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CHAPTER ONE

 


Prelude -
Now

 


“If it drops,
I’ll whip ya tits myself, before I make you sniff his cock head. Do
you understand Spoilt Janie?”

Selina was
right up to Janie’s ear and she was hissing into it. As she stopped
talking she licked the side of Janie’s face, up and then back down
that wet trail. Then she twirled the end of her fleshy wet tongue
into the ear of the eighteen year old. Janie visibly shuddered but
a lot of that was still from the shock of finding herself in this
predicament, as it was.

“Mmmmmmm
p-please please…..”

Janie mumbled
but it wasn’t easy for her although it was easy to see that she was
under a great deal of emotional distress. It was easy to tell that
she was in unchartered territory - that she had been taken out of
her comfort zone. She was naked except for a pair of transparent
latex stockings and skyscraper stiletto heels that she had to
teeter on. Her cute little upturned nose was pressed against a
wall, and that nose was holding a gold coin. It was that coin that
she had been told she had to keep where it was. And she knew that
if there was even a slight lessening of the pressure of that coin
with the tip of her nose then she would lose it and it would slide
down to the floor. Then she would be in trouble.

‘Ooooh please
what baby? You want mummy and daddy hmmm? Well, they’re on the
other side of the world sunning themselves on a swimming pool deck
of a luxury cruise ship right now. You won’t be seeing them for two
months, and they’ll have no idea that their spoilt little cunt of
bitch offspring is being put through her paces right now. You’re on
your own sweetheart - and this is where you learn some lessons.
This is where you begin to learn the error of your ways. And we
haven’t started yet. So suck it up buttercup.”

Selina, a
stunning woman with boyish short hair and full lips to die for was
trailing her fingers between Janie’s legs. She was collecting the
entrails of leaking juices and then offering them to Janie’s mouth.
Janie was struggling to lick those fingers because at the same time
she had to keep that cute little nose pressed to that coin.

“Arch your back
in. Push your ass backwards me slut. And spread them legs
wider.”

That was Stan,
the man in question. He was a naked man in his late forties, early
fifties maybe. He was lounged back in Janie’s dad’s chair and that
had connotations that sent chills down the core of Janie’s spine.
She’d only ever seen her dad sitting in that chair and now, even
though she had her back to him, she knew that this man Stan was
there, naked - his naked butt on her dad’s chair and with his huge
erect cock in his hand wanking it. This was something that didn’t
sit right with her and in her mind she was screaming. But she knew
that she couldn’t scream out loud because if she did then that coin
would drop and then this woman, younger than the man, would whip
her tits.

Janie did what
she was told, she dipped her back into that concave arch and she
thrust her ass back. At the same time she spread her feet on the
floor wide. She could feel this latex rubber clinging to her legs
and for some reason this made her feel ‘dirty’. That was the only
word that she could come up with in her mind, because she knew that
she was leaking spent semen. Dirty!

She wouldn’t
know that in all her innocence, in all her vulnerability, she
looked even more sexy. She didn’t know that and she didn’t think
about it. All she knew about in her mind was the fact that she had
made a mistake taking the two people back to the big house with
her. That, and the fact that under any circumstances she could not
misstep or loosen the pressure of her nose tip on that coin. She
could feel the fact that her ass was thrust back and that the
spread in her legs must have been showing her hairless smooth slit
of sexuality from between the back of her thighs - and that
dripping semen.

There was this
thing about Janie - that she was stunning. That she was older than
her eighteen years in lots of respect. The way she acted, her body
language, her demeanour wasn’t like that of a normal eighteen year
old, not really. Most of all though, she had this air about her
that was of ‘entitlement’. And she had this air about her of
someone who was older than her actual eighteen years who’d had her
entitlement taken off her, at least for the time being.

And now she was
this girl who knew that there was a naked man behind her, a mature
man, half sitting, half lying in the chair that her dad used, and
who had his huge cock in his hand. A cock that had already been up
inside her - deep inside her. That had been enough of a shock. At
some point as this man has been pistonning his cock in and out of
her, she had realised that in fact she was being raped. And that
would have been hard enough for any girl her age to come to terms
with. But then it couldn’t have been rape as she distantly thought
that she had invited these two people here, kind of, so was it
really rape? She didn’t know and she couldn’t put enough thoughts
together logically to come up with an answer to her own
question.

That was the
problem, it had all been a bit of a blur. Mummy and daddy were away
from home and she was being all grown up and thought she’d been
being clever. She had the run of the house and she didn’t have to
answer to anything for a whole two months. Daddy had left her
enough money to buy a small country. She was on a gap year and
hadn’t decided yet whether to go to university. One side of
decision making process asked, why go to university? She didn’t
need to. She didn’t really need to work full stop. Daddy had enough
money for her and her mother to live in luxury for the rest of
their lives. Maybe she’d decided already that she wouldn’t do the
uni thing.

“You know slut,
latex stockings suit you. Those nice long shapely legs, and those
heels make you look like you’re begging for it. And you know what,
I’m toying with the idea of taking you back to ours a bit later.
You know finish off what we’ve started here.”

The woman was
pressing herself into Janie and this made the young girl feel
uncomfortable. Janie thought she knew everything about everything -
what eighteen year old doesn’t think like that? She’d had hugs and
kisses with her girlfriends - but that was just them behaving
outrageously and trying to shock people who might see them. She was
part of this clique of spoilt bitches who did things ‘just for a
laugh’. Janie hadn’t even toyed with the idea of a real woman, an
older woman being so close to her like this. And she was close!

It felt to
Janie like this woman knew her way around another female body and
that made Janie feel strange. But this woman had been the one who’d
been close to her from the moment their eyes met in that club. It
wasn’t something that had escaped Janie - that this woman was
comfortable coming into her space and in a way taking over that
space. And she had been the one who’d been really close as this man
had slipped his thick cock into her. It was like this woman had
been the one to comfort her as that thick vein ridden slab of meat
had stretched her open and then just slipped in with ease.

The experience
to this point had been one aimed at unsettling Janie and in that it
had worked. It had worked with interest.

“Just relax,
dip your back sweetheart and don’t squeeze your thighs - just let
yourself go, and feel him slipping into you. Just give yourself to
him and you’ll be fine.”

It had all
seemed such a good idea. She’d been the big ‘I am’. She’d been the
one showing off to her so-called friends that she was the ‘woman’
in charge. She’d not known that this couple had been eying her all
night. She’d not known that this couple, this older man and this
younger woman had been watching her, smiling at her and holding up
their glasses, tipping a ‘cheers’ to her when their eyes met. She’d
not known that their interest in her was sexual. What she couldn’t
have known was that yes, their interest in her was sexual, but that
it was more than that.

This was a
couple whose interest in Janie was the fact that she was this
spoilt brat who thought she basically could say and do anything she
wanted because after all, who was around to stop her? Oh yes -
their interest was sexual, but it was much, much more than that.
There was this deeper interest in Janie and what this young girl
out on the town with her equally entitled friends didn’t know was
that the longer this couple spent watching her, the closer they
were coming to forming that opinion and decision that Janie was the
one they would be taking with them this night.

For Janie it
was all about the flirting and the knowing eyes. As far as Janie
was concerned it would all be about her teasing these people,
flirting with them, responding to them and letting them believe she
was ‘available’ for them if they wanted her. She already knew that
she wouldn’t be doing anything with them, and that once she’d had
enough, she would simply strut off in her little black dress and
heels and tell them to leave her the fuck alone.

Except it
hadn’t been like that. There’d been a point, like a point of no
return that she had reached where she couldn’t walk away. Her
friends had filtered off one by one, which was weird ss they
normally watched each other’s backs, and then she been alone with
them. They seemed alright and she wasn’t that much against some
sexual adventure. Half of Janie’s brain had been like, ‘well there
won’t be any sex because this man is with this woman, and they are
obviously together so she wouldn’t be a good fit for them. So she’d
probably have a few drinks with them, she would tell them how rich
daddy was and they would be impressed with all that. It would all
be so nice and ok, it would be flirty, but then eventually she
would get a cab and go home, alone.

Except it
wasn’t like that either. It had been like a blow to her systems,
all of them, that this woman was so close as this man slipped that
huge cock into her. Part of Janie was shocked that another woman
could be so casual as the man she was with slipped his cock into a
teenager’s cunt. There’d been the fact that as soon as she was
alone with them, as soon as her friends had all gone and left her
with them, they changed. She wouldn’t be able to put her finger on
it, but there was this change of vibe that was almost undetectable
and yet screamed out as well.

But this was
Janie all over. Thinking that she could handle anything. Thinking
that the normal rules of engagement didn’t apply to her. But she’d
dropped the ball. She’d been right to think that the couple were
sexually interested in her. But where she’d dropped the ball was
thinking that she was the one in control and that she would be able
to put a stop to it, just like that. She’d dropped the ball
thinking that she could just wave this couple away like she waved
away boys who thought they had even the smallest chance of being in
her orbit.

There was this
arrogance about Janie that was born out of the fact that she’d
never wanted for anything, and that she could play and toy with
anyone she wanted and there would be no come back on her. But there
was also this glaring inexperience in her that told of the fact
that she wouldn’t know how to handle a situation where she didn’t
get her own way - a situation where her friends in awe of her,
weren’t around anymore for her to show off in front of and where
she had to actually interact with someone, with a couple for
instance, who were already slipping into her psyche and
manipulating her. The woman had whispered to her in the club,

“You’re not
going home alone tonight, do you understand?”

And that had
been the line really. That had been the line that had done for
Janie. The woman was sitting next to her, and she was trailing her
perfect, long spiked finger nails up and down one of Janie’s
stylish torn and laddered nylon sheathed thighs. That had been the
point where she’d known for sure that the woman was coming on to
her. This was like an in close a personal encounter that Janie
would be an expert in avoiding normally but the spike in her drink
had done for her in that respect. Her inhibitions were gone and she
could still taste this woman’s mouth inside her own. And now this
woman’s breath had washed over her face, and her scent had
enveloped her.

“I understand,
but, but what about him?”

This was the
first time really, in her life that she’d been put on the back
foot. So she was reasoning with herself that she could go through
with it, whatever ‘it’ was. Her hormones had been all over the
place for as long as she could remember. She’d become sexually
aware and although this wasn’t exactly as she’d imagined it would
happen, so what? She could go with this couple, see where it went
and put it down to experience. Fuck it why not? And she had found
it impossible to say no to this woman who was in close to her, her
eyes locked onto hers.

“He’s coming as
well, and your just gonna be a good girl, right?”

That was
another line that got to her. Her friends were gone, but she was
excited to be with this couple. Maybe the real Janie was coming
through at last. Ever since she could remember she had been this
entitled spoilt little rich bitch. That wasn’t even something that
escaped her - she knew it. She knew that she had a life that a lot
of her friends didn’t have. She even knew the ones that were
jealous of the life and the wealth that she had, and yet kind of
pretended to be her true friend anyway. She knew all of this and
maybe this night was her chance of breaking out of her spoilt kid
rut.

“Ok, ok I’ll be
a good girl, I promise.”

She’d heard
herself say those words, words she’d never thought she would utter.
But it sealed the deal really and she was in beyond the point of
return. The woman had leaned in and kissed Janie on the lips. Just
a soft kiss, and then she broke it off.

“I know you
will and you know, you’ve got great tanned legs, I can see, through
those cheap looking, laddered hose which must have cost a fortune,
I know. And those legs look ‘great. But they’d look better all
encased in latex stockings. Wanna put some on for me, here
now?”

The woman had
smiled all invitingly. Janie was being seduced and if she had been
even slightly older then she would have known this. What she was
aware of was of being sexually aroused. It wasn’t something that
she experienced all the time and there were times when she’d had to
go ‘sort herself out’ because of being all wet down there. Not just
wet, but also the deeper feeling, the deeper sensation like an itch
that needed to be scratched, but this was the first time that she
had felt like this with other people - and definitely the first
time with another woman, and with a man who said little but watched
intently. She was being overwhelmed by this couple and she was
getting in over her head, but she didn’t know because she had never
been in a situation before that she didn’t control. Or that she
couldn’t use her entitled spoilt attitude to bring to a close.

She’d pulled on
a pair of transparent latex stockings for the couple in that club
because it excited her. Because it was a club, it was something
that happened unnoticed by others. And because this woman, Seline
just happened to have a pair in her bag. And that begged a question
surely - why”

 


And now, here
she was with her nose pressed up against the wall, with semen
dripping from her sexuality, and this man behind her, in her
daddy’s chair slowly stroking his thick cock, looking ready to
penetrate her again. She’d not been able to look at the woman in
the eye as this man had offloaded the contents of his balls inside
her. But she had felt this woman’s Seline’s eyes drilling into her
as her cervix was whitewashed.

Then she felt
that woman’s stiletto nailed fingers ploughing between her sex
lips, just slipping between the slightly swollen labia, that tongue
licking her face, swirling in her ear. She felt the constriction of
the tight latex stockings, and the arch of her own high heels. She
felt different and she didn’t know why. Or she did know what but
she didn’t want to admit it. She felt ashamed of herself. She felt
used and she felt ashamed of it - something that she had never felt
before.

“You’re coming
with us now, you hear?”

Janie swallowed
dryly and she whispered,

“Ok.”

She understood
what she was being told but she didn’t understand why. She’s been
used, she got that, it didn’t make her feel great but she’d have to
deal with it. But what did they want her to go with them for? If
they hadn’t finished with her, they could do what they wanted here,
they didn’t need to take her anywhere else. But she wasn’t being
‘asked’ she was being told and for the first time in her life, she
got that.

 



CHAPTER TWO

 



PART ONE

 


Spoiled
Brat

 


“Daddy, I need
money. I’ve got to get shoes, makeup - I’ve got to get my eye
lashes done, and some lip filler. So I need lots of money.”

Janie smiled a
cute, almost innocent smile but she wasn’t asking what she was
asking for in the hope that it would come off. She was not really
asking at all she was telling her dad what she wanted.

“For gods sakes
Janie, you’re eighteen years old, you don’t need lip filler.”

And he looked
right at her, and tried for a split second to be serious before he
crumbled knowing that she would get what she wanted from him - she
always did.

“Oh keep up
daddy - this is what girls my age do now. It’s just that not many
have really nice daddies like you, who’ll supply the ‘dosh’.”

And this time
there was something of a sulky tone to her voice and then the pouty
bottom lip.

“Ok, ok you can
have the money, just don’t tell your mother, right?”

And already he
had conceded. He’d been right, Janie was eighteen years old and she
didn’t need lip filler. But what did he know?

“She already
knows.”

That was Linda,
Janie’s mother. She was a bigger, more mature version of Janie. Or,
Janie was a younger version of her mother - one of the two. The
similarity and likeness was something to behold. There was no
secret as to where Janie got her stunning looks. And together they
were this vision of feminine perfection.

“Oops daddy.
The cat is out of the bag but I prefer it that way.”

And Janie
shrugged her shoulders. She didn’t care - but then Janie didn’t
care about a lot, if it didn’t affect her, or if it didn’t include
her. There was the flaw in Janie that saw her grotesquely
self-centred. Maybe it was something that to an extent hit all teen
girls her age. But with her it was more - it was a more acute
selfishness that was there from the time she locked eyes on
anyone.

Yes Janie was a
pretty girl but she knew that already. The thing with Janie was
that she was also an entitled girl. An English rose - an entitled
English rose. She was the kind of girl that didn’t click well with
those more grounded. She said once,

“God, I’m so
pleased mummy and daddy have money. I’d never be able to do what I
wanted if I was from one of those sprawling housing associating
estates. Yuck, give me my life any day.”

And when she
said it, or anything like it, she was casual about it, not having a
clue how offensive she sounded. She didn’t give a flying fuck about
those around her - or who she might offend. It was like she was in
this bubble - and the bubble was her world. She didn’t care about
what went on outside it. And that was it, she just didn’t care. The
only ones she really cared about. Apart from herself were her mum
and dad. They were the providers after all. Cut them off and her
lifeline also-known-as, her money was cut off and she protected
that lifeline with her own.

“Darling you
spoil the fuck out of her, can’t you see that?”

Linda spoke
with her hand to her head as though it was all too much for her.
She was another spoilt one - the apple doesn’t fall far from the
tree as they say. And this was true. Although Linda had been with
dad a long time - she had latched onto him in order to marry well.
He’d always been into making money. He had always been able to take
an amount and treble it, just like that. He’d held a few positions
before getting into stocks and shares and then hedge funds.

“Oh and I
wonder why that is? Because I don’t spoil you of course, do I?”

Dad spoke as
though he was almost bored. He’d been a city trader, then he’d
headed his own hedge fund and made a fortune at it. Seriously, the
amount of money he made was pretty obscene. He was never around
that much and so his way of dealing with that was to give his wife
everything she needed and everything she wanted. And the same with
Janie. Neither of them wanted for anything. And neither of them had
to ask for anything twice. That was just the way it was with
them.

“That reminds
me, the Mercedes dealer called yesterday telling me the new AMG SUV
was in and ready to go.”

That was all
Linda had to say and she knew it. He’d go down to the dealer and
sign the lease paperwork and that would be that. No-one actually
bought brand new cars outright these days. They leased them then
handed them in after one or two years, for the latest, newest
model. But he would give her what she wanted - just for a quiet
life. And seriously, it wasn’t like he couldn’t afford it.

“I’ll deal with
that tomorrow. I have no idea why you want such a beast of a car.
Its only ever you behind the wheel.”

And there was
this sense of bemusement about the man, but he was a right one to
talk! There was this absolute puzzlement about why the two women in
his life needed to spend all this money, all the time.

“So daddy,
daddy, do I get my money as well?”

And Janie stood
directly in front of her father, batting her huge, curled eyelashes
at him. Dad sighed as though to say, ‘what chance do I have?’ And
of course he was right.

“Of course my
little pumpkin, how can I refuse when you asked so nicely?”

The fact was
that she didn’t ask nicely. She asked in a way that told that she’d
never been said ‘no’ to in her life. It was in that entitled way
and if that word ever did hit her, ‘no’, it would be like a freight
train had hit her.

“Oh daddy don’t
call me pumpkin - that’s for infants and babies. I on the other
hand am a ‘young woman’. I’m not a ‘child’ any more. And you know,
really, I should be having my own Amex card by now. A young woman
of the world and all that.”

And she was
quite serious.

“She’s got a
point darling. We’re heading to a cashless society. She needs a
card. She won’t have to ask you for every last cent then. She can
just do her thing. Much better in the long run. All this running
after you for money when she runs out is so last century, for god’s
sakes.”

Linda winked at
Janie and Janie winked back. It was true this husband and father
had no chance at all. If it weren’t for the fact that he was well
up in his profession and obviously had a head on his shoulders,
then he could be called pussy whipped. But for some reason that
didn’t apply to Geoff. Once had the feeling, just the notion that
he could probably fuck any woman he chose to, with ease. And he had
this business like way about him, and this ‘I don’t take no shit
from anyone’ stance that was there as much as his daughter’s and
his wife’s need for money.

“Ok, ok I’ll
sort that out as well. Might take some time for a card to arrive
though so in the meantime it will have to be cash.”

And with that
he pulled out an expensive leather and embossed Hermes wallet and
took out a wad of notes, all 50s which he gave to Janie. She didn’t
even check the notes to see how much there was. She simply took it
for granted that there would be sufficient for her requirements
plus some left over. She folded the notes and bundled them into her
bag as though it was waste paper.

“Thank you
daddy.”

And she hugged
him close. They were a close family - it worked on a level and yet
it was dysfunctional at the same time. There were no real ‘levels
of normality’ there, there was just this family unit, these three
people who existed in this massive financial bubble. It wasn’t
healthy or pleasant to anyone except them. But it was the way they
were. It was the way they chose to live their lives. And who was to
argue about that? They had a huge six bed six bathroom house with a
drive big enough to hold seven cars and a four car garage. Geoff
drove a Porsche but not just any Porsche.

Pride of place
on that drive was a 2018 Porsche GT3 RS, which he didn’t need. It
was a racing car for fucks sakes and he drove it ‘daily’ to the
financial district. It was a car that sounded ‘broken’ when it
started up from cold and it made a racket even when it was up to
temperature. And at a quarter of a million there was no reason on
earth why Geoff needed this car. He was a driver who would never
use this monster to the fullest of its capabilities. It was just a
statement car - one to say, ‘here I am and I am rolling in
wonga’.

One had to
assume that because this man existed in this bubble of his that he
sucked his wife and daughter into that same bubble. It was like it
was all of his own making really - all his own fault. He’d met
Linda at one of those events that the city held every so often and
at which brash women like her had hung out in the hope of getting
hooked by a wealthy guy. All they had to do was put on that little
black dress and high heels and that was it. Those guys in the city
loved a well-shaped woman heeled to the max. They were like
trophies for them to parade around.

With her it had
been an instant thing. There hadn’t been any mating ritual there.
As soon as their eyes met, that was it - he was in and so was she.
And to be fair to Linda she was as stunning all those years ago as
she was now. The kind of woman that could stop a room in its
tracks. There had to be this feeling, this vibe that this family
created their own vibe. And that was ok. It was their vibe and they
were entitled to it.

Entitled, that
was the word. Spoilt, entitled rich bitches in the case of Linda
and Janie. In the case of dad Geoff, there had to be another word
that didn’t need to be derogatory because he earned his money and
his wealth. One could attach the word obscene to him though.
Everything about him screamed extreme and excessive wealth. From
the handmade Italian suits he wore for work, to the cars he drove.
It was like he was a relic from the 80’s. Just before the dot-com
bubble burst.

“Don’t mention
it honey-bunny, I got you covered.”

And dad tried
to do something cool with his fingers to show Janie he was down
with the kids. It failed of course and it just resulted in Janie
and her mother cracking up laughing.

“I have to go.
Have fun girls.”

And with that
he was gone for the day, or the week, or however long it was this
time that he would be away from the family home. A minute or so
later there was this almighty racket that made the windows rattle
in the huge open plan kitchen area that mother and daughter were
in.

“That fucking
car! I’m going to have to get him to get something more
sensible.”

Linda said more
or less the same thing every time the GT3 RS started up, she never
did though. It was just the immediate shock of the thing firing up
and then the metallic clatter that existed until the oil had done
its thing, lubing up all those specialist engine parts. For the
life of her Linda couldn’t work out why the engineers, or
mechanics, or whatever they were, couldn’t fix that noise when they
had the car in the workshop. They had the car every three months.
That is, Geoff shipped it to Porsche HQ in Germany every three
months for a service that cost as much as a family SUV on its
own.

“Oh mum you
know it’s his bit of fun. You know it’s the extension to his
you-know-what right?”

And both women
cracked up laughing again. As they did that they could hear the car
rumbling out of the drive onto the road and then the immediate
bangs and pops as Geoff pressed the loud pedal with his right foot.
Both Linda and Janie stopped laughing to listen to the sound and
then looked at each other shaking their heads.

“So lady, what
are you up to today?”

Linda spoke to
Janie as she sipped from a cup of coffee.

“Lashes at 2,
lip filler at 3. Fancy some shopping before I do those? I don’t
think I’ll be up to anything after the filler - it’s gonna hurt.
But we could do some shopping later this morning, have lunch and
then I’ll go and do what I have to do, for vanity and because a
girl like me ‘needs’ to look fabulous, right mummy?”

Janie had never
quite got out of that ‘mummy and daddy’ thing. It was like a carry
over. Daddy had been the first word she spoken as a baby. It would
be another two years before she managed ‘mummy’, but it came and
then it stuck with her. It seemed to fit the way her other wealthy
friends spoke to their parents.

“Are you sure
about your lips honey? I mean, I get it, don’t get me wrong. And
for what they are costing I know you’re not having it done at some
back street practice. But I mean are you sure you want to go down
that road, at your age? For me, I’m thinking of some work. I
haven’t thought about specifics or anything like that but you know
right?”

She let her
words trail off and Janie smiled.

“Gota be done
mum, all the girls are doing lips. And if you want some help
choosing what you want to do, I’m your girl. We’re a perfect team
you and me and dad pays. A perfect system for a perfect life.”

And both women
cracked up laughing again.

“I might well
hold you to that Janie. I’m gonna put some thought into it and get
back to you. I was thinking of a boob job and uplift…”

Again she let
her words fade out.

“Yes mum! A
boob job, give dad a treat, and he can pay of course.”

Janie cracked
up again. Every so often this bitchiness oozed out of her. She
didn’t need to keep mentioning dad paying in such a nasty way, but
this was her. In lots of respects she was this typical teenager,
thought she knew everything but didn’t. And then there was this
other side to her that was simply nasty and she couldn’t help
herself but let it be seen. Linda knew it and from time to time,
like now she stopped in her tracks to look at Janie. She smiled but
it was a half-smile. It was almost as though she were about to say
something to Janie about her nastiness and her out and out
bitchiness but that she stopped herself from doing that.

“Yeah ok a bit
of shopping I’m up for that. How should we dress darling? I mean
this is your thing, your rules right?”

Linda was over
the bitchiness thing that seeped from Janie’s pores like sweat.

“Excellent! Oh
heeled to the max. That’s the only rule, otherwise it’s open mic
night right?”

And this was
the sweeter side of Janie - that cheeky grin and that tone that was
fun. It was weird, this tone, this way that she was, only ever came
over with her mother and never with anyone outside her family
bubble. That bitchiness, that entitled spoilt brat was like a wall
that she put up with others. So that she could keep a distance from
them maybe. It wasn’t her niceness that came through to Linda just
a while ago, it was that bitchy catty little cunt that she despised
at times. This on the outside of the family bubble saw that side of
her all the time. It was odd - there was this spoilt little bastard
of a girl who was almost normal at home and with her family but on
the outside she was probably despised by even those she thought
were her friends.

“Open mic night
hey, ok that’s fine with me even if it isn’t ‘night time’. But how
come you’re asking me, where’re the girls, Lucy, Sian, Ellie? They
not up for it?”

And Linda
tilted her head and looked at Janie. Sometimes, not very often, she
saw the vulnerable in Janie and this was one of those times. It was
like she saw that her one and only offspring wished she hadn’t
asked that question.

“Oh they’re
doing their own shit. To be honest I think I’m too much for
them.”

And she stopped
at that not sure if she should carry on.

“What do you
mean, you all practically grew up together? What you mean they
think you’re too much? What’s happened, come on, spit it out?”

And this time
Linda had her serious face on and she was drilling Janie with her
eyes.

“Oh, nothing
happened. We didn’t have a falling out or nothing. I just think
they can’t compete with me, with the money and stuff you know. But
I think they’re being capped by their parents. Like they’ll only
get an allowance and no more.”

Janie really
didn’t know whether she should be sharing this with her mother. If
she said too much maybe she would be capped as well and she
couldn’t live with that.

“So basically I
don’t see so much of them anymore, not like we used to. And if I
called them and asked them to come today, I actually know what the
answer would be. They would make excuses that they had other shit
they had to deal with. I wish they’d just tell the truth. But
anyways, fuck them. Let’s do this mummy.”

Linda just
nodded and smiled but she was deep in thought.




CHAPTER
THREE

 


Brat and Mummy
Lunch

 


Both mother and
daughter looked totally stunning without really trying. Janie
always looked best when she had ‘legs on’. That is she always
looked her best when she made her long shapely legs her standout
feature. A little summer dress, sleeveless and with a hem barely
covering the crease of flesh that saw her thighs roll into her butt
cheeks. The dress was fitted, and tight to her pale while flesh
with just about able to hold her ever growing breasts.

And then fitted
knee length boots that were themselves hemmed just below the knees.
Those boots laced and zipped and with huge, thin spiked heels that
enforced a purposeful strut. Those polished, black leather boots
contrasting with the block red of the dress, and the only link
between them being the red of the laces in the boots.

And then her
hair pulled up in a high, tight ponytail that gave her this
‘fetish’ look but one couldn’t get if this was intended, or not.
Janie was the consummate expert in dress and makeup and despite her
tender eighteen years, one had to assume she knew what she looked
like. In this instance she looked breath-taking.

“So mummy, will
I do?”

Linda stopped
in her tracks to look at her one and only offspring. Mummy herself
didn’t look so bad. Actually in fact she looked breath-taking also.
She chose a fitted trouser suit that was made to measure for her.
It fitted her curves and it was designed to enhanced her height.
Fitted pants with narrow legs that just about allowed the
definition of her long legs to be seen. The trousers cut to length
perfectly on the ankles so that the arch of her feet in severe
stiletto court shoes could be seen.

Under the
matching jacket there was the silk blouse, a cream colour to
contrast with the black of the suit and the fit to enhance the
thunderous size of her breasts. There was one thing for sure and
that was Linda hadn’t been in the back of the queue when it came to
being given breasts. And she had most certainly handed that
blessing to Janie.

“You look
stunning darling, what about me?”

And Linda went
all girly as she did a twirl for her little one.

“Mmmmm yeah
you’ll pass.”

And that was
the sum total of Janie’s compliment to her mother. And that hit
Linda straight away. That bitchiness coming through again and it
was a rancid nasty bitchiness that hurt Linda. She had to bite her
tongue not to say anything. She’d noticed recently those little
bouts of cuntishness coming through in Janie when she was at home,
and with her. She wondered was it because Janie was seeing less and
less of her friends? Or was it just because Janie was getting older
and that rather than growing up and out of that brat persona, she
was growing more into it - becoming a Bitch of the first order.

Linda didn’t
like to think that way, but she couldn’t help herself. For her it
was all about Janie. For Janie it was all about Janie and if it was
just that it wouldn’t be so bad. But Janie was a cunt with it.
Linda hated that word ‘cunt’, but she thought it was appropriate
more and more for Janie.

“Come of then
darling daughter, let’s get into town. I’m starving to eat and
starving for retail therapy.”

The sarcasm in
Linda calling Janie her ‘darling daughter’ would have gone
completely over Janie’s head. She wouldn’t have got it. As far as
she was concerned, there wasn’t anyone who could put her down if
they ever tried, then she would get the better of them without too
much trouble - so she thought. This was the bliss that was her
age.

 


A Few Hours
Later

 


“So, what’s it
to be mummy, lobster, or steak? I’m gonna go for the scallops. Last
time I had them here they were divine.”

The bags of
shopping, all from designer shops and boutiques were collected
around Janie and Linda’s feet. Talking about sucking up, the
restaurant manager hadn’t been able to do enough for the duo as
they came in. They were obviously regulars here. If Linda was
honest with herself it got on her not inconsiderable tits. She
didn’t really like to be the centre of attention these days. It
wasn’t because she was older, she was only in her middle forties
for fucks sakes, it was more to do with maturity. She’d been brash
and clingy to the money culture in her earlier years, but now the
deal was sealed so to speak she kind of wound it back a lot. But
she knew that she couldn’t hide who they were, or the fact that
they had money.

“This way
Madames, I have your favourite table ready for you.”

It was the fake
accent that got on Linda’s nerves. She didn’t know if it was
Italian or French because it was so bad. And because it was so bad
it had to be fake. She caught the little creep looking at Janie’s
tits bobbing about in her dress, as he pulled out the chair for
them to sit. It took all her efforts not to say something. But what
could she say? Janie like her was a looker and so she was going to
be looked at. That stood to reason. And the thing that made it ok
for her not to say anything was the fact that she knew that Janie
would be loving it. His dropped jaw and leering eyes - that
wouldn’t have escaped Janie and in her own way she would have
played up to that.

“Why thank you
Luigi. We know you always look after us here and we love you for
it.”

Linda lied and
yet the smile she gave to the little man seemed sincere but in
reality it was as fake as Luigi’s name. He was probably ‘Colin from
Essex’. When Linda thought of that as she sat, she smiled. That one
wasn’t fake, and she winked at Janie sitting opposite her. Luigi
left the menus and wine lists.

“I will come
back in a few minutes Madames, to take your order.”

And with that
he span around all gay like and tottered off.

“‘We love you
for it’. Mummy have you lost your mind. Did you see him looking at
my tits?”

Janie was
outraged at Linda’s declaration of love for this little man.

“I know I know.
I shouldn’t do it, but I can’t help myself. I wonder what would
happen if I came onto him? You know, really came onto him like I
wanted to fuck him?”

Janie just
looked at her mother, her jaw agape.

“You wouldn’t!
You wouldn’t dare. Besides, you’d, you’d just break him. It just
wouldn’t be a fair match at all.”

Janie was
genuinely shocked at what her mother had said. Linda just kept a
straight face for all of a few seconds before she cracked up.

“I wouldn’t
touch the little creep with a barge pole. Fuck no! Just no!”

And both
cracked up just as Luigi came back to take their orders.

“Scallops for
me.”

Janie spoke
first.

I’ll have the
ribeye steak, done so rare it’s still mooing, if you get me Luigi
darlin’”

And she winked
all sultry up at Luigi. He was obviously looking after them, not
trusting the task to his junior waiting staff.

“Oh Madame, I
know exactly what you mean.”

And he winked
back. He’d probably masturbate himself to oblivion later when he
was all alone in the dark, and as he played and replayed the scene
of him waiting on these tall stunning mother and daughter
powerhouses.

“And wine
madames?”

Linda spoke
again.

“Something
Pinot Noir I think. What about you darling?”

Linda spoke
without looking at the wine list.

“You choose
mummy, I can only have one glass. I don’t want my lips being done
when I’m half cut now do I?”

Janie ran her
tongue across the width of her mouth just under her top lip as
though to accentuate to her mother what she was saying.

“Point taken
sweetie. Bring a bottle of your best Pinot Noir Luigi, and, play
your cards right and me and you could have some fun later.”

Janie was
shocked again at her mother’s forwardness, knowing it was unlike
her. Linda would never cheat on daddy she knew that. But she’d have
to give it to her mother, she knew how to flirt and she knew as
well, Luigi would right at this time be probably leaking pre-cum
into his pants.

“Oh
Madame.”

It was all he
said.

“Play your
cards right Luigi and you could have some fun with both of us.
Imagine that!”

And it was
Linda’s turn to act shocked. Although was she really shocked? Janie
was eighteen now and she’d found it hard to believe for some time
that her one and only wasn’t sexually active. If Linda was honest
with herself she didn’t believe that Janie wasn’t sexually active
way before she was legal. It was the sort of thing a mother knows.
Leaving aside Janie’s utter bitch side, there was just that way she
spoke about certain things, the way she dressed and made up. There
was this thing that Linda knew about her daughter, and that was
that Janie knew what she was doing and she did it very well.

“Yeah Luigi, do
you have any idea what we could do for you, you know, in the
bedroom.”

And Linda
mouthed the word bedroom as though it was a dirty word. By this
time Luigi was blushing a furious red. It was clear his experience
with women was limited, if at all. And it was even clearer that
this was safe flirting by the two, because this little man would be
nowhere to be seen if they made to progress this conversation
further.

 


A Little
Later

 


“You don’t
think you take the ‘bitch’ side of your personality a little too
far at times, do you sweetheart?”

Linda and Janie
had finished eating and were just finishing off the bottle. Janie
was finishing off her half a glass of the Pinot.

“I don’t know
what you mean?”

Janie did have
this sense of mild outrage about her as she drilled her mother with
her eyes. She knew ‘exactly’ what Linda was getting at.

“Yes you do.
I’m asking because the girls you’ve grown up with are in the middle
of ousting you from the group, I can tell that. Remember I was your
age once - I know how the cliques work.”

Linda had
weighed up the pros and cons of whether to say anything or not. And
she’d come to the conclusion that if she did it this way, then it
would save her getting angry with Janie when she got bitchy with
her. It was win win, killing two birds with one stone and all
that.

“Fuck them
mummy, that’s what I say. I don’t need them. Maybe I’m just growing
out of them? Maybe they’re not good enough to be around me? To be
honest, do I really need friends who’ve had their spending capped?
I mean, really?”

It would be
fair to say that Janie was getting more than slightly annoyed with
how this conversation was progressing and as a result she was
beginning to raise her voice at her mother. Nothing over the top
but there was this thing between them beginning to form.

“You could be
right. Of course you could be growing up and I accept that sweetie
but just remember that being a bitch isn’t a prerequisite when
growing up and spreading your wings, ok?”

Janie fucking
hated it when her mother spoke down to her. She hated it even
though she didn’t know, or completely ignored the bitch that came
out of herself at times.

“I’m, just
saying this because me and daddy are going away on this cruise
we’ve had planned like for years. You’re going to be all on your
own. I just wanted to mention this shit so that you know we’re
watching out for you, that’s all.”

Janie just
about had steam coming out of her ears.

“Oh so you and
daddy have been speaking about this, about ME then and you thought
you’d talk to me, right? Good cop bad cop hey?”

It was clear
that Janie was not used to being challenged like this, and didn’t
know how to handle it as her voice raised again..

“No, no I
haven’t spoken to daddy at all. No we haven’t spoken about you,
about this. I’m doing it, mother to daughter. I don’t mean anything
by it. We are just talking.”

Linda brought
the tone down but Janie stood up and she pushed the chair back with
the backs of her legs.

“Whatever, I’m
going to get my lips, nails and eyelashes done. I’ll see you at
home later.”

And with that
she was gone, leaving Linda alone.

 


On another
table the exchange had been observed and probably listened to by
another couple. But this was no casual looking and listening. The
woman, in her thirties had turned to look directly at Janie, and
flicked her eyes to Linda, but then back again. That woman had
watched every strutting, booted step out that Janie made. And the
man, he just looked as well. And when Janie had left the
restaurant, they looked at each other and spoke in whispered
secretive tones.

“She does have
an attitude problem, but that can be adjusted with ease. She’ll
never get over this - getting set up like this?”

The man spoke,
the woman listened.

“They must
really not like her, a lot.”

The two didn’t
say anything else for the time being but those words hung there, as
though echoing in the void. They turned their attentions to Linda
but they remained discreet. Linda just sat there in silence and
with her own thoughts. She hated it when she and Janie had words
but she did feel that it was needed sometimes. But it was like the
world was weighed down on her shoulders sometimes, at times like
this.

“Come to think
about it, I wouldn’t mind a piece of her. Women like her, taken
down, put through something they’ll never get over, does it for
me.”

That was the
woman. She flicked her eyes to Linda and then back again. And there
was something about what she said and the way she said it. For some
reason the way she spoke changed the vibe in that restaurant. What
was she talking about, putting a woman through something she’ll
never get over? What did that even mean?. There was a different
focus on this couple now. Janie was gone - she’d flounced out less
than happy with mother. But now there was something else at play
and it wasn’t a good thing. But Linda was completely unaware of
it.

“Kids hey?
Who’d have them?”

The woman
heading back from the rest room had stopped by Linda’s table and
placed a hand on her arm. It could have been another woman
genuinely sympathising with her. Linda was jolted out of her own
little world. It did take her a split second for her to pull
herself together, but when she did, she looked up and smiled at the
attractive, but boyish woman.

“Oh you know,
we barely have words. But when we do, she always does this. She’ll
be ok later I know she will.”

What the woman
was doing was taking the opportunity to have a closer look at
Linda. She would deduce that yes Linda was flawless, gorgeous and
breath-taking. And she was taking the opportunity to be in close
proximity to her - so that she could further that thought she had
shared with the man who was watching watched from their table.

“If you want to
join us, for a drink, we’re just finishing up, you’re welcome?”

This woman
indicated her table. Linda looked over and smiled at the man who
was watching. He held up his glass in a sort of a casual ‘cheers’
motion and Linda smiled again.

“Mmmm why not.
My diary is clear for the rest of the day and the evening. We could
go on somewhere else if you fancied it?”

Linda was sort
of taking over the narrative and the woman smiled inside.

“Sure we can.
Just come across for now and we’ll see where it goes.”

And this woman
brought Linda to the table with their arms interlinked.

“I’m sorry I
didn’t get your name?”

She already
knew Linda’s name but she didn’t let on that.

“Oh yes, sorry
Linda.”

And the woman
skilfully took over the introductions without giving their
names.

“Darling this
is Linda, she’s joining us for a little while. Her girl and her
have just had a row, so Linda needs some time.”

And that was it
- the sum total of the intro. Linda smiled to the man. The man
ensured that she felt his eyes crawling over her silk covered tits.
She was used to that, it happened all the time. A woman who looks
like Linda didn’t get to go anywhere, or do anything without the
eyes devouring her. But she smiled politely and kind of sat
allowing herself to be devoured in this way.

“Luigi, here
please. Another bottle of whatever we’re drinking here.”

The restaurant
manager had been watching the exchange closely. But as soon as
Linda had clicked her fingers he’d come running. Linda was pointing
to the empty bottle of Chablis on the table.

“Put it on my
bill Luigi, there’s a pet.”

And Luigi
nodded,

“Of course
Madame.”

“We don’t
actually live too far from here, so if you like we can carry this
on once we’ve finished the bottle?”

The woman was
smiling. Linda would remember her eyes. That was it, she would
remember her dark piercing eyes, and the smoothness of her powder
coloured red lips. It was odd that she should remember that about
this woman and barely anything else up to the point when she woke
up. But that was it.

 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


Time Lost

 


When Linda came
to, she was in the middle of a mind altering orgasm. It was the
intensity of the orgasm that dragged her back into the waking
world. At first she didn’t know what the fuck was going on. Her
eyes shot open and seemed to bulge out on stalks. But at the same
time that orgasm was just careering through her and seemed to be
taking every microbe of strength from her.

The woman was
between her legs and she was eating her out in a way that Linda
hadn’t experienced before. It took a little time for her to realise
that this woman was there, bedded down between her legs and eating
her deep. She was aware of the sucking sensation - this woman
sucking her deeply and wetly and then the tongue, that fleshy wet
tongue slipping inside her and hooking back, giving her pleasure.
She didn’t even realise it was the woman from the restaurant at
first, so ‘blank’ was her mind as to where the fuck she was. All
she was aware of was her holding her breath through this intense
pleasure that she was feeling being applied to that delicate
hairless, smooth flesh between her legs.

“Uhhhhhhh god,
fuck god.”

The woman was
relentlessly doing with her mouth what she was doing. She wasn’t
being sensuous - she wasn’t making love to Linda she was devouring
her and she was eating her into a form of oblivion. This wasn’t
this woman putting into action what she had voiced to the man back
at the table - about doing to a mature woman, things that she would
never get over. This was different - not so full on, and yet
intense anyway. But this was a way for her to get into Linda’s
head, maybe for another day. This was her pleasuring Linda in a way
that she had never been pleasured before. This was her bringing the
older woman back into the waking world after the spike in the drink
had worn off.

“No god here
baby, just me.”

Except it
wasn’t just her. The man was there as well. He had just showered
and was in the process of dressing. Eventually more and more would
come back to Linda. Eventually she would put it all together. Like
now, she had the taste of cock in her mouth. She’d know that taste
anywhere. And the taste of stale semen. And as this woman eating
her out delved deeper and with more intent, one orgasm blended into
the next, and the next. Linda held her breath again. It was coming
back to her now.

“Wanna escape
this shit world for a while and come into mine?”

That had been
what the woman had whispered to Linda once they got back to the
penthouse flat that had three sixty degree views over the city.
Linda wouldn’t normally have done this. Her partying days were
over. And her sexual liaison days with strangers had been over even
longer. But it was something about this couple that saw her carried
along with the moment. There was something about them that saw her
throw all sense of logic, sense and decency out of the window. She
may even remember at some point how she’d thought ‘fuck it, Geoff
is off doing fuck knows what with fuck knows who on his worldwide
trips. What was the harm in this?’

“Strip off
darling, let us have a look at you.”

That was
another line that would sift back into Linda’s mind as she came
more to. It might have been quicker that she came to but she had to
deal with this orgasmic pleasure that this woman was giving her and
that was what was dictating the pace. But she remembered now being
so drunk that she ‘wanted’ to strip off for the couple and show
them her in all her glory. Now that it was coming back to her she
was cringing at that. Cringing at how she was doing what this woman
told her to do.

She was able to
understand and know how she was feeling then, as she slipped down
the pants and then her thong to reveal herself. And then further,
her unbuttoning the silk blouse and even ‘playfully’ teasing little
by little as she revealed her mountainous breasts. It didn’t seem
so bad then though. It didn’t seem as though she was doing anything
wrong, or anything shameful. But now, as another orgasm ate into
her psyche she was feeling the hit of shame from that. It was
actually more than shame she was feeling. So how come that orgasm
this woman was giving her was so fucking intense and ‘good’?

Oh yes it was
all coming back to her now.

“Give us a
twirl honey, show us what a girl like you has got.”

And she’d done
that - she’d twirled because this woman had called her a girl and
‘honey’. Now as that tongue swirled up inside her again, she was
asking ‘what the fuck was the matter with me?’ She was taking this
pleasure but she was asking why she’d gone along with it earlier.
It might have helped to understand when all that filth happened and
what was happening now, but it didn’t help the wall of reality she
was hitting.

“Get on your
hands and knee honey, drag your nipples on the floor. Think you can
do that for us baby?”

That came back
to her like a freight train and it wasn’t good. This wasn’t like
Linda. She was a mature, elegant woman who’d grown into her
statuesque beauty. She’d left a somewhat tumultuous life behind and
had settled into the elite. What part of getting down onto her
hands and knees and then lower so that her nipples dragged on the
floor was a good idea?

She could feel
her legs spread wide as this woman ate into her sexuality. And she
was torn between kicking her away and letting her eat deeper so
that she could forget what she was remembering. She wished to god
she wasn’t remembering. She could have lived with it if she’d never
remember another thing but it was coming back thick and fast
now.

“Good girl.
He’s going to fuck you Linda - all three holes.”

Those words now
that she was remembering would stay with her forever.

“Spread your
knees nice and wide and dip your back, show him what a whore you
are Linda.”

Those words as
well. Those words weren’t good for the psyche of Linda that was
already taking a battering. ‘Whatever possessed me?’ That question
seemed to ring around her head on repeat but at the same time as
she was having the inside of her slippery sex pleasured by that
boyish woman’s tongue.

“Yes, yes, what
a whore I am, yes.”

She was
cringing as more and more came back to her. It wasn’t just coming
back to her though it was coming back to her in high definition and
with intense clarity.

She’d sucked in
breath when the man knelt behind her and fed his cock into her
ass.

“Good girl,
nipples on floor, ass back.”

The woman
standing over her. Yes she remembered that now. This woman’s high
heels right by the side of her face - and her legs. Nylon sheathed
legs and her feet arched into those shoes. ‘Fuck what is the matter
with me? Why did I do it?’ The thing was that Linda knew this
wasn’t her. She’d had a few drinks, ok fair enough and she was up
for a good time. But was this a good time? The more that came back
to her, the more she remembered that she was fully into it. The
more she remembered the more she knew that she was fully committed
and immersed.

His hands were
on her hips as he drove his thick cock into her ass. She swallowed
but she thrust back onto him because that was what she wanted to
do. Maybe it was because she hadn’t ‘let go’ like this for so long,
for ever or never even, and that was why she was being this ‘whore’
for this man. Her nipples extended and thickened, dragging on the
floor were bloated, and feeding the pleasure. And they were like a
constant reminder of what she was doing. The man, who didn’t say
even a word to her, he just used her and yet she remembered, she
didn’t mind that. It was ok that he was doing that. And yet now,
that she had remembered, and what she felt like now, she could have
died on the spot.

But she
couldn’t do that now because this woman was flicking her clitoris
with the tip of her tongue. That was what she was doing. She’d
found the bundle and she was licking it and then flicking it making
little spasms of pure pleasure pour right through her. Linda was
breathless.

“Please, please
stop please.”

Linda tried to
speak. She tried to make it sound like she was sincere in what she
was asking but that was a failure. Her voice was breathy and
whispery and as she finished trying to make herself sound sincere
she ran her fleshy wet tongue across the underside of her top lip
and arched her hips forward onto the mouth of the woman.

“Now I don’t
think you really want me to stop, do you?”

The woman came
up licking her lips and wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.
Immediately Linda wanted her back down there so she reached forward
and pulled her in. The woman giggled as she set her tongue to work
again. Somehow Linda had been triggered and she didn’t know how or
when. And now the events that were flooding back to her were
combining and blending with this period of waking up and
remembering and it was like she was back to square one.

She could feel
semen oozing out of her anus, and she knew, she just knew that the
man had fucked her vagina bareback as well. There was just that
feeling, that sensation that told her that she had been penetrated
down there. With her anus there was no question. It had been years
since she’d done anything anal, and even then it was a rear
occurrence. But now she was remembering that thick cock stretching
her hole and then the initial spasm of pain as he clicked his bell
end past her sphincter. And then it was inside her and he was
fucking her.

“That’s a good
girl. You just lay there and enjoy, then when I’ve finished with
you, you can go. How does that sound?”

And again this
woman was licking her lips. Linda’s experience with other women was
pretty much nil. She was being taken along and that tone of the
woman, the way she patronised her and talked to her almost like she
was an adolescent girl didn’t escape her. It didn’t escape her in
the slightest. And yet it was the pleasure that she was giving her
that was taking her along and she did that, she lay back again and
spread her legs wide again so that this woman could eat her out
some more.

“Mmmmmmm
grrrrrrrrrrrmmmmmmmm.”

Linda was
groaning and it sounded like she was growling greedily as that
tongue swirled up inside her again and then came back down to flick
around the clitoris. All the time she was eating Linda out, the
woman was watching her. She was watching up between Linda’s legs,
watching those big old tits rolling and rippling as her body
reacted to the licking out she was getting.

This woman
could do wonders with her mouth and her tongue and she was
thrumming her lips, sending sensations into Linda’s clitoris that
were like nothing she had experienced before.

She was still
eating her and licking the inside walls of her vagina when Linda
drifted off again. And as she drifted off to sleep she was being
given another orgasm, this time a more gentle one. The woman ate
her until the sleep was a sound one and then she got up and out
from between her legs and rested on her elbow and she wiped her
mouth with one hand. And she was laughing softly. But accompanying
that laugh was an evil look. She sucked her teeth and hissed.

“Wait till I
get hold of your little girl, slut.”

The man didn’t
say anything. He just sat and watched. He sat and listened to his
lady friend. No-one else would know what she had meant by that, but
he did. He’d seen this woman take innocents and destroy them from
the inside out.

 


A Few Hours
Later

 


“I’m sorry. I’m
sorry, I don’t know what happened. I need to go. I’m sorry.”

Linda had woken
with the woman over her lightly tapping her face.

“Wake up, it’s
time for you to go home.”

And just like
that Linda’s eyes had popped open. She tried to reason with herself
that she hadn’t fallen asleep again, that she couldn’t have, not
with the mess her mind was in. But she knew that was hopeless. Her
sexuality was still tingling - her nipples, her clitoris were
throbbing. This time there was no slow recollection, it was all
there for her - it was all there and there was nothing to hide
behind. The woman wasn’t licking her to an incessant orgasm
now.

In fact the
woman was looking at Linda with an amount of disdain. As though
she’d just discovered a street girl was squatting in her
property.

“I’m sorry,
what happened?”

Linda was
trying to bide her time - she was trying to stall for time so that
she could pull herself together. Her legs were still draped open
exposing her swollen, oozing sex to the max.

“You don’t
remember? I find that hard to believe after all you did.”

And there was
this accusatory tone to the woman’s voice - kind of a tone that
told she was blaming Linda for what had gone on between them. And
Linda was quick to absorb that - she felt enough shame as it was,
she didn’t need this woman, whoever the fuck she was, to pile it on
any more. On top of that she could feel that she had been
penetrated and she had the feeling she had been penetrated again.
She hoped not but she knew yes she had and she was dearly hoping
that she would not remember the more minute details.

“I’m sorry.
Look I’ll get dressed and go. You’ll never see me again, ever.”

Linda tried to
pull herself together on the bed she was on. First closing her legs
but that just made her more aware of her own wetness and her own
oozing of that semen from her anus and from her vagina. She felt
the woman’s stare burn into her and she wished this woman wouldn’t
do that, but she did. And it was like every move she made she felt
humiliated and degraded.

She got dressed
in silence - just her and the woman. The man was gone now. It was
just her and this nameless woman.

“I’m sorry I
don’t know your name. We didn’t introduce properly.”

Linda’s voice
was broken and cracked.

“No, you don’t.
No, we didn’t.”

The woman’s
response was short, and curt. It was as though she regretted ever
having met Linda, and Linda got that, she felt it. And now she was
wondering what else had happened that she didn’t know about. And
why had she fallen asleep again when she had been so shocked to the
core when she woke the last time. She didn’t want to know what she
had missed but at the same time she did want to know.

She couldn’t
have known that this woman was fucking with her head. Even if the
thought crossed her mind there was the question of why would she do
that?

“Just get
dressed and go. I need to be alone.”

But that was
exactly what she was doing, she was fucking with Linda’s head and
she knew how to do that. She knew how to do that and more.

Linda pulled on
her thong, then her pants, and all the time her huge tits were
swinging. Then she pulled on the silk blouse and buttoned it up.
She wished that a hole would open up in the floor and swallow her
up but she knew that this wouldn’t happen. She slipped her feet
into her high heels and immediately she was more aware that she had
been penetrated and ejaculated inside of, because of the way her
femininity moved now. And she was aware also of this woman watching
every move she made, as though she didn’t want to miss not one
micro second of it.

Once her silk
blouse was done up she pulled on her jacket and for some reason she
didn’t feel less vulnerable than she had been waking up with this
woman over her and her legs spread wide for all to see her most
intimate flesh. In fact she felt more vulnerable and even more so
with this woman looking at her as though she was the lowest of the
low.

“Please tell me
what happened, please?”

Linda sounded
desperate as she picked up her little clutch bag. This woman had
done a complete number on her and her mind was mashed up.

“If you don’t
mind I’d rather not talk about it. Can you just go please?”

She was laying
on a guilt trip where there was no trip to take. But Linda didn’t
know that. Linda looked at her imploringly but to no avail. The
look back was ice cold and the woman’s eyes were narrowed.
Everything about this scenario was made to look and feel to Linda
like she had done something wrong. Everything about it was
structured to make her feel a hit of shame and guilt. And the dread
of not knowing was something that was palpable and ever
increasing.

“I’m sorry. I’m
sorry, I don’t know what happened. I need to go. I’m sorry.”

She looked one
more time at this woman before she headed for the door. She didn’t
even know where she was - but she needed to get out of this place
and onto the street into the fresh air. She’d get an Uber home. She
didn’t even know what time it was, such was her state of mind.

 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


“I’ve Been
Worried”

 


“Mummy, for
fucks sakes where have you been, I’ve been worried out of my mind?
I went back to the restaurant and Luigi said you left with some
people. Fucking hell mummy!”

It was like all
that grossness was forgotten about to be replaced with genuine
worry. Linda didn’t know what to say. She’d got an Uber but thank
fuck for smart phones. She didn’t even know where she’d been picked
up from or how long it took to get back home. Where she should have
been working out the time and what she could tell Janie, she was
just worried about all the time she’d lost and what’d happened
during that time. Now she was stumped.

“Oh, oh darling
I just met some people and we had a few drinks and one thing led to
another.”

But Linda
didn’t sound convincing in any shape or form and she worried that
Janie would question her more. That worry was well founded.

“You just met
some people and you couldn’t ring me, message me, anything, to let
me know you wouldn’t be home?”

Linda took a
deep breath but she was having trouble coping with this situation
simply because she didn’t know where the hell she’d been or what
she’d been up to. And on top of that there was there sense, down
there that she was still oozing, and leaking spent cum. And there
was the stretch of her ass that she knew had been penetrated and
would take hours, if not days to go back to normal.

“It was just a
few drinks darling, it got out of hand and it’s all a bit fuzzy in
my mind.

And she
eventually lifted her head to face her daughter.

“You don’t even
know how long you’ve been gone do you? It’s been two days mummy! Do
you know, do you have any idea how fucking worried I was? We had
that row, I stomped out as usual and that was the last time I saw
you for two fucking days. And not a word, not a single word from
you!”

Janie was on
the verge of tears, that much was obvious. But the poleaxing shock
was for Linda who only now was learning how long she had been
absent. What she had told Janie was basically the truth. A few
drinks and then it got out of hand but it was much, much more than
that and she knew it. But there was no way she was going to share
what she did know of events with Janie. There would be too much
unknown that she would want to hear. There would be too many
questions - too many gaps in the knowledge that she would pick up
on.

This was one of
those things that she was going to have to keep to herself, at all
costs. For micro second there were crystal clear images of what
might happen if Janie found out the truth - or even part of the
truth. She didn’t even know the full truth herself. At this time
she was on a losing streak and it did not look good for her.

“I’m sorry
darling. I’m really sorry, I haven’t got wasted like that for so
long. I think it must have hit me harder than I thought. I think
it’s guilt because we had that row.”

Linda was
beginning to think on her feet, using the situation between her and
Janie to cover up what she thought must have been a bad thing.
Janie knew though - she knew there was more to it than that.

“Mum, you don’t
go AWOL for two days just because we had a fight for fucks sakes. I
mean look at the state of you, you’re a wreck.”

Janie literally
never called ‘mummy’ mum. She just didn’t do it and there was this
seriousness to her tone that was out of place. She’d had a scare,
that much was clear. She’d begun to think all sorts of bad things
about her mother. About what could have happened to her and all
sorts of horror story endings.

‘Look why don’t
you crack a bottle of vino and we can talk about it - how does that
sound?”

Linda was more
together now even though the events of the past two days would not
leave her mind. Or more to the point, the lost events of the past
two days wouldn’t leave her mind. But Janie was beginning to come
down a bit now. She was just relieved to have her mummy home.

“It’s ten
o’clock in the morning though!”

That was the
first time check Linda’d had. Even when she was waking being rocked
by those orgasms she had no idea what time it was. or when she was
climbing into that Uber. Come to think of it, she hadn’t even
noticed if it was daylight or dark. If it was 10am it had to be
light though, right?

“Yeah but its
midday ‘somewhere’ darling isn’t it?”

Linda was
beginning to do a splendid job of covering up these crimes she was
convinced she must have committed against that woman whoever she
was. She started to feel relieved that she had got over the worse
of the interrogation.

“Yeah ok fuck
it. And then you’ve got to start packing for your
trip-of-a-lifetime. Two more days you’re out of here.”

Linda hadn’t
even thought about that. Her and Geoff were due to fly to Miami,
and then join the cruise ship at Nassau in the Bahamas. That had
clean gone out of her mind and she smiled. Maybe that’s what she
needed, to get away for a couple of months and do a reset. Then
when she got back maybe this ‘event’ or whatever it was would be
nothing more than a faded memory.

But for every
forward thinking step she made in getting over this ‘event’ there
were three steps back. It was all well and good pulling the wool
over Janie’s eyes. But that didn’t help her contend with that lost
time - all two days of it. Or even what she could remember. From
what she could remember didn’t bode well for what she couldn’t
remember. The stuff that she remembered in crystal clear clarity
would account only for a short amount of the time with that woman
and that odd man who barely said a word to her, even when she was
impaled anally on his cock. It was always the woman who spoke, and
made her do what was wholly against what she believed in, or how
she would normally act.

“So come on
then mummy spill it? You’ve been naughty haven’t you?”

That was a
question that Linda dreaded and that made her feel queasy at the
same time. She started to move her head to the side to the
negative. She was going to say that she wasn’t prepared to discuss
this any further. But Janie was one ahead of her.

“Please tell me
you didn’t fuck Luigi? Please tell me that?”

Inside Linda
breathed a sigh of relief. This was a question she could actually
tell the truth about. Although this could have been a time when she
should lie so that it stopped the questions coming.

“Fuck no
darling. Of course not. I told you I wouldn’t touch that little
scrote with a bargepole.”

Janie took a
few sips of dry white wine that had been chilled to perfection. But
she wasn’t convinced.

“So what then?
Something has obviously gone on. You’ve been gone for two days, you
look a mess and you’re reluctant even to look at me when we’re
talking, so….”

She let her
words tail off, satisfied that she was getting through to her
mother. Linda decided that the best way was part truth and some
cryptic additions to bring the conversation to an end.

“I don’t want
to talk about it. And that’s the end of it. I got myself into a
situation and now it’s over and done with. And that is the last
time I’m talking about it, so don’t ask again.”

This time there
was that mummy tone to Linda’s voice. The one that Janie knew and
recognised. She let it drop but from the looks she was giving
Linda, it wasn’t the end of it.

“Ok, so,
packing after then, I’ll help you, we can drink more wine and we
can pack for your ‘luxury cruise’. How does that sound mummy?”

Janie was back
on the ‘mummy’ again now so all was well and Linda sighed inwardly
with relief. Maybe now she could get on with the rest of her
life.

 


A few hours
later

 


Janie and Linda
were sitting in amongst various piles of ironed and folded clothes
that either needed to be packed or not. The wine had taken the edge
off. At least physically the wine had taken the edge off. Inside
Linda was falling to pieces. Yes the wine blurred the edges but she
still had those unanswered questions about what had taken place
during that two days she was out of it.

“You ok
mummy?”

Janie wasn’t
stupid, she’d seen her mother’s mind wandering from time to time.
This trip was ‘the’ one. As a family they had travelled to all
continents of the world several times and to different places each
time. But this cruise was the one for Linda. It was the one she’d
always dreamed of. Three weeks cruising the Bahamas and then pretty
much navigating the world visiting each continent again. A mix of
sailing and onshore excursions. A five star plus trip that costs
the best part of a quarter of a million all in.

“I’m ok. Just a
bit overwhelmed that this trip is finally on us that’s all.”

She lied and
Janie knew it.

“This time in a
few days’ time you’ll be in Nassau mum, imagine that?”

Janie was
trying to shake Linda out of it, whatever it was but she wasn’t
having much luck with that.

“I know, it’ll
be fabulous.”

Linda was
trying to play the game. All she had to do was sound a bit
enthusiastic, but that wasn’t holding up too well for her
either.

“For fucks
sakes mummy. If there’s something you want to talk about, you can
you know? If you’ve done something ‘bad’, we all do bad things. If
you’ve done something you’re regretting, we’ve all down that road
as well.”

In a way Janie
was trying to let Linda know that she suspected that Linda had been
unfaithful to Geoff. And that it was ok - that she could talk about
it if she wanted to. What she was doing was trying to ease her
mother into it, and let her know that it would be ok. Partially,
that worked. Linda let out an almost exclaiming sigh.

“I’ve been
fucking stupid Janie. I mean, like really stupid.”

And this was
Linda confirming to Janie was she was suspecting.

“So you fucked
someone, and now it’s done and dusted. You’ve not given your
number, or real name or nothing, have you? Course you haven’t. And
so it’s over. And we don’t need to let daddy know this. It’s all
done and dusted. Our secret.”

If only it were
that easy and for a few seconds that seemed good to Linda, to let
Janie know this illicit thing had happened and now she regretted
it. It was enough for them to move on from it eventually. But for
Linda it wasn’t enough. There was that guilt she had for what had
happened even though she didn’t know what had happened between her
and this other woman. Would she need to tell Janie the whole thing?
Maybe she would - but maybe she just needed to get away on this
cruise, re-set and then come back - then if it was still playing on
her mind like that she could talk to Janie.

But she was
feeling positive in little micro bursts. She was confident the trip
lasting over two months would wash the bad shit away and then she
could just get on with it.

“Yeah baby, our
secret.”

And that should
have been it, but before even those words were slipping from
between Linda’s full lips, she felt that this wouldn’t be the end
of it at all. That she was sure that Janie would get the bit
between her teeth and come after the rest of it in due course. She
knew that if Janie was anything like her, which she was of course
in more than just looks, then she would come after every dot and
every cross of the t.

They continued
to pack for this trip but every so often Janie’s eyes flicked up to
her mother and once again there was that haunted look in her face.
Janie didn’t like that - this wasn’t her mother. She knew her
mother and this was not her. Yeah ok, so she’d fucked some bloke
after one too many drinks. But this was 2021 for fucks sakes. The
world was under pressure from a fucking gross pandemic and people’d
had enough. She wondered how many other wives, husbands and
partners had fucked up this last fifteen months.

So she was
clear in her mind that there was more to this than mummy was
letting on. But she was also clear in her mind that she was going
to have to play the long game on this one. She knew that Linda
wouldn’t spill it all at once. And she smiled to herself - she knew
something was up so she’d just bide her time.

“Mummy why
don’t you go have a lie down, I can finish this off. You look like
you’ve been worked half to death. Why don’t you just take a shower
and sleep it off. We can to pizza tonight?”

And she was
smiling at her mother. This was probably the one time when she was
furthest from being that bitch that had been the cause of the
argument between them both. It was like this was the real Janie,
the caring loving one.

“You know
darling, I think you’re right. I feel exhausted. A nice shower and
a nap and I’ll be fine.”

At least this
was the excuse Linda needed to get away from Janie for a while. She
knew deep inside that if she stayed around her, that subject would
come up again and she couldn’t stand any more of that for now. She
stood up, picked up her glass of half-finished wine and looked down
at Janie.

“Pizza later
babe. It’s a date.”

And off she
went. Janie followed her with her eyes all the way. It looked like
Linda had the weight the world on her shoulders and for the life of
Janie she couldn’t think why. So she’d fucked some dude - spent a
couple of dirty days with someone she’d never see again. So fucking
what? This was 2021! Worse things did happen in the world. The more
Janie thought about it the more she was convinced there was more to
this than met the eye.

Fifteen minutes
later a naked Linda was in the shower being saturated from above by
one of those overhead shower heads. Powerful jets of steaming hot
water cascading over her head and face. Her head held back, eyes
closed and more of what happened came back to her. She snapped her
eyes open when her head was filled with the image of herself fist
fucking that nameless woman. Fistfucking her and listening to the
man giving her orders.

“Get it right
into the slut, all the way up to your wrist. Stretch that dirty
cunt of her’s around your wrist. Make her squeal like the slut she
is.”

But was that a
memory or a nightmare - another product of what her mind was coming
up with? Linda kept her eyes open and felt the throbs of her
nipples and she used both hands, both sets of fingers to tweak her
nipples. That pleasure pulse was hard, strong. She shouldn’t have
been aroused like this but she was. Her fingers went down from her
breasts and between her thighs. Her labia was swollen, sensitive,
telling her that she had been well used down there. That man had
fucked her repeatedly - she didn’t know how she knew that, she just
did. And that woman had eaten her out after that. He had cum up
inside her and then she had got down there and eaten her out.

“Fuck, fuck,
fuck!”

She couldn’t
get these images out of her mind and there was the fact that she
didn’t know which images were what actually happened and what had
been just figments of her imagination. She found her clitoris with
her fingers and she pinched it. She got the blood flowing and then
she rubbed. Even her clitoris was swollen and extra sensitive from
where this woman had been eating her out. She knew that bit wasn’t
a figment of her imagination. She knew what she had woken up to -
that woman eating her so deep.

“Stop it Linda,
fucking stop it.”

It was like she
was scolding herself. Telling herself off for being so aroused.
Because that was a fact - that she was in this shower now still
wondering what he fuck she had done wrong, but knowing as well that
she had been eaten out by the expertise of that woman. And that was
what she wanted again now. She wanted it, needed it. She needed
this woman back between her legs again and that feeling, that need,
that greed was strong. It was like nothing that she had ever
experienced before. She’d been aroused before, turned on, hot for
it. But this was more than that. This was something that was eating
into her psyche as well as her sexuality.

“Mmmmmmmmmphhhh
god, fuck, god… god!”

And as she
orgasmed she slid down the tiled shower wall until she was sitting
in the base with her knees tucked up under her chin. Her sexuality
was throbbing, and so were her nipples, crushed into her thighs.
Even Linda knew that this wasn’t right. This cruise couldn’t come
quick enough for her, it just couldn’t.

 



CHAPTER SIX

 



PART TWO

 


Two Weeks
Later

 


“I think
mummy’s fucking someone other than daddy.”

It didn’t take
long for the little bitch in Janie to come back. She was talking to
Ellie who’d been one of her best friends for ever. They’d grown up
together. They’d gone to their first school together and then their
secondary schools. And it wasn’t clear what she was doing this for,
or why - or what her objective was. What was more clear was that
she was in the process of misreading the effects of what she’d
said.

“You have to be
kidding. There’s no way she would do that - just no way on this
planet that she’d do that. I don’t believe you!”

It was like
Ellie had come across the scoop of the century. But more to the
point it was like a chance for her to bitch it over Janie for a
change.

“Lucy’s never
gonna believe this when I tell her.”

Any outsider
watching or listening to this exchange maybe would have got it that
there was this ‘thing’ between them. That they were friends yes but
that there was something simmering or something else that wasn’t
quite coming through. It was as though there wasn’t much respect
there - or it was like this was the scandal that Ellie had been
waiting for. As though this was what she’d been hoping for,
anything on Janie and this was it.

“No, no you
can’t tell anyone. You can’t mention it. If that got out…”

And she let her
words tail off because that was like her worst nightmare coming
true. It was as though Janie had been the golden girl all the way
through their friendship and nothing could have toppled her. Except
now there was something that made her not quite as princess like. A
mother who ‘got about a bit’. A mother, ‘mummy’ who screwed around
on daddy - who’d have thought?

To look at the
pure joy on Ellie’s face you’d think she won something big. One had
to assume that in her mind she had won something big.

“You have to be
joking Janie - this will go viral I promise you.”

And she was
enjoying seeing Janie squirm.

“No seriously
Ellie I told you that in confidence. You can’t tell anyone.”

It was as
though Janie had realised that mentioning it to Ellie was the worst
thing ever. She’d been actually hoping to ingratiate herself back
into the group fully and being a bitch, mocking her own mother was
a way she could do that. It was like she’d worked out, at least in
her own mind that her best friends of all time had had enough of
her because of her spending and her money and the fact whatever
Janie wanted, Janie got. And now they’d decided to begin the
process of freezing her out of the clique because they had
genuinely had enough of her.

And so Janie
was putting all of the maths together and thinking that the only
way for her to get through it all was to offer up something she
suspected about her mother. It was Janie reverting to type. It was
her reverting to the bitch she was. And then it was her realising
that she’d done something stupidly wrong. So in effect now she was
trying to put the genie back in the bottle. And at the same time
she was realising that she couldn’t do that.

And this little
snippet of information giving to her by the girl herself was almost
enough to make Ellie burst with joy.

“I know, I know
Janie. It’s ok, I’ll keep it to myself, for now. But you have to
know that you’re my bitch now.”

And Ellie was
smiling wide and winking at Janie. She was teasing her but she was
teasing her cruelly. It wasn’t a joke between them, it was like
Ellie making her know that she had something on her now and this
was it.

“Do you know, I
don’t think I feel like going out tonight after all, fuck it.”

Janie was
annoyed. But it had to be a fact that she was more annoyed with
herself than she was with Ellie. Why did she have to say that about
her mother? It was a bit like a child being caught for doing
something wrong and being sorry for it. But the plain simple fact
was that they were only sorry because they’d been caught. And this
was Janie being not so much ‘caught’ as caught out.

“Oh Janie I’m
teasing you, for fucks sakes! Besides, you simply have to come out
with us now because I’m not so sure I can keep my mouth shut about
all of this for the whole night, if you’re not there.”

And she looked
at Janie with an almost evil smile on her face and a little tilt to
her head, to one side. Maybe bit by bit and second by second Ellie
was realising what a mistake she’d made. Far from getting herself
back into the group properly she had given them something on her.
She was quite sure that Ellie wouldn’t be able to keep her mouth
shut. More to the point she was sure that her best friends ever,
having something on her was not a good feeling. She had this
feeling, this bad feeling about it all.

“Ok, ok I’ll
come. But you have to promise me, you have to promise me you’ll zip
it, right?”

Janie wasn’t
even convinced by her own words let alone the words that came back
from Ellie. Ellie made that zipping-her-mouth-closed sign by
pulling her pinched fingers across the width of her lips. But there
was this evil smile on her face that would be difficult to describe
and yet that would be a warning at the same time.

Ellie was one
of those girls who transcended her age. She was eighteen like Janie
but she looked older. And now that she was transforming into young
womanhood out of teenage adolescence she looked even older again.
She had this mane of jet black hair that was thick and luscious.
And she had this maturity about her that had to be seen to be
believed. Janie on the other hand had this ‘woman’ thing happening
and yet she was a little more awkward about it.

It was almost
as though she was naive about her own emerging femininity and
womanhood. Oh she could dress up, and put makeup on and she could
get the eyes looking at her. But at the same time, now that
womanhood was arriving there was this shyness about her that hit
her in waves. It wasn’t there all the time but it was there, just
occasionally.

“Excellent
Janie. It’s really good you’re seeing it my way you know. Best all
round I think.”

And Ellie had
this look of some kind of victory on her face.

“I don’t know
why you all hate me so much. We’ve been friends for years.”

It was like
Janie was realising now that what she’d feared all the time was
coming true. It was a shame that her maturity and her growing up
didn’t mean that she could know when to keep her mouth shut. It was
shame that she couldn’t see that more or less every time she opened
her mouth she was giving Ellie ammunition to use against her.

“Oh, sweetie we
don’t hate you at all. It’s just, well you know..”

And Ellie let
her words tail off deliberately so that Janie would try her best to
fill in the gaps.

“No, no I don’t
know, tell me Ellie? This isn’t fair!”

Janie was
trying to paint her nails at the same time as digging herself out
of a hole of her own making.

“Ok, ok
seriously. We have been talking about ‘things’. About you. The
feeling is pretty much the same for all of us. We’ve had our
spending capped and you haven’t. You have access to a ridiculous
amount of money that we can’t match. I mean, we have been ok all
these years, but now our spending is capped and yours isn’t. And
you bitching it around us the way you do is too much. We’re
thinking that you’re so on it, that you’re not with us anymore.
That you’re not one of us.”

If anything
this was confirming what Janie had suspected was happening all the
time. Still, thinking that in her mind and it being told to her
face here and now was still a shock.

“But, but I
thought we were all friends. I thought nothing would ever come
between us.”

Janie acted
bemused because she was bemused. And this came across in her body
language and her tone of voice,

“We are all
friends Janie. It’s just that we’re different friends that’s all.
And that isn’t us by the way - we haven’t changed things. This is
all down to you. You know right, we had a vote, whether to keep you
in our clique, or vote you out. It was very close but we decided to
keep you. You’re not losing us Janie - you’re keeping us. It’s just
that things maybe will be a little different going forward. You
might notice some changes. You might go down the pecking order a
little bit instead of queening it at the top.”

Janie might
have needed to pinch herself as to whether she was in a fucking
nightmare or something.

“Down the
pecking order?”

Of all the
things she could have said, she said that. Of all things she was
hearing, that was slamming into her psyche the most - that she
might go down the pecking order, was all she could come out with.
That she most certainly already was down the pecking order stood
out most, and because of that, it all made sense to her now. Those
feelings she’d had, about her friends hating on her, treating her a
bit different was actually correct and now it all made sense to
her.

“Well yes
Janie. You know, money isn’t everything and probably this is the
biggest thing we want to impress on you. Just because you have all
the money you could ever want, or spend, that doesn’t make you
queen bee. You were never really queen bee. But you used the fact
that you’re a spoilt brat to queen it over us. I guess what all
this means is that this is over now. Different times! Now tell me,
what were you going to wear tonight. I need a look for you and I
haven’t decided yet, what that look will be.”

Oh Ellie was on
a role. She was giving it to Janie with both barrels.

“A look?”

Poor Janie was
reduced to almost monotone single syllable answers.

“Yes silly,
like you tell me or show me what you were going to wear and I’ll
see what spin I can give that to give you a little extra. You know,
we’ve always done that, sort of.”

The thing was
that Ellie was right. Just like Ellie was round Janie’s now getting
ready to go out and meet the others, they had always done that -
gone to each other’s houses, experimented with makeup and different
dresses, leg-wear, shoes, boots. Except this wasn’t like that now.
Before it had all been a fun thing, like part of the night ahead.
They would have little shots of vodka as they got ready, and
blasted out dance music before they went clubbing. It was part of
the vibe. It was part of the joy.

But Janie
wasn’t getting this now for the simple reason that there was an
element of control creeping in. Oh it was all going to happen but
Ellie’s tone was like that little shift in Janie down the pecking
order together with this dress and makeup session was emphasising
it. Janie had this feeling that she would be going out not looking
like there had been a collaboration of their different ideas, but
looking like Ellie wanted her to look like. And to Janie - kind of,
that was not a problem. It was something that she could shrug off,
that is until she really thought about it - and then it nagged at a
place in the back of her mind. And it was already doing that.

Ellie was
looking right at Janie as she stopped talking. It was like she was
looking for any kind of reaction and was ready to counteract it, if
she had to. They had been busy - the little gang of best friends
had been talking about Janie, and they had been having a vote on
whether to keep her in or oust her. They had been discussing her
trip down the pecking order. And there had been some kind of
cleverness attached to what they had done. This ambush by Ellie
wasn’t ‘by chance’. This had been planned all the time. This had
been about Ellie giving it to Janie full on. Her being told it as
it was. And that meant that Janie would do the maths in her
head.

She could blow
up. Tell Ellie to fuck off. She could scream that the girls could
go fuck themselves and that she didn’t need them. She could’ve told
them all what she thought about them being capped on their spending
like little girls. She could throw her head back and laugh at them
- take the piss out of them and laugh at them as she walked out on
them. That was the risk that Ellie and Sian and Lucy would be
taking. But then they all knew each other so well. It was like they
were sisters. Like they were all sets of twins who knew each other
so well. Like they knew what each other was thinking and what
they’d do next.

So they ‘knew’
that Janie would be unlikely to walk out and off into the sunset.
And if she did, well so what? Fuck her and all that.

“I was going to
wear a dress, tights, boots…”

And Janie’s
words tailed off.

“Perfect. Let’s
get started then.”

 


“Oh Ellie, I’m
not sure about this. Don’t you think I look a bit, I don’t know, a
bit….”

And Janie
tailed her words off.

“Look a bit
what, spit it out? I think you look truly ‘great’.”

Ellie had
stopped what she was doing and just looked at Janie as though she
was stupid or something.

“A bit
‘slutty’. Don’t you think I look a bit slutty. It just feels too
much.”

And it was as
though Janie didn’t want to admit what she’d looked like. She’d
chosen the dress, again to make the best of her long legs and her
figure. She’d chosen sheer tights to enhance her legs even more, if
that was possible. And she’d chosen her fitted, knee length boots
to finish off the look. The dress when worn as it should have been,
was stunning. That was the thing about Janie, she could shop for
England, but she never bought anything that she didn’t want or
need, or that didn’t look stunning.

“Oh that is
just nonsense Janie. I think this look is ‘you’. You watch the
attention you get, they won’t be able to get enough of you.”

The truth was
that Ellie had cut the hem of the dress even shorter than it was
already so that it barely covered her ass. She’d cut it roughly so
the quality and the expense of the dress was lost. She’d waited
until Janie had her sheer dark brown tights on before creating runs
and rips in them. Runs and rips that went down the length of her
thighs. Holes at the tops of those runs showed her pale leg
flesh.

“No
panties.”

That was all
Ellie had whispered to Janie and Janie had looked at her
mortified.

“I can’t. I
can’t go without. I just can’t.”

And there was
this split second of absolute seriousness from Ellie.

“Oh we’ve done
it loads of times you know we have. What’s the big deal now?”

And just to
sort of emphasise her point she was sitting next to Janie and she
was just ever so gently fingering one of the holes in Janie’s
tights.

“Yes, yes but
that was different. You know it was.”

And Janie was
right. They’d been little minxes over the years and in bursts of
rebellion, they’d gone out without panties - all of them. They’d
put it down to not wanting to show panty lines through there
dresses. And it had been all quite innocent then - or it had been
more fun like. But it wasn’t like that now and Ellie knew it.

“Like I said to
you Janie, things have changed now and I personally think it’s
great that you don’t have your spending capped. That’s why I don’t
feel guilty one bit for cutting this dress of yours. But you have
to know, that we have to come down on you in other ways. We have to
kind of make your ‘fall from grace’ visible, if you follow me?”

And Ellie was
winking and smiling again and all of a sudden Janie hated that
look. That smile and wink that was just all bullshit as far as she
was concerned.

“Fall from
grace? What is that even supposed to mean?”

Janie had
sighed out loud, as though she was about to burst with anger, but
then as though she’d thought better of it.

“Yeah, you
know, like you were the queen, and now you’re not. And don’t think
we don’t have your best interests at heart because we do. We know
how you crave attention, and we just want to help you get that
attention - you know, right?”

Both girls were
interrupted by the door bell ringing.

“Ah the girls
are here.”

Ellie sounded
delighted but Janie’s mind was in a whirl.

“I thought we
were meeting in town later.”

It was all
Janie could say.

“No, we have to
all agree on your look for the night. You know, like a little
collective thing.”

Janie just
looked at her. Ellie had to be taking the piss or something. They
had to be all winding her up. Like this was a joke and all that was
missing was the punchline, and that would come any second. But it
didn’t.

“Go answer the
door Ellie, show the girls what you look like.

 



CHAPTER
SEVEN

 


A Night Out

 


Janie swung
open the huge front door of her parents’ house and Lucy and Sian
stood straight faced looking at her. They were looking at her up
and down, making their eyes crawl over her.

“I assume
Ellie’s put you in the picture, right?”

That was Lucy.
She was the baby of the group. She was the baby in that she was six
months younger than the next youngest Sian. Lucy was the kind of
girl who grew on you. She had these girl-next-door vibes about her.
She looked all sweetness and light but anyone who knew teenage
girls knew that there was a bitch in there somewhere. And this was
it for her. There were no greetings and hugs and excitement about
them going out for the night like there used to be back in the day.
There were just these straight faces looking at Janie.

“You look,
‘appropriate’.”

That was Sian,
a slim half Chinese half English girl who had the habit of sucking
her teeth, which she did now. And there was something about her
resting bitch face that could intimidate in the right
circumstances.

“I look like a
slut.”

It was all
Janie said as she opened the door and stood aside for the two girls
to come in.

“Like I said,
you look appropriate.”

Sian brushed
past Janie and didn’t break the eye contact. If there was any time
when Janie was sure that things had changed for good then this was
it. She’d had the feeling for weeks - like she knew something
wasn’t right. But of course she couldn’t put her finger on it at
first. But now having spent hours with Ellie just the vibe from
Lucy and Sian was enough to convince her once and for all.

“Well done
Ellie, she looks ‘spectacular’.”

Sian was
smiling now - her resting bitch face was gone.

“Have you told
her, how things are now? I mean, she does know right?”

Janie couldn’t
feel any more out of it if she tried. Why didn’t Sian ask her, like
communicate with her? She was acting as though she wasn’t even
there. There was this distinct separation between the group and
Janie and she felt it.

“I’ve covered
the basics. The rest will unfold, eventually.”

And none of
them were attempting to hide anything from Janie. They were talking
as though they wanted her to hear what they were saying about her.
It was like another form of cruelty they could inflict with
ease.

“What do you
mean the basics?”

Again Janie was
reduced to asking simple questions. But she was being ignored. Sian
didn’t sit, instead she did a complete circle around Janie who was
still standing. Janie could feel her eyes on her, as though they
were crawling all over her. Sian let her fingers trail around the
fitted waist of Janie’s dress and then down over her butt cheeks.
She hooked her fingers under the back of the hem and peeled up the
dress.

“No panties, I
like that. And laddered hose, beautifully fitting.”

Sian came back
round to the front of Janie.

“Why are you
all being bitches to me? What the fuck did I ever do to you?

Janie was on
the verge of tears and she couldn’t hide that. She was barely
dressed and she felt vulnerable. She should have felt ok, even
happy to be with her friends for a night out but she didn’t. In
fact she could feel her pride and dignity draining from her and
that was not a good feeling. And again she was ignored, at least at
first. Eventually it was Sian who spoke again.

“Changing of
the guard. I’m sure Ellie did the basics well, but if you want to
be in our group going forward, it’s our rules. Simple as that
really. We’re not being bitches to you - we are treating you
‘appropriately’. It’ll take some getting used to but you’ll get
there. It’ll take some getting used to being our bitch, our slut.
But you’ll get there. You need to learn that your money isn’t
everything.”

Janie just
stood and took this from Sian and she was just dumbfounded that she
could speak to her like this. She’d always been in her corner,
she’d always watched her back when Sian subjected to racial abuse
in her younger years. And now this girl was treating her like
this!

“What do you
think of her makeup?”

Ellie, looked
at everyone in turn except Janie.

“I supervised
but made her do it herself.”

As expected the
makeup, the eyes, the lips, everything was overdone. It was the
kind of makeup that only a teenage girl could get away with. If it
was an older woman then she would look like a hooker. As it was, it
was like Janie was the daughter of a hooker.

“Oh, and her
mom’s screwing around on her dad.”

That was the
bombshell being dropped. Janie span round and looked at Ellie. Lucy
smiled.

“Ha ha ha, I
always knew Linda was a goer!”

That was so
disrespectful. All the girls treated Linda like she was one of
them. They liked her because she got them and vice versa. And now
they were being horrible about her.

“Mummy slut and
daughter slut! That’s got to be worth investigating further.”

Sian again
speaking as she was circling Janie.

“Daddy not
giving mummy enough hey?”

And she was
whispering into Janie’s ear - and strangely she blew into her ear,
then licked her neck. Janie shuddered and went to move away, but
Sian’s mouth, her lips, followed her neck and stuck to it like a
wet limpet. Ellie and Lucy didn’t do anything - they weren’t
shocked, or offended by Sian’s suggestive behaviour. In fact quite
the opposite. It was like they were expecting her to do something
like that.

“Well, is he
not giving her enough?”

Lucy sounded
impatient. She wanted to know more and Ellie, completely void of
any guilt for betraying her friend was all smiles as well.

“It’s not like
that. I think she got into something that she regretted after
that’s all.”

And it was like
Janie wanted to end this particular bit of the conversation
there.

“Oh do fuck off
Janie! Come on, spill it. Who’s ya mummy fucking? I always knew she
was a slut. Bit like you really.”

That was the
‘baby’ of the group, Lucy and she was smiling wide. Neither Sian
nor Ellie smiled now. They just looked at Lucy and then at
Janie.

“You know Lucy,
you’re a horrible little cunt and you wouldn’t dare say none of
that shit if she was here. She’d slap your face.”

Janie’d had
enough and this was as close to exploding as she could get. Her
mind was in a mush. In a way she was in the process of having her
world torn apart. These girls were all she’d known. They had been
true friends, together since infants. They’d been through
everything together and yet now it was like all of that had been
torn up and thrown away with the rubbish.

There was
silence for a few seconds that seemed longer. It was Ellie who
eventually spoke.

“Look Janie, I
for one am pleased that we’re right here right now. I’m pleased
we’ve had the chat and even more pleased that we’ve come to the
decisions we’ve come to. Obviously, you’re mum isn’t the lady we
thought she was. And clearly, it really is appropriate that you
come out with us, looking like, that. No more bullshit. If you want
to get out of this, fine, go for it. Get the fuck out of it, see if
we care. But if you want to stick with us and have any possibility
of getting through to the other side, then it’s our rules.”

Ellie stopped
talking and Janie, Lucy and Sian processed her words. Lucy and Sian
nodded, they agreed but Janie stood stock still. She’d never felt
so alone. Her mother and father were over the other side of the
world and she couldn’t even contact them. She was beginning to
regret telling Ellie what she’d told her. Even the reason, just to
be a bitch, just to get back into the group she was bitterly
regretting. She was learning that it didn’t matter, she was fucked
even before she told Ellie what she told her. So she’d outed her
mother for nothing and this made it all so much worse.

“Yeah it’s
simple, slut, make your choice. We don’t give a shit what you do.
But if you stay with us, there are conditions. But for tonight we
are having a night out and you are ‘guest of honour’ kind of.”

There was this
tone that Sian used that was cutting and abrasive. She’d always
been the same and Janie knew it. But she was one of them, she was
one of the girls and so they all let it slide. But this was
different. It felt different to Janie and she knew that what she
was feeling was not good. Sian sounded cruel and nasty.

“Do I have a
choice?”

Janie for the
life of her would never know why those words slipped from between
over-glossed lips, but they did. And the three, Ellie, Sian and
Lucy looked at each other and smiled. They must have been thinking
it too, of course Janie had a choice. She could throw them the fuck
out of the house, slam the door and never see them again.

“Not really.
And you know it.”

That was Sian
keen to jump on Janie’s gaff.

“You know it
makes sense Janie. Just suck it up. Things have changed and they
ain’t going back to the way they were any time soon.”

That was Ellie
and in a way Janie had sealed her own fate to the girls who used to
be her best friends. There was no doubt that they weren’t that now.
There was no doubt that she was all alone now. She needed mummy
really - even daddy at a push. But she didn’t have either.

“Right then,
slut, why don’t you fix us some drinks, and I’ll organise an Uber
into town.”

Janie looked at
Sian,

“Pleased don’t
call me slut. I’m not a slut.”

Janie looked
hurt, even if she did look like a hot chick out for a sexually good
time - one maybe of loose morals.

“You’re our
bitch, you’re our slut, get used to it Janie. Just because you
don’t like it, doesn’t make it less so.”

Sian looked
right at Janie, almost as though she was willing her to come back
with something. But there was nothing. The three of them just
looked at each other. It was unclear whether they knew that Janie
was in the process of crumbling to them completely. They knew
something but maybe not what.

“Vodka and red
bull all round, slut. Oh and have one yourself.”

Sian again
getting into her groove. There had to have been the feeling that
Ellie was the driving force, that she was the leader in all this.
But that was because she had been the one to speak to Janie
originally. Now that they were all together again it was clear that
Sian was a leader and an influencer in what was going on. It was
like when she spoke, the other two just listened to her - it was
like they hung on to her every word. Lucy had a voice, a strong
voice as well even if she was considered the baby of the group. But
Sian - she was the Queen Bitch. Janie could feel that.

A few minutes
later Janie was serving the three vodka red bulls.

“You can sit
over there, on the stool. If we want you, we’ll click our fingers,
or something.”

Sian pointed to
the stool in the corner. They didn’t want Janie to sit with them
and to add insult to injury she had to sit on a low stool that
forced her torn and laddered nylon sheathed knees up high with her
booted ankles twisted all little girl like. It made her look
awkward and more vulnerable on top of feeling like shit for them
doing this to her.

“Drink up slut.
You’re going to need it for tonight. The first night of the rest of
your life. And just think, when mummy and daddy get back in two
months, you’ll be well trained.”

And Sian was
smiling. it wasn’t often she smiled ‘sincerely’ and the longer one
spent with her the more clear it became that this was the case. But
she was smiling wide, her thickish lips stretching smooth.

 


Later

 


“Down in one,
slut. You know, we want the edges blurred.”

Sian had stuck
to Janie’s side like glue the whole way into town and into the
bar-come-club they’d headed to. It was like she was supervising.
Like she was making sure that Janie was not legless drunk, but that
she was inebriated enough. Janie sunk the shot in one and her
heavily made up eyes just did that little role. Sian smiled evilly.
She beckoned over to Ellie and Lucy to stand with Janie. She
whispered to Ellie,

“I’m just over
there, ok? I’ll be back in a bit.”

And she
sauntered off to the private booths where there was a man and woman
sitting.

 


“I think it’s
great that you did ‘mummy’. It wasn’t part of the plan but the more
I think about it, the more I like it. She’s in bits she’s told us
that she think her mum is fucking someone. She has no clue that we
know that it’s you who fucked her.”

Sian smiled
that sincere smile where her red lips smoothed out and peeled apart
to show perfect white teeth.

“Are you sure
you girls know what you’re getting into? I mean, there’s no going
back from this. Once the ball is rolling, there’s no stopping
it.”

The woman, who
had spent time eating Linda’s sexuality into an eruption of pure,
undiluted pleasure was speaking seriously. Her hair was pulled back
in a tight bun. Her cheeks were rouged to highlight the high
cheekbones. And her mouth was accentuated with subtle liner and
gloss. She forced her lips out with her tongue as she finished
talking. The man didn’t say anything. He just listened and he
watched Sian’s mouth move to form more words.

“No going back
suits us. It’s how we want it. What’re your plans with mummy
then.”

There was this
shocking way that Sian spoke that belied the girl she had been
growing up. One had to wonder where this evil, or where this
nastiness came from and why. There had to be more to it than her
spending being capped and Janie’s not. There had to be more to it
that met the eye. But it was this ‘advanced’ bitch that not only
she had become, but also Ellie and Lucy. Then there had to be the
feeling that there was something wrong with Sian. That maybe she
was wired up all wrong, and she was taking the others on a ride
with her.

“Oh, mummy
doesn’t concern you at this time. Let’s just say I prefer them in
pairs. Mummy and darling daughter do it for me.”

The woman spoke
without an expression on her face. There was this mature nastiness
about her that would chill to the core of the spine, anyone who
crossed her.

“Fair enough,
but you know, daddy won’t like it, right?”

And Sian was
smiling as though she’d come up with something that this woman
hadn’t thought of. But the woman slipped her hand into her clutch
bag and retrieved her phone.

“This ‘daddy’
you mean?”

And she held
her phone for Sian to see the video clip playing. That was Geoff,
being pissed and shit on by a heavily made up, rubber clad
woman.”

Sian slapped
her hand to her mouth, and in that split second her age and
inexperience in this world was obvious.

“You’ve gotta
be kidding. This would kill Janie, to see this.”

Sian sat back
in her seat and maybe for the first time she was thinking that she
had got in out of her depth now. She’d been fine contacting this
woman via the dark web - she thought she had it all covered - and
that nothing could shock her.

“The woman in
this clip is a paid sex worker. She specialises in gratifying the
base urges of deviants - the kind of men that can’t go to straight
up hookers. And she gets paid handsomely for what she does. Geoff
is a regular client of her’s. I think it safe to say I got ‘daddy’
covered, don’t you?”

And this woman
sat back and crossed her legs under the table. Even in the hustle
and the bustle of the bar there was this ‘sense’ of nylon rasping
nylon, and just the ever so slight touch of her stiletto heels foot
against the leg of Sian.

“I guess so,
yes.”

There was
nothing else that Sian could say. But there had to be the sense now
that she knew she was in something deep. But she was a tough
cookie. The woman spoke.

“You know, I’m
impressed with you, we could do with someone like you in our world.
You’d be good bait, and you’re ruthless and that is ‘good’ trust
me.”

Her voice had
softened somewhat and she tilted her head and smiled at Sian. One
couldn’t help but feel that she was the black widow luring the
younger one into her web.

“Do I have to
apply or something?”

Sian felt it
too, but she was trying to brush it off. Trying to brave it
out.

“You already
did when you contacted me.”

And this woman
didn’t elaborate any more.

“So, she’s had
a few drinks now. Just slip this into her next one and you three
can slowly filter away and leave her to us, ok? Now off you go. You
won’t hear from me again, until I want you for something else.”

The woman
slipped a little white bubble wrapped pill across to Sian without
so much as a little hint of guilt. One had to feel that guilt
wasn’t in this woman’s emotional makeup. And on top of that, she
was tying Sian up with mind games. Sian just nodded and slipped
away from the booth to re-join Ellie, Lucy and Janie.

 



CHAPTER
EIGHT

 


Blurred
Lines

 


“Come on, let’s
dance.”

Janie was drunk
but she wasn’t legless. She was ‘happy’ and she was in the mood for
dancing. She’d drunk the spiked drink but that was yet to take
effect. There had to be this feel-good feeling in her. Now that she
was lapping up the effects of the alcohol she was maybe thinking
all this wasn’t as bad as she feared. Yeah like how bad could it be
after all?

She had such a
feel good feeling actually that she was thinking maybe that it had
all been a joke played on her by her best friends. She wasn’t
noticing that she was the only one necking the shots. She wasn’t
noticing the girls watching her, making sure she was that far gone
that she wouldn’t be suspicious. And at first she wasn’t seeing the
couple in that booth watching her every move. Watching ‘their’
every move.

“You dance
Janie. Come on, like you used to. Dance like there’s no-one
watching.”

That was Lucy,
encouraging her and winking at the other two. Sian closed in on
Ellie.

“Come on, we’re
out of here. You go first, then Lucy, then me. Get her on the dance
floor and she won’t realise we’ve gone. It’ll be too late then
anyway.”

Sian pushed her
full lips out with her tongue. It was clear she was getting
something pleasurable out of what she was doing to Janie. Maybe she
already knew why she was wet-through between the legs. Maybe not.
Ellie slipped off straight away. And then Lucy slipped into the
crowd and was gone. Sian looked in the direction of the couple. She
did a simple nod and she turned toward Janie.

Janie was on
the dance floor with her arms stretched above her. She was swaying
her hips, swaying her whole torso like it was made of rubber. Some
weird hybrid sounds being pumped through the sound system made her
look good. That blend of trance and techno, and then strobe lights
firing off in time to the beat gave her this ultra-slow motion
look. She looked like she was in euphoria and her mane of hair,
tied back and then plumped up attracted the eyes to her. And there
were a lot of eyes on her. Sian took a final look over at the
couple and then she slipped away.

 


Selina, had
joined Janie on the dance floor. She didn’t dance with her at first
- she just danced around her. She gave her a big circumference that
slowly got smaller and smaller. There were eyes on them, of course
there were. A stunning young woman in Janie and this older woman -
a striking woman in her thirties with this strict, and almost
severe appearance. That was the thing with Selina, one had to see
her in all her glory. Sitting at a table, yes she was an attractive
woman, but on the dance floor, swaying her hips, arms up in the air
she was something else. She was like a goddess and the closer in
she danced to Janie, the more goddess like she became.

She caught
Janie’s eye and smiled. Janie smiled back and the spike was hitting
her in the right spot now and she made a ‘b’ line for Selina. She
tossed her hair and moved around the older woman in a smaller
circle. When she moved behind her, she slipped her hands over
Selina’s hips and moved in close, and pressed up against her. It
was like she was slithering up and down her like a snake, going
down onto her haunches and then back up, pressing in again.

Then it was
Selina’s turn. She came in close face to face, breasts crushed
together. She was sliding her hands over Janie’s ass, and then her
hips and up the V of her torso. Then over the dress her fingers
just fluttering over her breasts. Then she moved in closer and
kissed Janie on the lips. That was like a test. Selina was testing
to see how far ‘gone’ Janie was. She was testing the spike. She
kissed her and then she leant back to look for any kind of
reaction. Janie’s eyes were rolling but she was smiling and she was
licking her lips as though she were licking that kiss off and
bringing it back into her mouth to taste.

Then she moved
in for a kiss of her own. But this was a deeper kiss - a more dirty
kiss that she ate into. This wasn’t the Janie that her friends knew
- or rather, her former friends. This was the Janie that had been
spiked. And now that drug was in her system and it was working her.
Selina put her hands on Janie’s hips as the younger girl kissed her
and she pulled her in closer and tighter so that there pelvises
ground together.

And for Janie,
she didn’t feel spiked, or drugged in any way. Whatever it was she
had taken, was making her lose her inhibitions. Whatever it was
wasn’t making her drowsy, or sending her to sleep it was just
making her feel good. And it was making her forget her troubles and
her problems. And to an extent it was making her forget how she was
dressed and made up and what her so called friends had on her. At
this precise time nothing could have been further from her mind
than those bitch friends of hers.

 


“You’re not
going home alone tonight. Do you understand?”

They weren’t on
the dance floor now they were at the bar, sitting on tall bar
stools. The woman was looking right at Janie. The intent had been
there on the dance floor - the kisses, the fondling, the
excitement. And now her long finger nails playing with that torn
and laddered nylon.

“I understand,
but what about him?”

She’d thrown
her eyes towards the man who just watched from the side-lines.

“He’s coming as
well, and your just gonna be a good girl, right?”

And for the
life of her she would never know why she was so turned on by this
woman. She didn’t know that she had been spiked. Of course she
didn’t. That was why she was horny as well though. She was a young
woman at that age when her hormones were about to burst into full
womanhood and there was this sexual aspect to that, that she didn’t
understand either. But what the fuck - why did she need to
understand it?

“Ok, ok I’ll be
a good girl, I promise.”

Yes she’d heard
those words coming out of her own mouth and she meant every one of
them. Tomorrow was another day and she would deal with that when
she came to it. For now she’d accepted that her friends had left
her. She didn’t know when or how and she didn’t care. Maybe it was
all part of the ‘game’ they had been playing with her. Dress her up
like a slut, take her to a bar come club and then leave her to it.
She certainly wasn’t linking this couple with Sian, Lucy and Ellie.
Fuck them! That’s what she’d thought. The spike was making her feel
beyond good. But there would be a come down from that,
eventually!

“I know you
will and you know, you’ve got great tanned legs, I can see, through
those cheap looking, laddered hose which must have cost a fortune,
I know. And those legs look ‘great. But they’d look better all
encased in latex stockings. Wanna put some on for me, here
now?”

Janie just
nodded and smiled as seductively as her eighteen years allowed her.
She was on an adventure.

 


By the time
Janie had pulled on those stockings she was aware of the oozing
wetness between her legs.

“No panties as
well, I like that. I just know you’re going to be a good girl.”

There was no
sense or sensibility in Janie’s mind at this point. She had
completely bought into this woman and her odd male companion. She
wouldn’t know that a distance between her and him would be
maintained - that a coldness would exist between them for a reason.
It was because when he did to her what he would do over the course
of the night, a brutality to it would exist. It wouldn’t be him
making love to her, or them having pleasant sexual fun together. It
would be this man who she hadn’t spoken two words to before he
penetrated her, just pleasuring himself with her body, and her
orifices. It would be just him, taking from her and giving her what
he wanted, as Selina watched on.

This was
something that was designed to reduce Janie. Designed to degrade
her. Designed really to bring her down a rabbit hole that she
wouldn’t be able to reverse out of. It was designed to be a
softening up process, not the main event. The main event would
follow. But this liaison, this meeting, this ‘happening’ to Janie,
a more or less innocent eighteen year old would be something that
simply prepared her for what was to follow. It was something, a
period of time, a period of repeated penetrations and defilement
that would bring her into a specific state of mind, and keep her
there. Something that would force her mind to set in a place that
it had never been set before and then prevent her from resetting it
herself - or at all. Poor poor Janie!

There had been
those blurred lines as this man went about his work. That thick
cock sliding inside her ass had been an eye opener for Janie. She’d
gritted her teeth and pushed past the pain because she’d needed
that cock to be inside of her. Such was her euphoric and horny
state that she needed that cock inside her despite the pain. But
that pain had subsided and that cock had slipped in and out of her
like a tight fitting piston. Her eyes had rolled then when it
plopped out of her, and when she was forced to her knees so that
she could take that cock into her mouth. There was the clicking of
her jaws, in her ears as she tried to open them beyond the natural
to take that cock.

But he helped
her there. He gripped her bunched up, cute hair and he reamed her
mouth open so that his cock could slip in deep then deeper. Her
eyes bulging, out on storks as his giant cock head nudged the back
of her throat. All she would know at this point was that she wanted
and needed that cock, and anyway he wanted it, she wanted it. And
when that first load gushed into her throat and down into her
digestive tract she nearly gagged, but didn’t. Instead she felt her
throat go into a slow steady auto swallow. And then as that cock
head came back up her throat and into her mouth, she got the taste
of the last gush of semen. And that was the taste that stayed with
her. That was the first real sense that she was being used in the
most base way, but she didn’t care.

What the fuck
was wrong with her? Had she lost all her sense of decency and
innocence? No, her drink had been spiked, that’s all. And the
effects of that spike stayed with her as this man used her to the
fullest.

 


“You’re coming
with us now, you hear?”

That was the
woman, whispering to her. Her nose was still pressed to the wall,
holding that coin, and the man was ready to penetrate her again.
She was beginning to ask herself why she had brought the pair to
her home. She shouldn’t have shown them where she lived.

She couldn’t
have had any clue that this was set up and that this couple already
knew everything about her. The spike was beginning to wear off and
the down from that was happening before her eyes and inside her
head. She couldn’t focus on the wall, just on the concentration
required to keep the coin pressed to it with her nose as this woman
ploughed her sex lips - as she ploughed her wetness.

Why was she
still horny? She tried to answer herself but she couldn’t. There
was something else, like a shame now as well as the horniness - but
the shame was something deep, like something insipid that was
sinking into her deeper being. And what did this couple want her to
go with them for? She couldn’t answer that either. But she didn’t
care. She was still horny. She’d been used every which way, once
then twice, then three times or more. She’d lost count of the times
he had repeated inside her available holes and she had this awful
feeling that she would hate herself at some point going
forward.

And there it
was, the first rumblings of self-loathing. She didn’t know that
though - she just knew it was something. And then the coin slipped
down the wall and bounced off the skirting board. It rolled on
then, in one of those ever decreasing circles until it rattle to a
halt. That drop then the roll seemed to go on forever. All Janie
could do was watch it. The problem was that the women, Seline, she
was watching it as well. Janie could feel the spent semen that had
been oozing from her two most private holes, running down the backs
of her very upper thighs, and then over the latex stocking
tops.

What was it
about latex stockings for fucks sakes? Janie was horny and the
latex hold up stockings didn’t do anything to lessen that - in fact
they added to it. Even as that spike wore off and she became more
aware of what she had been through for hours and hours, and what
she had done in betraying her mother and falling out with her
friends, she was aware of these tight stockings, all rubber and
skin like clinging to her leg flesh.

That kept doing
things to her - to her mind. She kept ‘knowing’ what those
stockings made her look like. She kept ‘knowing’ what she must have
looked like with that man hanging out of her orifices. It was like
those stockings made her ‘guilty’ for the sins she had partaken in
over these hours. As she became more aware so her mind fell apart
more and more.

“Oh dear! You
dropped the coin. Now I have to whip your tits.”

That was the
woman just saying it as it was. Almost a monotone to her voice that
was hard to avoid, or ignore.

“I’m sorry, I’m
so sorry….”

And it wasn’t
like Janie didn’t mean it because she did. There was an almost
teary quality to her voice that was hard to miss. And it was at
this point that the mood, or the vibe was changing again. Janie had
been used sexually, brutally over an amount of hours, in her own
mother’s bedroom. She could be forgiven for thinking that her
fortunes couldn’t go down another notch. But of course she would be
wrong for thinking like that. What this woman was doing was
introducing the eighteen year old to the concept of domination and
control and of fetish. And there was the rabbit hole right
there.

There had been
drips there, with the latex stockings - just simple things that
drew her in and made herself horny and dirty. Then the concept of
her being used in that way, being penetrated in all, and every way
by that man and his thick long cock. That come down from the spike
making her more aware, more real about what had happened to her.
But now, the very real concept of her facing a tit whipping for
dropping that coin she was supposed to keep pressed up against the
wall as she was abused.

“No no darling,
you’re not sorry just yet. You will be but that time isn’t
yet.”

And the way
this woman spoke - the hints, unfinished, incomplete hints as to
the fact that Janie wasn’t sorry yet, or not as sorry as she was
going to be, together with her coming down out of that feel good
high she had been in, unbeknown to her, were all adding up to a
slither of fear making its way into the core of her spine. And it
was this fear that made her talk again in a way that might have
shown that she was beginning to realise that she was in something
that she needed to get out of.

“I don’t think,
I don’t think I want to go with you…..”

That didn’t
even feel right coming out of her own mouth. She stuttered and she
got out the words but she didn’t sound convinced even to herself.
The latex stocking tops seemed to squeeze the tops of her thighs,
reminding her of their presence and reminding her of who and what
she was now - so that made her words tail off in that measure of
self-doubt.

“You want mummy
and daddy to find out what a whore they have for a daughter?”

It was all that
Seline said. This was the change in vibe. It was the upturn and the
downturn in one simple sentence.

“No, no, please
no…”

And again
Janie’s words tailed off. But it couldn’t be skirted around - that
in that simple threatening sentence that the woman spoke, that she
was going in for the kill. That she was going in to take complete
control of Janie. And it was like she had waited for this exact
point in time before she did this. Like she waited until Janie was
out of the spike that had decimated her mind and her body up to
this point. Like she was waiting for Janie to be out of that
euphoria because this was the cruellest time for her to do it.

It was like she
did it for maximum effect - like she wanted maximum effect - like
she wanted and needed to subject Janie to something that would be a
like an apocalypse to her. And that worked as Janie in her mind
tried to recall exactly what had gone on. She remembered but she
didn’t at the same time. The spike had enhanced her mind, but it
had played with it at the same time as Janie began to question her
own memory. And if she did that, then what was the validity of her
own memories? In other words, what was real and what wasn’t?

“You’re coming
with us.”

It wasn’t a
request for cooperation, it was a simply spoken fact. Janie didn’t
say anything else.

 



CHAPTER NINE

 


Those Latex
Stockings

 


Janie was naked
except for the latex stockings that made her feel increasingly
dirty and ashamed of herself. And then there were the shoes that
Seline had given her to wear. To make things worse for her, she
didn’t know where the fuck she was. She felt isolated.

“Oh those
heels, I’ll never do those heels, I’m sorry.”

She’d just
looked at the shoes dangling from the perfectly manicured fingers
of the woman. The shoes were all but ballet in style. From just
looking at them there was an obviousness attached that would see
her forced to the tip of her toes, and then that the rest of her
femininity would follow suit in having itself super enhanced and
accentuated.

“You think it’s
negotiable?”

She wasn’t in
the mood to talk about it.

“Put them on,
and get used to them. You’re going to be spending a lot of time in
them.”

She shoved the
shoes towards Janie who took them. She’d had to distort and arch
her feet to the extreme to get the shoes on. And then they were
zipped and locked closed. Janie had just looked at the locks that
dangled over the front of her arches, and that would prevent her
from removing them. She looked at Janie, like she was trying to get
what she was thinking from the expressions on her face. But that
was just it, there were no expressions on Janie’s face. It was like
she had come down out of that euphoric spike, but also like she was
entering another realm of weirdness that she hadn’t managed to get
her head round.

The woman, and
the man who had spent hours using Janie for sexual gratification,
watched as Janie tried to get used to the shoes. She remained by a
wall at first, afraid to come away from it in case she lost her
balance. She’d never been on spiked heels like this before ever in
her life. Wearing these was like a torture all of its own. The
pressure being transferred down her spine and then through the
bones of her feet, to all merge into the very tips of her toes that
pretty much took her full weight. This took getting used to and it
took a different mindset for her cope with.

“Take your time
slut. Get the feel of them, learn to love them.”

Seline sounded
quite mad. And yet Janie knew what she meant. She could feel those
micro rubber stockings clinging to her legs and this gave her some
kind of reassurance as well some kind of fucked up sexual vibe. The
shoes were tightly fitted, and tightly locked to her ankles and
this gave her an added little bit of confidence. But as well, she
was now aware of the size and the weight of her breasts. She was
only eighteen and yet she had grown up with these breasts. She had
been an early developer, just like her mother, and so she’d been
used to them in her own privacy and in her own world.

But this was
different. This was her with her huge breasts bared for the couple
to see. And the way they swung and hung made her feel more
vulnerable. The way the heels forced that slut-strut stance and
movement also made her feel very aware of what she must have looked
like. But most of all she was aware of the hardness of her nipples.
She was almost shocked to see the thickness and the length her
nipples. And the pleasure the nipples seemed to be sending through
the rest of her voluminous breast flesh.

“Must I have my
tits whipped?”

Janie looked
imploringly at Seline who just looked back blankly.

“You must. A
deal is a deal after all.”

What deal?
There hadn’t been a fucking deal! Janie just looked at her and
immediately she kind of got that it would be a waste of time
arguing with her. And she did get that she had been told if she
dropped the coin that Seline would whip her tits. So maybe that was
the deal being made. She kind of ok’d it in her mind. It was like
she didn’t want to argue. It was like now, when she was back on
terrafirma psychologically, that she just wanted this thing,
whatever this thing was, over and done with. In a way she was
blaming herself for having come this far. In her mind she was
thinking that she could have put a stop to this any time she
wanted, but didn’t and so now she had to pay the price.

It was like
that euphoric high that she had reached was being replaced by a
stark and acute reality that her mind was already retraining itself
to accept. This was what this woman had done to her - and the man
of course. This was what this couple had done to her and Janie
herself couldn’t possibly have known that she was falling into
place, into line beautifully. She couldn’t have possibly known that
every emotion, every sensation, she was feeling at this point in
time was being controlled and had been manufactured by this couple.
Even if she did suspect it, or that she had been played in some
way, she wouldn’t know that she was on a one way trip and that
there was no return.

 


“I want you to
slip your hands under you breasts, lift them up for me to whip.
Offer them to me.”

Seline spoke
casually as though she issued that particular instruction to every
girl with big tits she came across. And she issued that instruction
with the complete belief and arrogance that it would be followed to
the letter.

There was a
moment, like a split, micro second where Janie just looked at her
disbelieving what was expected of her. Seline simply raised her
eyebrows at the younger girl and then smiled slightly as Janie did
what she was told. She had mastered the heels now, and she could
move on them, albeit it in a teetering like way. But Janie hadn’t
lifted her tits before so this was new to her. And it was in front
of this man and woman who didn’t take their eyes off her.

She slipped her
hands around the sides and then the undersides of both breasts
simultaneously and then lifted. She was surprised by the weight of
her own tits. She knew these organs, these voluptuous pieces of
female mammary flesh were heavy - she carried them around with her
all the time. But lifting them this way, it kind of shoved her off
balance a little and she had to correct her stance, part her feet
slightly and have one foot in front of the other more so that she
could lift both tits.

“Higher. Push
them up, push your shoulders back, and thrust those tits out for
their punishment.”

Seline spoke
again casually and yet with an edge to her voice. And Janie simply
obliged. The sight of this eighteen year old girl, tits lifted and
thrust out, her long, latex sheathed legs akimbo so that she could
retain that stance was one to behold. The signs were there, of the
abuse that Janie had received from the man who now watched her
silently. There were the runs of semen down the length of her latex
skinned legs, and there was the glistening wetness of the semen
that was still oozing from her most sensitive and delicate
flesh.

And Janie had
to be aware of that wetness and of what she must have looked like.
She had to have been aware of that as much as she was aware of the
fact that she was horny again - or that the horniness hadn’t gone
from her. That it had never left her.

“Like
this?”

They seemed
like tiny words that came from her trembling mouth. She really
didn’t want her tits to be whipped at all. And yet there was
something, like a connection to that sexuality and that horniness
that was telling her differently.

“Good girl. Now
a choice for you to make. Whip, or cane, it’s up to you? I think
because this is your first time, you can have the choice. Choose
wisely.”

Janie processed
the woman’s words. A choice, that had to be good right? And in her
mind she was thinking that a whip had to be the worst thing to be
applied to her tits. In her mind she was thinking that nothing
could be worse than feeling a whip curling round her tits and
biting in. So, in her mind she was coming to the conclusion that it
had to be the cane. That her choice had to be the cane. That it had
to be this because the cane couldn’t hurt her like a brutal whip
would.

“Cane
please.”

She heard the
words come out of her own mouth but shrugged off the disbelief. She
was saying ‘please’ for the cane and Seline smiled.

“Excellent
choice.”

She had stood
up now in readiness to retrieve whatever instrument of torture
Janie had chosen. Immediately Janie sucked in air, shocked at the
sight of the cane. And while it could be true that there would have
been the same or similar reaction to any cane that had been
produced, this one was particularly brutal looking. It was long,
much longer than a school cane from back in the day. It was arched
and the treated bamboo was shiny. There was a rubber fashioned
handle to the bamboo that could only make it easier for the user to
get a good swing and a solid grip and therefor a good stroke.
Immediately Janie was wishing she had chosen the other one. And for
Seline there was the sense that the correct choice had been made -
that the worse instrument had indeed been chosen and she should
know!

It might strike
anyone that Seline wouldn’t give a flying fuck if the whip had been
chosen - that she could indeed use either to good effect. But there
was this almost self-gratification in the way she looked that Janie
had chosen the very cane from hell that would bring that hell into
the real world. The older woman circled Janie for some time before
the caning commenced.

Janie wished
she wouldn’t do that. It was like she was deliberately ramping up
the anticipation and pressure. And that was fact. That anticipation
was clearly etched over the face of the eighteen year old. She was
nibbling her bottom lip with her front teeth and when she stopped
that there was a definite tremble to her bottom lip.

Selina and the
man, Stan, watched her for what seemed like an age and this didn’t
escape her. Janie felt vulnerable and at the mercy of this couple
who simply revelled in her discomfort and now her fear. Seline
tested the long cane through the air and there was this deep seated
whoosh as the end of it sped through the still air. That made Janie
swallow dryly. For just a split second there was puzzlement on her
face. Like the question, ‘what the fuck am I doing here?

There were the
frown lines, and that tremble of her bottom lip. But that look,
that question was gone in an instant. That wouldn’t have escaped
Seline either. The reason they watched her, the way they did that,
was to soak up the entirety of her suffering. From those first
pangs of fear right through the torture and then coming out the
other side of that.

There was
another whoosh of that cane, this time from behind Janie as she
stood holding the weight of her tits up for the soon to be
administered caning. Again there was that look across Janie’s face,
and then it was gone. Seline did a final ‘test’ of that cane
through the air, this time up close and personal to Janie and the
eighteen year old visibly winced. And there it was again, that cute
little tremble to her bottom lip.

“Twelve strokes
across each breast. Twenty four stokes in all. You don’t take steps
back or sideways. You pick your footing and stay in stance. You
don’t drop your tits, you keep them held up. If you drop one or
both, if you take forbidden steps the count starts again. After
each stroke, you will say, ’Thank you Miss Seline, may I have
another’. After the final stroke you will say, ‘thank you for
punishing my slut tits Miss Seline’. Am I making myself clear.”

This was almost
too much for Janie to take. Having her tits caned had sounded like
a simple thing that would be over and done with before she knew it.
But this was not the case. This was more like a ritual that would
be stretched out over time. Her mind was in a whirl. She didn’t
want to think about the worst case scenarios but she couldn’t help
it. And it was clear that Seline was a consummate expert with that
fucking horrendous cane, and that was a worry that caused that
bottom lip of Janie to quiver more. She felt like bursting out in
tears even if she could feel the rest of that semen oozing from her
and down her legs.

 


Poor Janie!
There had to have been part of her wondering where the fuck she had
gone wrong. As pain was being applied to each of her tits, in some
slow and monotonous way, she must have been asking herself what had
gone wrong? At this point she was not aware, not in the slightest
that this was part of a huge setup and that she had in fact been
horrendously stitched up.


“Arrrrghhhhhhhhhh god, please god.”

She may have
been expecting ‘pain’. But she wouldn’t have been expecting so much
pain from a single stroke of that cane. There would have been no
way that she could have prepared herself for what was to be
delivered by this woman with the cane. It was like an explosion of
agony that was applied to the top of her uplifted globe of mammary
flesh but that then fanned out around the entirety of the offended
tit. And then in quick succession the other tit caned with a quick
flick of Seline’s wrist and there was a second wall of pain that
hit Janie’s soft flesh, and her mind.

There had to be
the suspicion that she would drop her tits, cover herself up and
demand to be taken home. But that was the thing - there was none of
that. She’d been read the riot act - she had been told what would
happen if she faltered in any way. At the very least there was the
very real possibility that she would take a step back. That she
would be in the quandary of trying to obey most of what she had
been told but that she would fail at one little bit of it. And it
would have been understandable for her to have taken a step backer
even hug her tits to protect herself.

But she didn’t.
To see this well-developed young girl gritting her teeth, retaining
her stance on those impossible shoes, lifting her breasts, in
effect thrusting them to the woman with the god-awful cane, was
something to behold. There was no denying the pain that each stroke
of the cane created. There was no denying the damage to the flesh
that the cane did. Each stroke raising a welt that looked angry.
And there was this sense that each stroke was measured, just, to
prevent it from breaking the skin. There was this sense that this
woman was so expert in its use, that she was so privy to its weight
and feel, that she could be micro accurate not only where it landed
on the flesh, but the strength of each stroke so that it didn’t
break the skin. But that room for ‘error’ was very small, very
slight. But Seline did this time after time. If she wanted to break
the skin, she could.

By the time the
caning was half way through - by the time each breast had been
caned six times, Janie was like a trembling, confused, pain infused
piece of femininity on the highest heels she had ever worn. She
wanted her mother. She needed ‘mummy’. And yet at the same time she
didn’t adjust her stance. She stood still and between each stroke
she uttered the words,

“Thank you Miss
Seline, may I have another?”

And there was
something that was especially cruel about that. There was something
that would resonate with anyone with the smallest amount of
humanity inside them. The sight of this young girl in something
that was alien to her. She’d been sexually violated over a period
of time, and now, because she had done something petty and wrong,
she was being shown another side to the world she was in. She
wanted her mum. She wanted ‘mummy’. There was this sense that this
poor girl was not in the right place, or head space to be able to
call the shots. That she had no choice but to do what she had to do
to get through this.

“Thank you Miss
Seline may I have another?”

At stroke
eighteen Janie was distraught. All of her emotions were being
transferred through her facial expressions. And yes her attractive,
pretty face was screwed up in agony. But it wasn’t just the agony,
it was the fact that her body, her mind was screaming at her from
within to take that step back, to drop her tits and protect
herself. It was a mark of the girl herself that she was determined
not to listen to her mind. She’d been given instructions by the one
that was causing her so much pain now, and somehow she was working
out that because of that, she had to obey those words from Seline
and not the ones in her mind.

“You most
certainly can have another, and then another.”

And Seline had
to be silently impressed with this girl. Unless she was so used to
treating young girls like this, that she just took it for granted
that they would impress her. And she delivered another two strokes
nineteen and twenty and Janie sucked in air and let out a huge sob.
Her breast flesh was swollen now - right across the globes. Seline
had alternated her angles with the cane as well as the side of
Janie she was caning from. This ensured the breasts were evenly
distributed with welts.

“Thank you Miss
Seline, may I have another?”

 



CHAPTER TEN

 


Aftermath

 


And there was
this difference in Janie, come stroke twenty one and twenty two.
Yes she retained her high heeled stance. And she retained the fact
that she was thrusting her tits towards the woman who was caning
them. In other words she was still ‘offering’ her tits to this
woman. And yet there was this change in her. There was a slight, an
ever so slight slump in how she stood and presented her breasts for
that cane.

It was like the
caning to this point had taken it all out of her and although she
was going through the motions, she was exhausted by it. It had to
be that Seline had designed it this way. That by this point in the
relentless infliction of pain to the breasts of Janie, that the
girl would be exhausted and unable to think straight. It certainly
looked like the design had been implemented.

“For the last
four strokes of this cane, I’m thinking your nipples will be the
target.”

They weren’t
words that Janie would have wanted to hear and she let out an
audible sob. There was no wonder that she let out this sob really.
Her breasts were just mounds of pain to her at this time. At this
time she would have been wishing she didn’t have these breasts.
There would have been an amount of self-loathing right there.
Self-loathing that was eating into her - hate for those breasts
even. She’d never had a problem with her tits, until now. Yeah they
were big, and cumbersome at times but they were hers and she’d come
to love them. But not now - she didn’t feel they were her tits any
more and more to that, she wished they weren’t her’s so that she
didn’t have the pain to deal with.

Janie sobbed
and she tried to catch her breath. All the time she was retaining
that stance, lifting her tits, pushing them out towards Seline.

“Please…
please…..”

It was all
Janie could manage between sobs.

“Ohh, please
what darling?”

Seline had this
tone as though she were talking to her best friend and as though
she were not in fact creating carnage in the mind and body of this
young girl.

“Please not my
nipples. Please, please not them…”

Janie had never
had her nipples caned, of course she hadn’t, but she was imagining
that it would be the worse pain ever. She was imagining that
nothing could be worse. And she was thinking that for all sorts of
reasons. Seline had left them until last, so that had to be
‘special’ in some way. Her mind was running away with her - there
were only four strokes left so they must have been the four strokes
from actual hell.

“Yes darling,
your nipples. Now ask me to cane your nipples. Ask me now.”

And there was
this distinct change in Seline’s tone. If there were any grey areas
with what was happening to Janie then they were quickly vanishing.
One had to wonder what was going through her mind, not as to the
immediate future, like right now, but what would happen to her in
the future. There cannot have been any hope in her that she would
simply go back to normal, or that things would be ok again. Maybe
she believed in miracles. Maybe she just wasn’t thinking about
anything except getting through what she was going through in any
way she could. There had to be an effect on her
psychologically.

“Please Miss
Seline, please will you cane my nipples.”

Janie’s voice
was tiny and it was like she had to use some effort to get the
words out. Seline smiled. She was impressed that Janie had used the
Miss Seline tag. She hadn’t told Janie how to ask, just that she
should ask and so for Seline there was this level of ‘something’
that was already installed into the mind of Janie. She was being
broken down into what Seline wanted her to be.

“But of course
I can darling. The last part of your tit caning. And I do hope you
remember what you have to say to me when it’s over?”

Seline was
swishing the long, barbaric cane through the air again. And as much
as Janie hated her own tits at this time, she hated the sound of
that cane whooshing through the air more. She heard that noise
throughout the caning. The whoosh and then the crack a split second
before the pain came. For twenty strokes she heard that as she
stood presenting her tits for the cane of this woman.

“Yes, yes I
remember Miss Seline.”

And that was
all she said but Seline wanted more and she swished that cane
through the still air again.

“And what is it
you have to say to me? Tell me, I want to hear it now. What do you
say when this is all over?”

The woman moved
to the front of Janie so that she could look her directly in the
eyes and that was Janie’s cue to speak.

“When it’s over
I will say ‘thank you for punishing my slut tits Miss Seline’”.

And again Janie
could barely get her words out, but it was like she had to.

“So you accept,
these tits are ‘slut tits’?”

There was this
thing in Seline that made her keep piling on the trauma even when
enough was enough. The fact that she did it so casually was
chilling though.

“Yes Miss. yes
they are slut tits. My tits are slut tits.”

Seline was
pleased that Janie embellished what she had to say - as though she
was trying her best to impress her. The older woman liked that. It
showed a level of ‘fear’ of her, but also that she didn’t want to
put a foot wrong. That she needed to be and act, and talk as
required for fear of what else could be prescribed.

“Very good.
Very good, slut. And now we can continue. Push those slut tits
right up high, let me tweak the nipples so that they are harder, so
that it will hurt much, much more.”

And those words
alone caused Janie to cry out. And yet she kept her tits up and
pushed forward. Her nipples were already hard and that had
unsettled Janie from early on. Why the fuck were her nipples so
hard when she was going through this shit? Now she hated her tits
more and she hated her nipples the most.

“Good
girl.”

They were the
last words Seline spoke before letting rip with that lethal cane
again. Janie had imagined that having her nipples caned would be
bad. There were just no markers in her mind as to how bad it would
be. All she could compare it with were the previous twenty strokes
across the globes of her breasts. But the nipples were different.
They were like organs all of their own - like separate entities to
her mammaries. And as such they had different sensitivities.

“Ahhhhhhhhhgggh
ahhhhhhhhgghhhhhhhhh.”

Janie’s scream
was piercing and it was heartfelt. Seline had given one nipple two
hard strokes in quick succession. No sooner had the first one
landed across the stiff nipple stem, than the second one landed.
And the two had cut into that stiff nipple stem before the message
had reach Janie’s brain that she was in a severe and acute amount
of pain. And when that message did hit the spot, she just screamed
and screamed. Both breasts had wobbled with the strokes and that
wobble added to the pain - or that was how it seemed.

“Good slut. Now
lift high, push out for the final two.”

And if there
was any time that Janie was going to step back and refuse to go any
further then this would be it. She’d been through the torture of
her tits, and she’d been through hour upon hour of sexual use, and
abuse. And this had culminated in her nipples taking the last of
it. If there was any time when Janie was going to say enough is
enough this had to be it. But she didn’t. She chewed her delicious
bottom lip and she lifted her welted, caned breasts up higher and
pushed them out towards Seline.

Seline had gone
to the other side of Janie and lined herself up for those two final
cane strokes to the so far untouched nipple. To look at Janie, she
was not only distraught but it was like she was haunted by what was
happening to her. This was like she had woken up in a nightmare.
One had to wonder if she was thinking about mummy and daddy now. If
she wished she was with them, or wished that she could call them.
Or was she just wanting to get through this all by herself.

Was she
thinking about her friends, Ellie, Sian and Lucy? One thing for
sure was that she wouldn’t have the slightest clue that she had
been set up by them. One had to wonder in fact did these girls know
exactly what they had done - what terrible thing they had started?
They were eighteen years old and didn’t know about this world. And
where maybe Sian was deeper into it, even she wasn’t ‘this’
deep.

“ARGHHHHHHHHHH
NOOOOOOOO NOOOOOOOO.”

That scream was
louder. It was a more significant scream again as the final two
strokes of that cane were applied to the top of the nipple stem,
and Seline stood back. Such had been those nipple strokes, there
was an immediate amount of swelling and distortion to the dark,
rough flesh. The creamy flesh of her breasts were angrily welted
and they looked horrific in their own right. But those nipples,
already swollen erect before and during the caning had swollen
more. They had swollen to an almost grotesque level.

Seline watched
Janie. Janie just stood, even though the tit caning was over now,
she still stood in that stance, her heeled, locked feet planted on
the floor, and her tits lifted from underneath with her own hands.
It was like she had been transported into another placed so
infested with pain that she’d forgotten it was all over now.

“And now, what
do you have to say to me, hmm? Remember we discussed it, just
before those final four strokes.”

This was
another display of this woman’s cruelty. She was making allowances
for Janie losing her mind under so much pain, so she was gently
reminding her. Gently nudging her back into the real world,
reminding her that she had something else to do right now.
Something else she had to ‘say’.

“Thank you for
punishing my slut tits Miss Seline.”

Seline let her
fleshy wet tongue run across the underside of her top lip. There
was something about the way she did that that told of her
‘enjoyment’ or even her ‘arousal’ at what she had done to this
eighteen year old, and maybe even what she would do to her going
forward.

“Good girl,
good slut. You can let your slut tits hang now.”

It was only
after she had taken in the sight of Janie, standing in her latex
stockings and holding up her tits, for her, that Seline spoke.
She’d never know what it was about ‘latex’ that got to her. She was
a sadist and for her, latex on one of her victims was like all of
that sluttish badness in them was held in and couldn’t escape. It
was like with Janie, who had spectacular legs, shapely and long,
and that latex was holding in that corrupt, sexual badness that she
controlled. Seline would never know, not really, where that
fixation and almost worship of latex came from. But she knew that
for Janie, it was appropriate. And now she was looking ahead.

For Seline,
doing this to the daughter of Linda, who she had also used
intimately, and then made to feel guilty about it, was like the
precipice or the alter of her sadism. It provided a buzz for her to
know she had mother and daughter where she wanted them. Linda was
on the other side of the world, but that was ok, she would be back
and she hadn’t finished with her yet. She hadn’t finished with her
not by a long shot.

“Ughhhhhhhhh
fuckkkkkkk that hurts.”

As Janie let
the weight of her tits go, there was the groan of pain. Her
immediate reaction was to lift them back up, so to ease that pain
they were in. And that didn’t escape Seline.

“Leave them
hang slut. The pain will ease off soon.”

And she spoke
from a point of knowledge - like she knew what she’d done to Janie
and she knew the effects to the precise time when the pain would
ease.

Seline stood
back again and just looked at this girl. And for Janie it was like
now, now that she wasn’t holding up her tits, she didn’t know what
to do with her hands. It was like she was awkward and degraded all
at the same time. She didn’t look like an innocent teen if truth be
known. Those latex sheathed legs, streaked with spent semen, the
severely arched feet locked into ballet heeled shoes, and the
widely parted stance she was forced to adopt just to keep her
balance. She looked like a hardened sex worker. One maybe that
offered specialised masochistic services. Her slightly swinging
mammary mounds just highlighted that she might have existed for a
purpose, for one purpose and one purpose only. And that was to
provide gratification to others in any way required, without
limits.

“What do you
‘think’ happens now, slut? Do you think this is all over now? Do
you think you’ll get taken home to recover and wait for mummy and
daddy to return from their luxurious travels?”

Yet again
Seline was showing was a sadist she was. Using this time to
‘remind’ Janie about her parents, and about that question, ‘what
happens now?’ It was like Janie was being shocked into the real
world again. That is, ‘this’ real world.

“I don’t know.
I don’t know.”

And from the
repeated answer it was clear that the questions had thrown her. It
was clear that she in fact hadn’t thought about ‘what next?’ And
for just a few seconds that must have seemed longer, Seline didn’t
say anything else - she just let those questions rest in the psyche
of the eighteen year old. Janie looked at her again, slightly
wincing from the pain her tits were in.

“I just don’t
know. I’m sorry I don’t know.”

And there was
this vacantness there, across her face and in her eyes. It was like
she was ‘lost’ because of what she had been through. It was like
she couldn’t pull herself together in order to lose her shit with
the woman who had hurt and abused her so badly. And again this
didn’t escape Seline.

“Don’t worry
slut, I’ll look after you. All you have to do is be a good girl.
All you have to do, is what I want you to do. Are you hearing me,
slut?”

Seline pushed
her full lips out with her fleshy wet tongue and she smiled
slightly. But that wasn’t a pleasant smile. It was a sadistic
smile. For Janie, now that the sharp acute bursts of pain had
stopped infesting her every microbe, she was beginning to think
again. But it was only a beginning. She told herself she hated her
tits and she meant it. She’d never hated them before, ever. She’d
loved them - she’d loved being like mummy. Mummy with the big
boobies. She’d loved that and she’d loved back in the day when her
tits made her friends jealous.

But now it was
difficult to think of her friends, her best friends in that light.
She was starting to realise if it hadn’t been for that ‘game’ they
played with her, that she wouldn’t have gone with this woman at
all. She was beginning to put the pieces of the jigsaw into the
right order, but not put them together to form the full picture.
She was kind of blaming them, but for all the wrong reasons. For
anyone knowing the full story, there had to be an amount of
sympathy for Sian and Co this group of friends, this clique cannot
have known, not fully what they were doing when they contacted this
woman. And yet, Sian had done it through the dark web, so she did
know. Unless she had underestimated the actual nastiness that the
dark web could produce.

“Yes, yes Miss
Seline, yes I’m hearing you.”

And Selina
liked that. She liked that this girl hadn’t needed to be ‘trained’
to address her correctly. She liked that it had happened so
naturally, and in that free flowing way and she smiled again, this
time it was more sincere.

“Relax slut.
I’m going to take you down into the inner sanctum soon, so that the
fun can really begin. I’m keen to show you that it isn’t all about
this level of pain that you have felt so far. It isn’t all about
being used the way you have been either. That was just the
preparation. That was just the getting you ready for what’s to
follow. The punishment to your slut tits was just to show you what
can happen when you fail. That is one of the most important things
you can learn, that word ‘fail’. If you ‘fail’ me you will be
punished. On the other hand, if you live up to my expectations,
then you will be rewarded.”

In Janie’s mind
she was wondering what this woman was going on about. Like, what
was she fucking talking about? But as well as that she was becoming
unsettled with the tone. Seline was hinting at the long game. That
this wasn’t going to be over any time soon. That indeed, it had
only just started. And with her caned, aching tits, and her oozing
private holes, and the damage that had been done to her mind
throughout, she was trying to work out what else the woman could
do. There was a little respite in that it wouldn’t always be about
pain, and that there could be rewards. Maybe that was something
that she could work on - getting rewards and not punishment. If she
did that she could get through it, surely?

 



CHAPTER
ELEVEN

 



PART
THREE

 


Latex
Isolation, Latex Desolation

 


The nightmare
was complete for Janie now. She thought it had started with those
latex stockings she’d slipped on willingly in that bar come club.
But it had started way before that. It had started with her best
friend Sian contacting this woman via the dark web. But whatever,
it was complete now as another orgasm was fed into the exposed tips
of her clitoral nerves. She shuddered as if her body, as if the
systems in her mind and body, designed to protect her, couldn’t
cope with this level of undiluted pleasure. She shuddered down the
full, distorted length of her, and so sensitive was she, that she
could feel the drips of her own cum juice collecting and then
dripping from her distended, swollen sex lips as her specially
prepared clitoris exploded in that mind warping pleasure.

There was more
latex now as well - it was all around her and she was sheathed,
head to foot in the stuff. Her head was full of it - the smell, the
taste and the way it amplified the pleasure of orgasm. And it was
so overwhelming that it was like her mind was made of latex.

The room she
had been taken to had black latex walls, floor and ceilings and it
had been heated to such a degree, that it was like latex ‘dripped’
in that room. That room, so deep, so isolated that she might as
well have been on another planet. She might as well have been
marooned on an island. This WAS an island, a latex island - one of
despair.

Janie thought
she had suffered all she could. She thought she would be able to
concentrate on being rewarded and not being punished. But it wasn’t
as simple as that. Seline had latexed her up. A slow almost
laborious process - another period of preparation for what was to
follow.

The catsuit, a
dirty, transparent yellow, like a mustard yellow - the same as
those stockings had been. A cat suit that enclosed her entire body,
and yet allowed for the caned and tortuously aroused nipples to be
pulled through small tight holes into the open. Those holes
constricting around the base of the nipples, squeezing them,
arousing them more than they were already, and making more of the
pain they were in due to those final four strokes of the cane but
that pain morphing into a maddening pleasure that ensured that
Janie hovered on the brink of madness. Those nipples looking like
they could or would explode at any time. And they had this little
tremble to them that gave the impression that they had a life of
their own. And those welts, across her globes of tit, raising the
latex slightly, making the brutality stark.

Her sex lips
then pulled through a tight crotch slit, and likewise constricted
so that they would swell, and drip. And then Seline, sealing her
lips to the rubber clitoral hole so that she could suck all of
those nerves out of the latex. This woman spent a long time doing
that - sucking those swollen nerve endings out. Sucking out those
eight thousand nerves making up the clitoris. Seline sucking them
slowly but firmly. Not just sucking them out of the latex hole, but
sucking them until they were swollen, and until Janie groaned with
the kind of pleasure that she hadn’t experienced before.


“Mmmmmmmmmmmppppppppp.”

She could only
groan behind the latex hood though, and behind the inflated latex
cock gag that filled her mouth and nudged at the back of her
throat. She could only make these sounds that told of her distress
but also told of a dehumanisation that had taken place. Seline
sucked those clitoral nerves until they were fat, and lit up with
the kind of desire that Janie had never experienced. She’d had sex,
sure she had, but not like this. She’d been fucked, all of her
group of friends had been fucked like her. They were eighteen and
they thought they owned the sex world. They thought they knew what
sex was all about. More to the point they. Thought they knew what
orgasm was all about. Here’s a secret, they didn’t. And it was
Janie now being shown sex, sexual pleasure and sexual torture in a
new light.

And now ‘this’
was something else. This was a complete contrast again to what
she’d had to absorb when the man was using her. This was a quiet
place. A sensual place - one where she had time and the inclination
to think, and immerse in the pleasure she was being given. This was
a complete utter contrast to the grotesque abuse that she had
suffered up until she had been taken down to this place. This was a
complete contrast to what she’d thought was going to be the
entirety of her experience at this odd couple’s hands.

Yes this was
slow and sensuous and yet it was still abusive. Janie was being
fucked in the mind by this woman, at the same time that she was
having her physical liberty taken away from her. She was having her
mind melted at the same time that she was being completely and
helplessly immobilised in latex. She already couldn’t see because
there were inflated latex eye pads pressing into her eyes, making
it impossible for her to see. There were little ear pieces in her
ears, forced all the way in, and inflated, taking her sense of
hearing away. Except that is, for the little speakers that were in
those inflated buds, and those enabled Seline to speak and
communicate with her. And they allowed Janie to be completely
isolated as well. Janie having to depend on Seline to come through
every so often, just to reassure her that she was not going mad.
But even then there was no such reassurance.

Poor Janie
could only imagine in her mind what she was bondaged like. The
rigidity of the bondage, and the way she felt deformed didn’t make
sense in her mind. Trying to reimagine it in her mind, and what she
was coming up with were impossible shapes and angles. Her arms had
been brought behind her, her elbows cranked in until they were
touching, and then secured like that and the jolts of pain that
kept coming until she learned not to fight it.

Her wrists
brought together, hands back to back and secured. Then a heavier
duty latex sleeve brought up her arms and laced and locked to her
shoulders in a harness somehow. Her shoulders forced back, and
those latexed mounds of mammary flesh thrust out. The latex
sheathed them so thin that the risen welts from the caning were
clearly visible. The partial transparency of the latex allowed for
almost grotesque sightings of those welts from the cane.

But that sleeve
around her arms and shoulders then hoisted up behind her, forcing
her to bend forward at the hips - the pain hitting her again then,
and the fear. In her mind she could hear herself crying. But she
couldn’t cry properly because her mouth was full of inflated rubber
cock. And that was when she found that the breathing through the
nostril holes was controlled, or was difficult. If she tried to
take too much in, then the little nostril nipples would close down,
or get smaller so that she couldn’t be greedy. So on top of
everything else she had this to contend with.

On top of that
she had the pain of her breasts that were now cradled by latex and
yet still the associated weight which made the pain worse. That
pressure transferred down to her tortured bloated nipples. And then
somehow she was being twisted at the waist. That sleeve being
gently pulled in one direction, to twist her. But her feet, back in
those ballet heeled shoes, forced apart, a spread bar secured
between them. That twist causing an imbalance that she had to get
used to. And that ensuring that the weight transfer was back down
though her twisted spine and down though her legs to the tips of
her toes. That was a constant pain no matter how much she tried to
not fight it.

Selina then
returning to work on the clitoris - how she did this though was a
puzzle in Janie’s mind. There was more dirty wet sucking, making
those receptors swell more. Making Janie groan more, and be more
hungry and greedy. But that meant that she was trying to breath
more and so those false nostrils of hers were closing down, making
it harder for her. In a way, in this new way it was like she was
trying to breath more than she was entitled to. It was like this
woman, this older woman, the sadist, had set a limit on the amount
of breath she was entitled to, and if Janie tried to get more, then
she would be closed down. Occasionally Janie put this to the test
and occasionally she found the nostril buds closed up altogether,
as though they had sensed they were being tested and were teaching
her a lesson. And then there was the struggle of everything else
she was feeling and sensing being amplified by the fact that she
couldn’t breathe for the time those nostril buds were closed
off.

Janie had to
learn to restrict herself before those fucking things did it for
her. Except if they did it, they would close up altogether and not
allow her to breath at all for a set period. That set period
getting longer and longer each time. Janie was having to learn
disciplines that she had never come across before. And now Seline
was hanging onto the clitoral nerves and she was sucking them out
and pulling with her mouth stretching the membrane of the flesh.
Pulling and flicking the end of her tongue over the exposed ends of
the nerves sending involuntary shivers down Janie’s contorted
spine. And that in turn adding to the discomfort of the
debilitating bondage that she was in.

“I’m going to
mummify your clit. Do you hear me slut? I’m going to mummify it and
just leave the very tip exposed so that you can be ‘inflicted’ with
orgasm, at MY leisure, not yours, mine.”

What the fuck
did she mean, mummify? That was one question that went through the
mind of Janie. The other being the puzzlement of what Seline was
saying. She was implying that the orgasm would be ‘inflicted’. But
orgasm was pleasure right? So was this woman using the wrong words?
No, she wasn’t but Janie was yet to find that out. It just left her
puzzled and with something else to think about. She couldn’t
respond to Seline, so she just grunted instead. It was the kind of
muffled grunt that showed her despair. Despair that was tinged with
a desperation and a frustration that was building and building. And
she found herself sucking the cock in her mouth. She found herself
sucking onto that rubber cock in the attempt to get some kind of
comfort from it. At least that was something, right?

Seline began at
the base of the clitoral bundle that she had tugged out and swollen
- right next to the re-enforced latex slit. She was wrapping the
bundle with something, dental floss, twine, something that on first
contact had this electric shock effect on Janie because she
trembled, and juddered in her impossible bondage. But Seline
wrapped the clitoris tight being careful not to overlap any of the
thin twine. Just wrapping and tugging it tight, then wrapping again
- one turn, then tugging it tight, another turn and tugging it,
slightly distorting the clitoral flesh. There was this sensation
that was driving Janie even madder. It was like something she
couldn’t avoid. Just the actions of this woman wrapping her
clitoris like this was further arousing her and making her drip
more. Just those little acts of wrapping then tugging, wrapping and
tugging. And she could feel those nerves, she could feel, and sense
her clitoris getting longer and longer as Seline mummified it.

“How does that
feel slut? I’ll bet you need to cum don’t you?”

And there was
this taunting quality to Seline’s voice. As though she already knew
where this was going to lead. As though she already knew what Janie
was going through. As though there was this knowledge in her that
was spot on. It was like she was the architect of this bedlam she
was creating for Janie. As though at every step of the way, every
stop on the journey she knew what a mess Janie’s head was in. She
wrapped that clitoris until only the very tip of it was exposed.
And so tight was the twine, or the micro cord, that there was this
swelling, or this blood blister effect that was the tip of it. It
looked grotesque but in effect it was the tip, the epicentre of
Janie’s pleasure. That little exposed tip was the key to all of her
pleasure, or not, as the case could be.

One might ask
why? Why mummify that sexual orgasm like that? Why do it? Why do it
to this eighteen year old girl - this spoilt yes, but innocent
girl? And now that it was mummified, it was somehow sending signals
to her nipples. There was a steady throb in each nipple, and a
steady echo of that throb in the mummified stem of her clitoris.
That was playing with her head and it was sending her mad. She
couldn’t twist away from it. She was already twisted, and her tits,
they hurt, but her nipples felt like they needed to be scratched -
like they needed to be scratched badly, but she couldn’t do that
either. And she could sense that her sexual lips were loaded up
with her own juices that were dripping on the floor between her
widely parted feet.

“Mmmmmmm
gggghhhhhhhhhhhh.”

Another grunt
that sounded like she was almost about to spill into that pit of
despair. She was dealing with too much all at the same time. Or,
correction, she couldn’t deal with it all at the same time. And
then another orgasm came and all Seline had done to create that was
flick one of her perfectly manicured nails across that exposed
blood blister of a clitoris tip. Just the tiniest of scratches to
it was enough to begin the roll or multiple orgasms that
followed.

Inside that
latex hood, behind that inflated cock gag there was this ‘sound’ -
like a noise of pure despair and nothing else. And there was this
tightening of Janie in her bondage - like a stress testing of the
bondage that held her tight and immobilised. That orgasm raging
through her. If she was asked if she was ok, even if Janie had the
power of speech back, she wouldn’t be able to say she was ok. If
she’d been used to describe what she was going through, she
wouldn’t be able to. There would be no words that would
suffice.

That orgasm
raged through her, but it didn’t peak and then go down the other
side. Instead it just kept coming. It kept building and didn’t peak
or level out. It just kept coming and to do that, Seline simply
flicked that clitoral blood blister, and let that do its thing, and
before it peaked she flicked it again and again, thus feeding the
orgasm and never letting it peak. This was making Janie try to
breath more than she was entitled to and so her breathing was cut
off for an increasing time with each cycle.

That orgasm not
stopping, not relenting, or yielding at all. Janie suffering in a
way that she was not used to. Her nipples throbbing in time with
those surges of pure pleasures that Seline was sending through her
via that swollen, almost transparent tip of clitoris. Those
clitoral nerves trying to get out of the mummification but failing.
That clitoral bondage so tight, so all-encompassing that all it
could do was ‘try’ to break free and in doing that all it could do
was add to the already debilitating, and mind fucking orgasm. Only
eventually Seline allowing that orgasm to peak and then come down
the other side.

“You see slut,
this is what you get, for being a spoilt brat. For having
everything given to you on a silver platter.”

A those were
words that were hitting Janie’s psyche like a freight train. This
could have been the first time that she was completely puzzled with
what this woman said to her. But she wasn’t. This was the first
time she was associating this woman and what she was doing do her,
with her friends, Ellie, Lucy and Sian. They had left her in that
bar, and this woman just appeared in that bar. Seline had seduced
her, used her age and experience and excited her and then she had
been bought back to her own house and used in her mother’s bedroom
by the man whilst Seline looked on. And then bought back to this
place. And all the time her friends were nowhere to be seen.

And now this
woman was telling her that this was what happened to spoilt brats.
It was like she was being given hints as to why she was here. Not
definitive hints, but just enough to alert her mind as she came
down from that debilitating series of multiple orgasms.

“Mmmmmmm
ppppphhhhhhhhh.”

She tried to
converse, maybe forgetting for a micro second that she couldn’t do
that. So she sucked that rubber cock instead. She sucked it as
though it were a pacifier. As she came down from the orgasms, her
head was clearing and she had questions to ask. But she couldn’t
ask them - she could just let them fester inside her mind. All she
could do was let those questions and those suspicions about her
‘friends’ tumble round a psyche that was being damaged with every
passing second she was in this predicament.

 



CHAPTER
TWELVE

 


The Anal
Altar

 


“If you’re a
good slut, you can have more orgasm. But ONLY if you’re a good
slut.”

The speakers in
Janie’s ears had crackled to life and the familiar voice of Seline
sounded upbeat. Janie tried to process the words. After that
multiple, multiple orgasm she wouldn’t have cared if she never had
another. But that feeling, it didn’t last. There was this slow
feedback of her arousal. The fact that her mummified clitoris acted
as a feed to the arousal and because the mummification forced the
erection of the clitoral nerves, it was only for a short time after
that orgasm from hell, that the desire and arousal was not there.
And when it came back it was bitter sweet at first. But only at
first. Once that drip of arousal returned, it wasn’t long before it
was a rush. And orgasm and sexual pleasure were the things that
were getting Janie through this.

Her eighteen
year old mind was trying to process this ‘thing’ she was in. She
was now highly suspicious of her friends in all of this. It was
like a penny was dropping in her melting mind and things were
falling into place. But she needed to get through this. She needed
to get through what this woman was doing to her before she could do
anything about the friends that had instigated it. In her mind with
that suspicion was the notion that THEY had done this to her, as
well as this woman, and the man. They had done it to her as a
collective. That had to be how it had gone down but she needed to
get through this and see what was on the other side. Maybe she
didn’t need to know what was on the other side. Sometimes it’s best
not to know what the future holds in store.

She was being
penetrated again. Something was being slipped into her vagina. It
was slipped in easily, but it was being slipped in deep. Then there
was the sense, and the feeling that Seline was fiddling around with
something down there, between her legs. The trouble for Janie was
that ‘any’ attention down there between her legs, any touch, or
stroke or accidental brush was a sexual action helping to further
her sexual need. And then it was like whatever was slipped into
her, had been secured in there so that it couldn’t slip out.

She wasn’t
twisted now, she was free standing, although, her arms were still
bound behind her and that made standing on her tippy toes in those
locked on shoes, even more difficult. The difficulty level was
ramped up because she was still hooded, still blind, still deaf.
She couldn’t hear the creak of the latex, but she could sense it.
Those little corrective, latex yields sending little vibrations
through her at point of contact. Even those little vibrations and
corrections added to the sexual desire. She was certainly aware of
dripping from between her legs. That appendage, whatever it was had
slipped up inside her with ease, and was now fixed there. She
wanted to tell Seline that she would be a good slut. That she would
be the best slut. But of course she couldn’t. But she didn’t need
to. She didn’t need to in the slightest. Seline just knew.

“I know. I know
you’re going to be the best slut you can be, for me. Now try to
breath normal as you feel the inflation inside your slut cunt.”

The language
and tone inside Janie’s ears were taking a sinister turn. But no
sooner had the words been processed by Janie, she felt the
inflation of the vaginal appendage. And that had made her suck in
air. But she remembered she couldn’t suck in air too quickly or she
would be restricted. She tried to regulate herself. For that first
suck in of breath she got away with it. The movement inside her
made her teeter on those spiked tapering heels. She was able to
transfer her weight from one heel to the next, and then back again
as that appendage got fatter and longer inside her.

The pressure
against her cervix was immediate. She sucked the rubber cock
filling her mouth. That helped a little bit as she felt her inside
vaginal walls being forced out, forced wider. At this point she
didn’t know how much she was going to be stretched or how big that
thing inside her was going to get so all she could do was teeter on
her heels, and in a way, hope for the best.

“Take slow deep
breaths slut. That is what you are entitled to. Don’t take what is
not yours.”

Again Janie
processed the words as best she could. She was being reminded all
the time how she was being controlled and there were surges of
anger that were there and then gone, because of the control she was
under. But the more aroused she became the more she accepted and
desired being controlled in this way.

There came a
point when the inflation inside her began to be uncomfortable.
There came a point when it became more than uncomfortable. And when
she was stretched as much as nature would allow her to be
stretched, then it became painful. There came a time when the cramp
just hit her. Vaginal cramps caused by that incessant inflation
just hit her hard. That inflation getting to a point but then
slowing. That inflation coming in short sharp bursts rather than a
constant inflation. Those short sharp bursts then adding to the
cramping. And Janie showing obvious signs of distress in the amount
of times she transferred her weight from one tippy toe to the
other. That was a constant thing for her - transferring her weight
and then sucking on the cock gag. Trying to pacify herself in this
way.

Seline watched
Janie in all of her distress. She stood back, then sat back and
watched as this rubbered vision tried to deal with the pain and the
despair of what it was going through. Yes ‘it’. Seline had made
Janie into an ‘it’. There was the human form tightly skinned in
latex, but this human form had had her identity taken away from
her. It would be doubtful that anyone other than those who knew her
well, would know this this was Janie. This was just a woman, a
young woman with immensely huge breasts and tortured nipples, going
through a process that had surely been devised in the depths of
hell.

“Those little
friends of yours would like to see you now.”

It was all
Seline said and those words cut into the psyche of Janie as there
was another burst of inflation to the vaginal appendage. Why the
fuck would her friends like to see her like this? They would be
horrified, mortified to see her like this, surely? But it was
another sign that this was something to do with them. It was
another hint being given by Seline about the girls Janie thought
were her friends. She had been confident she could have won them
around because of their anger over her not being money capped. But
that was before these hints dropped by Seline. That was before all
of this she had gone through.

Now that she
was thinking that this was something to do with them she wanted to
talk to Seline. She needed to talk to her. But as another cramp hit
the insides of her vagina, and swept through her cervix she was
forced to a halt on her tippy toes. She needed those cramps to pass
before she could do that weight transfer thing again. Instead she
sucked air and sucked on the rubber cock in her mouth. But this
time she sucked in more air that she was entitled to and her
breathing was cut off. This forced her into a certain stance, a
certain way of standing that Seline recognised and knew.

“I told you,
just use the air you are entitled to, and no more. Don’t be
greedy.”

Seline was
berating Janie but she was smiling at the same time. The trouble
for Janie was the asphyxiation, whilst it lasted, was a further
amplification to the sexual pleasure she was getting. Everything
was a feed to that sexuality. It didn’t matter about anything else
now. The fatness of that rubber cock stretching her femininity more
and more with each of those bursts of inflation was making her
squeeze onto it. It was making her try to squeeze it, as though she
wanted it to be inside her, hurting her in this way. As she
squeezed some more of her juices oozed out, and down her latex
sheathed legs.

For Seline
there was this latex sealed creature with all of its badness, all
of its sluttishness held in by that impenetrable rubber. She liked
that. It was what she lived for and what she had looked for, for so
long. The movements and the noises that this girl was forced to
make as she went through this process told Seline that Janie was
suffering in exactly the way she needed to suffer in order to
gratify her.


“EEEEHHHHHHHHGGHHHHHHHHHHHHH.”

That was a
noise from inside that rubber hood, and from beyond that rubber
cock gag. The pain from the inflation was worse now. She had been
stretched beyond the limits, and maybe to the point where her flesh
would begin to rip and tear.

And the
pressure on her cervix was such that the pain from that was not
only intense but constant. She was in constant agony, and her
stance was altered because of it. It was her body’s way of trying
to help her to cope with the agony. She was slightly forced forward
at the hips. And if her arms had been free, she was sure than Janie
would be holding an arm across her tummy, trying to alleviate the
pain at least a little. But of course, her arms were still behind
her, bound together at the elbows and the wrists and then sealed
further with that sleeve secured to her. So she couldn’t help
herself.

All she could
do was stay stock still, wait for the cramp waves of pain to pass
and then go back to that tippy toe teetering from one foot to the
other. Seline squeezed her thighs as she watched. This was what she
lived for. The sight of an eighteen year old girl in, out of her
depths. The sight of a big titted eighteen year old girl being
sucked into something that she couldn’t cope with.

And of course
she couldn’t cope. The only way of her getting through it was to
hang onto the sexual aspect. The throb in her nipples that she
could not scratch. And the same throb, like an echo throb in her
mummified clitoris and the hope that Seline would do whatever it
was that she did before to make her orgasm. She didn’t care if it
was one of those mind bending orgasms - she WANTED one of those
mind altering orgasm again.

She needed it
so that she could stop thinking about the pain she was in. If she
could stop thinking about all that pain maybe then she wouldn’t
instigate the cramps. Maybe it was her fault she was cramping as
much as she was? These were questions that she was asking herself.
But she was clutching at straws. She was clutching at trying
anything to alleviate the pain. But what she wanted was that orgasm
again. She wanted to be in that orgasmic state again. That intense
orgasmic status.

“He’s going to
fuck your ass now. A nice hard ass fucking before we get another
inflatable inside your anus.”

Did she hear
those words? Or were those words just another figment of her
imagination? No, she heard them and she tried to work out how she
was going to be able to have that man’s cock up inside her ass at
the same time as that thing, still inflating in short sharp bursts,
was inside her as well? Surely that was impossible?

“If you do a
good job, I’ll let you orgasm. If you do a bad job, I will suitably
punish you.”

Janie processed
those words and immediately wondered how the fuck was she supposed
to do a good job as opposed to a bad job? She was just this woman’s
and this man’s puppet. They were controlling her, they were
controlling every facet of her life at this time. How could she do
a good job? But Seline didn’t elaborate. She just watched as
another struggle was piled onto the psyche of the rubbered creature
dancing from tippy toe to tippy toe in front of her.

 


Janie made a
noise, some kind of noise as that thick, solid cock slipped up into
the tightness of her asshole, through the tight slit of latex. That
sleeve around her arms and hands had been hooked and hoisted again,
forcing her to bend forward again. But this time there was no
spread bar between her ankles. And that bending forward tightening
her up - tightening her asshole up and tightening her most delicate
private flesh around that inflated appendage inside her vagina.

“Mmmmmmmmm
mmmmmmmmgnngghghhhhhhh.”

It was only
some kind of noise. It couldn’t be described in any other manner.
That cock felt bigger this time, fatter. It felt more brutal but
that was because of what she had been through since the last time
it was inside her. Then it had felt huge, but now it felt mega huge
and there was this firmness, this relentless way that this man
slipped inside her. He wasn’t attempting to make it nice for her.
He wasn’t attempting to make it unpleasant for her, it was just
that was as a natural course what he was being was selfish. What
this anal fucking was about was selfish on his behalf. The
objective was to get that cock into her as completely and as deeply
as possible. If it hurt her on the way, that didn’t matter. If she
got anything like a sensation of pleasure, well ok, but she would
need to lap that up and make the most of it, because he wasn’t
giving that pleasure to her, for her. It was for him.

It was all for
him. He had moved behind her, and slipped the flat of his hands
over her latex sheathed butt. He had wanted her to feel his hands
because he’d wanted her to feel the defilement that he was
inflicting on her. And when he slapped those latex covered cheeks,
there was the ripple of flesh under the latex making it seem alive.
She shrieked behind her gag, but then she could feel him, or feel
his hands on her hips. She knew that he was going to use her hips
to gain a purchase on his push inside her. What she didn’t know was
whether this was going to hurt her like it had hurt her the first
time.


“Mmmmmmmmpppphhhhhhh.”

She needn’t
have worried, if indeed she had been worried. It didn’t hurt. She
had been forced forward in order to provide the perfect angle for
entry of that huge cock head into it. She did feel the mushroom
shaped head click past her sphincter but there was no spasm or
cramping pain this time. She just took that cock head into her, and
then the thick trunk of it sliding into the depths of her anal
tract. In a way, this disappointed Janie. Her being able to take
the fatness of this cock without it hurting her.

That didn’t
seem right to her. If it hurt her then she could be the victim in
all this. If it hurt her then she was being abused. If it didn’t
hurt then that meant that she took it like the slut she was. Part
of her didn’t want to be that slut. Part of her was that decent
innocent eighteen year old and so not to feel that pain, what did
it mean? Did it mean that she had lost her innocence now? Did it
mean that she was what she was being told that she was by this
woman? The woman who had danced around with her in that bar, and
then had excited her so much as she seduced her.

This was that
way that her mind was playing tricks with her. This was what her
mind was doing her, aided by this couple. Making her lower her own
status. Making her devalue herself in her own eyes. As she felt the
man feed his thick cock into her, and then nudge her colon with it,
she was wishing that it hurt for those very reasons. And because it
didn’t hurt, because there was none of that pain, none of that
sharp acute pain that she had got before, it was guilt inducing.
And because the slow, but firm fucking that he was giving her ass
was not hurting her, it was not taking her mind to different places
she was able to ‘enjoy’ what he was doing to her. And that created
more guilt inside of her. That feeling of being filled to capacity
by that cock, and by that appendage inside of her vagina.

“Mmmmmmmppphh
mmmmmmmppppphhhhhhh.”

The groans were
of distress and were of guilt. But also of pleasure. She shouldn’t
be feeling the feed to her pleasure but she was. That fat cock
travelling up and back in her back passage, running along the line
of that vaginal appendage, just a micro thin membrane of flesh
separating the two. And as this man began his relentless fucking of
her asshole, all Janie could do was absorb the guilt of enjoying
it. She felt full, she felt bloated with sexual implements and
organs and yet, she felt pleasure as well.

And because of
that pleasure she felt this guilt. It was another aspect of what
this couple were doing to her that she had to contend with. She
stayed leaning forward and she could feel herself trying to squeeze
on both the vaginal appendage and the cock inside her ass. She was
trying to make it nicer for the man despite the feeling of
unharnessed guilt she was experiencing. But that was what she had
to do, she had to make it nice for this vile man, at her own
expense.


CHAPTER
THIRTEEN

 


Anally
Brutal

 


The latex
creature, also known as Janie, was brutally fucked anally. It
wasn’t a frantic, desperate ass fucking by a man not used to his
own sexuality. This was a man who knew his own body, his own
sexuality and his own mind. This was a man who had spent years
homing in on his own triggers, and his own gratification at the
expense of other’s mostly but not exclusively females. He was a man
who had spent many years perfecting the techniques that would see
him maximise pleasure for himself. And he’d done that. And so the
anal fucking he gave to Janie was like something out of a well
worked horror story. It was something that was relentless, and
something that gave no concern to an innocent eighteen year old
girl who had to absorb it.

There was this
sense that when this man was keyed into his next victim that he
would be able to use her to beyond the maximum for his own
pleasure. Her pleasure, Janie’s pleasure would be incidental. There
would be no deliberateness in him given her pleasure. He got his
sexual gratification partly from knowing that he didn’t care about
her pleasure, or if she felt guilty, or if she got a tiny amount of
pleasure from what he was doing to her. He got his sexual
gratification from knowing that Janie was already a broken young
woman. She’d been broken before he slipped into her this second
time and now he was simply maximising it for himself. Not for her,
for him.

He’d get that
she, ‘it’ felt different this time. That there wasn’t that
tenseness and tightness about her. That her ass simply dilated and
accepted him into her. That was the sign, or a sign that she was
broken already. He’d have to give it to Seline, she knew how to
break a bitch. She knew how to prepare a bitch for him. Because it
was all about him. He was another sadist who was simply selfish,
and nasty. But he’d always watched Seline work in awe. The way she
sucked in a girl, and then kept her sucked in. The way she used a
combination of sexual pleasure, abuse and mind fucking to render
the girl helpless so that he could do his shit to her. Of course it
was all about him. He’d give Seline the lead role, just so that he
could get maximum gratification. He’d let her dot the i’s and cross
the t’s because that meant that he could concentrate on perfecting
his own sadism and his own sexuality.

And he brutally
fucked Janie’s ass over time. Over a long time. The rubber creature
was just there for him. He didn’t need to rush. He didn’t need to
be frantic. He could just slip inside her and then fuck her to his
heart’s content. He didn’t need to shoot his load up inside her
quickly - he didn’t need to offload because he needed to be
somewhere else. This was where he needed to be. He needed to be
here with this rubbered enhanced creature furthering her journey,
it’s journey down into the rabbit hole. And the psychological
pleasure for him was knowing that it was his thick cock, his
massive headed manhood that was mincing this
girl-come-latex-creature into a place beyond oblivion, from the
inside.

For Janie, she
could feel this whole, live thing inside her. For some reason it
wasn’t a cock inside her, it was a live thing. Like something with
a life of its own. Yes she felt the man’s hands on her hips, using
her as purchase so that he could ream her deeply. And she could
feel those hands moving in time with the thing inside her moving
deep then shallow then deep again.

But it was like
she was detaching this man from his cock. She was attempting to
make it about herself. There was the masochist in her trying to
make it about herself like the sadist made it about himself, or
herself. The was what she was becoming - a masochist as this man
brutally and relentlessly fucked her ass.

Even when he
shot his load up inside her, there was this thing inside her mind
that she had done well. That she had tried to make it nice for this
man and succeeded. There was this self-centred knowledge that she
had made it nice for him. That was because her eighteen year old
mind would not be able to work out that in fact, there was nothing
that she could do for him, squeeze or not squeeze that would have
made it nicer for him than it already was. She was there, the
creature, and just being there was his pleasure. Just knowing that
this girl was broken already was the biggest pleasure for him. Just
knowing that over the course of nearly two hours that he was
fucking her ass, that he was taking her further and deeper down the
rabbit hole. This was what it was all about for him.

For her - when
she felt the ‘gush’ of this man’s semen flooding her ass, she was
squeezing her stretched abused ass around him trying to make it
better. She couldn’t have made it better. But it made her feel
better. And feeling better was a feed to her own arousal. Yes that
arousal had not gone away. She’d wished it would because with that
arousal came the guilt. But the pleasure takes over - the pleasure
becomes the biggest most important thing in what was left of her
mind. Yes that pleasure - pure pleasure, undiluted pleasure.
Pleasure that seemed to wash through her entire femininity, and yet
pleasure that was ultimately ruining her with each stroke of that
cock.

And, no
orgasms. Pleasure but no orgasm. For Janie, was that good or bad?
She’d come to know the come down of an orgasm. The one where she
felt all but suicidal after an intense amount of orgasm just took
her over. But she’d also come to know the frustration and the
desperation to cum and cum. She’d never know what was worse. She’d
never know what she would prefer. When the pleasure was at its most
intense then she needed orgasm - wanted it and needed it and she
would deal with anything like withdrawal after it. But this kind of
pleasure where her ass was being relentlessly pistoned in and out,
but wasn’t giving enough for her to spill into orgasm but giving
enough for the addiction to hold, and strengthen.

And that was it
- the addiction. If she was given a mega orgasm she would have that
massive come down and the psychological damage as a result of that.
If she didn’t have that, then she would crave it anyway. Janie was
in a lose lose situation. She couldn’t win but she didn’t know that
she couldn’t win yet. She was having realisation sprinkled over her
in small amounts. She realised that her friends must have set her
up. But she knew she couldn’t do anything about that yet. So she
was thinking deep down that she wouldn’t be in a position to right
the wrongs, not soon, probably not ever. So her predicament was a
slow process. But it was that way deliberately. It was that way so
that her mind was conditioned and fucked up to the point that she
needed her tormentors to make decisions for her. So that her
tormentors, Seline and this man Stan, could make the decisions for
her.

 


When that cock
was not in her ass any more she wanted it to be back there - she
wanted it to be back there like now! But Stan had taken his
pleasure from her now. Now he was giving her back to Seline and he
would watch her take this creature down to a new level in the
rabbit hole.

“Do you think
you’ve done enough, do you think you’ve been enough of a good slut
to be rewarded with orgasm?”

Those little
speakers had cackled to life and put Janie on high alert. The
merest mention of orgasm, even knowing about that come down after
it, was enough to trigger her. She wished she could respond. If she
could respond that she had been enough of a good slut, and convince
Seline with her words that she deserved that orgasm, and that she
would continue for as long as she needed to in order to always be a
good slut, then it would be win win for her. That was the thing,
willing to do anything just for that orgasm. Willing to go above
and beyond, just to get that orgasm. It’s like the addict willing
to do anything for the fix and there being literally nothing that
they wouldn’t do.

“Mmmmmmmmm
mmmmmmmmmhhhhhh.”

That was
Janie’s version of ‘yes please god yes I’ve been such a good slut,
please give me orgasm’.

An orgasm being
reduced to a ‘status’ of orgasm. No ‘an’ orgasm but just ‘orgasm’.
Like an alter to the sexual state. Like something that could not be
surpassed.

“I think you
have, but I’m not sure yet. Let’s get the anal appendage in you and
inflated. And then I’ll make my decision.”

And there was
this tormenting quality to Seline’s voice that was difficult to
miss.


“Mmmmmmmpppphhhhhhhh.”

That was
Janie’s version of ‘you cunt, give me an orgasm’. And Seline
laughed because she knew that tone. There was spent semen oozing
from the latex hole of her ass. There was this crudity, this
rudeness about that. It stood to reason that if a cock went in, and
drained it’s balls in there, that there would be some leak back.
And yet that it was like this should have been something happening
in private and not for public consumption. This was what, briefly,
Janie was thinking. But she didn’t think about her own pride and
dignity now - she just didn’t. At this point it was about the
orgasm she wasn’t being given right now. She could have been told
that she was going to be given it in ten minutes and it wouldn’t
have mattered. Ten minutes wasn’t NOW, was it?

The anal
appendage slipped up inside her ass easily. The huge cock had done
a good job of loosening her up and now Janie was hungry for this
thing to be inside her. But she was being greedy, it wasn’t big
enough for her in its present state. It needed to be bigger and she
knew that and she grunted to say as much.


“Mmmmmmpppgggggggrrrrr.”

And there was
this way that she shifted her weight again from tippy toe to tippy
toe - it was like a impatient little stomp of her feet that she did
and Seline smiled.

“Being greedy
again aren’t you slut? You really need to learn patience, even in
the condition you are in.”

It was like
Seline had mastered understanding this new language of ‘grunting’
from a girl that was all but broken and unable to communicate in
the normal way.

“Mmmmmmmm
pppphhhhhhh.”

And that was in
an apologetic tone.

“Much better.
Much better slut. You really do need to learn and accept your place
in the food chain.”

Seline spoke as
she was adjusting the inserted anal appendage and as she was
securing it. And then almost immediately there was the slight hiss
from somewhere, of compressed air and the appendage was in its
early stages of inflation. Janie made a sound of ‘glee’ from inside
the hood and from behind that inflated cock gag. Seline smiled as
she stood back. Janie was still forward at her hips. She tilted her
head slightly to look at the state of Janie’s nipples, hanging out
of the latex and looking raw and grotesquely swollen with desire.
Seline smiled - she liked it when a slut was cooking nicely. She
liked to see the results of her labours.

“Just relax
slut. Let it do its thing inside you.”

The tone one of
nurturing and oddly, kindness. For Janie she could feel that
appendage growing inside her - getting fatter and nudging toward
the bend in her colon. And for some reason she was knowing that
once it reached there, there would be pressure and probably pain.
But at least she was working that out for herself. At least she was
in a position to think like that and prepare herself for it, for
now. But she wouldn’t be looking at it from the angle that she was
a victim in the state of mind of preparing herself for the worse -
as though she was submitting to her fate in a way. As though she
could only do that, just so that she could get by. But then, the
sexual desire was there as well, and the addiction deep enough to
do whatever was required, to suffer what was required, just to get
that mega orgasm. Seline smiled - she knew where Janie’s mind was.
It was her ‘job’ to know.

 



“EEEEEERGGHHHHHHHHHH MMMMMMPPPPH.”

Janie’s
screamed behind the cock gag was heartfelt and there was a
desperation to it that manifested itself in the puffing of her
latex skinned cheeks. As though she was blowing out her cheeks and
struggling to know what to do with herself.

The fact was
that the anal appendage had been inflated beyond the size of the
cock that had been inside of Janie. It had gone way beyond that
size. And it was self-locked inside her. The appendage had been
pushed in, then inflated so that little bulges and deformations of
rubber formed inside Janie. Those little bulges finding all of her
nooks and crannies and forcing themselves in tightly so that they
were rigidly locked inside of her. That appendage then not moving
inside her. Growing yes, getting bigger but not moving in any kind
of fucking, or sexual motion.

All there was,
or all there had been, was the relentless expansion and inflation.
Growing first quickly to fill her, but then slowing to that
alternate sharp burst of air, micro adjusting, micro expanding that
thing inside her. And poor, poor Janie feeling that happening
inside her, yet being careful as she could not to lose control of
her breathing and having it cut off as a result. And, not just
feeling that happening inside her but imagining when it would
stop.

The answer that
was that it wouldn’t stop, not really. That thing reaming her anal
tract out to a point when the cramps hit Janie. And those cramps
were the worse of the worse. Janie had withstood period pains and
at that point she thought that, that was the worse pain she could
ever feel.

How wrong could
she be? The cramps stopped her dead. She’d been teetering in those
ballet heels and there was the constant creak of latex as she
adjusted herself and then readjusted herself. Her arms weren’t
hoisted up behind her any more either. Although her arms were still
bound and they were still sleeved behind her but she was upright
and she was free standing now. But where the hoist had aided her
balance as well as her discomfort, now she was all alone and had to
do it all by herself.


“Mmmmmmpppphhhhhhhhh.”

That was the
sign that the cramp was over for now and that she could again
concentrate on not toppling off those heels that were as much a
torture for her as anything.

“Listen to me
slut. I want you to ‘be’ as though you are in no pain, and no
discomfort at all. I want you to be as though you are a proud slut.
Proud to be what you are. And proud to go through what I make you
go through for your own good. You understand me slut? I don’t want
to hear any sign that you are in pain, or that you are giving up. I
want to look at you and see ‘greatness’.”

There was no
doubt that this woman sounded like a bona fide nut case. Even
Janie, who was in the middle of the terrible nightmare was thinking
that this woman had lost her marbles. And yet, Janie did know what
she was trying to say. She did understand what she wanted to see.
She did get it. Even with the words being spoken Janie stood up
taller in those heels. Those words like nurturing encouraging words
that Janie felt happy to go with. Then the jolt of pain going
through her - like a shock of pain going through her bowels, and
radiating out to the rest of her, and that causing her to slump
again and to stop dead still. And then that noise coming from
somewhere behind that inflated cock gag she was sucking on.


“EEEEEEMMMMMMMMPPPHHHHHH.”

That electric
shock, administered via the anal appendage last only a few seconds
but seeming much, much longer.

“No, no no
slut. That is not what I told you to do now is it? I told you to be
as though you are in no pain. I told you I wanted to look at you
and see greatness. If you want orgasm, then you have to try harder.
Now let’s try harder.”

And there was
this tone from Seline that was sadistic and more than slightly
impatient. Another shock was careering through Janie before she had
the chance to compose herself again. That is, before she had the
chance to compose herself as much as her bondage and state of mind
would allow. This time she stopped in her tracks again, but it was
longer into the seconds before she screamed behind that hood and
gag. This time Seline didn’t say anything. She let Janie do what
nature was forcing her to do and then she let rip with another
electric shock that made Janie stop again.

To deal with
the heels and the blindness and the deafness, and her state of
mind, Janie had this need to adjust herself on her feet. Do that
shifting of her weight from one set of tippy toes to the other.
When the shock came, it made her stop dead. But this time there was
no scream. This time there was just silence from behind that hood,
and very slowly there was this climb back up to her considerable
height in those heels. Very slowly there was this stock still,
proud look to her and Seline smiled. But she didn’t just smile, she
squeezed her thighs knowing she was enforcing a behaviour in this
young girl that was beyond barbaric, and cruel.

 



CHAPTER
FOURTEEN

 


Status

 


There had to be
something that was more than cruel about Seline. To gratify herself
as an eighteen year old girl suffered in front of her was something
that was terrible, surely? To coldly, calmly and with a smile,
squeeze her thighs in order to feed herself with sexual pleasure as
a young woman, little more than a child, suffered in front of her
was something that needed to be seen in order to be believed or
comprehended.

“Now we are
getting there slut. ‘This’ is what I want to see. A proud slut.
Proud to suffer whatever it takes for the pleasure of others.”

Seline was
being very specific in what she was saying. She was being very
precise. She was using words, as few words as possible to get
through to Janie. She knew and appreciated the kind of hell that
this girl was living in right now, and so she knew that she needed
to talk in a certain way and a certain tone in order to get through
to her. So it was slow, and it was firm, but it was also
encouraging. She sent another electric shock through the inner
organs of this poor young girl and watched the effects. Apart from
a very slight stuttering step, there was nothing, just that
proudness that Seline wanted to see.

Seline took in
the sight of this girl. The rubbered vision that she was. The
tormented, tortured vision that she was. She looked at those
rubbered mounds of breast flesh, and those exposed, black grape
like nipples. She looked at the extraordinary length of Janie’s
legs, and the way she managed those heels, and her entire weight
being transferred down her spine to her legs and then to her tippy
toes. She squeezed her thighs again and let out a little sigh.

“Now I’m
impressed slut. Now I can see that you are trying to earn
orgasm.”

Again, simple
words spoken simply so that Janie could understand her. Seline just
looked at this poor creature knowing that her words were being
digested inside all of that latex. Seline loved this room the most
out of the maze of rooms she used for different tortuous purposes
at this undisclosed property. This was her Latex Room. It was like
it was made of liquid latex that had been left to set, and then
heated to a point just before it was liquid again.

That heating of
the latex a constant so that it emanated that odour, the smell and
aroma of latex. Those who existed in this space knew what that was
all about. Those that didn’t wouldn’t have a clue. But those that
did have a clue knew that being in this place made it seem like the
walls dripped latex. Made it seem like latex was seeping into every
one of their pores. It made this room seem like it was the only
place to be. Seline liked this room because it made her own status
triggered all of the time.

She got up, and
she took in several deep breaths as though she was getting high on
the aroma and the mind-taste of latex.

“I’m going to
give you orgasm.”

She spoke like
she was announcing an extra special treat for Janie - which was
basically true.

“Mmmmmmpphhhhh
nnngghhhhhh.”

That was the
‘thank you’ sound that Seline expected to hear.

“But again, I
don’t want to see any sign of you cumming and cumming. I want to
see nothing but a proud slut, and nothing else.”

Again that tone
of voice, and those simple to understand words spoken into the ear
pieces of Janie. Yes, Janie absorbing those words but immediately
knowing how that last mega orgasm she had been given had ripped her
to pieces from the inside. There had been no way she could have
made like she wasn’t going through it. There would have been no way
that she could have remained upright and proud, going through that
orgasmic state.

“Mmmmmmm
nnnnnnnnnnnhhhhhhhhhhh.”

That was the
‘I’ll try my best’ response and tone.

“You’ll need
better than your best, slut.”

The knowing
tone from Seline this time was slightly sharper.

“Nnnnnnnn
ggghhhhhhhhh.”

And that was
the ‘Yes Miss Seline’ tone.

 


Seline smiled
and she approached the standing, slightly ‘dancing’ rubber form of
Janie. The poor girl just needed to do that moving from tippy toes
to tippy toes all the time. It was like a habit that she had been
inflicted with since she came under the control of this couple.
Like a coping mechanism that she couldn’t do without. It had been
something that helped her balance originally, but now it had become
like a comfort blanket for her. She needed it - she needed to do it
because if she didn’t…. If she didn’t, what? There was no answer to
that but this was Janie’s version of a nervous tick. It was just
something that she had to do, maybe to protect her sanity more.

And because of
what Janie had been through, she was wired. She was triggered right
through so she was aware of Seline approaching and she shuddered as
a result and as a result of that shudder so her timing with the
stepping was thrown out. She let out a quiet a noise as possible as
she felt Seline’s hand taking in one of her breasts globes. Not
touching the nipple, just smoothing over the latex. Over the top of
the mammary mound and then the side and then under it, just taking
the weight slightly where the cradle of the latex had done that
before.

Then the other
breast. Just ever so slightly smoothing it, caressing it and then
taking its weight. And when Seline instigated orgasm, there was no
further announcement. There was just a swipe of both nipples
together. Using her thumbs and forefingers, just ever so slightly,
moving as though she was going to pinch them and then twist them
but instead of that, just closing them and turning like she was
turning up a music system, but that contact ever so slight, and yet
enough to begin that orgasmic ball rolling again.

Immediately
Janie was upright, and proud and at first she was able to not make
a sound. But that was when the orgasm was just beginning its
journey through her. The trip that orgasm took from beginning to a
maintained peak was a matter of seconds, and come the end of that
very short journey Janie was in a desperate state. She’d been aware
of the instructions she had been given even as though that orgasm
was preparing her for an amount of ultra-pleasure that she wouldn’t
be able to cope with. And she’d taken in too much breath and so her
ability to breath had been taken away for a measured time.

But when her
legs gave ways and she went down to her knees she was in a
desperate state. She didn’t look proud or sound proud. The orgasm
had taken over and there had been an exact point at which she
repeated to herself, time after time, ‘fuck her, fuck her, fuck
her’. Translated that meant Serine could stick her instructions to
be proud where the sun didn’t shine.

Janie was on
her knees, her head bowed towards the floor, her hands and arms
behind her still bound and she was trembling through the orgasmic
state that Seline had created. She had managed to spill Janie into
an orgasm by ever so lightly touching each of those swollen,
grotesque nipples. And then she hadn’t needed to do anything. Once
that orgasm had been started off, no maintenance was needed. All
she’d needed to do was stay back and watch the poor girl, on her
knees in some euphoric state. She could watch her and soak this up
as long as she wanted to. They would never be disturbed here.

For Janie, she
knew what she’d done but she didn’t care. The orgasm was a bigger
thing than what could happen to her as a result of her not being
what Seline wanted to see. At least, that was how she thought when
this pleasure was just flooding every one of her senses. There
wasn’t anywhere that this orgasm wasn’t reaching. It was like the
eruption of pure pleasure came from her nipples, but then came from
her mummified clitoris as well. But more than that, it was like it
existed in her head. Like the latex that had dripped into her mind
was a conductor for the orgasm and she was having these multiple
orgasms that emanated inside her head.

She was rocking
on her knees as orgasm raged through her. It couldn’t have helped
that her arms were bound behind her. All she could do was spread
her knees, help her balance and then rock. Where there would have
been that stepping from tippy toe to tippy toes, now there was that
rocking because she was on her knees. The way she rocked, that
constant way she rocked like that, if one looked for long enough,
if one watched long enough there would be the message right there
that this poor girl was in some kind of madness - or at the very
least that she was teetering on the edge of it.

Seline didn’t
interrupt or disturb the orgasmic process. Janie was in orgasmic
‘status’ and so she could be left. She could be watched, she could
be toyed with if Seline so chose. But no, not that, not yet. She
wanted to make sure that Janie’s mind was sufficiently warped
before she stopped the orgasm, she wanted to make sure that this
girl was beyond the point of any return once she stopped this
particular trip. Seline already knew that the point of no return
had been reached, but she wanted to make sure. Or maybe she just
wanted the damage to be greater before she carried on.

And that was
it. The damage would most certainly be greater as that orgasm was
allowed to rage. The non-touching orgasm that Janie wouldn’t
understand. How could it be that she was experiencing a relentless
multiple orgasm and her not be touched sexually in any way. There
had been that sensation, of her nipples being caressed, and then
the orgasm. There had been the tightness of her both most private
holes invaded and stuffed full of appendages that served only to
provide more torment. But understanding this orgasm was something
that she wouldn’t be able to get her head around even when that
orgasm was switched off.

By the time she
was switched off, she was a trembling, jelly like mass of rubbered
female flesh. She had stopped rocking and had gone forward to rest
her head on the rubber floor of the Rubber Room with her ass high.
And she was making this noise that was pitiful to hear. The hood
and the gag muffled that sound but it didn’t muffle the pitiful
tone of it. One had to feel for Janie. She’d been in orgasm status
for more than two hours - not that this would mean anything to her.
But the relentless orgasm had taken its toll on her. Inside that
rubber would have been a coating of sweat that literally poured
from her. Her nipples and her clitoris throbbed and swelled to
beyond already grotesque levels. But it was her mind that suffered
the most. It was her mind that took the brunt of it. That constant
pure pleasure was too much. It was like taking a hit of unprocessed
raw crack.

The pleasure of
the orgasm in the first instance would have soon been surpassed by
the torture of endless orgasm. And then the wish that it wasn’t
there anymore. And then the need for it to stop and not caring what
she had to go through on the come down. Not giving a flying fuck
what happened to her just as long as this fucking orgasm could be
stopped. Her spending god only knows how long of that two hours,
just needing this to stop.


“EEEEEERRRRGHHHHHHHHHHHH. MMMMMPPPP.”

Eventually of
course it did stop. To stop it, Seline didn’t need to do anything
elaborate, except to deliver another massive electric shock this
time to the bowels and colon via the anal appanage and then to the
cervix of Janie through the vaginal appendage. The stop in the
orgasm was instant and the shock sent this poor girl rolling to her
side squealing and juddering.

Seline stood
over Janie as the shock careered through the girl and she let it go
on for longer than she normally would. Then she stopped it and when
she did that, Janie just went into this soft, collapsed relax. Her
breathing heavy, but controlled. At least her breathing wouldn’t
but cut off. But now she had that come down to deal with, and the
wrath, maybe, of Seline for not meeting her exacting and proud
standards.

 


Somewhere In
The Indian Ocean

 


Like at Luigi’s
restaurant back home, Linda had a waiter, or a restaurant manager
fawning over her. How Geoff put up with it was anyone’s guess. But
he did, it was like he didn’t even know it was happening right in
front of him. Either that or he didn’t care.

“You know
Tristrin, you’ll get your reward in heaven, if you continue to be a
good boy, looking after us like this.”

And she was on
a sun lounger - the absurd largeness of her tits threatening to
spill out of the swim suit she was wearing. She didn’t do bikinis
these days although she could easily pull one off, she looked that
good. She was lounging in a way that emphasised her tits and she
was looking right at the young man with the tray of poolside
cocktails.

“I hope so Miss
Linda, I sure do hope so.”

He’d obviously
done every fucking course known to man about customer service and
all that shit. He still couldn’t escape that fake accent though.
Inside, Linda was cracking up. She kind of envisaged the little man
fawning over her now, back in his cabin, wanking his little cock
over her teasing him. Linda wasn’t stupid, she knew how she could
get to a man, or boy and stay rent free in his head.

Linda, Janie’s
mum had been looking forward to this cruise for a long, long time.
She was of the opinion that she deserved it. Maybe she did, maybe
she didn’t in the bigger scheme of things. She already had
everything she wanted in life. All the money she could ever spend,
and more besides, and then a daughter to die for. Yeah ok Janie was
spoilt, but that was ok.

“Thank you
Tristrin. If we need anything else, I’ll click darling.”

And the little
man did that little semi bowing thing before he span on his heels
and teetered off all gay like. Linda never knew if those guys were
actually gay or if they just liked to give that impression because
it was fashionable. She lay back, cocktail in hand and sealed her
full lips to the straw that had been propped up between two palm
trees, and sucked. They were somewhere in the Indian Ocean. She
wouldn’t know where and she wouldn’t even give a fuck.

It had been a
pressurised time leading up to the cruise. That ‘event’ was still
in her mind and she hadn’t been able to shake it off, not
completely. It was that lost time that bothered her the most. She’d
got the feeling that she’d done something wrong or had offended
that mysterious woman or something. And the thing was that the
woman wouldn’t talk to her about it. She’d just got her to leave,
leaving her totally puzzled about what had gone on. It was
something strange, like nothing she had ever experienced.

What she did
remember was this woman doing things do her cunt, with her mouth
that defied belief. She’d been a woman who knew other women and it
showed. But the way it ended hadn’t been good. It’d left her with a
bad taste in her mouth and she’d never been able to get rid of it.
But more, it had left her not being able to totally shake it. She’d
thought, get through those few weeks and then come on this cruise
and by the time they re-docked in Southampton in two months, she’d
be fine. All of that would be forgotten and she could get on with
her life all nicely rested and recuperated.

“I hope Janie’s
ok darling. Hate to think of her getting into trouble when we’re
not there for so long. She’s never been left like this before.”

Linda spoke
lazily Geoff who was eyeballs deep into numbers on his laptop.

“Fucks sakes
couldn’t you leave that at home? Did you have to take it with
you?”

Linda sounded
frustrated. She’d asked a question that Geoff hadn’t responded to
and when she saw him next to her on his fucking laptop she’d all
but exploded.

“I’m sure she’s
having the time of her life. And you know that I can’t just leave
this stuff for two fucking months. It’s because of this that we are
here. I need to keep on top of it - just check the numbers are
headed in the right direction that’s all.”

Linda heaved
and sighed an impatient sigh and returned the smile to her
attractive face. The next time she looked across at Geoff he had
nodded off into a peaceful nap. She looked at him for a few seconds
and smiled again. This was when he looked at his most attractive -
when he wasn’t in all those numbers and dollar signs. It was how
she would imagine he might look after he passed away. A positively
macabre thought, and one that was off kilter with the rest of the
world. But it was just one of those thoughts she had sometimes.

Then her phone
beeped on the little table beside her sun lounger, an incoming
message. Who the fuck could be sending her messages in the middle
of the Indian fucking ocean? It was a question that played and
replayed in her mind as she looked at the cell phone as though it
had just landed from another planet far far away.

 



CHAPTER
FIFTEEN

 


Core Shock

 


Geoff was still
napping when Linda nearly fell off the sun lounger. The colour had
drained from her face and there was no doubt that she was troubled.
She’d looked at that message from an unknown number for some time
before she opened it. The screen read ‘attached video clip’ but no
other text. There was a reason that she didn’t want to open the
message but for the life of her, she didn’t know what it was. But
when she did open it, then she knew.

The thirty
second video clip showed an almost bemused Janie being used by a
man with a brutally large cock. Inside that thirty seconds, that
cock had been slipped inside Janie’s mouth, inside her cunt and
inside her ass. The video had been edited from longer footage. It
had been expertly edited, but this wasn’t what a mother of an
eighteen year old wanted to see - spent semen dribbling from her
little one’s mouth, ass and cunt. Linda’s mind had gone from
relaxed, and chilled and just nice, to mortified horror in the
space of those thirty seconds plus. And once she had watched it
three times, she had lost the ability to think straight.

Her immediate
reaction was to look around her, at all these other cruisers,
accusingly as though one of them knew who she was and had sent her
this sick clip. But then her phone pinged another incoming message.
This time no video attached, just a text message. This time she
opened it straight away.

“Hello lover.
Just wanted to catch up and let you know your little girl is being
well looked after. By the time you get home, she’ll be well and
truly fucked. And I want us to meet again, you remember, like we
did? In fact I insist on it. I’ll be in touch xxx.”

Instantly Linda
knew that this was that woman. The woman she’d spent that time with
after she’d had that row with Janie. She tried to type a
response.

“What the
fuck……..”

She pressed
send but the screen just said, ‘message not sent’. From that point,
Linda was in a world of her own. Her mind was a mess. She couldn’t
get herself together and she was thousands of miles away from
Janie. What the fuck was going on? How could this be? She didn’t
need to spend too much time wondering who this was, she just knew
it was that woman - the woman she knew nothing about, not even her
name.

“Geoff, Geoff
wake the fuck up, I need to get to the bar and get a stiffer
drink.”

She was shaking
Geoff. For some reason, nothing ever phased him though, perhaps
that was a thing from him working in pressurised environments all
of the time.

“The fuck you
talking about Linda? This is what we do this time every day, chill
by the pool. Stiffer drinks are later right?”

By this time he
was fully awake and sitting sideways on the sun lounger wondering
what the fuck was wrong with Linda. She was rattled that was for
sure.

“I need a
stiffer drink now. No questions Geoff, for once in your life, do it
for me.”

That was a bit
unfair of her but she was rattled. Geoff looked at her phone. That
was the first time she’d had it out during the entire time they’d
been on this cruise.

“Ok ok, let’s
go. Let’s get this drink and then you are going to tell me what the
fuck is going on. Is it Janie or something?”

Well he’d hit
the nail on the head but she would never be able to tell him, or
show him that clip, or that message. If she told him, even her
version then that would just lead to more and more questions. She
had to keep this to herself. How did that fucking bitch know it
would be her who’d open that message and see that clip. It could
have been Geoff! But quite obviously she didn’t give a flying fuck
about that. It was the sort of thing that didn’t faze Seline. She
was a sadist having fun. But Linda didn’t even know this much about
her.

She’d known
that this woman was ‘something else’ just from that encounter she’d
had with her. She’d known that she could use her mouth and her
tongue and do the most amazing things with them. And now she knew
she was some kind of pervert that had somehow hooked up with Janie
and given her to this man in the clip. If only she knew the entire
story, the entire real story, then a nervous breakdown would be
assured.

She followed
Geoff from the pool deck and down into the ‘English Bar’ and she
went to a booth whilst Geoff looked for service. The bar this time
of day was quiet, most did what they usually did between ports -
they lounged by the pool.

“Are you going
to tell me what the fuck is going on. Did you get a call or
something?”

Geoff had
bought them both stiffer drinks than the wishy washy cocktails
served at the poolside. Maybe in his mind he was preparing himself
for some bad news or something. He wouldn’t have seen Linda like
this very often, or not at all. She was anything but a rattled
woman. What had attracted him to her was her laid back, effortless
sexiness. It had been like she was a woman who was completely ok in
her own body and her own mind. She had this almost outrageous
sexuality that oozed from her and yet she was not fazed by that.
But now, it was like this was a woman that he didn’t know any
more.

“It’s ok, its
ok, nothing, I had a funny turn that’s all. I don’t want to talk
about it now, it’s fine, honestly I’m ok now.”

She was
anything but ok and he knew it. But he didn’t push it any further.
Maybe later when they’d had a few proper drinks she would loosen up
and tell him what the fuck was wrong with her. Until then!

 


Seline’s
Place

 


Seline’s focus
was now on that mummified clitoris of Janie’s. The rubber enhanced
girl was in a reverse arch, over some kind of framework, and with
her pelvis and her sexuality thrust out exposed. Her arms were out
of the sleeve now and were back over her head and secured. She had
been stretched into a backwards arch and her magnificent mammaries
were just ‘there’. Those erect, constricted nipples exposed and
quivering, and in their own way begging for attention which if one
was to see this scene, would be sure was going to happen. The welts
were still visible as raised arcs in the latex.

Her long rubber
sheathed legs were spread, and her knees raised slightly so that
she was ‘comfortable’ for the long term. Because that was what this
was, the long game. It wasn’t the bondage that would be the torture
for Janie this time. It would be the incessant attention to her
mummified clitoris - the exposed almost transparent blood blister
of a tip that was very nearly throbbing visibly.

“I can OD you
on orgasm and I can deny you orgasm. And I can fuck you up
completely both ways.”

Those little
ear pieces crackling and then Seline’s voice crystal clear. And
there was this sense that Janie had been in this position for some
time because of the noise that came from her mouth. The hood wasn’t
there anymore - nor the gag. So every noise, every nuance of every
noise that came from her was unhindered and it was pure.

“Please, please
Miss, please, please.”

The little film
of sweat that coated her face was beginning to bead and drip. There
was no mistake that this was Janie. She was recognisable, and yet
she was barely recognisable from the confident, spend thrifty
teenager that she’d been before this. She was recognisable in a
haunted kind of way. There was this darting, searching quality to
her huge eyes that one could now see. There was this awfulness to
her overall expression. Those eyes wide, her full lips peeled apart
as though she were in the middle of some kind of silent scream.

When she
managed to speak there was this broken, cracked little voice that
came out. It could have been that Janie was a girl who had grown up
before her time - like who had been allowed to savour the pleasures
of money and ‘life’ in general before she had even grown up
properly. But now it was like all that was gone in the sense that
she now sounded like a lost, frightened little girl. It was clear
that right at this point in time she was not in control of her own
destiny. It was clear that she was not in control of anything at
this point.

“Ohhhhhhh
please what slut? This is what you’re for. This is what ‘I’ want
you for. It’s what I want to do with you. Play with you, and break
you up a little bit.”

Seline was
licking the sweat off Janie’s face. And the disturbing thing was
that Janie was trying to reach Seline’s tongue with her own. It was
like she wanted to suckle the tongue that was licking her face. But
Seline was keep that fleshy wet ‘organ’ of her’s out of the way of
the young girl.

Janie was in
such a state of sexual arousal that the constant tremble of her was
affecting the whole of her. It told mostly the way her rubber
encased breast mounds rippled and shook under that rubber. It told
as well, in the noises that came out of her mouth. If she wasn’t
trying to plead for some kind of mercy, then there was this
incessant noise that came from her mouth that told of the fact that
she was on the absolute edge of some kind of madness. Except it was
more than a madness.

A look deeper
into Janie’s bulging eyes told of a sexual frustration and
desperation that was beyond needing her to sort herself out. It was
a desperation that had been inflicted on her by the woman who was
now tormenting her with it.

“Mummy won’t
recognise you. But it’s ok, I’ve been in touch with mummy, and me
and her are going to have a sit down when they get back from their
little jaunt.”

Seline spoke
matter-of-factly. She just dripped these little snippets into the
ears, and the mind of Janie when she was at her rock bottom. But
that word, ‘mummy’ would have alerted her. Somewhere deep inside
her mind, ‘mummy’ would have resonated and then she would have got
a flood of memories that she had to try to deal with. Yes mummy,
mummy she wanted mummy right here right now. But then knowing that
she couldn’t have her because she was on a cruise. And then the
shock. How did Seline know her mother? What the fuck was going on?
What did she mean by they were going to have a sit down?

Janie was
shielded from the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth,
and that was just as well for her. She was having enough of her own
truth being inflicted on her by this woman, she didn’t need all of
it all at once. But that was something that she couldn’t let go of,
despite what she was going through in her mind and deep inside her
sexuality. The mention of her mother in a way that Seline was just
reminding her, bringing her into the real world - making it blend
with that surreal sexual high that she was held prisoner on.

“Please, please
get mummy for me, please, please get mummy for me.”

That she
repeated it, showed her state of mind. As though she was just
making sure that this woman heard her, and heard how desperate she
was. And desperate was something of an understatement. Like that
orgasm had been like a status or a state of mind - so this ‘denial’
was doing things to her mind that could not be undone.

“No mummy
doesn’t want to see you like this. You’re not finished yet. I want
to finish you before mummy sees you.”

And Seline was
licking Janie’s face again. This time she slithered her tongue into
the eager mouth of Janie and the young girl suckled on it. Serine
broke off that dirty, semi-kiss.

“Let’s go again
shall we lover?”

And that was
simple question but one that threw Janie into some kind of wet,
dripping panic.

“Please, please
Miss please let me cum. Please please let me cum.”

It had been
Janie’s queue to beg for orgasm. That ‘let’s go again’ obviously
something she knew. And no sooner had Janie dribbled her begging
from between her drooling lips, and Seline was flicking that
mummified clitoris. And that was it - the flicking of that
mummified bundle of nerves, all triggered and swollen, resonated on
after the flick and this was what shuddered through Janie. This was
what lit her eyes up and what set her all a quiver again but on a
different level.

 


Seline had
spent hours and hours just edging Janie. She’d done it almost like
a seduction in rubber. She’d done it slowly and effortlessly. She’d
kissed and caressed the disabled young girl, and she’d peeled off
the rubber hood, letting her see again, and then deflated and
removed the gag. All the time she was swiping the clitoris creating
that tremor and that tremble. And it was that tremble and tremor
that did the damage. It was doing those micro trembles so that the
nerve ending are coaxed towards orgasm. But always, always they
stopped just before the spilling into orgasm completely. There was
that edging - that ‘promise’ of orgasm. But one that didn’t come -
it always fell short and left Janie disappointed.

But it was more
than disappointment. It was as though she were being denied a hit
from pure crack. Like she was taking the shot but not getting the
gratification from it because it always fell short.

“Please,
please, please, please……. Please please please please.”

And that
repeated word was like the sign that she was at the end of her
tether and that she couldn’t go on any more. But the thing was that
she had been at the end of her tether for some time. She had been
at the point where she couldn’t take any more for so, so long. She
was almost in that status state again. Except not in orgasm. It was
like now the status was that micro second before full orgasm. That
micro short period where Janie just held her breath waiting to be
tipped over - but never being tipped over.

One might have
thought that she could just switch off and shrug off not having
this orgasm. That she might have it later but she wasn’t bothered
by it now. One might have thought that she could do that, or the
she’d be allowed to do that. But no, this was a state, a state of
mind that Seline had taken her to and that she held her at
deliberately because she knew that it was here that Janie was most
susceptible, most vulnerable and most fragile.

Ordinarily a
young girl could take or leave sex and orgasm. Young women weren’t
like young men discovering their own ‘clit’ between their legs.
Girls and women were wired up different. And so Seline had needed
to take this girl to this place a little at a time. She’d needed to
take everything off her, even her liberty and then she’s needed to
make this promised orgasm the most important thing in her life.
Like it was something that she needed more than anything else in
the world. And that was just it, right at this point there was
nothing else in Janie’s life.

She’d been
taken out of the clique of friends she’d had for all of her life.
And mummy and daddy weren’t around. So now it was easy to
manipulate Janie. And it was easy to take her to this point in her
sexuality. The point where orgasm was all that she needed. It had
been fed to her that way. It had been ‘sold’ to her mind like that.
As a normal young girl she could have shrugged off a denied orgasm.
But not the way she was now. She was too far gone for that.

“Please,
please, please Miss please let me cum, please god please let me
cum.”

And it was like
she got very short periods of lucidity where she could put together
a more tangible string of begging words. But then that lucidity was
gone again and it was back to the broken version of Janie. A look
between her legs, at that wrapped clit and the throbbing tip. But
the drips that came from her, even though she was still filled with
appendages. Those drips squeezing out and then oozing from the
latex ringed hole. That ooze of fluids making her look like
something that needed to be restrained for her own good.

“No sweetie. No
cumming for you. I like you like this. I like it that you’re in
that place you’re in. I like it that you are very nearly ‘broken’.
I’m not going to lie to you slut, but I have great things planned
for you and mummy. We’re going to have such fun together.”

This was the
core sadist in Seline speaking. This was the woman she was deep
down coming to the surface. She was a woman who wanted carnage for
Janie, and apparently her mother. She was a woman who looked for
perfect victims every day. And it sounded like she had found one in
Janie. That she had her mother on a hook as well was a bonus that
she wouldn’t be able to let go. That Janie was on a gap year and
had no-one who would be looking for her yet, was good as well. That
her parents were away for at least six more weeks was good. Daddy
would have to be dealt with, but she knew that would be easy given
his extra marital sexual and perverted activities.

“Please, please
Miss please, please, please.”

Janie’s
pleading and begging faded out in Seline’s mind as her mind
wandered to what she could do to mother and daughter, together and
individually.

“Nipple time I
think slut, what do you think?”

Janie didn’t so
much reply as make a noise from her mouth - a noise of distress
that made Seline smile.

 


THE END
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