mum,
it’s ok. We can do this. Honestly we can do this.”

And that was
Kristine trying to be strong for her mother, and for
herself.

“Yes yes of
course you can do it mum, because you have no choice. This isn’t
something you can just walk away from and end, just like that.
You’re here until you atone. Once you’ve atoned then you become my
property.”

And she left
her words hanging there as she stepped out of the shadows in that
room. She was behind mum, so she stepped to the side so that
Kristine could see her. She ran a flat had over the slight swell of
Madeline’s tummy as she held in that enema. She didn’t haven choice
but to hold the enema in, she was plugged, and that anal plug was
locked leaving her to bare the terrible pain of that pressure from
within.

“You see mum,
from that agony, to this…”

And she let
those words hang as well as she removed the clitoral cup and began
to pressed and rub the clitoral bundle. And there was this noise of
outrage and misery from Madeline,

“Uhhhhhh
don’t you dare do this to me, you monster.”

Madeline knew
what was going to happen babe before Kristine did. It was like she
had found her voice, but too late. The orgasm was instant and it
was intense. Something inside Madeline would have been asking how
this could be. How it could be that she was in so much pain, but
also in so much intense pleasure as well.

She grunted
and whimpered through an orgasm that squirted almost to the
stilettoed feet of her daughter. Those grunts came from somewhere
deep inside her. Grunts that told of a wretchedness and a
degradation that cut deep into her psyche. If there was any doubt
that this woman was being broken by the other one, then that doubt
was gone now.

“Here slut,
lick them clean.”

Adelinde was
holding her fingers to Madeline’s lips. She was playing them under
her nostrils and Madeline was flaring her nostrils as she was
forced to smell herself.

“I said lick
them clean. I don’t like to repeat myself.”

And
immediately under threat, Madeline opened her mouth and took the
lips in and she sucked. Poor Kristine watched mortified at what
Adelinde was making her mother do. She tried to get her head round
it. She’d thought she’d have been able to cope with this just
happening to her. But there was no way that it would ever only be
her. The more Kristine was able to think, the more she realised
that they had been targeted and planned against by this sadistic
couple.

“Good slut.
Lick and suck them nice and clean. And then watch as your little
one enjoys her orgasm.”

There was
this mocking tone from Adelinde. She knew that she had shown
Madeline the peak of pain and pleasure and now she knew that this
woman was down the other side of a huge orgasm and would be the
lowest that she had ever been. So being faced with her own
daughter, her one and only offspring being abused into orgasm would
have been almost too much for her to bare. And yet, for Kristine as
well, what she had just seen, what she had just witnessed, her
mother being taken to that terrible place and then out of it into
reality was like a nightmare that was unfolding for her. But
Adelinde smiled. She knew that this was going to be a long journey
for her with these two, but also a long journey for her. If either
of them thought that she had showed them the worst of her, they
would be mistaken. And so she approached Kristine.

“Please
Madame, please not in front of my mum, please madame!”

“Oh
‘especially’ in front of mum slut. I want to show her what you are.
Just like I showed you what she is.”

Adelinde was
in her element. Mother and daughter were in their worst hell. And
this was just the start.
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END


 




cover.jpg
ATONEMENT

DrkFetyshNyghts

4

B

n
o |

K'i ted to be ]khbl
father dh kp hb ot like this!





