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Bottom

 



CHAPTER ONE

 


CONTINUUM -
theories or models that explain gradual transitions from one
condition to another without abrupt changes.

 


Now

 


It was like I
squeezed the neck of the wine bottle to get every last drop out.
Another one bites the dust and all that as I tried to replay events
in my head but that was a big fail because everything was a blur.
That must have had something to do with the alcohol and cocaine
mix. It was one of those nights.

For the life of
me I don’t know why I even tried to get it on with a guy. I guess
it was the premature sense of being left on the metaphorical shelf
and the ensuing panic. Yeah, on the shelf at 29 - fuck my life!

I don’t like
guys, I’ve only ever really got on with other women, and only ever
REALLY got it on sexually with other woman. In general, men don’t
do it for me. It’s because they’re ‘men’, and because they have
cocks, yuch!

But you know, I
tried. I’d never even thought about children until looking down
from that shelf I had another panic attack. I’d have to be a mother
before the biological clock ticked down and the quickest route to
that was hook a guy and get pregnant.

That was
another reason I couldn’t stand men. They could pro-create into
their 70s and 80s, and who knows, even beyond, twats! But we women
can’t do that because time is never on our side - the clock is
always ticking. I’d made the conscious decision to go through with
conception, pregnancy and motherhood, just so that I could comply
to ‘the norm’ - whatever the fuck ‘the norm’ is. I should have
known it would be a disaster. It’s amazing how naive someone can be
when something like desperation hits.

I guess it was
all my fault - I mean, I don’t like men. Why the fuck would I
pro-create with one? Yeah, that shelf I felt like I was on, feeding
me shit again. Fuck it, I’m opening up another bottle of wine, just
to see if it clears my mind a bit, you know, right? But you know, I
couldn’t be the bitch who snared a man, used him to get pregnant
and then dumped him. My conscience and my heart wouldn’t let me do
that though - at heart I’m still daddy’s girl in lots of ways,
naivety being the most. And for that reason, I psyched myself up
for the whole relationship thing. I mean, I really gave it a go.
This dry white wine hits the spot every time I have to say.
Especially if it’s chilled to just the right temp.

 


I’ve always
known I look good, and always known I could get anyone I wanted to
if I tried. I mean, I know it’s a very shallow way of looking at
it, but it’s true. I’m attractive, ‘super attractive’ so I’ve been
told. I’ve got long shapely legs and a bust schoolboys would (I
imagine) lust after in their feral, developing state.

When I decided
I was going to ‘get a guy’ I kind of changed my look. I feel
slightly ashamed to admit that I went for the look that would
attract ‘guys’. something else I felt guilty about in waves -
another remnant of the daddy’s girl that I hadn’t managed to shake
off.

But in the back
of my mind all the time was that biological clock tick-tocking.
Still, that didn’t stop that little voice in the back of my mind
berating me for sexualising myself just to get a guy, just to get
pregnant. I can’t deny, that was on my mind. I’m not really that
kind of girl. But again, I’d convinced myself that I needed to me a
mom, and that was way more important than nylon sheathed legs, high
heels and red lipstick! I was just using the tools at my disposal,
that’s all! I’m a girl, what can I say?

I was brought
up a good catholic girl. I even went to an all-girl school, which
probably explains why I’m not overly fond of the male of the
species now. The best part of 10 years in a girls school, full
board, and then being let out into the world which creatures with
cocks inhabited. I guess my life had been sheltered to an extent -
actually, it was like that full on. I came out into the world
bemused that men and boys were even allowed out alone. Of course I
came to terms with it, sort of.

But anyway, I
learned on the fly as it were, but would it be so bad if I looked
for someone who’d do the business and then just be a dad from a
distance? Or not at all? That unsettled me if I’m honest. If only
for myself I had to try the relationship thing, even if it were to
eventually prove that I was right all the time, about ‘men’.
Shit-heads the lot of them. Was I wrong? Not!

 


24 hrs
earlier

 


“I’ve told you,
I’m not staying here with those wanker friends of yours any more.
That twat Gary keeps slapping me on the ass and talking to my tits.
For fuck’s sakes this is 2021, misogyny is practically illegal, let
alone all that pervy groping, staring and innuendo. Now are you
coming with me or staying with this bunch of Neanderthals?”

To say I was
annoyed would have been an understatement. A fucking
understatement! I stood up to animal like whistles from the group
we were with. To be fair although this might have been the tipping
point, and it wasn’t as though the signs weren’t there. It had been
12 months - and not so much a sign of a baby bump. I’d already
secretly decided that I wasn’t going to be trying anymore. Had it
been even slightly different, and Max even being slightly more
gentlemanly, if that even existed in a man, I might have stuck it
out for a bit longer, not much though.

“Oh, fuck off
home Cinderella, I’m staying out.”

And he made a
big thing of it, as though he was in a theatrical performance or
something. Waving his hands and arms in the air, turning his
annoying fucking voice up a notch or two. I just stopped for a few
brief seconds to meet each set of eyes looking at me with my own.
The couple of other women kind of averted my eyes because they were
treacherous heterosexual bitches who secretly loved it that Max had
talked to me that way. I didn’t even get angry, I just looked at
them, and then at him and walked out. I didn’t even bite when that
cunt Gary slapped me on the ass again as I passed him. I felt like
bottling him, but didn’t. I was passed all of that shit and as far
as I was concerned this little chapter was over and out.

 


I headed out
into the fresh air. And it was there that the effects of the coke
hit. Fuck, I didn’t even do drugs - a bit of weed now and again.
Even a line of coke, very very occasionally but never when out for
the night and never when in so much company. I was just going with
the flow. Maybe it was because the baby thing wasn’t a thing
anymore and I could just let it all go. Maybe it was because I knew
this thing was over and I didn’t give a flying fuck any more. Who
knows? I left that bar, and kind of tripped into another bar down
the road. I needed to cool off. I needed to get myself together.
What I needed to do was get the effects of the cocaine out of my
system. I needed to come down from the high that had turned
bad.

“Wow, what’s a
girl like you doing out on your own? What man would let YOU out on
your own.”

It could only
be a guy give a back-handed compliment like that and I’m not even
sure if he would have seen my eyes roll in their sockets which was
nothing at all to do with the cocaine or the drink.

“Oh you know,
if I’m a good girl I get to go out once, or twice a year. If I’m
really good, he’ll slip me a length when I get home as well.”

There was no
need for me to answer like that, not even with a smile, I know
that. I just wanted to be left alone. And I didn’t need to be so
flirtatious with it either and I literally hate that ‘slipping a
length’ saying. It’s like buying into the narrative of men. I could
kick myself sometimes. But I was thinking that this guy would leave
me alone if I let him know in that way, that I had a ‘man’ at home
waiting for me. God I wretch just thinking about it. But anyway no
such luck him leaving me alone. He’d grasped on to my explicit
language, and the suggestive words and thought he was on to a
winner.

He’d probably
seen the dilation in my pupils, the amount of cleavage I had on
show and the sheer amount of nylon sheathed leg that was displayed
quite unashamedly as well. I cringed as he pulled up a stool next
to mine and my immediate thought was to move away from him but,
typical me, I didn’t want him to think he was intimidating me.

“I like that,
the so called man left at home whilst the sexy one goes out on the
town. A modern relationship hey?”

Urghhh this was
another fucking god awful comment from a man clearly not conversant
with the term misogyny.

“I know, living
the life hey?”

At least he’d
grasped on to the fact that I had a man at home. So really it
should be easy from this point to give him the slip. I mean, at the
end of the day he’d understand and be gone when I started to make
excuses.

“Can I buy you
a drink?”

The dreaded
line that would keep me in this creep’s company for another twenty
minutes. Then I’d be obliged to buy hm one back because I’m like
that. And then fuck knows where it will all end. I was a bit
ravaged by the cocaine and the drink but I hadn’t lost sight of the
fact that there was no way I could leave this bar with this guy and
feel his cock slide up into me. That was just a no no. In fact it
made me queasy just thinking about it. I didn’t want to turn this
guy down out of hand, in case he took it the wrong way, so I was
hedging my bets.

“Go on then,
just one though because I have to go. If I’m late he gets all, you
know?”

And I smiled
sweetly - that wasn’t something I was used to doing until I got
into a ‘relationship’ but with a bit of practice it came. It
satisfied this guy, and it gave me an out when the drinks were
drunk. Except you know what they say about the best laid plans of
mice and men, right?

“Oh come on,
one more isn’t going to hurt. It’s on me, and you can just get up
after and strut your little ass out of here and you’ll never see,
or hear from me again.”

And he’d given
me a cheeky little wink which turned my stomach but, I made it look
like it amused me and winked back making sure my mascara over-done
lashes batted enthusiastically at him.

“One more then
I HAVE to go, seriously.”

But that was
when it got weird. I sensed someone behind me, pressing in as I sat
on the barstool. There was no fear it was another guy because I was
immediately enshrouded in expensive perfume. There was this sense
that this woman whoever, was tugging me round to face her and then,
out of the blue, her lips were sealed to mine and she was eating
into a kiss that I was dumbly up for. I can’t say it was unpleasant
so I kissed back. And for a second two she broke the kiss.

“Babe I haven’t
seen you for ages. How the fuck are you?”

I swear I have
never seen, or tasted that woman before in my life! But she winked
as she came in for the kiss again, so the penny dropped pretty
quickly.

“Uhm look,
something has come up I have to shoot. You two have fun hey?”

And that was
the guy, with a suitably disgruntled look on his face making his
excuses and leaving. It was like he’d discovered his wife of 30
years had been having an affair with the 18 year old girl
neighbour. It was like that “Ewww you’re a lesbian.” But he didn’t
say that, he just left. But the woman ate into my more than willing
mouth until he was out of sight and then she broke it, licking my
saliva and her’s off her lips.

“It looked like
you needed some help darling.”

And we both
laughed. She was older than me, but a beauty. A stunning woman in
her thirties I would imagine - and could she kiss or could she
kiss?”

“I can’t tell
you how grateful I am. Thank you so much.”

We both smiled
again and she did that thing, that pouring her eyes over me like
men do, but better and much more welcoming by me.

“Maybe you can
show me a bit later. I’m at a loose end and it looks like you are
as well. What you say we share a bottle of their finest and see
what happens.”

I’m not sure
what it is about me. But it was like out of the frying pan now and
into the fire. Although not quite - this was much more my style.
Max was already history even though I’d have to have it out with
him later. I wanted him out of my flat, and gone.

“Sounds good to
me. My place is out though?”

And she winked
at me again and brushed her nose up against mine.

“It’s ok, I’ve
got a place, not far from here.”

And that was it
for this night. I can’t say it left me feeling great about myself
but at least I was being true to myself. Fuck motherhood.

 


That woman, and
I’m ashamed to say that I don’t even know her name, could eat
pussy. She ate me for hours and hours. She ate me out of my cocaine
high and then the low that came out of it. It made the coke
bearable if one didn’t have to go through the ‘down’ phase. But
this woman made me realise why I preferred other women to the male
of the species. Fucking men, all they’re interested in is
offloading the contents of their balls and once that happens, they
roll over and go to sleep.

But this woman
was attentive to the point of ‘intense’. The way she stroked me
and, and kissed me all over. She gave me a completely different
feeling to that that Max, or any man could give me.

“Just relax
sweetheart, let me pleasure you. Don’t think about a thing, just
let me take you. Just enjoy.”

Her whispering
sexy voice filtered into me throughout and it was like that voice
was part of what she was doing to my senses. It was as though we
were as one for that short time that we were together. And yet that
time was like immeasurable - somehow it was time that all rolled
together as this woman did things to me I’d never had done to me
before. It was like the sweetness of her voice filtering in to me
was at odds with the obscene things she was doing to my sexuality.
How could this woman, who I didn’t even know the name of, make me
feel like this?

“Your turn, you
pleasure me. Don’t try too hard, just take it as it comes, let it
flow.”

And she was
whispering again as she lowered herself onto my face. She was
already dripping when I felt her sex lips press into my face first.
Correction, she was wet through already. And yes she was dripping
into my open mouth. I could taste her - that sweet taste of her
sexuality and that made me want more. Oh, did I want more? I wanted
as much as she could give. She was spread over me, kneeling up with
her hands on the headboard of the bed as she writhed her crotch
over my face. Every so often she would lift off and hover herself
so that I had to strain my neck to get more of her. It was like she
was teasing me - like she was making me want more and then teasing
me. And then she would come down again and seal my face with her
most intimate sexual flesh so that I could eat into her with no
restrictions.

“Mmmmm that’s a
good girl. You’ve done this before I can tell. But I want
more.”

This nameless
woman was so, so experienced at what she did that she made me
forget my troubles as though they didn’t exist. It had been 12
months or more since I’d had woman sex - I’d forgotten pretty much
why it made me so hot. And this woman was as expert, as experienced
as I had ever seen, or felt in another woman. She was attentive,
and she was expert with her lips, with her mouth, but with her mind
as well. Those words she whispered gave me something to feed off.
They made me want to do dirty things with her. They encouraged me
to do dirty things with her. They made me forget all about my woes
and took me to another place that I didn’t want to leave. If I was
honest with myself she made me feel like I had never been felt
before.

 



CHAPTER TWO

 


Rolling Orgasms
That Never End

 


And when she
gave me the first orgasm of the night I thought I was going to be
launched into orbit or something. I’ve had orgasms before,
beautiful, dirty wet orgasms. But there was something about what
this woman did to my body that made it all come together in
celebration of my exploding clitoris. It was an orgasm that began
in the core of my clit and then just tsunami’d out to the rest of
my femininity. No man could ever do that - I was sure of that.

“Ride it out
lover, let it take you ‘there’.”

All the time
there was this voice of her’s that kind of kept me in check,
whatever in check means. There was this pureness about the orgasm
that I’d never felt before, never experienced before and she
nurtured it, as though it was her own. And I’d heard about women
who ’squirted’ when they came but I’d never been convinced. I’d
been of the mind that if it happened then it was by women who
couldn’t control their bladder when they were in the middle of an
orgasm which was fair enough when you take into consideration what
an orgasm can do to a woman’s body.

So when I
squirted I was kind of eating my words. Actually she was eating my
’squirt’. The pleasure, the orgasm was so intense, so intensely
beautiful that the pressure behind my clitoris forced me to squirt
in this way and I didn’t have any control over it. There had to be
urine involved, surely, and sexual fluids, like a magical mixture
of both? But I didn’t give a flying fuck. I was squirting and she
was eating what I was expelling, as well eating me deeper. She was
eating like she was one hungry woman.

The noises I
was making were making me sound feral. I knew that but I didn’t
care. And this was the only time ever that I had been given a
multiple orgasm - one that rolled into the next, and the next. One
that didn’t have a line between it, and the next. They were orgasms
that made me hold my breath, and then keep holding it until I was
left with no alternative but to let it go. And this woman just kept
eating me. She was eating me like I had never been eaten before and
then made me feel as feral as I must have sounded.

She squirted as
well. When it was her turn and she was sitting over my face with
her thighs either side of my face, she did that thing where she
hovered her sex lips over my face and she was encouraging me to
slip out my tongue and reach up to her sex lips, and for the eight
thousand nerve endings that was her clitoris. And when she squirted
it was more like a ‘gush’,

“That’s right
lover, slip it out and up, show me how much you want to taste me
and pleasure me.”

God, there was
just something about this woman and how she did sex, and how she
talked sex. I can’t deny she excited me. She excited me so much
that I could forget about everything else. She excited me in the
kind of way that I didn’t want it to end. I don’t really know if I
ate her and gave her as much pleasure as she gave me. I just don’t
know. But she squirted into my mouth and I drank it all. I drank it
down like it was the sweetest nectar in the world. It didn’t escape
me that I was being dirtier with this nameless woman than I had
been with any of the established lesbian relationships I’d had.

Maybe that was
what it was - that this was an illicit thing happening and because
it was illicit and almost ‘sordid’ in a way, it was that, that made
it so exciting. Maybe it was that, that was making my mind melt so
much. I know I didn’t want to stop eating her out. I knew that I
wanted to be inside her sex with my mouth so much that I didn’t
want her orgasm to end. It was like she hadn’t wanted my orgasm to
end.

And then
between orgasms, between the fucking beautiful orgasms, she just
sat over me as I lay exhausted on the bed and she stroked me. She
didn’t just stroke me though - she made love to me with her finger
tips. She danced her perfectly manicured nails over my flesh in a
way that made me ‘whimper’. No-one had extracted noises like that
out of me before. At first I thought it couldn’t have been me
making those noises but it was. Noises that were wet and dripping
and noises that conveyed that I was in a place that I hadn’t been
in before.

“You’re a live
one. You need to get out more, on your own. Go where the adventure
takes you.”

And with that
she was inside me with her mouth again. She was inside me and she
was sliding her tongue as deep as possible into me as she could get
it. And as she did that she rimmed my butthole with her fingers.
She was using the dripping swampy mess that was my sexuality as
lubrication for what she was doing with her fingers and that was
making me hold my breath again and she began working both of my
intimate holes. Fuck, who was this woman?

 


The fact was
that I didn’t know who she was. I didn’t know how long I had been
with her. Time meant nothing as I was taken right up into heaven,
and then back down countless times. But then it was weird, it was
like one minute I was there, being pleasured by this experienced
being, by her mouth and fingers, and her voice, the next I was
being guided to the front door and then out. The final kiss from
her on the lips, another deep and sensual kiss, and then that front
door being closed, and me sliding into the waiting cab.

I didn’t even
know her name and when I’d asked, on that very doorstep, she just
pressed her finger to my lips, to ssshhh me up. And there had been
that slight move of her head side to side that I didn’t really know
what it meant. And then she was gone. Maybe there had been
something inside me that wanted there to be more to this that there
had been. Maybe I was kind of hoping because the sex had been so
explosive and so all consuming, that there was the spark of a
relationship there. Maybe I WANTED there to be more.

But the truth
of it was that I had no idea who she was. And as the taxi made its
way through city traffic, so blown had my mind been, that I had no
idea where I had just spent those fantastic hours, or even how many
hours had passed. We hadn’t swapped numbers. We hadn’t agree to
meet up again and see what happens. There was just nothing. The
further away that cab got from where I had been with this woman,
the more ‘used’ I felt to be honest.

Yes that was
exactly how I’d felt, used. But I don’t know how I felt about that.
The sex wasn’t something I regretted - that was an experience. It
was something that I would remember as long as I was drawing
breath. Maybe I was looking to blame this woman whoever she was,
for using me to sate herself sexually. Maybe she made the habit of
doing what she’d done to me. Pick me up, take me back and bring me
to some kind of forbidden heaven for a time and then just dump me
back on the street. Maybe she did that sort of thing every weekend.
And there I was this night just convenient for her to ‘rescue’. And
the rest of it was so easy for her.

I gasped in the
back of the cab when I realised I didn’t have any panties on. I’d
dressed, weak kneed and didn’t put my panties back on, but that was
because they weren’t there. She’d kept them - she’d kept them for
herself like a memento, and then ushered me out onto the
street.

“Driver what
was that address you just picked me up from?”

But he didn’t
answer, so I asked him again.

“We don’t keep
that on our screen Ma’am. Once the pickup has been made it
vanishes. This was a call-in to the office, but they don’t keep the
records so strictly I think.”

Of course they
didn’t! It was a minicab firm who probably didn’t keep any records.
But I just shrugged. Why would I even want the address - just to
get my panties? She could keep them. She obviously didn’t want me
other than to use for sex. I was just one of her conquests. I was
just another one she’d picked up with ease, used and then
dumped.

So what should
have been a time to bask in the afterglow of what was mind blowing
sex, was spent with a growing and festering ‘irk’ inside my mind.
Given what I was going through with Max, and what I still had to
deal with, this should have been my smile inducing time. But it
wasn’t. I was more fucked up than I had been before I met this
amazingly skilled, beautiful, bitch of a woman.

 


Max was already
at the flat when I got back.

“What the fuck
is the matter with you? Where have you been?”

His voice was
demanding, you know in that way he thought he had every right to
know the answers to those two questions. That thing that men do
like they own you or something.

“I’ve been out,
having a good time. That’s all you need to know.”

And that was
the truth, I didn’t lie. I’d been having the time of my life but I
wouldn’t expand on that and tell him that I felt used by this older
nameless woman now and that generally felt like shit. I was going
to have to front this out. In my mind I knew that Max was history
and he wouldn’t be spending another night in this flat.

“You don’t
think you owe me an explanation as to where you’ve been all night
and half the day? Why don’t you have a rethink and come back to me
with different answers?”

All night and
half the day? I hadn’t even thought about the time, or the day. My
head must have been proper fucked up first by drink and drugs and
then by this mysterious woman who’d eaten me from the inside out
and taken me to oblivion in the process. And now this cheeky cunt
standing in front of me all fucking man like thinking he can
intimidate me. It did briefly cross my mind to grab something hard
and heavy and whack him with it. I decided against that.

“Look, I’m
gonna make this really easy for you to understand. We’re done - as
in we’re finished. I want you out of the flat today. Now
preferably.”

And I just
looked at him. I don’t think I’d ever been so blunt with anyone in
my life. And so I have this prick standing in front of me with hang
dog expression I could have knocked off his face for him.

“There’s no
need for that. We can talk it through, get to the bottom of it. I’m
sure we can sort this you know.”

Typical man
wasn’t listening to a word I’d said. All he could see was that his
free rent period was over and he’d have to start dipping into his
own pocket from now on.

“There’s
nothing to talk about. Just get your stuff together and get the
fuck out Max, it’s over. And I mean over.”

Poor Max had
thought I’d be his forever ‘bit of skirt’ or something. Someone he
could parade like a trophy in front of those obnoxious cunts he
called ‘mates’. For sure that’s what it looked like as my pretty
harsh words filtered in. But he didn’t know I’d just been using him
to get pregnant, or try to get pregnant. I was convinced if he knew
this he’d have a breakdown on the spot.

“But
but…..”

“But nothing.
Just get your shit and fuck off Max. I don’t even want to look at
you anymore.”

I knew even as
the words were coming out of my mouth that I was being harsh. But
sometimes it’s better to be cruel than kind. This was one of those
times.

“I’ll sue you.
Half of this place is mine.”

And here it
was, the bitter twisted bullshit that men come out with when it’s
the end of the road.

“Oh fuck off
you moron, I’m a lawyer for fucks sakes. I already had this flat
when you came along and you’ve only been here 12 months. 12 long
months I might add. You’ve put nothing financial into this
relationship or the properties. In fact on that score you’ve fallen
short you fucking leach. We’re not married and we’re no longer
together. But I’ll call you a cab when you’re ready to go if you
want, just to show there’s no hard feelings?”

There were hard
feelings, and I was being harsh again. And the way Max slopped off
in the direction of the bedroom told me finally the penny had
dropped for him. He was history and once he slunk out of the front
door with his designer suitcases and hand luggage, I didn’t even
think about him again, not as being my partner. So there it was I’d
done the man relationship thing and I’d tried to become a mother.
That hadn’t worked out and now I was onto a different phase of my
life. The thing was I didn’t know what this other phase of my life
would consist of.

 


Now

 


I looked at my
watch, it was almost 5.30pm. It’d been hours since Max sloped off.
And that second bottle of wine was two thirds done, unlike Max who
was completely utterly done. At least that coke was out of my
system so all I had to contend with was the hangover. And you know,
the way to avoid a hangover is to stay drunk? That is right, isn’t
it?

I reached for
my phone to check messages and emails. There was nothing pressing
that couldn’t wait until I was back in office in three days’ time.
I was taking holiday days so was pretty chilled. The trouble with
taking holiday days was that they weren’t ever holiday days unless
you’d flown to some far flung island paradise that was not only
isolated but also impossible to get back from should anything
‘urgent’ come up.

But everything
was under control. I had a couple of big cases coming up. I’m a
divorce lawyer which makes Max’s threat sue me more laughable. As a
retainer the going rate for ‘me’ is £9k a day. And I have to say I
deserve every penny of it, because I am good. The professional in
me sees me doing things fairly and squarely but the raging lesbian
feminist I am always secretly bats for the woman - especially if
it’s her that’s doing the divorce thing.

My mind
wandered to that woman again. I was still ‘tingling’ between the
legs at what she’d done to me, and what she’d got me to do to her.
If I closed my eyes and swallowed I could still feel her squirting
gushes hitting the back of my throat then sliding down. And there
was still the distant, almost vacant throbbing of my clit that
ensured every so often I gave it a rub. I groaned to myself. I
could have stayed with her for days, just for the sex. I had no
idea what she was like as a woman, or if I’d be able to live with
her on a long term basis. I mean, let’s be fair, she might be a
fucking nightmare. I had come across nightmares in other women.
Never nightmares on the male scale though.

If I was honest
with myself I was a bit annoyed, on a growing basis that the time
with her ended the way it did. There wasn’t even the excitement
that she might call me out of the blue because she didn’t take my
number, I knew that for a fact. And she sure as hell didn’t give me
her’s. I would have been so excited to take her number and have
that option to meet up again, even if it went nowhere. But it was
like she, and I wish to god I had her name, had engineered the
whole time we spent together with that exact ending in mind.

Maybe I was
being unfair, assuming she did what she did because she was a bitch
of the first order? Who knew what was going on in her life? I mean,
look at my life - an absolute mess at this time. A broken
relationship and no apparent direction to it and more to the point
no baby on the way. Who’s to say that her life isn’t even more a
mess? It was just, she was so fucking good, so hot and I just
wanted more. And this wine is making me morose so the only answer
is to finish the bottle. I wanted to fuck that woman with my tongue
again, there was no getting away from it. I wanted to eat her out
like she had eaten me out and then I wanted to do anything she
wanted me to do. But my desire was running away with me, and that
was the problem. I needed to get it out of my system somehow.

 



CHAPTER
THREE

 


The Calling

 


That’s the
sixty four thousand dollar question. Getting it out of my mind and
how to do it? Getting HER out of my mind when I didn’t really want
to. I wanted more of her but deep down I knew I wasn’t going to get
more of her so I had to get something else that would grip me so
that she could slide out of my subconscious and not come back.

I had to be in
the most difficult phase of this right now. That wet tingling
between my legs staying with me very physically and with that
sexual adventure still so fresh in my mind. Maybe I could track her
down somehow? There was no way I’d ever find that flat I’d been at
again. That cab ride was such a blur and I’d spent not a split
second wondering where in town I was. She’d blown my mind so
completely and totally that thinking logically was not something
I’d been doing. Some would say being out of it so much for a woman
out on her own was a dangerous thing to do. Maybe it was, but
statistics show that it’s men that are the danger, not other
women.

I suppose I
didn’t know what might, or could be waiting back at that flat that
she took me to. She could have been some nutter baiting women for a
lunatic man. But I’m an intelligent woman no matter how much drink
or drugs I’d taken I never smelled a rat. All I was aware of was
the sexual energy. So would it be so bad if I tracked her down and
presented myself to her again? If I analysed that and was honest
with myself I didn’t even know where I would start to look. I mean
I’m a divorce lawyer, I don’t track down women who’ve done nothing
wrong. There were a couple of private detectives I used sometimes
in cases where ‘affairs’ are disputed, or for other things that may
crop up in my cases. I could give them a call and see what they
come up with.

But I didn’t
have a lot to go on. In fact I had nothing to go on. I knew nothing
about her at all. I didn’t even have a false name that I could have
shared with these private dicks. Yeah, it wasn’t a good idea to
involve anyone else. Maybe I’d come across as a bit desperate or
something. But then I wouldn’t have to share everything with them.
Just that I was looking for this woman. Yeah, it didn’t stack up.
But I was getting the calling to see this woman again and that
calling was emanating from between my legs. I could feel that I was
all wet down there again. I don’t think I’d ever dried up if I’m
honest. And that distant tingling and throbbing wasn’t helping. In
fact it was driving me mad.

I took what was
left of the wine to the bedroom. I was going to have to sort myself
out, if you follow me. I placed the wine on the bedside table and
slipped open the drawer to retrieve my trusty vibrator. This would
have to do in the absence of another woman, THAT woman. I took off
the silk housecoat I’d been wearing and lay on the bed. My long
legs spread open seemingly of their own accord. I lifted my knees
slightly and began playing the vibe up and down the slick wetness
of my hairless smooth slit.

I’d done away
with pubic hair years ago, when I was still in my teens I think. I
love the naked, bare, smooth flesh of my cunt and mons the best. I
twisted the end of the vibe to turn it on and sucked in a deep
breath as I played the tip up and down my labia.

This vibe
wasn’t a monster thing. It was small, petite and a woman’s best
friend. I didn’t need it to mimic a big thick disgusting cock. It
was designed and existed for a lady needing that quick fix, and
this did it for me. It was small and discreet and yet packed a
powerful ‘hum’ that reached the parts. So perfect was this little
thing, I kept one in my bedside table and one in each of my
numerous handbags. A girl has to do what she has to do after all,
right?

By the time
that vibe was ploughing my labia lips apart I was already gasping
in short sharp bursts. I was nibbling my bottom lip as I rewound
the time I’d spent with ‘her’. In my mind I’d decided to ponder
this woman as ‘her’ because that was all I had. And there was a bit
of venom when I thought of her as ‘her’. But not now when this vibe
was buzzing up and down and between my lips. Every so often I
paused at the clitoral bundle, lifted the tip of the vibe slightly
and let myself arch up for it. I was imagining this woman was
teasing me with her tongue again, making me work for it. And then I
was sliding the vibe inside me, not to stretched me, but to search
out the most intimate of my smooth, wet and slippery bumps and
notches.

“Ohhhh fuck
more, please more. I need more.”

And yes I was
talking to ‘her’. More like I was asking in that whimper like voice
for more of what she was doing to me. I was asking nicely if I’m
honest, as though if I didn’t ask politely then she might say no.
But that was a good narrative to play that vibe to. Again, if I’m
honest, I was feeding the fantasy - maybe taking it where it could
have gone, as if there had been more to come. Maybe I was
furthering it, fuelling it because there was no way it would go any
further for real. Was that a bad thing to do? A dangerous thing
maybe? I mean, it wouldn’t set me off on some trip of obsession
would it? Depending on the orgasm I got at the end of this vibe
session, it could mean that I would have to do it more, at least
until ‘she’ was out of my system. Was that a bad thing? I didn’t
think so. I had to, I needed to get ‘her’ out of my system and this
was the only way, for now, that I knew how to.

When the orgasm
came it was probably the most intense I had managed with that vibe,
ever. I usually just had the vibes for the fast fix. That was what
this was supposed to have been, a fast fix. But I found myself
stretching it out, wanting it to last longer because of the images
I was filling my mind with of this woman who had rescued me from
that god awful man. Maybe this was what I was so obsessed about
after all. Her coming in, sweeping me off my feet and away from the
man who was becoming a pain in the ass. And then to that place,
that bedroom where the magic happened. And it had been magic that
now stayed with me. It was in my head and at least for now I
couldn’t do anything about it. I had to go with it.

So what I was
doing was edging myself, making it last longer, making those images
in my mind more intensely obscene. Making what I was doing with
this woman in the fantasies in my mind more dirty, more filthy. I
was elevating myself to that place in my mind that I would do
literally anything with this woman. And I was fully convinced that
I would do anything bar nothing with her. I was even elaborating in
my mind what we had already done together. Just making that time
with the vibe more gratifying - more special.

“Ohhhh god,
fuck, god fuck, fucking hell god.”

The orgasm was
peak - it went up there and the slope to that peak was almost
vertical. That was how the pleasure measured up and how it built up
so quickly and so ‘thickly’. And then I squirted again. I’d only
squirted with this woman and no-one else. No man could ever
pleasure me enough or to such intensity to make me squirt anyway.
But now with those fantasies feeding my physiology that pressure
behind the clitoral bundle was there - it was there enough to make
me shoot high into the air, and to whisper and swear as the
intensity reached its peak. And then not just one squirt, but a
second and a third one as the orgasm reached crested and then came
down the other side.

And too late me
going for a second one, one that I would edge to, and edge to again
until the orgasm was cooked enough to be released again. But I
missed it. I’d have to work on that next time. Squirt and then hold
back the main event - squirt again and hold back as I imagined this
woman doing things, dirty obscene things to me. Fuck I needed to
see her again. I had to find her. Even as I was coming down the
other side of that orgasm I was making this decision in my mind to
try to hunt this woman down.

I could feel my
blush burning my face as I came down and I could feel myself trying
to catch my breath. She could have been here with me, it was that
real in my mind. I could almost feel her breath on my face and down
between my breasts. And then her blowing across my rock hard
nipples. I had to find her. There was nothing else that was more
important in my mind than finding this woman. There was nothing
negative in my head about the task I was deciding I had to embark
on. I could feel the product of those squirts running down the
insides of my thighs and as I let the vibe drop I ran my finger tip
through the juices and brought them up to my lips. I could feel my
nostrils flaring as the aroma of myself hit the senses but then my
lips opened up and I tasted myself. I would never have done that
before, ever. But now, the orgasm slipping away, there was still
this need to be dirty and obscene, like I was doing it for
‘her’.

Fuck, this will
do my head in, I know it will, if I don’t find her. Right at this
point I was doubting that I would get her out of my system. I’m a
grown professional woman for fucks sakes, this shouldn’t be a thing
for me. Ok, I’d had a coming together with the hottest woman I’d
ever known and now it was over. Or now it should have been over but
it wasn’t. I licked my fingers wanting to get more of myself in my
mouth. But that was just it, I couldn’t get enough of myself. And
now the orgasm was over, I felt ever so slightly, the shame of
that. There was this sort of down beat shame that was infesting me
as I licked my fingers. Should I stop? I didn’t need to, I was on
my own. Max was long gone and I was just having a moment to myself.
There was nothing wrong with that surely? There kind of was though,
wasn’t there?

When it was
over, when that orgasm was gone and there was nothing left on my
fingers to lick or suck off, there was still the after taste and
that was a little different to the in orgasm taste. Or was it that
the filth of it was more potent and more pungent? Now I was
contending with having squirted for the first time solo and that
was like a marker down. She had made me squirt for the first time
ever, and because of her, in her absence, I had squirted again. I
had to find her. I had to tell her.

 


I don’t think
my clitoris had ever been in so much of need for recovery as it did
right now. I hadn’t been able to take just that orgasm and leave
it. I’d needed to lay back and get the vibes back and then I went
for it again, and again and again. The result was that little nub
of eight thousand nerve endings had swollen somewhere. And with
that swelling there was the ultra-sensitivity and even though that
became like a soreness, it also became like an itch that needed to
be scratched and inside that itch was the need to pleasure it more
because although it was an itch, it was also that intense pleasure.
The more pleasure I took from it though, the more it hurt. In the
end I had to stop. It was at the point when I wasn’t sure if it was
pleasure or pain that I could feel. I had to stop. How could I find
this woman? How could I track ‘her’ down?

It came to me
when I was lolling between sleep and waking. I was just lying on
the bed not doing anything, just snoozing and hoping my clit
wouldn’t be so sore soon so that I could go at it again. Then it
came to me. This woman, if she did what she did on a regular basis,
pick younger women up and take them back to her place to give them
mind blowing orgasms, then maybe she was on social media? That
wouldn’t be such a far flung notion. In fact it would be her ideal
and most fertile hunting ground. She met me by mistake, she rescued
me by mistake but that opportunity wouldn’t present itself to her
every single time. Surely she had a social media presence - a
platform or platforms that she could arrange dates from - all above
board and all innocent. And that was because it was innocent
right?

I shot up bolt
upright on the bed, I looked at the clock on my beside table, it
was 10.43am. I never drank alcohol before midday and didn’t intend
to this day either. But by 11.30am, sitting in my study scrolling
through social media sites on my desktop computer, I decided I’d
had enough. Fuck it, it was midday somewhere, right? I cracked open
a bottle of red and just poured half a glass. Two days left until I
went back to work and then I could get back into the old routine
which I’d stuck to for years.

I tried
Facebook, insta, Twitter, Tinder and all the variations thereof. As
a desperate measure I even opened up TicToc as though woman of her
sophisticated sexual abilities would use that app! I couldn’t find
her woman anywhere. The only thing I was sure about was if I saw
her again, I would know. Like if her picture came up in front of me
from one of these sites then I would know about it. I would
instantly recognise her even if she looked slightly different to
what she looked in real life the night we’d met.

By 2pm I’d used
all of the options up and I sat back sipping yet another glass of
wine as the ideas literally drained from my brain. My clit was
throbbing again but I wasn’t sure if it was sore or if it needed
that scratch again. It was electric to the touch but I rubbed that
bundle of swollen nerve endings gently and felt the wetness come
again. What was I going to do? I had to do something. I couldn’t
just leave it at this. I wasn’t convinced this woman wasn’t out
there somewhere, I just had to find her. That of course was easier
said than done. I’d spent hours trawling these sites. And then I
hit on it again!

Maybe if I put
myself out there, on these sites, or the dating sites anyway, that
I would come across her, or she would come across me? That was a
question I was asking myself and I couldn’t think of a negative to
it really. Ok, ok, I wouldn’t normally entertain a dating site -
and for god’s sakes I would avoid the darker element at all cost -
I mean, it’s out there isn’t it? This darker areas of sexuality
that normal people didn’t inhabit. All I had to do was stay away
from all that shit and it would be ok. And, who knows I might even
get a decent date or two out of it along the way with my primary
goal of tracking this older woman down.

So I went back
to the sites with a different aim - this time not finding this
woman but making a profile, not my real name or anything like that.
I mean does anyone use their real name on these sites? I couldn’t
do that, I had my career and job to consider so, it would have to
be a false name. It would have to be a different look, maybe a more
understated version of what I had done to myself to snare a man.
After all, I wouldn’t be looking for a man, I would be dipping my
toe back in the female pool. I didn’t want a man anywhere near me
for fucks sakes.

I’m not sure
what it was, but things took a bit of an upturn when I decided to
go down this route. It was like a good feeling that I could kill
two birds with one stone. I could maybe get laid by another woman
or two, and there was always the possibility that I would come
across ‘her’ again. I needed to at least feel like I was doing
something to help my own cause. There was nothing worse that
knowing I needed to do something and then doing precisely
nothing.

 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


The Stronger
Calling

 


I needed a
couple of selfies first so makeup had to be the priority. I wasn’t
used to doing makeup for mating call reasons. I could do it like I
had done with Max because men are easy. You don’t even need a full
face of makeup with men, just a slash of red lipstick and they’re
sadly, happy. With women it’s different. We look at the little
things differently - fuck I mean most men don’t look at the little
things at all. But I was going all out lesbian - but I didn’t want
to be a dyke. I wanted to ooze a bit of classy femininity whilst
still offering and edge to it as well. I had this vision in my
mind, this ‘person’ I could be but the longer I thought of it the
more I was getting the vibe that I was trying to be ‘her’. And I
didn’t want that. Fuck, I didn’t want that at any cost.

She had that
‘edge’ and I don’t really know what that edge was or is. It’s just
something that is there and you can’t put your finger on it at all.
Just a slice of her that was not maybe ‘normal’ but at the same
time it wasn’t something that could be pinned down. Maybe I could
be that but to the opposite. Maybe I could be out there, swiping
left and right on Tinder, but retain this sweetness - this core of
me that might in reality have been eroded away a long time ago, but
for the sake of this adventure, it would be back again. The sweet
sensitive me - the one that attracts the right sort. Not that I
knew what the right sort was or is. Maybe I would know when it
happened. I didn’t know that ‘she’ was the right sort until her
tongue was inside me playing all those tricks on me, and inside
me.

I like the look
with my hair back in a pony tail that was high and tight. This way
the makeup didn’t need to be to strong and all my best facial
features were highlighted and emphasised in the best possible way.
A red lipstick, but not deep blood red. Rather a powder red and
with pale foundation and then, dark eyes, shadow, liner and
mascara. I made sure that I looked as classy as I could. I was no
expert at makeup but I’d done enough over the years to get this
right. And then for a series of selfies just a transparent sheer
top which was discreetly not transparent across the nipples. But
that layer of nylon giving my cleavage an extra boost, an extra
sheen. I smiled at myself - how could I not?

All I needed
was the top half of me to look the business. I wasn’t going to do
any full length shots, at least not before I got the ball rolling.
Maybe later I’d do some leggy ones, maybe in stockings and heels.
Maybe pantyhose and heels - I couldn’t decide. I did have good
legs, I’d been told often enough, even ‘she’ had commented on my
legs.

“Fabulous legs
darling.”

She’d whispered
to me in that way that she did. Bitch, where are you?

But what I had
decided was that this was all a bit exciting. If I was to be asked
what exactly was exciting I don’t think I’d be able to explain.
Maybe the clandestine nature of opening one of these online dating
accounts was the pull. Maybe that was the streak of excitement I
could feel at my core, I don’t know. Maybe it was the sexual buzz
it was giving me - and I knew it was giving me that buzz because of
the wetness and the throbbing between my legs. Maybe it was the
fact that in all probability I would be getting dates with sex
attached. I mean no-one actually opened those accounts and then
followed through on dates whilst at the same time discounting that
there would be sex somewhere along the line, right?

Not me anyway -
I was more than pretty sure that I would be getting laid and that
didn’t bother me in the slightest. I wasn’t a catfish, telling lies
to make money from vulnerable lonely people - I’d heard all about
them. I was just getting out there and seeing what was about in the
form of fun. I didn’t need money - I earn enough and will only earn
more. For me this was different. Yes in a way I was moving on from
the encounter I’d had with this woman, but at the same time, in the
corner of my mind, I was thinking, ‘well who knows, maybe I will
come across her out there somewhere.’ I sure as hell wouldn’t do
that from my bedroom, flicking my clitoral bean until it was too
sore to touch.

 


Then I had to
think of a name. I couldn’t use my own name, Sally. If I did there
was always the possibility that someone might come across me on the
dating sites and with the name Sally put two and two together to
come up with four. That wasn’t an option. I needed another name -
one that was ‘out there’ and yet not too outrageous. I didn’t mind
it that people who swiped me on their apps would probably think
that’s not her real name - I didn’t give a flying fuck about that
because in all probability their screen name wasn’t their real name
either. It was like a game that adults played. That was ok, I was
alright with games. The older one gets the more you realise that
life is one big game anyway. This was just an extension of it,
that’s all.

‘Cindy’ sounded
good to me. I mean that could be a hooker’s name but at the same
time it was straight enough to be real. I toyed with the idea of
changing the C for an S and making ’Sindy’ but that was too
obvious, even for me. I’m pretty naive about all this stuff so I
guess choosing to stay on the right side of the line was the wise
and natural thing to do as opposed to stepping over it. Cindy it
remained! I set about filling out my online profile and I would use
the same details for all the sites I chose. I even made my own
Twitter. I’d never even looked at Twitter before. Who the fuck
wants to spend the day trying to converse in 280 characters? But I
thought it would be a good tool, if only to direct likely
girlfriends to my online dating profile. Yes this was exciting me I
have to say.

It had built
from a bit of casual online dating to a full blown project. Again I
don’t know really what was driving it. The thought that I might
come across ‘her’ again, or this sexual thing she had left me with.
All I hoped was that the sexual part would not be an issue I would
have to deal with in due course. I’d never been that hung up on sex
and I went through phases that I could take or leave it - like a
lot of women I would imagine. But since this ‘encounter’ sex and
sexual pleasure and squirting orgasms had become a thing for me.
And at the end of the day maybe it was this that I was trying to
get out of my system. Maybe it was this that I had to get out of my
system more than ‘her’. I decided that’s what I was doing. I was
getting it out of my system. I was kind of accepting that this was
a process I had to go through and that eventually I would come out
the other side stronger and better for it.

 


Height, 5’10”
(in bare feet), Stats, 40dd-27-37, hair colour, dark almost auburn
red, eyes, green. Career, city professional. Sexual persuasion -
lesbian. It was fun filling out profiles - being someone I wasn’t,
not really. I couldn’t lie on the height, the looks etc, but there
was no way I would admit to being a £9k a day lawyer on a fucking
dating site. That maybe information I would share if any of my
‘dates’ made it past second base. Likewise the personal stuff,
‘relationship status’. That was ok I could tick single because I
am. Hobbies - I smiled to myself a little. Reading, watching
movies, all of the usual suspects, plus - ‘finding the perfect
partner’. I thought that was sweet and that it might strike all the
right chords with those swiping through those profiles online. And
all I put in my ‘what am I looking for’ box was, ‘I’m a girl’s
girl, so looking for same.’ Those out there with the same
inclinations as me would know what I was on about and meant. It was
like secret code.

I chose the
best of a bunch of pictures and had to admit when I sat back and
looked at my new profile on the big screen, it looked good. The
picture I chose was striking - I even had the hots for myself
sometimes and this was one of those times. All I had to do now was
click the ‘go live’ button and it would be out there. I squeezed my
thighs because that wet throb between my legs was arousal now. My
clitoris had recovered a little and there was this definite
pleasure oozing from it - about equal pleasure ooze to wetness ooze
I reckoned. I pressed that button and I was live. The first dating
site had me loud and proud on their landing page. They do this with
all the new signees apparently. Give them exposure in the first
week or so for free.

Then it was all
about promotion - getting out there and that meant spending money
even though the basic account is free. I didn’t mind that - these
sites, these people had to pay their expenses and earn a living so
I could never knock that. I didn’t even have a problem knowing that
a lot of these profiles that I clicked through were probably call
girls and sex workers. I didn’t give a shit about that either. The
girls had my vote every time - they should have medals and they
should be left the fuck alone by the authorities. Who’d do what
they do, day in day out, night in night out with sleaze bags off
the net, or off the street corners? Prostitution had come a long
way even in my modest years of age. It was all mobile phones and
mobile card machines now. Still, those girls, those women, doing
what they needed to do to get by. Fair play to them!

I used the next
half an hour or so copy pasting my profile to other platforms with
a few specifics tweaked according to the site requirements. At the
beginning I’d thought about just being out there quietly - you
know, a dipping of the toe in the water? But the more excited I got
about it all, the more I was thinking go all out for maximum
exposure. Yeah there would be people who would recognise Cindy over
the range of sites, but there would also be women who might have
used one site and not the others in whatever combinations. So
getting out there across all platforms was key.

Another bottle
of wine down. It might shock some to know that I necked so much
wine. Fact is that on a school night or a school day, i.e. when I’m
working I don’t drink at all. It’s just these fucking holiday days
I have to take because Human Fucking Resources think it’s good to
get away from the workplace from time to time. You’d think they
would be in touch enough to know that in professions such as mine,
you never really leave the work place. You take files home with
you, cases home with you to read into the small hours of the night,
and often all over the weekends. So I keep my head clear and I
don’t have a problem. It’s just like the drugs - I’d never do a
line of coke in the middle of a working week. My company drug tests
regularly and there is no slack given for senior partners, which I
am.

So yeah I
thought it good to clear the drink thing up. But these holiday days
are definitely being fuelled partly by the wine, I have to say.
Fuck it, in a few days I’d be back at it, back at the grind. For
now though I was basking in the throbs and the wetness from between
my legs and in the excitement of this new adventure. She, that
woman, had told me to go where the adventure took me. Fuck now
there’s another coincidence - me taking her advice, post-her
vanishing off the face of the fucking earth.

 


Look, I don’t
want you to feel sorry for me - what I went through with Max, or
how this adventure will pan out. I’m a big girl and I thought I
could look after myself. Nothing I did, or thought about could have
prepared me though - that’s all I’m saying, for now.

You’d be
surprised at the amount of pricks, sorry I mean ‘men’, who will
answer an advert even though the advert clearly states or strongly
implies ‘lesbian’. What is the matter with them? On Twitter, all
they seem to do is take a look at the profile picture and think ‘oh
I’ll have a piece of her’. Fucking morons, and gain an instant
‘block’. Twitter is the fucking worse of the worse. Even so the
other platforms have that as well, to a lesser degree. That said,
they are easily ignored. I simply ignored the ones that I would
most definitely not follow up on and flagged up the ones that had
possibilities. I’d filter those possibilities more later and
whittle them down to half a dozen or so, and then see where it went
from there.

Eventually it
was down to a first ‘date’ with ‘Julia’. She seemed really nice -
very attractive in that city way.

“So what brings
you to ‘cyberspace’ then? It looks to me like you have it all
already.”

Her accent was
most definitely South African - one of the most recognisable
accents on the planet.

“Do you know
something, I don’t really know if I’m honest.”

My tone was
reflective as I looked over the rim of the wine glass to her.

“Bored hey?
Well that happens to us all.”

She’d impressed
me with her quick responses to my messages online. And there was
that attentiveness there that was not with so many others. A couple
I dropped after one message. If they weren’t like me, fully
committed to this, then I didn’t want to know.

“I think so, at
least a little bit. You know you get to a certain stage in life and
you think ‘fuck it’. I’m heading for the big 3 and 0, so, why
not?”

I was being as
honest as I cared to be. I’d felt on the shelf when I went out and
snared Max. And now he was gone I was looking for more but with
another woman. So I wasn’t lying to her.

“What about
you? Don’t tell me you’re doing it for the potential sex?”

And I smiled
wide at her and kept the eye contact with her. She didn’t bat an
eye lid. She was older than me I was pretty sure. But there was
this feeling I got that I didn’t impress her with the sex jibe.

“No, I don’t do
it for the sex.”

And her
response was pretty short, sharp, curt even. She held my eye
contact but from that moment this wasn’t going to go anywhere.
There was definitely a story there, but the mention of sex had put
a stop to me digging deeper to get into this woman. Shame, I liked
her - she was gorgeous and had a main of hair so black, like the
kind of black that I’d never seen before - pure jet black maybe.
And she had this vibe about her that was kind of sexy. But that
mention of sex had put her off because from that moment she
changed. I shouldn’t have gone in so hard so soon maybe. Although
to be honest I didn’t think I’d gone in hard at all. I was joking
about the sex - breaking the ice. What would this woman do if she
came across the directness of ‘her’ - that woman who’d rescued me?
She’d run a mile I suspect. Never mind, one down, five to go.

The second
Alexa was a cutie. She told me straight off

“I’m only 22. I
know sad isn’t it that I’m meeting older women off the net?”

But I just
smiled,

“I’m only 29
myself. But no, it isn’t sad, it’s exciting, don’t you think?”

And I smiled at
her and she seemed to relax with that. It was like she had been
waiting for me to judge her, and when I didn’t she was ok with
that.

“You’re
gorgeous. When I saw your profile picture, how stunning it was, I
expected a big fat man to turn up, you know, a proper perv or
something. I thought there was no way you were for real.”

And she was
coming out of herself. She was right though, that profile picture
is stunning even though I say so, again, myself. And with Alexa
there was very little conversation. In her own almost adolescent
way she let me know that she wanted sex with me. Who was I to argue
- she was stunningly pretty in that Ariana Grande kind of way and
the thought of having her on the end of my tongue was something
that enhanced the throb that was already between my legs.

 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


I Shocked
Myself, I Really Did

 


Yes, Alexa was
a lovely, and she had this dead straight, platinum blonde hair that
was tied back in a pony adding to that Ariana feel. I’m not sure
why but I got the distinct feeling with her that I was the one
taking the lead. Or I got more of a feeling that she wanted to be
led by me. It was like she was doing the whole ‘older woman’ thing
as a stepping stone - something she could maybe share with her
friends at a later date.

Not sure how I
felt about that, seeing that I was yet to exit my twenties. For me,
I felt like I was taking the same role that the woman who had
rescued me, took with me. She led things. In a way she dominated
how it went. That had become more and more clear in my mind the
further away from that encounter I got.

And now it was
like me leading, or dominating this younger woman. I say woman but
she was little more than a girl. She was probably on the cusp of
her sexual awakening. No doubt she would have experienced sex
before me, and that what she’d experienced spurred her on to
wanting more. For her to delve into online dating - now that was
brave but she seemed into it. And I didn’t mind taking the lead so
I did. Back at mine I peppered her neck, her face and her arms and
hands with wet, soft kisses that made her shudder.

“It’s ok
sweetie, just relax, go with it. I’ll take you to where you haven’t
been before.”

I even sounded
like ‘that’ woman. Yeah it was kind of weird really, but then if I
thought about it, there was nothing wrong with drawing on my
experience with this woman even if that meant mimicking her to a
degree. I undressed this girl and this was what she seemed to want.
I got the vibe from her that she felt completely safe with me and
so was letting herself go. By the time I was sucking a stiff nipple
into my mouth and swirling it around with my fleshy wet tongue she
was making these cute breathy noises. By the time I was leaving a
saliva trail down the centre of her chest to her naval and then to
just above her very neatly kept down of pubic hair she was
‘gasping’ in short sharp breaths. She was a darling - an extremely
cute girl about to blossom into full womanhood.

“Oh My
God.”

She exclaimed
as I ploughed her cute sex lips apart with my tongue tip. Finding
her clitoris was easy - I knew where that was and I knew when there
was the upturn in her breathing and those sounds that she was
making that I was hitting the spot. I teased her clitoris, just
teased it out from under the hood and then I sucked that bundle of
nerve endings into my mouth. When I had the core of her femininity
in my mouth I just rolled it around my tongue, I just held it
gently between my teeth and tugged at it, letting her feel those
little ‘tugs’ that added to the little spasms of pleasure I knew
she was also feeling.

“It’s ok, let
yourself go. I’m here for you, just let yourself go.”

I was using
soft almost dulcet tones with her. Just letting her know I was with
her and she was safe. She spread her legs until they wouldn’t
spread anymore and all the time she was arching her hips to meet my
tongue. I let her do that, I let her work for it a little bit, but
when I did give her the pleasure I was giving it all to her. And
when she orgasmed she did so all over my face.

I don’t think
I’d ever seen such a young girl so immersed in what was being done
to her. It wasn’t bizarre or really disturbing, not really, but she
seemed so in to it that she ‘needed’ it. At least this was what was
in my mind. She arched her back and thrust her pelvis and sexuality
into my face as much as she could and I just teased her, fluttered
my tongue tip across and over her clitoris making sure I coated the
entirety of her clit nerves with my tongue flesh, as though
consuming it.

And during that
orgasm the clitoris swelled and then throbbed. I could feel the
throb when I sucked that bundle into my mouth again. And I could
feel her shifting as the orgasm reached its peak. She didn’t
squirt, but she did ‘gush’. And I drank what she gave me as she
rode that orgasm out. And when she was coming down the other side I
just continued to lick and suck at the inside of her vagina. I
sealed my lips to her and sucked that soft, succulent inner flesh
towards me and I drank everything she gave me.

“Fuck, jeez.
What was that? For fucks sakes what did you just do to me?”

And there was
this genuine bemusement in this girl as she sat up on the bed and
tried to comprehend what the fuck had just happened to her. I don’t
know why, the way she was, the way she was reacting to what I had
just done for her, and to her kind of made me feel good. I looked
at this pretty young thing all naked and bemused in front of me and
it didn’t just make me feel good, it excited me.

“Now you have
to do the same to me. You have to give me as much pleasure as I
just gave you. That’s only fair isn’t it?”

I was playing
games with her and I didn’t know why. It was like I was putting
this pressure onto her and that wasn’t really fair. I don’t know
why I did that, I really didn’t. I can only think it was because it
‘excited’ me. I did think that wasn’t right and it sure as hell
wasn’t fair, but it DID excite me. I said what I said and then
looked at her and I could see her processing it. She swallowed and
she pressed her full lips together and rolled then in. There was
something about those lips - as though she’d had filler. That was a
thing I know, with the younger girls making their lips thicker. But
this girl hadn’t gone over the top. It was there but it enhanced
her as opposed to making her look silly.

“Think you can
do that for me Alexa? Think you can please me like I just pleased
you? I mean if you can, that would be good, if you can’t then there
could be a price to pay.”

And I don’t
even know why I said that to her. It was a horrible thing to say
serving only to put her under more pressure than I had already.
Maybe it was because I was already aroused that it seemed more so
when I was mean to her like this. I didn’t want to be mean to her,
she was a sweetie. But being mean kind of excited me more than I
could even explain to myself. In fact I couldn’t explain it at all.
The only thing that kept swirling round my head was that this was
all on the back of that encounter with that woman ‘her’. The whole
thing with this Ariana look alike was like that. I didn’t know how
that made me feel. I was trying to make sense of it but I couldn’t,
not really.

In the event I
rode her face using it as friction for my hyped up sexuality. I let
her do her stuff, I let her lick me, and suck my own bundle of
eight thousand nerves - I let her get me so far - I let her excite
me as much as her inexperienced mouth would allow and then I took
charge. I lay her on her back and simply straddled her face. I did
what that woman did with me I floated my dripping sex over her face
and then I teased her with it before I sat fully down, sealing her
face with my sexuality.

I looked down
between my legs at her eyes looking up at me. They were wide and
they were sparkling but I could feel those thick lips working my
sex lips and I could feel her sliding her tongue into me. That was
the thing, she was trying. I pressed down on her face a lot more
than that woman did with me, I was sure about that. I ground down
onto her face and used it for the friction I needed to make the
orgasm start to form in the base of my clitoris. I kept looking
down at her, kept that eye contact with her and I could feel her
trying desperately to work her tongue and to pleasure me.

With what was
happening to her, and what I had told her about pleasing me or
there could be a price to pay, there had to be this tsunami of
thoughts exploding round her mind. But she wasn’t struggling, she
wasn’t frightened. I was convinced that she had never been to this
kind of sexual place before. I was convinced that she was being as
blown away as I had been with that woman. I was convinced that this
was the experience of a lifetime for her. Just like mine had been
the experience of a lifetime with that woman.

“That’s right
lover. I’m using your face, your mouth for MY pleasure.”

And I was kind
of hissing my words at her through gritted teeth as the orgasm
began to form and then make its way to the tips of my clitoral
nerves. I don’t think I have ever been so selfish in sex as I was
being with Alexa. There was this thing, not an anger, but an
urgency to gratify myself on this young woman’s face. That was the
thing - it had to be like that. This thing with her had developed
into this and this was the way it had to be. So I ground down hard,
then harder making a mess of her makeup, making a mess of her face.
And there was that bemusement, yes there was that but there was
also this willingness in her, coming through her eyes, to gratify
me and that excited me as well. It excited me enough to produce
more of my sexual fluids for her to drink.

“Drink it all
sweetheart, don’t waste a drop.”

And she tried,
bless her. She tried to drink all I produced just like I drank her
all up. But she was in a different place to me. She was in a place
she hadn’t been in before and the constant roll of her throat as
she swallowed was a give-away as to how she was struggling with the
task in hand somewhat. But I ground down harder, then harder still
on her as I spilled into orgasm. Bless her, she was making these
noises - not of distress but maybe a lot of sexual excitement and
arousal and then of urgency to please me. That’s what I got from
her and that’s what I liked. She was ‘slurping’ me, but more
telling was that her eager young mouth was overspilling and a
mixture of her saliva and my juices were pouring down her neck and
were soaking to the insides of my thighs.

When the orgasm
was done, I lifted a little but not totally.

“Clean me up,
there’s a good girl.”

My own tone
surprised me. Well to be honest it shocked me. It was a firm tone I
used - much more firm than I would have ever intended. But I was
hovering my sexuality over this young girl’s messed up face and I
was telling her what to do. Not asking her, telling her. And this
was what was so shocking to me. Yes it was that, shocking. But I
was going with the flow, and so was she. I watched down between my
thighs as this young sweet thing’s messed up face began to clean up
the carnage my sexuality had created. I don’t think I’ll ever
forget that look in her eyes as she did as she was told. It was
like in her mind that she had arrived somewhere she had been
looking for all the time, but at the same time that the journey was
not quite as expected.

Alexa was a
strange one. The experience with her was like a remnant of what I’d
been through with that woman. Except it was all mixed up and
twisted somehow. When I asked Alexa after, over a glass of wine,
how she felt about what had happened between us she kind of tilted
her head all sweet like. I could tell she was taken aback by the
level of intensity. But it was like she didn’t want to hurt me.

‘It was… it
was..”

She was
hesitating and I knew that I wouldn’t be seeing her again. Maybe it
had been too much too soon. Maybe if I had taken things easier,
gone more slowly I could have got her to where she wanted to be and
where I needed her to be. She was a young girl that’d had an orgasm
given to her and then had her face used as a sexual implement by
me. I’m not sure that it was the fairy tale older woman experience
she had been looking for.

“It’s ok, you
can say. We’re big girls. And I can take it.”

And I was
smiling at her. I reached out to stroke her face - she was with a
full face of makeup now, as though nothing had happened, but she
recoiled a little bit and I knew then that was it.

“Did you ever
think about getting some help? It’s out there you know.”

She wasn’t
being nasty and in a way I wished she was but she was being
genuine, and sincere.

“I have thought
about it. And I will. But just so you know, you are a sweetie and I
wouldn’t have hurt you or anything you know, right?”

She nodded as
she got her stuff together but she wasn’t convinced and that
troubled me if I’m honest with myself. But then she was gone.

 


A Little
Later

 


Alexa was long
gone and all I could think about was the next night, and the next
‘date’. The time with the young girl come-woman had thrown me a
little bit. It’d made me aware of things about myself that maybe I
wasn’t aware of before. I’d crossed the line with Alexa and I felt
that more the further away from that time with her it went. But I
couldn’t ponder, or feel guilty about it. I enjoyed her and I think
when she had time to process it, she would realise that she enjoyed
me as well. It was certainly different and it wasn’t something that
panned out the way I had expected it to. But I was looking on that
as a good thing to be fair. I didn’t want all of these encounters
to be carbon copies of each other. I wanted to experience the whole
gamut of whatever the sexual trip was

Some emails and
message pinged into my phone and I kind of felt a thrill of that.
What if it was Alexa, or Julia even, thinking they had overreacted
and wanted a second shot at me? My pussy throbbed at that thought.
But, in any event it wasn’t either and so I just tossed my phone
onto the deep leather sofa besides me. I was freshly showered after
the Alexa carnage - god the more I think about it, the more I think
‘poor girl’. I must have scared the shit out of her but with time
to think she could take out the positives. I know I did - she
tasted so sweet. And what did I do? I frightened her off! But I
could tell she’d never orgasmed like that - it’s something you just
know from the tone of the noises that we make when we’re taken
somewhere unfamiliar.

But that was
done and dusted now and my fingers were wandering again. Alexa was
sweet and she was wonderful but I needed something more intense. I
needed that going forward and I needed it NOW. I reached for my bag
and took out my vibe. I’d always thought these vibes were one trick
ponies. You know, ok for that quick fix but for nothing more. How
wrong was I? Ever since ‘her’ and that aftermath I’d discovered
these little vibrators I more or less bought in bulk could be used
in number of ways - and for me the edging was the ‘best’. It
prolonged the dirty fantasies `I was having inside my head. That
edging fuelled the literally obscene images that filled my mind.
I’m sure I would find another woman to have dirty times with then
dirty fantasies after. But for now it was ‘her’.

I couldn’t help
that - I had to get over her and I would. And I had made the right
start in signing up for dating sites. It was just that I hadn’t
come across anyone else who could take her place in my head, not
yet. It would happen, I knew it would, just not yet. I twisted the
end of a deep purple vibe and held it to my clitoris. I did that to
test how ready I was. I could have just looked at the wetness that
would have told me. But the vibe was more fun. It was like a little
electric shock of pleasure each time the tip touched one or more of
my glorious clit nerves.

 



Part 2 -
Continued Swiping Left To Right

 



CHAPTER SIX

 


I can only
speak now in hindsight - but I should have stopped whatever the
fuck the journey I was on. I’m not sure I’ll ever be in a position
to regret continuing. It doesn’t feel like it. It’s my own fault.
That’s all I can say.

 


The Next
Day

 


My heart was
beating so, so quickly as I began to scroll what ‘dates’ I had
left. I’m not sure if I’d left the best until last deliberately or
not but that was how it felt. There were two women, they were older
than me at 35 and 38. One, the younger one Amy was a redhead and
the other a blonde called Cici. They looked delicious I have to say
and even when scrolling through their profiles and their pictures I
found myself wandering with my fingers to between my legs for a
casual stroke of myself. I couldn’t help it.

I know, I know,
the sooner I am back to work the better. I don’t know what the fuck
is the matter with me I really don’t. I’m becoming obsessed with
this sex thing and it was all ‘her’ fault. For fucks sakes I am
going to have to get this out of my system over the next few days,
or it would haunt my work. As it happens, I wouldn’t have to worry
about that because of the earth shattering reality that would hit
me. The countdown was already happening.

Both of these
women flicked my switches for different reasons. Amy’s red hair was
literally ‘electric’. It was the kind of colour that couldn’t have
come out of anything except a bottle but that didn’t matter. Such
was the visual effect that it didn’t matter if it was fake. And in
our exchanged messages she’d said some things I took to be cryptic
- things like, ‘I’m sure we’ll have some ‘fun’.’ It was just the
almost direct approach, the not so subtle thing that excited me and
made me respond likewise. ‘Oh the amount of ‘fun’ we can have is
immeasurable.’ This was how I responded.

Cici had been
similar - her dirty blonde looks were attractive in that ‘dirty’
way. And she had this approach that was difficult to pin down, but
like Amy it was direct and it left me in no uncertainty as to
whether or not we would have sex. I liked that. It meant there
would be no awkwardness during the date. She’d said, quite bluntly
in one message, ‘I want to fuck you from inside your head, you
dig?’ And I had taken a dry swallow at that. That had been an
almost profound thing for her to say. ‘Mmmmmm that sounds like my
kinda fucking.’ And I’d included a smiley face because literally I
was smiling from the instant wetness she had provoked from me.

Neither of
these were like Julia. I couldn’t for the life of me work out what
that was all about. Not that I was trying too much to do that of
course. These last two on my list of ‘dates’ felt good. They felt
good in that filthy dirty way. I’d dropped the sixth on the list
because of second thoughts. She hadn’t seemed right at all. Or
maybe it was because I was comparing her to Amy and Cici - and in
that there was almost no comparison except every single one I chose
was super attractive. I know, shallow as fuck but this was a once
in a lifetime trip.

 


That Night

 


As it happens,
Amy was a no go. She’d been promising from her online communication
- but the reality didn’t materialise. For a start she was nervous
and I didn’t see that coming. Maybe it was the nervousness that
turned me off her, I don’t know. I think I was looking for someone
who was super confident, and who could take the lead. I wasn’t in
this to break in virgin girls of 35 years old. To me that was like
wasting time. What time I spent seducing this woman would be time I
would never get back, when what I really wanted to do was get stuck
into the journey so that I could somehow get back to normal.

“I have to say,
I’m very nervous.”

And that had
been the killer line. It more or less killed it stone dead there
and then, but I’d give her an hour or so of my time. It was date
after all.

“So, I’m
assuming you don’t do this very often?”

I was almost
sorry for being so blunt.

“No I don’t
this is my first time. I’m sorry if I gave the wrong impression
when we spoke by message.”

And that was it
really. She was a virgin at this but this was definitely not the
impression she gave me when we were exchanging messages. It was a
shame because she was a stunning woman. This bright red hair that
was electric to look at and she was also like a remnant of the punk
era who was having difficulty leaving it all behind. Like a woman
who was on the challenge of accepting she was in her 30s now and
needed to get into a more mature groove. That had endeared me to
her in the first place. And under all that red hair and makeup she
was super attractive.

But right at
this point I just wanted to grab her by that fucking red hair and
chuck her round a bit. If it was a different vibe, a different time
maybe I could have spent some time on her.

“This probably
won’t work out though you know, right? I mean the vibe isn’t there
between us, and what I need, is to be on a journey.”

I think I’ll
remember those words as long as I live. ‘What I need is to be on a
journey’. I was dumping Amy, as sad as that was. And the only
reason I was dumping her was because of that little bean of nerve
endings between my legs. It was that, that was telling me to dump
this stupid bitch. And the thing was that Amy wasn’t a stupid bitch
at all. I was the stupid bitch, from the core out. I’d spend that
night masturbating in the absence of any sexual gratification from
Amy.

And that was
the thing, I would spend the whole night pretty much edging and
orgasming - on a repeat cycle. What I didn’t know, what I couldn’t
have known was that during this night I would simply be building
myself up, preparing myself for what was to follow. In two days’
time I would be back in the office working. That was about as much
as I had worked out - that was what was keeping me grounded, sort
of. But I wasn’t grounded - I was caught up in this vicious sexual
circle that would just have vanished in two days’ time like I was
holding onto the hope that it would. If I’d get the time to reflect
then I would wish I’d stuck it out with Amy, because Cici was a
whole different ballgame in a way that words alone would not
convey.

 


“I want you to
know, what I said about fucking you from inside your head, I meant
every word of it.”

And she was
speaking between kissing me full on the mouth. Her mouth had been
sealed to mine within thirty seconds of us meeting. It was that
quick - it was that instant. My immediate response was to eat back
into that kiss despite applause from the next table of the Soho
lesbian bar we had agreed to meet in. If anything, that attention,
the voyeuristic attention from complete strangers exited me between
the legs. And before we were even sitting down talking, Cici’s
finger’s had found their way up my nylon sheathed thighs, found
that they were crotchless and had slipped up inside me. That took
my breath away.

And this woman,
this fucking sexy woman who was taller than me, and felt stronger
than me, had guided me down to the seat with her fingers still
inside me, except they had hooked back and found my G spot. That
had been like a sexually charged electric shock. I gasped, and
sucked in air, except it was Cici’s breath I was sucking in. I was
tasting her breath already and she kissed me again and I could feel
myself being ‘taken’ by this woman in a way I had never been taken
before, but in a way I loved.

Eventually she
broke the kiss, but that was only to sit back and look at me as she
kept her fingers inside me, hooked back and pressing into my G
spot. I was gasping - pressure to the G spot did that. And it
wasn’t like she had found it by accident. Cici knew exactly what
she was doing and where that bit of rough flesh was. Even I
couldn’t locate it all the time every time. And yet seconds with me
and she had done that and taken advantage of the weakness it
produced. That excited me about this woman. It excited me to the
core and I didn’t even give a shit about there being eyes from
other tables on us right now. It just didn’t bother me.

“You’re already
fucking me from inside my head.”

I kind of
whispered that in breathy words as she rolled her finger pad round
my G spot.

“I know. And
all you have to do is sit back, and give yourself to me. Before you
know it, you’ll be like my dripping puppet, all ready to do what I
say.”

I loved this
woman already. I loved the way she spoke to me, the words she used
and the tone. I didn’t know why, or what drove it, but I loved what
she implied as she sat in close to me. That I would be like her
dripping puppet - that signified that she was the controller and
that was ok by me. I didn’t mind that. Everything about her was
more superior than me - I thought that but thought maybe that was
because I was so sexually aroused. She was a woman who was tall,
taller than me, more stacked than me, and more controlling than me
and for some reason this excited me. It made me wet through. It was
like I had come across a woman who’d treat me like I wanted and
needed to be treated. Of course I am going to forever blame ‘her’,
the nameless one, for this - for all of it.

Cici was a
woman who didn’t do small talk. There was no sense from the first
second we met, that she wanted to drill into me as a person. There
was no sense from her that she wanted to do that small talk shit,
and that was absolutely ok with me. It wouldn’t have been ok before
that nameless woman came along. But everything had snowballed since
she came and went. Everything had just multiplied in my head. Cici
was more full on than the nameless one. From the message exchanges
we had before we met, to the first time our eyes met in this
lesbian bar there was a more intense vibe about her. There was
nothing else in her eyes but lust for me and that thrilled me to
the core.

Yes that was
what it was, lust. And it was a pure lust that almost dripped from
her eyes. But those eyes told me something else about her as well,
that she was running this show, not me. And that excited me and
made me drip more. Even when I put my hand on her own stockinged
leg, and ran my fingers up she just told me,

“Not yet. You
don’t get to go up there, yet.”

She didn’t
physically move my hand, she just looked at me and I got it. I
simply lifted my hand and took it away and she made sure that our
eye contact was maintained throughout. My clit was throbbing at
this point and she was still just lightly pressing my G spot.

I didn’t even
have the time to take Cici in, in all her glory. That was the
intense level that she operated on. When she took her fingers from
me, she quite brazenly lifted them to her flared nostrils and
sniffed them. And then she ran a wet, fleshy tongue across her
fingers and tasted me. And all the time she maintained that eye
contact. I couldn’t lie not even to myself but I wanted this woman
to be inside me with her tongue. And I wanted to feel the weight of
her down on my face so that I could feast on her until I was
exhausted. Certainly it looked like I had saved the best until
last.

Cici was one of
those magnificent, statuesque women that must have made others
jealous. I couldn’t work out what I felt about how she looked,
other than she made me needy. Maybe it wouldn’t be fair to ask me
since I had a vested interest in this woman. That her shaggy main
of dirty blonde hair was like a statement of fact that she didn’t
give a flying fuck what anyone thought about her - that she was
what she was, and that was it.

She had these
legs that went on forever, and a bust that shrimped my own not
modest bust size. There was this feminine power that oozed from her
and I couldn’t work that out. And her look, yes her look, tight
leather pants, pencil thin high heels and a transparent sheer top
that she wore this fitted corset over. She looked like a woman from
the weird fetish world that I knew nothing about. She looked like
this sexualised vision but she was sexualised on her terms. For me
she was hot - hotter than I had ever come across before. At this
point it was all working out for me, it was all falling into place
to be the trip of a lifetime.

Even the
nameless one, yes ‘her’ didn’t have ‘this’ amount of charisma. She
had been the one that started the ball rolling, fair enough. But
this woman Cici, she was on a different level and I could feel
that. She was on a higher plane. It was like she was some kind of
expert at playing advanced grown up games, but at the same time
that she wasn’t playing games at all. It was like she could create
this aura and vibe that was required for her to operate at her
highest level. And that didn’t involve small talk, or wishy washy
conversation taking minutes that she would never get back.

There could
have been a feeling that she was a control freak and that was fair
enough. That wouldn’t be to everyone’s taste, but for me, it hit
the spot. It was as though I was wanting to be taken somewhere that
I hadn’t been before, in my mind. It was as though I was taking it
for granted that I didn’t know where that place was but Cici would.
It was as though ‘this’ was what I had been waiting for.

But more to the
point it was as though she knew as well. It was as though she knew
what was going through my mind and that was just another thing that
excited me, even if in the cold light of day it might unsettle me
as well.

“We’re going to
My place, not yours, you understand?”

She was kissing
me, and speaking between putting her tongue down my throat and
breaking that kiss. I was breathless, but so turned on. This would
be the first time as Cindy I’d been picked up like this and taken
to ‘her’ place. The first time it hadn’t been my place. And that
was just another thing that added to the thrill ride. I managed to
whisper back,

“I
understand.”

That was all I
said. There was no small talk and she had asked a simple question.
And when she took my hand in her’s and pressed something, a small
pill into my palm she spoke again.

“Take this, it
will help you relax. I need you ‘relaxed’ you understand?”

And again I was
having my excitement accentuated. I should have asked what the pill
was. In a normal circumstance I wouldn’t take anything and I might
be a little bit worried. But the thing was, I wasn’t worried, I was
excited and wet through. I knew that the wetness between my legs
was soaking into the nylon of my panty hose. And I knew I was about
to put myself totally into this woman’s hands. And that didn’t faze
me. I’d met her just less than an hour ago - her greeting had been
a dirty kiss, and her getting to know me was by her slipping her
fingers up inside me and hijacking my G spot.

“Yes, yes I
understand, relaxed, you want me relaxed.”

My words were
coming between baited breaths and I could feel my nipples rubbing
on the insides of the silk blouse I was wearing. And because of
that rubbing on that micro fine silkiness, my nipples were
reacting, becoming rock hard. And I could feel her eyes on me -
they were fixed on me, as though they were piercing me - I could
feel that as though it was a physical thing.

“Good girl.
Take it now, swallow it down, wash it down, and let’s finish
up.”

And at the same
time she was guiding my hand holding the pill to my mouth. And she
was pressing my hand to my lips as I slipped the pill in. She took
her hand away and I took a sip of red wine, swallowing it down and
she watched me the whole time. Her whole eye vibe was intense -
that was the only way I could describe it. It was the only sure
fire way to describe her, intense. I swallowed as she tilted her
head slightly.

“Let me check
you’re not cheating, slip your tongue out, let me look.”

And it seemed
completely natural that she say that, and she do that. So I leaned
into her slightly and slipped out my tongue and curled it up. And
she moved in closed and gripped the end of my tongue between her
thumb and forefinger and she pulled it out more and up. I was quite
taken aback by the grip of her fingers, and the tug as she pulled
my tongue out. But it was ok because I could feel her breath over
my face and that seemed to make it all ok. That seemed to make it
more than ok.

“Good girl. Now
let’s drink up and get out of here. We don’t have to far to go.
Let’s get you back before that pill takes effect.”

 



CHAPTER
SEVEN

 


A Surreality
That Gives Way To Uber Reality

 


There was
nothing wrong with me - nothing at all. I felt good. In fact I felt
elated. Whatever that pill was it was making me feel high, like I
was floating and like I was happy. Stepping out into the bright
lights of Soho seemed to enhance that high. That was it - the high
was being accentuated. I was aware of what was happening - nothing
was escaping me. I could, even feel Cici’s guiding fingers in the
base of my spine. It was like those fingers were pressed there just
to reassure me and that made me feel more elated, more ‘happy’ with
what was happening.

It was a cool
night, I know that from the way I’d dressed, but I didn’t feel cool
walking through the crowded Soho streets. There was this core of
heat working its way through me, but I was ok.

“Not far now
sweetheart and we’ll be there.”

And Cici’s
voice filtering in was like all I needed to know that it was going
to be all good. I could feel my nipples, rock hard, solid rubbing
the inside of my blouse and she draped a hand over my shoulder
using her limp hand to just tweak one nipple and that was like an
electric shock of undiluted pleasure that tugged on the invisible
string to my dripping clitoris. And I looked up at her and she
winked. Her heavily made up eyes were huge and it felt like I could
fall into them and get lost somehow.

“It’ll be
better when I’m in here.”

And she tapped
me on the side of the head. I knew instantly what she was talking
about and I wanted her to be inside my head. I didn’t just feel
supremely aroused but I felt totally aware, totally. If there had
been any fear at all in me for taking that pill, it would have been
that I would be incapacitated and not be able to remember what had
happened. Or that I would be forever left wondering what had
happened on this night. A night that I wanted totally to happen.
That would have been the worst thing, not to remember. There would
have been no way I would have liked to not be able to remember this
night of all.

But it wasn’t
like that. The walk through and then out of Soho was like a high
definition clip uploaded to the internet for voyeuristic pleasure.
There were people from all walks of life, getting on with their
lives and having a good time. People walking hand in hand, and
people walking, talking laughing and shouting. I was aware of it
all and I was aware as well of my own increasing sexual arousal.
I’m quite sure that I’ve never been this aroused outside of my own
private space. It was like an alien concept for me to be walking
through crowded city streets like this, and actually be sexual
aroused and dripping.

It was usually
something that I could keep a lid on until I got back. Wasn’t it
something every civilised adult was able to do - keep a lid on it
until they were able to do something about it? But I found myself
pressing into Cici more, encouraging her draped hand over my
shoulder to tweak the nipple that was throbbing along with the
other one now. When she tweaked one nipple, the other one felt it
as well. I’d never experienced that before and I wanted more, and
more of it.

“Good girl, you
want it don’t you, you want it real bad?

She was kissing
my neck, peppering my neck with her lips and I was just letting
her. I was rolling my head back and rolling my eyes in their
sockets as she peppered me with those kisses. And every so often I
was hijacking those kisses with my own mouth and lips. Just getting
her to kiss me and when she did that, they were deep kisses, mouth
invading kisses that really dispossessed me of my mouth. She didn’t
just kiss me and my mouth, she ate my mouth and she possessed
it.

If I was unsure
of anything, it was how long we were walking. It seemed like the
time just floated along and I wasn’t aware of having taken a long
walk. But the crowds of Soho gave way to less crowds, and less
populated side streets. The sound and the smell of the city was
still there, it was still very clearly there and acute in my mind.
But so to was the thinning crowd and then the almost deserted
streets. At one point, Cici stopped me and pushed me up against a
wall and she pressed into me.

“Once I’m in
here, you’ll never be the same again you know darling?”

And even then
she was breathing over my face, and she was peppering those kisses
over my facial flesh. And she was tapping the side of my head
again. And that was the thing, there was this surreality of what
was happening - and that surreality was at least partly down to
that pill I had taken, I knew that, but it was due to my heightened
sexuality as well.

And telling the
difference between what was what was becoming more difficult. But
because of the clarity in my mind, because of how I was so aware of
what was happening, I wasn’t worried. There was no concern there
that what I was doing was wrong, or foolish. In fact there was
every sign in my mind that it was good, that it was the best thing
that had ever happened me. And the throbs from between my legs and
from my nipples were underlining that and accentuating that thought
in my mind.

“I want you in
there, in here, I want you in there now.”

And I was
tapping the side of my head manically like I was some kind of
insane woman. But I was laughing as well. I was just reassuring
Cici that I wanted her to be in my head. I was just encouraging her
as though she needed any encouragement.

I remember us
walking a bit further and then turning into a small lane or alley -
down between two buildings and her pressing me against a wall again
then as she slipped some fingers up inside me at the same time as
slithering her tongue down my throat. I can’t deny I felt ‘weak’
when she did this to me. She made me feel increasingly weak with
the way she handled me but this was what I wanted. It was what I
needed. I lifted a nylon sheathed knee up and pressed my stiletto
back against the wall as I let her finger me like this. I wanted
her to slip one, two, three even four fingers inside me and she did
and when she did that she found my G spot again and pressed from
the inside. That made me weak kneed as a bolt of hot, undiluted
pleasure ran through me and my nether regions.

“Let’s get you
in ‘slut’. I’ve got plans for you.”

And that was
the first time she used the slut word. Any other time I might have
been offended, but not in the here and now. Maybe I was a slut. If
I really thought about it, I felt like one. I was up against a wall
in a dimly lit alley having my sexuality fingered this way. Maybe I
was a slut but even that thought sexually excited me. Even that
thought brought the arousal to a different level.

Then we were
walking again, down that alleyway between two buildings. Then
stopping at a doorway. It wasn’t a front door, it didn’t even feel
like a front door. But me leaning against this wall as Cici opened
the door. There was a ‘squeak’ like the door opening on rusty
hinges or something. But then her hands on me again, just guiding
me through the door.

“Mind the
steps. They’re steep.”

Those steps
down. Yes they were steep steps, very steep. I went first and Cici
was behind me. I was so sexually hot it was difficult to think of
anything else. I was so aroused all I could think of was this woman
being inside my head, like she kept telling me all the time. It was
like this thing that had to happen now. Cici flicked a light switch
and that made it easier to see the way down. But that light bulb
only lit so much of the way forward. There was a ‘click’ sound and
then a ‘buzz’ and I just knew it was the door to the alleyway
closing and then self-locking. It must have been her entry to her
flat or property - this is what I was briefly thinking but not
caring about. It kind of reassured me more that I was safe. She
clicked another light switch and more of the corridor at the bottom
of the steep steps was lit. The lights behind us now clicked off,
and all there was back there, was darkness. All there was, was the
way forward to the door at the end. That must have been it - that
must have been her place.

 


“How do you
feel about a bit of bondage, slut?”

Cici’s question
hadn’t surprised nor shocked me. I had this feeling about her that
she was elevated above the vanilla.

“I don’t care,
anything. Anything at all, I just don’t care as long as you’re in
my head.”

Now I think
about it, those must have been words that pleased her to the core.
It made everything else from that point easy for her. She smiled at
me, kissed me, licked my flesh as she slowly disabled me with ropes
and chains. It didn’t seem bad, it seemed more exciting than ever.
As though this woman was revealing herself a little bit at a time
whilst keep my arousal beyond high. And this would turn out to be
the truth, in more ways than one.

She stripped
me, caressed me, made it like it was all a game - an exciting wet
and dripping game that just got more wet and dripping. I was on
some sort of padded bench, with my arms pulled down and then,
secured. My eyes open a little when she pulled my legs back over
myself, with an ankle over each shoulder so that I was exposed. I
can’t deny, I was excited so much, the juices were bubbling out of
me.

By the time she
had finished I was completely utterly immobilised. And what I’d
noticed was that during the process she barely touched me - just
letting little teasing touches flutter over me and I got that. But
what I didn’t get was that when I tried to talk, the words didn’t
come out as I had thought them. Cici had timed giving me this
little pill to perfection. The timing of the taking of the pill and
getting me down into this sub-area that she had taken me to. It
wasn’t her home. She’d told me,

“This is my
hobby space. This is where I like to have fun!”

And as I looked
around and took the place in, it really was simply a huge
windowless play room, that was filled with fetish and kinky
equipment. I have to admit, not coming from this type of life, or
never having found out about it before, or not come across it
before it was all a bit dark - but exciting at the same time.

It was as
though this woman new exactly how to build layer upon layer of
excitement and atmosphere. All the way through the bondage process
she had smiled at me, and made a point of looking at me as she
exploited my femininity for her voyeuristic pleasure. But it
thrilled me. This woman thrilled me - the way she was able to hold
my attention and keep my juices bubbling from me was something that
I found breath-taking. The attention she gave me - the way she
worked me.

And yet, there
was my power of speech that had been taken away from me. That could
only be the pill I had taken, reaching its peak. I already couldn’t
move my limbs, or my body at all and was reduced to peering through
my own open wide legs, knowing that my femininity was exposed and
vulnerable for this woman.

 


By the time I
found out that Cici was in fact a stupendously hung man, it was too
late. Because the bondage was so complete, so immobilising, and
because my mind had been invaded by this person to such a degree
that I was incapable of thinking logically any more, it was too
late. The only thing that was underlined with clarity was the shock
of what was happening when that reveal had hit me.

This person had
spent an hour after rendering me helpless with a series of bondage,
just looking at me, smiling - and then coming closer and blowing
over my most delicate flesh. By the time he revealed himself to me,
I was so needy for sexual gratification that nothing else mattered.
That didn’t stop the shock though. Knowing that this was a man, or
a pre-op transsexual was something that hit me like a bolt of
lightning. Now it was more than disturbing.

Of course I
knew about transgendered people. Of course I knew. But what I now
knew as well was that I was the subject of a huge deception. And
the more I thought about that, the more angry it made me, and hurt.
What made me more angry was that I didn’t see the seams - I didn’t
see that this was a man. I had no clue that Cici was this other
person, or this other gender. That was what made me the most angry.
I was angry and confused, shocked and hurt before I even thought
that this could have been sinister. I was rigid an unable to move
but was rigid with confusion as well. I didn’t know where I was in
my head. I’d had all of that euphoria, but now this. I didn’t know
what I could say - but that was just it, I couldn’t say
anything.

By this time
the pill I had taken, willingly, was at its most potent. And it was
only very eventually that this cloud started to close in around me.
It was only eventually that the ‘fear’ began to grip me. But that
was the trouble - yes that fear gripped me but my sexuality kept
bubbling. This woman, this man, this transgendered person had set
me up and he had done it to perfection. And he’d done it with ease
and I had helped him. I had cooperated with him, assisted him. And
the only thing I could think in my melting mind, to ask, was ‘why?’
But I could only think of that question - it wouldn’t come out of
my mouth, at least not in any decipherable form.

The only thing
that came out of my lipsticked mouth were the bubbles and when she,
Cici came close to dab the bubbles away with a tissue, I got that
real stab of fear. I thought I knew I was going to have my mind
blown with this woman, and the sex that she was so experienced at.
But now as he, or she came forward to dab my saliva bubbles away, I
didn’t know what I was here for. This wasn’t right in my mind. This
had thrown me off kilter, off balance and what I immediately wished
was that my sexuality would stop throbbing and stop bubbling. But
that was just it, it didn’t - not even when Cici casually swiped a
perfectly manicured fingertip up and down my exposed vulnerable
slit.

“I’m going to
fuck all of your holes, repeatedly, and thoroughly for a number of
days. And then I want you to meet someone else.”

The words went
in, they did, and they tumbled round in my psyche but I couldn’t
make sense of them. No no that had to be wrong. It couldn’t be over
a number of days because I had to be back at work and I needed a
day to prep. I didn’t even realise I was thinking of random things,
rather than this man was going to subject me to repeated rapes over
a number of days, I was thinking I had to go. The deception was
complete and the reality was starting to dawn on me. I couldn’t
respond to him even if I wanted to. The pill wouldn’t let me do
that. But he slipped some fingers into me casually and found my G
again, and he pressed and rubbed making my eyes light up.

“It’s ok, slut,
by the time I’ve finished with you, you’re going to be so
deliciously fucked up that this won’t seem like such a big deal
anymore.”

Somehow I
couldn’t quite comprehend my change in fortunes. Because of the
pill and because of my sexual arousal and ‘greed’ I couldn’t get my
head round the rest of it. I knew I was in some kind of trouble -
that was clear in my mind. But the sexual throbs, and the need were
forcing me to put that trouble to the back of my mind. Somehow I
had to get through this. I had to adapt so that I could get through
it as best as I possibly could.

This half man
half woman had deceived me in the most cruel way and I didn’t know
why, or to what end. Ok he had played dirty on me, and he’d got me
here. That wasn’t a good thing, I knew that. But was it really so
bad? I wasn’t completely lesbian despite my general thoughts on
men, I’d do a guy if he had enough to keep me interested. I should
have been furious with this man, and I was. But I also needed to
get through this, to the other side. I tried to speak again, but
all that came out were the bubbles.

 



CHAPTER
EIGHT

 


Repeated And
Sustained Penetration

 


The vibe
changed and I don’t really know how it changed. It was still
intense, and it was still dripping in that sexual way. But Cici
wasn’t trying to seduce me anymore. He had done that already and
now it was a different vibe. If I say that the air was more
‘abusive’ now then I think that’s a close as I can get to the truth
of it.

I was bondaged
on my back, on an adjustable bench. My nylon sheathed legs had been
spread wide and then pulled back over myself leaving my vagina and
anus exposed and easily accessible. I looked like a sexualised
chicken - at least that was how I felt. My ankles had been pulled
back via a pulley system, making me suck in air, and then
secured.

And because my
sexual arousal was so great, and so productive, my vagina was
drizzling my juices down between cheeks and over my exposed anal
ring. What I was doing was providing ready and effective
lubrication. My arms were useless - they had been pulled down the
sides of this bondage bench, and then secured at the elbows and
wrists. There was no play in them at all. It didn’t take me that
long to realise that I was defenceless in this sub area playroom.
Cici had really done a number on me before he’d revealed who or
what he actually was. And that pill had done the rest for him. All
he’d had to do was get ready for his own reveal party.

At one point I
tried to listen for others who might be either in this space or,
the city above. But that was profound, there was no sound from
above and at first I couldn’t understand why. Then it dawned on me
that this place had been sound-proofed in some kind of way. Despite
the throbbing and the drizzling of my sexuality, at last I was
thinking that this was not a good thing. And then there had been
what Cici had said about me meeting someone else once he was done
with me. Those had been words that I’d put to the back of my mind
because other things took priority - my sexual gratification for
one. Fuck, I didn’t know why my brain wouldn’t function normally.
Well I did - my own sexual curiosity and greed had taken me here.
It was as simple as that.

“Please…..”

It was a word,
kind of, that I managed to get out with a mass of bubbling
saliva.

“You want this
thick cock that bad hey, slut?”

That wasn’t
what I was going to say. I was going to say please let me go and
we’ll say no more about this. But I couldn’t get that much out. I
could only get that solitary word out.

“It’s ok,
you’re going to get so much of this cock, you will be literally
sick of it. I like lesbian bitches you see. Giving lesbian bitches
cock, until they can’t take any more, is a good thing for me. Did
you ever think about being fucked until you pass out? Well this is
going to be the reality for you except I won’t let you pass
out.”

Cici’s voice
had changed as well. There was no denying that. There was this
almost ’seething’ quality to it that was frightening. This was a
man who had part changed into a woman, but that resented women in
some way, especially lesbians. That was cause for concern if I’m
completely honest. And for me, things were changing now. As I went
through the cycle of what that little pill was doing to me, there
was this slab of fear that seemed to exist right through me. But
there was also that sexual desire and need.

And then there
was coming down from that pill - that was similar to coming down of
the other side of an orgasm that had blown the mind and all that is
left is the reality of what one has done for that orgasm. That was
what coming down off that pill was like. In a way I wished he’d
started to do it to me before the pill wore off. But of course that
would have softened it for me. Being in that euphoric state that
the pill created whilst he slipped his cock into me would have been
‘ok’ for me. Ok, ok I didn’t like cocks, they disgusted me if the
truth be known. I had managed to get through 12 months of Max when
in that deluded world of mine in which I was trying for a baby. But
the reality of it was something that made me cringe.

“Now, you just
lie back, and feel me coming into you.”

Cici was a
cunt. He was a cunt of the first order. It wasn’t like I needed to
assess the sort of human being he was - the proof of what he was
and who he was, was here. But as he was rubbing that massive cock
head up and down my drizzling sex lips, his lipsticked mouth was
dribbling all over me as well. But he was doing that deliberately -
as though it was underlining his abuse of me.

“Uhhhhhhhh
fuck, god, no!”

Pushing that
cock into my vagina had taken my breath away. It hurt - that’s all
I can say about it really. There was the size of it, surely not a
generally normal sized cock? Cici was ‘hung’ and because of the way
I was secured and immobilised, my vaginal tunnel was all tight, and
closed up. That I was drizzling my own juices from my elongated
tight slit should have helped ease that cock into me. And if it had
been a normal sized cock it might have, but it didn’t. The sheer
size of it, meant that it had to stretch me open. That massive cock
head without a foreskin in the first place had to push past my sex
lips to get into me. And that in itself hurt. It hurt like hell and
that was why I screamed out. If there had been any time that I
wished I could move now, and defend myself, then this was it.

But the fact
was that I could not move. I was secured as tight as I could be
whilst at the same time being exposed and vulnerable for this
deviant cunt Cici.

“Just take it
slut. Take it all like a good girl.”

And I could
tell the he was already feeling that friction that my tight sex
lips were providing to the bare glans of his cock. He was licking
his lips. I say ‘he’ - should I be calling him ‘her’? He was
obviously someone who had taken the decision to go the female
route, so surely that should be respected right? Surely ‘she’
should be respected as a woman? But then maybe this was a person
who had no intention of going all the way with the sex change.
Maybe this was the final result. That he ‘she’ could be as feminine
as possible but retain the manhood so that he could perform these
assaults on ‘real’ femininity - real women?

I sucked in
breath as that cock head slipped past my sex lips and into me. That
pill had definitely worn off by this point. I could talk again and
more to the point I knew how bad this was. I wasn’t in that
position of elation and euphoria any more. I was right back in the
real world now, living the nightmare.

“Cici, you’ll
get into trouble for doing this to me. Why don’t you stop now and
we can talk about it?”

At least I was
thinking straight now. Although, I’m not so sure that was such a
good thing. What I was going through now I would never get over
surely. I’d hoped that this was just something, an encounter I’d
get through before I went back to my normal life. But now I was
having difficulty imagining me going back to any kind of ‘normal’.
Even if Cici did stop, even if it did dawn on him what he was doing
to me, and the absolute horror of it, let alone how much trouble he
would be in, I couldn’t ever see me being the same again, or normal
again after this.

In the event,
Cici didn’t stop the travel of his cock into me when I’d tried to
appeal to his better nature.

“Will I get
into trouble, really? I mean, I can’t see anyone round her, to snap
me into cuffs and take me away, can you, slut?”

And what he was
saying was right, I didn’t need him to clarify what he had said,
but he did anyway. He made sure his cock head was fully inside me
and then he began to push the rest of that thick cock trunk in as
well. That made me whimper. It wasn’t that I wanted to whimper or
that it eased what I was feeling because it didn’t. That whimpering
was coming out of me in an involuntary way and I just wished to god
that I could stop it. I had the feeling that it was making me look
and sound weak and that this would feed Cici in some way.

“You’re going
to have to let me go Cici. Once you’ve finished with me, you’re
going to have to let me go and I am going to have to report
you.”

I wasn’t that
convinced with myself that I would have reported him you know - I
wasn’t so sure that I would want to share this with anyone, let
alone a leering sneering police officer. I just wanted to try to
scare Cici into thinking about what he was doing. I just wanted
somehow to jerk him out of his own sexual oblivion to realise that
what he was doing was bad. He just threw that mane of dirty blonde
hair back and laughed as he slipped more of himself into me.

But this was a
sexual deviant, a pervert, a transsexual pervert who lived life in
that sexual zone. I was realising that he would not be coming down
out of that zone any time soon. I should have realised when I was
taking to him by message before we met. That tone of his messages,
the words he used. I should have sensed the danger, shouldn’t I?
But then how could I have done that? I was sexually wired and
hungry as I had ever been. I was dealing with my own out of control
libido. And his words, or ‘her’ words and tone were just exciting
the fuck out of me. The inevitability of being here with this
deviant was kind of written in the stars. And as he was sliding,
pushing, forcing more of the thick vein ridden cock into me he was
able to shock me again.

“Oh, you’re not
going anywhere. I’m not letting you go. We’ve got plans for
you.”

He was holding
my hips, getting purchase so that he could push his cock head up
against my cervix and even that took my breath away and made me
whimper. But I suspect that whimper was more due to what he had
said, about not letting me go. And the ‘we’ in what he said. And
worse of all those ‘plans’ for me. If I am honest with myself that
was the biggest thing for me - the ‘plans’. I didn’t know what that
meant. I knew the ‘we’ meant that there was more than one of him.
That was something that had become like an established thought in
my mind as he fed his cock into me.

I had started
to think that he couldn’t have pulled this off without the help of
someone else - either one person or more. But that didn’t make
sense, he had got me into this position solo. The whole date thing,
and to here, there had been no sign of anyone else. But then it
made sense that he might need help, or that someone else had to be
involved, if this situation went on and on. This ‘situation’! I was
in serious trouble and I knew this now.

“Cici, people
will be looking for me. I’m a high profile lawyer - I have
responsibilities I have to live up to. If I’m not around then, I
will be missed and an alert will be raised.”

I was alarmed
at my own calmness really and that I was telling him stuff from my
real life, Sally’s life. I was bondaged with a massive cock being
fed into the depths of my femininity, and I’d just been told I
wasn’t going to be let go. That should have seen me kicking and
screaming and protesting to be let go. But that wasn’t how this was
happening. Even though that thick long cock was making me wince
from not so much pain but discomfort because of its sheer size, I
was calm. It was like I had slipped myself into survive mode.
‘Plans’ for me could have meant that I was going to be murdered and
disposed of? Or was that being melodramatic? To keep me somewhere,
here for instance, as captive would involve risk - big risk. Murder
would be a risk, but it would be a one-time risk. Once it happened,
once it was done, then the longer the crime went undetected, the
more chance there was that it wouldn’t be.

Cici pushed
himself into me hard before he started to fuck me properly.

“You’ll be a
missing person. And then the conclusion will be drawn that you’ve
gone missing of your own accord and don’t want to be found. And
then the search will gradually be wound down. To everyone out there
you’ll be history. But to us, you’ll be our little project.”

This reeked of
something, an abduction that had been well thought out and well
planned. It had been well executed as well. Now my own natural
lubricant was doing it’s stuff as Cici’s cock began to piston in
and out of me. I might have been calm on the outside. Inside my
mind I was in turmoil. And that this man, woman ‘thing’ was inside
me like this was something that I couldn’t comprehend. And that he
was fucking me ‘sensuously’ didn’t make sense to me either. That he
was ‘lovingly’ fucking my now non-consensual vagina was something
that got to me badly. I mean it got to the very core of me in a way
that I cannot describe.

 


The worse thing
for me - that is one of the worse things for me was that despite
the situation I was in, despite the dire straits I was in, my
sexuality was still responding. And I didn’t like that. In fact I
loathed the fact that my juices were flowing more than I loathed
this creature that was between my secured, wide open legs, fucking
me. I could feel the throb from my clitoral bundle and I could feel
the same throbs, or the throbs in unison from my nipples.

What I truly
wished was this man would simply shoot his load and them leave me
alone. I wished he would do what all men did, got their rocks off
and then rolled over and went to sleep. But there was something
sobering, something, a sense maybe that this was not going to
happen. Apart from what he’d said about ‘they’ and the ‘plans’ they
had for me, there was something that reeked of this being a long
game. Let’s be fair, I had no reason to doubt what this man / woman
creature had said to me. There had been no urgency in his voice to
convince me what he was saying was going to happen would happen. It
was like he was telling me as it was, telling me as though it were
fact and I could take or leave it. Whether or not I believed him
was of no consequence to him.

So for that
reason I believed him.

“Look Cici, I
can make this real nice for you, for as long as you want, if you
let me go after. I can do anything with you, and for you, anything
you ever wanted a slut like me to do for you. No questions asked.
If you let me go.”

And I was
really turning it on. I’d lowered my voice to a seductive, almost
groaning whisper. It had to be that I was in survival mode. If I
could have moved my hips to make it nicer for him I would. Instead
I was appealing to that inner pervert of him. The promise of doing
anything he wanted me to do. Or that he could do anything he wanted
to me. That would have to have got the attentions of a real
pervert, even a sadistic pervert, surely?

The fact was
that he could have all of that without my permission. Let’s be
fair, this feminine man could already do whatever the fuck he liked
with me. And to be even fairer he could torture the fuck out of me
until I literally did anything he wanted me to do for him. And that
was just it - there were no limits. All of those safeguards the web
dating app put up to protect women, to protect all who used its
services meant nothing now because I was literally fucked. I had no
defence and no means to break this cycle of abuse that I was going
through at the hands, and at the giant cock of Cici.

He just kept
that fucking motion up - he was using the full length of that
monstrous cock, keeping just the head of it inside me on the out
stroke and then slowly, but firmly sliding it back into me, all the
way in until it pushed up against my cervix making me suck in deep
breaths. I didn’t know if he’d listened to a word I said, or a word
I’d promised him. But he didn’t let on anything. He was in the
moment, fucking me. Maybe this was the big thing for him, fucking a
defenceless piece of meat because let’s face it, that was what I
was. And yet, I couldn’t help but swallow as I felt those throbs
producing more of my wetness. I didn’t want to cum - anything but
cum.

 



CHAPTER NINE

 


That’s The
Problem

 


“You’re not the
first you know? You’re not the first man-hating slut we’ve taken
off the streets who’s gone on to promise untold degenerative
perversions if we let them go afterwards.”

And for a brief
few seconds Cici stopped fucking me - he stopped moving himself
inside me and spoke down to me, between my spread secured legs. He
stayed inside me, he stayed pushing that final mushroom cock head
up against my cervix as though he wanted to keep my attention. I
can’t say I wanted to hear what he was saying because to be honest,
what he was saying didn’t sound good. I’m not sure if he was
revealing more about him, and his accomplice, or accomplices
deliberately or not. Maybe it was part of the game they played.
Certainly it could have been part of the game that Cici played to
keep me scared witless.

“None of them
realise that we can do what we want with them anyway, without your
permission. Not straight way at least - they soon learn though. We
can get you to do anything, literally we want you to, because if
you don’t then you will feel physical and emotional pain like you
have never felt before. Just imagine that for a second whilst I
fuck this slut hole of yours.”

I was more than
aware that this transsexual was getting deeper into his own zone as
he talked down to me - his language and tone were getting more edgy
and serious. He was looking into my eyes but at the same time he
was looking right through them. It was as though he was looking
somewhere deeper than my own soul and that frightened me. It
frightened the fuck out of me. He was just confirming what I
already knew.

But the thing
was that he had mentioned ‘us’, ‘his’, or ‘their’ victims as ‘man
hating sluts’ and that was a worry. Fair enough I wasn’t a huge fan
of men in general. They didn’t do it for me ‘generally’ sexually
and as human beings they sucked.

I couldn’t work
out what was more a worry for me, what this transsexual told me
she, or they could do with me with or without my permission, or the
fact that Cici had hit the nail on the head and that in fact they
did have a man hating slut as their victim. For all I knew, they
treated all women like this, and the others, if there were others,
didn’t have this real man hate in them at all.

But with me
they had got the right one - they had got an actual man hating slut
at their mercy. And for all I knew they could have had ways and
means of finding this out as they worked on me and once they did
find out, it could be even worse for me than I could ever imagine.
It was my mind in some kind of super-overdrive.

“Please Cici,
please I’m begging you. Please let me go. I’ll give you money, if
that’s what you want. Anything it takes but please let me go.”

I am usually an
upbeat kind of girl. Nothing much gets me down, or gets the better
of me. But even I detected the downturn in my own tone as I lay,
with a giant cock in me, begging to be let go. Cici was moving
inside me again now and he was fucking me again. For some reason
that relieved me a little bit. That fucking motion, that feeling of
my stretched cunt being fucked like this was a relief because it
meant when he was doing this then he was concentrating on his own
sexual gratification and not on what he could do to me that would
be even more terrible.

“Oh, darling
you need to save your begging for when it will be more expropriate.
And the time will come when it WILL be more appropriate. And do you
think we have not been offered ‘money’ before? In fact we are
offered money all of the time. But we have more money than we could
ever need. We have no interest at all in money. What we’re going to
do to you we will do because we ‘enjoy’ it. No amount of money
could ever take the place of what we have planned for you.”

He was scaring
the shit out of me and I had this feeling that there was no way I
was hiding it. It was like he chose his words for effect, like he
chose his tone and his mannerisms for effect. There had always been
something slightly disturbing about Cici. From the first exchange
of messages on that dating site there was just ‘something’ about
her. But that was what had excited me about her.

Forgive me
please - but this is still the case. There was something not
slightly disturbing about him, but deeply disturbing and that kept
my clit and my nipples throbbing. I couldn’t work that out - not
for the life of me could I work that out. Maybe it was the ‘fright’
that was stimulating the sexuality in me. In the same way that
strangulation enhanced the sexual experience - I’d read that
somewhere, so the fear of this transsexual was stimulating me. I
couldn’t work it out. I didn’t have time to work it out because
there was too much else going round inside my head. I had too much
else that I had to try to contend with. So much else to be
frightened of.

And when Cici
plopped his cock out of me, just for a split second I had this
feeling that this might all be over for me after all. It was like
at times of sheer desperation and fear, you hang on to the smallest
thing in the hope that it is for the good. In the hope that the
nightmare is over. As that cock plopped out of me I heaved a sigh
of relief, but even then there was something inside me deep, that
wanted it to be back inside of me. That was the sexual me that was
hiding in my head somewhere and only came out at times like
this.

“Oh no, please
Cici, please not that, please.”

I could ‘feel’
myself crying more than sense it. My voice was shaky, teary and
that was not an act. And it wasn’t voluntarily that I was crying.
It was as though in my mind I had come to the end of my tether. The
reason for this at this particular time was that Cici had taken his
cock out of my vagina and was using my dripping lubrication to rub
that huge penis head around and over my anus. The thought that he
was going to slide that cock into my ass was horrendous and did
nothing except make me subconsciously tighten my bottom as the only
means of defence to me against that assault.

But he’d told
me that my holes, all of them would be used. It was the language
really - the extreme language of what he was doing to me. Not that
my holes would be used but that they would be used until I passed
out. And used maybe until I begged them to stop. I’d already been
told that there would be more appropriate times for me to ‘beg’.
Maybe this was one of those times? The thought of that thick cock
with the veins and the massive mushroom head wrecking my anus was
something that invoked all manner of terrors in me and these
terrors did not manifest themselves in a good way. I was being
reduced by this man, I knew that. There was enough of me left that
I knew when I was on a decline.

He moved back
so that I could see how hung he was. I wished he didn’t do that
because to me that was a deliberate thing to torture my mind.
Showing me what he was going to slide up inside my ass. he held it
up and it was draped over his hand like some giant snake. To me,
that thing would not fit inside my back passage. And yet, that
little sexual self that was inside me wanted him to have a good
fucking go at getting it inside me.

I was confused
with my own sexuality. I was almost paralysed with the fear that
Cici had successfully inflicted me with and yet I wanted to feel
that fat cock slide inside my ass. Fuck what is happening to
me?

“I’m going to
shove this so far up your slut ass that you’re going to need
stitches.”

That abysmal
and there was this changed tone to Cici’s voice now. It was still
that seductive tone that she had used all the time but there was an
edge to it. And that edge was something that was razor sharp and
there was this accentuation to the voice that chilled me.

“Please, please
Cici. Please, I thought we had a connection?”

Of course I was
clutching at straws. But wasn’t that what people did when the chips
were down for them?

“Oh ‘please
please Cici’. Can you hear yourself slut? Have some dignity will
you?”

Yes and yet
again a change in tone, like he was angry or something and this
didn’t feel too good either. Inside my own head, inside my own
sexuality I was torn between wanting to be as far away from this
place as it was possible to be, but at the same time sexually
addled and curious as to what it would feel like to have my ass
stretched and reamed by that monster cock.

Yes, that cock.
It was dripping as well. Apart from the fact that it was draped
over Cici’s perfectly manicured feminine hand, it wouldn’t have
looked out of place as part of the Alien franchise. Fuck it was a
nightmare just there in front of me, except it wasn’t a nightmare
at all.

“Just shut the
fuck up slut. I can’t say it won’t hurt, because it will. There
will be a lot of pain that will slowly subside as I wreck your back
passage. But you just stick with it and it’ll be over before you
know it.”

There was a
certain amount of glee that was coming from that voice of Cici’s.
What the fuck had I got myself into? And all for the bean of
pleasure between my legs. And here I am, shit scared, frightened
for my life and yet with a yearning for that alien cock to be
inside my ass. And as Cici came closer again, still holding that
cock like a heavy bit of ship’s rope, I could hear myself
whimpering. And that was the problem, I was whimpering. That
certainly didn’t reek of dignity. She’d told me to have some
dignity but that was a hard if not impossible task to even
contemplate.

And then he was
rubbing that cock head down my vaginal slit where he was collecting
up copious amounts of my own sexual fluids and his pre-cum mixed as
it oozed from me, and then down and over my ass hole. That first
rub of that rubbery cock head over the raised ring of my anus was
like a shock that saw me dilate and then close up. It was like this
pervert of the first order did that deliberately knowing that I
would tighten up before the shove came.

 


“Arghhhhhhhhh
fuckkkkkkkk noooooooo fuckkkkkkkkkk.”

When that shove
did come it was like a wall of pain that came from somewhere nearer
to hell than anywhere else. I’d never experienced pain like that
before, ever. It was an acute spasm that once it gripped hold, it
just remained. It wasn’t a pain that came and then went. It was a
cramp like pain that didn’t abate - it just stayed there.

Cici had
positioned his cock head just so - as though he did this kind of
thing all the time. As though he knew the angle to attack from. He
placed that huge knob head right on the hole and then he pushed. He
didn’t do it slowly, or a little at a time - he did it in one
shove. And that was it. He got that fucking monster cock head into
my ass in one shove and then he held it right there after it had
clicked past my sphincter. It was as though he knew that getting
his swollen cock head into me would produce the most amount of pain
and that the pain would all come at once.

I wish I could
explain what I felt better, but this was one of those occasions,
one of those happenings that words did not exist for. I had no
defence for what he did to me. The tightening of my asshole had
been the only defence and that simply acted as a stimulus for more
pain. I wish that I could have relaxed, made my ass loose for him
to slip inside of me, but I couldn’t do that. Nature was talking
it’s course and that nature could be a bitch at times.

I screamed like
I had never screamed ever before. I wasn’t a screamer I never had
been, but that pain was a wall of pain that deserved an elongated
screech at the very least.

“There - that’s
anal wreck part one done. A couple of stitches there later and
you’ll be fine. Who knows maybe even stitch you up tighter, so that
when it heals, you’ll be nice and tight for it to happen all over
again. But for now, I need to feel my cock head hit the bend in
your colon.”

This sick fuck!
I asked myself again what I had got myself into, but trying to
answer that whilst I was screaming was useless. He wasn’t satisfied
with just putting that obscene, dripping cock head into a place
that wasn’t designed by nature to take it, but now he wanted to
slide more of that thick, vein ridden monster into me. And as he
began to move his hips and push more so the breath was taken from
me again and I screamed out. The fact that I needed stitches
already was not a good thing for me to come to terms with.

“Ohhhhh fuck
god please help me god please please help me.”

 


The thing was
that I was not nor ever had I been particularly religious so it was
bizarre to a point of disturbing how I was asking god for help at
this point. It came down to what people did in their darkest hour
of need didn’t it? I’d known that, I’d seen people turning to
prayer when they could not do anything else and I’d always kind of
mocked that. But with what I was feeling now I felt it was my only
option. Maybe there could be or would be some divine intervention,
but the further into me that cock was pushed, the nearer to the
bend in my colon that cock head got, the less I felt the Big Man
would help me out.

I had this
knowledge in my head as well - the knowledge that I would be
needing stitches when this was all over. But what was ‘all over’? I
hadn’t felt my flesh ripping as Cici had slipped his cock head into
me, but that was because of the amount of pain I was in - it
wouldn’t surprise me if I needed stitches like it wouldn’t surprise
me if this Cici creature was saying that just to scare the fuck out
of me. I’d been scared the fuck out of for some time already -
would there ever be a respite from that?

“There is no
god slut, just me at the moment. But then there will be two of us,
oh, and you.”

It struck me as
that cock travelled into the depths of my anal tube that Cici was a
cunt. It might have been appropriate to ‘beg’ at different times
but cunt was an appropriate label to attach to him all the time. A
fucked up man who wanted to be a woman but only managed half the
job and that left him in this ‘state’. How could any woman not hate
a man? But these were thoughts that I had to keep to myself. Ones
that I couldn’t let out.

And now he was
fucking my ass with the full length and girth of his cock. He was
pulling out, tenting my hole, keeping his cock head in me with the
ridge of that mushroom shaped head, and then he was pushing again,
all the way in. Every time he tented my asshole out there was this
stinging pain as well as the size orientated pain. That was telling
me that my flesh had ripped and that I was probably bleeding but I
couldn’t see that - I couldn’t see anything but this feminine man
over me, between my legs and using long strokes of his cock to
further degrade me.

I didn’t feel
any looser as I might have expected if he had ripped me on the way
in that first time. I don’t even know why I was thinking of that
when what I should have been thinking of was that distant throb
emanating from the base, the inside of my clitoral bundle
somewhere. I couldn’t think about orgasm - if I did, I would,
orgasm that is.

That was how it
had been this last few days. If I felt that throb, then I would
have to do something about it. Nothing on this planet now would
have made me want to orgasm in this fucked up cunt’s presence.
Nothing would be a worse degradation than that. Oh I was sure there
were worse degradations. But for me now, I had to get over this
little episode and hope that these people would let me go. There
had to be more than just Cici, I was convinced beyond a shadow of a
doubt that he was not working alone and that there was someone else
waiting to make their entrance.

 



CHAPTER TEN

 


Please No More,
Please!

 


I began to feel
wretched after a long while with that thick cock sliding in and out
of my asshole. My own sexuality was providing nature’s own
lubrication as it dripped down from my vagina to the top of his
cock. Him or her then as though in constant motion, in and out of
me.

I hate the way
Cici fucked my anus. He did it all in this encompassing way. He
wasn’t being particularly brutal. The actual act of that massive
cock inside my anal tract was the brutality - but the way he fucked
my ass was like a sensuous thing. He knew what he was doing to me.
He was in close, writhing his hips and sending that cock sliding up
and down the stretched walls of my anus. Somehow I got the
impression that he was doing it this way, to make me feel like he
was making love to my anus or something. Such were his movements,
so fluid, so sensual that he was getting the deepest penetration -
and that was fucking with my head.

“Cici, I want
you to cum inside my slut ass.”

I was trying to
give him what he wanted to hear. I was trying to kind of turn him
on more and more with some dirty talk. The hope was that he would
cum and then at least leave me alone with my thoughts for a little
while. But he had no intention of that. His intention was continual
onslaught of my anus in a way that told of his/her perversion. I
couldn’t get it out of my head that he was making it ‘delicious’
for me. I would never have given a moment’s thought to being
impaled on a thick, vein ridden cock in a sexually aroused way. But
now I was longing for that cock to keep fucking me like this. It
was like I wanted it, I didn’t want it. I wanted it, I didn’t want
it!

If the truth
was known he was making me want it more and more. He was using my
ass to turn me on and I had little split seconds of hating the fuck
out of that thought. I could feel him all woman like rubbing up
against me, stroking my hips with his manicured nails as he was
driving that thick obscene cock in and out of my asshole. When he
spoke of wrecking my anus, he wasn’t wrong. Every in stroke brought
a new feeling that he was doing just that. There was this
‘discomfort’ associated with the sensual delicious ass fucking he
was giving me. There was this sense that he was bruising my inner
anal tract because of the way he was coming in at different angles.
That was exactly what he was doing - he was fucking me deliciously
with the sole intention of wrecking and bruising my ass and I
wasn’t sure how I felt about that.

“It’s ok sweet
lips, you’ll feel it all collapse eventually, and then you won’t be
able to control it.”

What the fuck
did that mean? If I could have moved my own hips to help him along
I would have - that was what I was feeling inside. But now I had
this other thing to worry about - this thing that I wouldn’t be
able to control it. What did that even mean? It didn’t seem right
to stop this sensual delicious fucking of my ass to ask that very
question. It was just something else that I had to contend with and
think about.

What the fuck
did he mean when he said, ‘I’ll feel it all collapse eventually’? I
mean, what the fuck was that all about? I’m not going to lie, it
was all getting a bit much for me. This whole thing I want out of
now. This man come woman over me, fucking my most private flesh
like this - as though I don’t have a say in the matter. As though I
have no rights at all. But that was just it - I didn’t have a say
in it. I didn’t have a say in anything that was going on. One
second I was thinking this slow sensual wrecking of my anus was one
of the most putrid, disgusting things that could be done. But the
next second I was lapping it up wanting that big stretching
discomfort sensation to be the basis of my orgasm. I decided to
spur him on a bit more.

“Come on bitch,
fuck me harder, wreck my ass. I want to feel your balls empty up my
ass.”

Truth is, I
didn’t even know what ‘wreck my ass’ meant. I had no idea but I was
asking for it in that way. And if Cici had many talents, one of
them was to say it as it was.

“You’re begging
for it now slut, but when it happens…”

And he left his
words hanging right there. Right when I wanted to know more, when I
needed to know more he was leaving it there for me to ponder as he
drove that cock into me deeper and deeper. It was when it hit the
bend in my colon, that was when it hurt the most. There was this
sense that I was being winded from within and when that happened I
had to hold my breath until that moment passed.

The thing was
that the pain passed. That wall of pain that happened when that
cock head was just pushed past my sphincter, that wall of pain that
just hung there making me tremble as I was impaled on that cock,
eventually it did pass. It was like the tightness of my asshole had
lessened a little. As though my musculature had adapted around the
alien object inside of me. It didn’t make it comfortable for me,
there was still this extreme tightness, but it didn’t see the pain
tail off until it wasn’t there anymore. Did that mean that there
was no more damage being done and that my ass was wrecked now? For
some reason I was associating ‘wrecking my anus’ with that pain. As
though it would be the pain that marked the end of my anus as I
knew it.

But I had it
all wrong. I couldn’t have got it more wrong if I tried. Once that
pain had passed it seemed, the real work began. The end of that
pain was like a sign that my anal muscles were giving in to the
relentless assault of that cock.

“It’s ok
sweetheart, you’ll feel it less and less and then it will
happen.”

And he was over
me, kissing my neck, and down over my breasts as he drilled that
freakish cock into me. For some reason when he spoke like that,
with those words I was getting it. And in that instant I wanted him
to stop.

“Please Cici,
please don’t do this - please don’t do it anymore. Please don’t do
it to me.”

It was in that
moment, or those moments that I realised what might happen. I
wasn’t seeing the minute detail, or the results of it, I was just
seeing half the story. It was as I was thinking like this that I
could feel my anal muscles relax a little more. Except they weren’t
relaxing, they were failing. And there was this inner panic inside
of me that I couldn’t let go of.

Cici sensed
this and upped his rate. He was fucking me harder and more
brutally. He was using all the angles in that brutal way. And
although he was still all over me in that sensuous, delicious way,
he was being more and more brutal with that cock weapon of his.
Yes, that ‘cock weapon. He was driving it into me and slamming it
up against my colon and that was winding me and now I was getting
how the damage was done to me.

The anus is
like a one way valve. It’s designed to be air and liquid tight. And
it’s designed to relax to relieve the contents of the bowels. If
things, like giant cocks are forced in the wrong way, over a long
period of time then, that one way valve eventually fails. It
eventually begins to loosen until it breaks. I don’t know why such
clarity came to me the way it did. Maybe it was another of those
tricks the mind plays on people when the chips are down. Maybe the
mind is ready to accept the inevitable before the rest of a person
- the rest of ‘me’.

“Sorry sweet
lips, this was meant to happen to you. It has to go all the
way.”

And he was
whispering to me, hissing to me as his orgasm approached. And there
was this added swell to that already disgustingly huge cock that
was associated with that approaching orgasm. Like that fucking
monster alien had summoned more blood to feed it so that the final
phase of ass wrecking could begin. I knew at the point that it was
all over. I knew that probably I was going to be subjected to my
worse ever nightmare. But the thing was that I didn’t know how
deep, or how damaging the nightmare was.

There was this
‘click’ from inside my anus as this man approached his orgasm. At
least I think there was a click - maybe I imagined it. But as that
click played in my head so my anal muscles just broke. It was like
they just gave up and there was this looseness that told me that
there was nothing to stop me shitting myself now, literally. And
for some reason that was the worst thing in the world right at this
point. As that cock pummelled into my colon, so my ass broke.

And as it broke
so he orgasmed. I could feel the gushes of this animal’s semen
whitewashing me inside. I tried to squeeze my ass around that cock,
to make it better for him but god only knows why I did that. Why
the fuck did I want to make it better for him? It wasn’t just my
ass that was wrecked so was my head. But there was nothing there.
There was the natural tightness of such a huge cock inside me, but
then there was nothing extra and as he moved inside me I could feel
that it was different. Like the whole structure of my ass had been
changed. But I knew it hadn’t just changed, it had been
destroyed.

Cici seemed to
orgasm for a long, long time. Maybe it was me, and time was just
slowing down, going into slow motion as my mind tried to deal with
all that was happening to me. The fact was that I couldn’t deal
with it. There was no dealing with it.

“See slut,
you’re done now. No point in hanging on to any more dignity now.
You haven’t got any left. Oh, and no orgasm for you, yet.”

And as those
words filtered into my head, I knew Cici was right. I knew the word
dignity didn’t apply to me anymore. He moved inside of me until his
balls were empty and until those gushes of semen drizzled to a
halt. Then he plopped out. And it was at this precise time that the
real degradation swept over me. When that cock was not there
anymore the natural thing would be for the ass to clinch closed
again, tight so that any leakage was prevented, or at the very
least lessened. But there was nothing. All I was feeling was a
gaping loose, slack hole that used to be my tight ass. And I didn’t
even have an orgasm to come down from.

“Yummy. I
should make you lick that up your dirty whore.”

Cici was
referring to the fact that I couldn’t prevent myself from
evacuating all of that semen. I wanted to, I desperately wanted to
squeeze so that I didn’t fart it all out in front of the leering,
grinning half man half woman fuck-up of nature. But I couldn’t.

I think
something changed in me at that point. I think something
fundamental changed inside me. I’m a confident, successful lawyer
who can earn nine grand a day. I’ve represented high profile people
for their divorces. I’ve represented celebrities, protecting their
assets against gold diggers. I’ve achieved everything I wanted to
achieve in life. I’d made my markers and targets. The only thing
left to me was to go for Queens Council. That was going to come in
the next ten years. It was a sole target after having multiple
targets on the go all the time. It was the home straight that I was
on. The only other one beyond that point was to be a Judge, and I
hadn’t decided on that yet.

But now it was
different as I felt that gush from my ass. I could feel it pouring
out and down under me on that bondage thing I was secured to. I
couldn’t look at Cici - that was odd for me. I had no trouble
maintaining eye contact with anyone - I did it daily, in and out of
the court room. But now, it was like I needed to avoid that eye
contact with this person, the animal that had done this to me. I
could feel his eyes drilling down into me. I could even feel that
evil fucking grin of his.

“I know, I know
sweet lips, it’s all over for you isn’t it. A successful woman,
destroyed. Life’s a bitch hey?”

And there was
this slight mocking tone that he was using. It was nuanced but it
was there. But he was right, it was all over for me. I didn’t know
how I could ever carry on after this, and that was assuming I was
going to be released. But I’d already been told that wouldn’t
happen. So yes it was all over for me and for a few minutes as that
semen bubbled out of me and under me, I didn’t know how I felt
about that. I didn’t know what it being over for me meant. I tried
to think in short bursts about the future but nothing was coming to
me.

“Makes it
easier, doesn’t it, that you know it’s all over for you? It makes
you not being released, easier to take because you’ve got nothing
to go out to.”

It was like
Cici was reading my mind and that made me feel super uneasy about
things. I was feeling rock bottom as it was. And on top of that I
had the feeling that I might need medical attention for what had
been done to my collapsed anal tract. There were all these negative
things invading my mind frightening me and it wasn’t ‘me’ not to be
able to handle it and deal with it. But it was like I was a child
again, out in the big world. Except this was the big bad world and
I was lost in it.

He was right
though, I didn’t have anything to go out to, I wouldn’t be able to
continue with my career, not after this. For a woman my age, to
have lost control of basic bodily functions, this was beyond a
disaster. It was like an apocalyptic happening. It changed
everything. It changed who I was, and what I was. It was like I’d
gone to sleep and woken in this new reality that I had to exist in
going forward. It was like that other life, the lawyer life hadn’t
happened but was still there in the back of my mind.

 


I didn’t want
to leave this place now. I didn’t care about the outside. The
outside could go fuck off!

“Ready for more
slut? I wanna do your cunt again, and then your mouth - think you
can handle it?”

Was he joking?
Did this monster actually just crack a funny? I’d been
deconstructed as a woman, sexualised and anally wrecked, and he was
ready for more. He had to be joking, right? He had to be! But no, I
doubted he was a transsexual sadist who joked about matters so
close to his heart.

With the
slackness and the looseness of my anus, there was this insane sense
that the ‘tightness’ of my vagina when he slipped back inside me
for more, was much more than it was. Yes the first time that cock
slid into my vagina, my breath had been taken away, but that had
been because of the shock of the size and the thickness and
meatiness of that cock.

But my inner
femininity, my reproductive tract had adapted to take it. Nature
designed it that way. But now, that cock sliding into me, feeling
my actual flesh being able to respond to it and stimulate it was
like a wonderment to me. So devastated had I been with what Cici
had done to my back passage I was kind of shocked that anything
down there was working anymore. That had to be the shock and trauma
of what was happening to me as a whole.

And then he was
fucking me again. There was still semen, just dregs of semen oozing
out of my collapsed anal hole as he began to pound my cervix again
and as he progressed with this assault I was as much ashamed as
shocked to feel those familiar clitoral throbs were back at me. In
a way I was pleased to feel this because it would take my mind off
the damage. It would give me something to ‘work’ for. Something to
work towards myself. Maybe I would orgasm? I was thinking that way,
holding on to that because my outside world was sinking away now.
It was like it was fading to grey in my mind as though it had
ceased to be. That was because it had ceased to be.

 



Part 3 - Beyond
Rock Bottom

 



CHAPTER
ELEVEN

 


Yes, there was
a ‘beyond rock’ bottom. Like when you’ve had your anal tract
destroyed by a transsexual with a monster cock and you’ve lost
everything. When you’ve lost so much that you hang onto the
smallest thing to try to get through. For me all there was to hang
onto was that inexplicable sexual pleasure that came in little
throbs from my clitoral bundle and from my nipples - as though
those two extremities, those two extreme private pieces of flesh
were connected by invisible strings where if one throbbed, they
both did. And when you’re hanging on to those throbs, and the
promise however distant that you’ll get an orgasm out of it. When
that becomes a bigger thing as you’re being raped in this way -
when all that matters is the orgasm because everything else is just
too terrible to comprehend, then you kind of know you’re fucked.
This is rock bottom. At least, I thought it was.

“I like to feel
a nice slippery wet cunt round my cock after it’s destroyed an
asshole. It’s a bonus for it to be the cunt neighbouring that ass -
it makes it more pleasurable for me.”

He had to be
tormenting me deliberately as well as showing his utterly selfish,
sadistic side. Just using those words to remind me and hurt me more
and more. He was slipping his cock deep into me and pressing up
hard against my cervix. He was holding it right there to cause the
pressure and that pressure was making me squeeze my cunt flesh
around his cock. That pressure and my squeezing of my own vaginal
muscles was accentuating how useless my ass was now. If I squeezed
my vagina there was the hanging looseness of my ass. It was like
all the internals of my ass might fall out and the indignity and
degradation that involved.

 


Oh yes there is
a beyond rock bottom alright. That hits when the orgasm has come
and gone. That comes the other side of that orgasm, when I was on
the way down from it. First the sexual euphoria where everything
else is forgotten and nothing else matters. That sexual high that
is so high that it feels like the best thing, the most beautiful
thing in the world. And that is because it IS the best thing in the
world, and this was the time that I embraced the hugeness of that
cock inside my vaginal tunnel. This was when I embraced that
delicious way that Cici fucked me.

If there was
one thing that Cici did well it was fucking me. He did a number of
things well - he did sadism well. I’d never really thought much
beyond the normal about ‘sadism’. But yeah, Cici did sadism very
well. He was very accomplished. But he fucked in that delicious way
as well.

“That’s right
you dirty slut. You KNOW that you haven’t been living your best
life until now.”

Even his voice
turned me on. It was like his voice and his cock worked in unison
together to bring me to that high.

“Let me cum,
please Cici let me cum.”

I was
whispering, hissing back to him. When I was in this place nothing
else mattered and his words ‘your best life’ made sense when he was
building me to an orgasm. It was when I could forget about
everything else. My last thought about ‘everything else’ was that
it could wait, that I would deal with that as and when. And that it
didn’t matter, for now. And that was right because Cici gave me
that orgasm.

Oh, did he give
me that orgasm. And that was a strange way to think, that he was
giving me the orgasm as though it was his to give. That showed the
level that my mind had sunk to. That showed the dysfunctional state
of my mind. But it didn’t matter because I had this orgasm building
and emerging and I was determined to suck as much from that as I
could.

“Not straight
away slut. I’m gonna let it build, and build until you beg for it,
then you can have it all at once.”

That was ok by
me. He edged me and then brought me back from that edge time after
time until I was breathless. I cannot describe that feeling - that
intensity that was involved in being brought to the edge of a
sexual abyss like that, time after time and then back again, away
from it. It made me hold my breath and it made me desire Cici more
than I could have imagined even before this nightmare episode.

I’d never
experienced the build up to orgasm like this before and it was like
a drug. Yes, that was what it was like exactly - like a drug that I
wanted more and more of. The more he edged me, the more he shoved
me over that edge to look into that abyss before dragging me back
from it, the more I forget about the nightmare world I was in.

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

I was begging
like I’d never begged before. And when he did let me spill into
orgasm it was like a trillion ton neutron bomb going off inside the
core of my clitoris. It was like a delicious chain reaction - as
though millions of mini orgasms had joined forces to create this
ultra super orgasm. Except it was more than that. After all that
edging there was this spill of pleasure that didn’t peak. At least,
it didn’t peak immediately. It just came and then kept coming and I
was holding my breath in this jerky stuttering way.

And I was more
than aware of my eyes being open, wide open bulging as I tried to
deal with this amount of pleasure all at once. And that was it -
trying to deal with an ever mounting, and ever coming tsunami of
pleasure that didn’t know when or how to peak. It just kept coming.
I couldn’t respond much physically because I was still in that
debilitating, degrading bondage. All I could get out of it was what
Cici gave me. And he was giving it all to me at once. That wave of
pleasure just kept rolling through me and I was helpless to it.

And then it did
peak. Oh, did it peak! I thought my clitoris and my nipples would
explode or be launched into nano space. I whimpered through that
orgasm peak because that was all I could do. Just when I didn’t
think this build up would end, it peaked and that peak was like
reaching the top of the highest, steepest roller coaster ever, and
then coming down the other side of it. I held my breath and I
whimpered because that was all I could do.

I was aware of
Cici shooting a second load into me as I peaked. And he was still
shooting his second load when I began that descent from the most
addictive orgasm I’d ever had. And that was is - that descent from
orgasm. Usually this was when lovers lay in each other’s arms,
shared a cigarette, whatever and then maybe went to sleep.

But that was in
the normal world. And yes, that distant normal world was back in my
head again, along with everything else. That come down was like a
soul shaking of the first order. The contrast of the orgasm high
that peaked somewhere in outer space. But the descent was something
else. That was like a wave, a total wave of despair that washed
over me. No lying in the arms of a lover, male or female, no
cigarette, no going to sleep. Just this wave of black despair as it
all came back to me and enveloped me.

Yes that orgasm
was like a hit of sexual crack, but the come down from that was
worse than any cold turkey in the world.

“Please Cici,
please let me go?”

They were the
words that spilled out of my mouth but I’m not sure I meant them.
The degree of despair wasn’t something I was familiar with. There
had been degrees of despair throughout this nightmare but this was
something that was on another level. It was something that didn’t
bare thinking about let alone comprehending. I have to say that I
wanted to die as I came down off that orgasm and into the reality.
All of that pleasure one second and the next all of the reality and
the reality didn’t measure up to the ecstasy of the orgasmic high.
It sent me into a spiral down.

“Don’t be
silly. I haven’t anywhere near finished with you yet. And I KNOW
that my ‘associate’ hasn’t even started on you. This is your life
now - full of serious highs and even more serious lows.”

The way Cici
spoke, it was as though he knew intimately what I was going
through. Maybe he had been through something similar himself? There
was obviously something disturbed about him. For him to be able to
do what he did to me, and others, there had to be a rewiring issue
in his mind. But the way he spoke, it was like he didn’t just
empathise with how I felt post orgasm, but that he had been there
himself.

“I don’t think
I can go on.”

I was hinting
that I wanted to die because that was how I felt. Even to think
about what else he could do to me, and this other person was not
somewhere my brain wanted to go. And yet that was all I had to go
on. It was like this nightmare had expanded and was existing in my
brain AS my brain.

“It’s natural
for you to think like that. But you will go on because you won’t be
allowed to end it. You’ve just come down from a mind blowing orgasm
and you’re near rock bottom. I get that. But don’t expect mercy, or
sympathy. You’re on this journey now, and the whole journey MUST be
taken. And the journey is one way. There is no return trip for you,
ever.”

Cici’s voice
had changed. He, she, was informing me, but at the same time the
tone was reflective and even in my death-wish state I was getting
that he must have done this trip, or one like it. This tone to his
voice was almost sombre and yet he was still moving his hips, still
moving his cock inside me.

“I don’t
understand. I just don’t understand.”

And that was
the truth. It was weird - I was in this nightmare knowing that I
wasn’t going to be released not soon, not ever, and yet I didn’t
understand it. I had this heavy dark cloud of despair enveloping me
and I was being told something that didn’t belong in my world, and
I just couldn’t compute it, or process it.

“You don’t need
to understand slut. You just need to let yourself be taken where
you are taken. Don’t fight it, don’t resist, just let yourself go
because there’s nothing you can do about it.”

And that
reflective tone was gone again to be replaced by the sadistic Cici.
He knew what kind of future I was in for, but I didn’t. Or maybe I
did if what had happened to me already was anything to go by. But
he knew the intimacies of what was in store for me. He knew what
was round the next corner but I didn’t. And that big black cloud of
despair just got blacker. But that would eventually lift a little
to allow me some time to process where I was and what was
happening. I hadn’t had any time to do that. I’d had no time to
process the stages I’d been through to get here, and now it was
hitting me all at the same time.

“There’s
nothing I can do about it.”

I repeated what
Cici had said because that was the key point of what he was saying.
There were things I was used to doing as a lawyer that came as
second nature. And that was to pick out the key, bullet points of
complex paragraphs. And this was it.

“That’s right
slut. Nothing at all. You just gotta go with the flow.”

He was
withdrawing his huge cock out of me now, but that big black cloud
was still over me.

“Just gotta go
with the flow.”

I must have
sounded like an idiot or something. I was repeating key points
again but this is because I was at rock bottom.

“Put it back in
me Cici, please. Please put that cock back inside me again. Fuck me
more - give me another orgasm.”

And he stood
back, holding that snake like cock as though he’d trapped some of
the local wildlife or something.

“No, your mouth
now. To clean me off, give me a pleasurable afterglow before we
carry on. And then we have to get you ready. I want you to meet my
associate. Someone who will take over the control of this journey
now. Now that you are broken, we can continue.”

THAT cock, in
my mouth! But Cici would do that to me as deliciously as he had
fucked me, and ruined my ass. He would choke me with that cock and
make me gag on my own bile. He would ‘deliciously’ choke me with it
as I cleaned him up to the throbs returning to my clitoris and
nipples.

 


At least I
thought I had seen the very lowest ebb of rock bottom. But coming
to terms with the damage that had been done to my anal tract, my
anal ring was like a whole different sphere of terrible. Actually,
terrible doesn’t do it justice. Cici had given me six stitches, to
close the tear to my outer ring, and that had kind of given me a
semi-normal ass back, or it would once it healed. But that was in
my mind, nowhere else, it certainly wasn’t the reality.

“This will heal
up but the inside stays damaged, loose, slack. Broken muscles,
fucked muscles never heal completely. They will to a degree, but
they will be damaged again. The eventual result is a prolapsed anus
where you will hang out of yourself. But not to worry, you’ve got
us to look after you now.”

Cici had so
many levels - so many facets to himself / herself. There were so
many levels that were frightening. And yet she’d shown compassion
to a degree when she was stitching me up. She’d shown expertise as
well. Doing what she did was coming as second nature to her and
that scared me but it excited me as well. But the reality was that
I was this new person now. I wasn’t Sally the lawyer any more. I
wasn’t Cindy the sexual adventurer either. All of that had been
taken away from me.

“We’ll get you
plugged up, so you don’t have, an ‘accident’. And then get you
ready to meet your maker, is it were.”

What the fuck
did that mean, ‘get me plugged up’? I didn’t want to guess. I
hadn’t done so good in guessing or pinpointing what the next shock
or horror to be inflicted on me was yet. I couldn’t hazard a guess
now.

“What do you
mean, plug me up?”

I needed to ask
the question in as few words as possible because my mind was
wandering all the time.

“An inflatable
up your ass darling. Just gently inflated so those stitches don’t
break, and held there, so that you don’t, you know, have that
accident. Your ass doesn’t work like it did any more. It’s broken
and so you will always need to be plugged in some way or another.
But we’ll look after you.”

Being plugged
was being plugged, what was all that shit, one way or another? Now
the true degradation and indignity was hitting me. This was the
real cold light of day stuff that knocked me psychologically. The
thought of what had been done to my anus, and the remedial work and
then the knowledge that I would need to be plugged because I
couldn’t control my own bodily functions any more. It was like
something that didn’t bare thinking about and yet was something
that I was forced to think about. And thinking about it enforced
the sheer, and the undiluted degradation.

I was being
plunged into a different and very terrifying world. And when I
looked at Cici, she was smiling at me, but her eyes were intense.
That cock was not out now, it was away, and this woman was back -
the same woman that I had fallen for over the net. The one that
excited me, and seduced me. And so my head was being fucked with
all over again. And I still had the taste of ‘his’ cock and ‘his’
stale semen in my mouth.

 


Being plugged
was a soul destroying experience, but it was a relief as well. A
relief that I couldn’t be degraded by ‘accident’. The panty briefs
were latex - micro thin, tight latex that was almost transparent.
They housed the inflatable appendage that helped hold me together
and they acted as a permanent inescapable reminder as well as to
what had happened, or what had been done to me by this godforsaken
animal. But an added source of humiliation were my sex lips, all
swollen, puffy and wet pulled through a tight latex slit, and left
to hang, as though to signify that just because one hole was out of
action for the time being, there was still the other one to
consider for further abuse.

“There slut,
how does that feel? It’s important that even though you are what
you are, that we take real good care of you.”

Now there was a
contradiction of statements all in a couple of sentences. I
swallowed dryly as the plug moved inside me slightly - penetration
was penetration after all and those throbs were back.

“I’m ok, I
think.”

I wasn’t ok
though. I was far from ok.

 



CHAPTER
TWELVE

 


Psychological
Destruction

 


I’m a woman, I
know what wearing high heels does to a woman. I know for the
onlooker the highest spikiest heels accentuate the legs - they make
long legs longer, they tighten them up, they mould them, shape
them. They arch the feet severely, and depending on the size of the
heels, the height of them, they force a tippy-toe stance that help
accentuate a woman further. They force a stance that is naturally,
almost arrogant as well as inviting and seductive. They force the
wearer’s shoulders back, their breasts out and proud in front.

And for the
wearer they instil a confidence. They ‘encourage’ that ‘slut
strut’. They change the mindset - they transform the way a woman
looks yes, but also about how she thinks about herself. It’s safe
to say I know that high heels change the fundamentals of a woman
and how she feels psychologically. They force the sexuality to the
fore where before it might not have been at the fore. They can
inspire that confidence but they can also add a vulnerability, and
a sexualisation to a woman that might not have been there before.
High heels have a lot to answer for and the environment in which
the wearing of extreme heels is an ingredient of what happens to
her next.

 


Once I had been
stitched and plugged, the high heels that I was fitted with added a
dimension that I hadn’t thought of, or taken into consideration.
Boots with heels so high that my entire weight was transferred down
the core of my spine, to my tippy toes. Yes, I could add that
certain high heels added something of a tortuous element. Knees
length boots that were so fitted, so exact, that they formed part
of my ‘structure’. They strengthened my structure and permitted me
to stand like this on tip toes, in a way that was agony, but in a
way that I could not collapse to the floor with that pain. I was
being ‘altered’ live, as it were, and the pressures on my
femininity were extreme.

Those boots
coming just below the knees, fitted over a skin tight latex catsuit
that was both ‘forming’ and sexualising. Latex was a whole new
thing. My experience with it was nil. Of course it was - I was a
mostly lesbian, city lawyer in the big earnings league. This wasn’t
my world! but now that I was fitted with it, now that I was used to
those throbs in the base of my clitoral bundle, and somehow in the
core of my nipples, I liked the way the micro rubber clung to me -
the way it sealed me in. The way it kind of assisted in my
transition to this new life by further sexualising me - and by
further, inexplicably adding to those throbs that seemed now to be
there all the time. I liked the way this latex rubber ‘stuff’
wasn’t part of my life before, but now it was, like a major
part.

I know, I know
my mind is fucked - I accept that but all I can do is say it from
my point of view now. Right now, this latex cocoon of a catsuit,
sealing me in, kind of protecting me from the outside world was
something that I was bizarrely grateful for. It accentuated this
new me, but at the same time there was this bizarre comfort that it
gave me. Like a pure comfort when everything else in my other life
had been taken away. I was grateful for that, truly. It was like
something I could hold on to.

But what I was
also getting used to was ‘contrasts’. There was the ‘hug’ of that
latex second skin. But there was the torture of those spiked,
tapered heels that forced the unnatural yet still sexualised
stance. And those heels made me more aware, if that was needed, of
the fact that I was ‘plugged’. The way I shifted my weight from one
heel to the other was natural, and yet it ensured that every time I
did it, the plug moved inside me reminding me of the slackness and
the redundancy of my anal muscles. I had to share the awareness
though. Because to my clitoral bundle, a wired clip had been
attached and was being fed with a constant sub-level hum, or
vibration. The battery pack for that was in a utility belt around
my waist to allow free movement and not tethered to a power
supply.

That constant
humming to my clitoris ensured that my sex lips, pulled through
another layer of latex, the cat suit, dripped my naturally produced
juices. This was akin to me not being able to control my own
sexuality, and that fact being on display like this - like a
deliberate display to show that I was unable to control myself. It
was in effect another layer of degradation being applied on the
fly. My meaty, swollen, chubby sex lips glistening with my own
fluids, and these fluids following the lines, the folds of my sex
lips and collecting before ‘dripping’ down to the floor where I
stood. And although my own view of myself was limiting, and
debilitated in a way, I kind of knew what I looked like. I knew
what sight I must have presented to anyone seeing me. The lawyer in
me would have been distraught and disgusted with herself, with
‘me’. But it wasn’t like that anymore.

And those steps
I was taking, transferring my weight to try to adjust to the
pressure through my spine, my legs and to my tippy toes, further
debilitated with an ankle chain secured between my two ankles,
impeding the steps I could take. Cici had taken her time, like a
deliberately slow time to do this to me. It didn’t happen in a
quick dress up session. In a way it was about swapping one bondage
for another. And it was the feminine Cici who did that. That cock
of her’s out of sight, tucked away. It was like what she was doing
to me was a mission that she needed to get exactly right. That she
had to get right at any cost such was the micro accuracy she
displayed.

It took some
time to get used to that chain between my ankles. I had been taking
my steps, transferring my weight and that chain had disturbed that,
it had interrupted it and in a way it had put me back some
steps.

“Please, please
Cici this is getting harder for me. It’s getting much harder for
me.”

My words were
spoken slowly, and I had to pause to take breaths, and little steps
in those skyscraper heels that forced me onto the tips of my
toes.

“You’ll get
used to it. You have to, you have no choice. This is your life,
this is your best life now.”

And she just
kept working on me. My wrists cuffed to the utility belt, near my
hips, that was holding the battery back to my clitoral stimulation
device, forcing my elbows back. And then another length of chain
seemingly made to measure, above my elbows keeping them back. And
this simple piece of chain altering my whole dynamic. I had been an
attractive, long legged woman used to controlling my looks, and
confident in my looks and how I carried them. But now I wasn’t that
woman any more.

Now it was like
I was woman who had been ‘designed’ like this. A woman
deconstructed and then partly destroyed and was in the process of
being rebuilt - a process that I had no control over whatsoever. I
was being forced to be what I was. There wasn’t one aspect I
controlled or had any say in. Having a say was something that was a
diminishing thought, a fading notion.

“You look
spectacular darling. My friend will be so impressed with you.”

And Cici did
actually sound impressed and that made me feel a little bit good
inside if I’m honest. It was that thing, hanging onto the tiniest
thing, hanging onto anything that was even remotely ‘good’.

“Now for your
tits, your neck, your head, your eyes, your mouth and your
tongue.”

It was those
last words that I didn’t quite understand. She wasn’t finished with
me yet? At least that was what I was getting from those words. My
feet, legs, my plug, my dripping sex lips, my shrink wrapped latex
body, controlled and sexualised, all designed and implemented, but
that wasn’t the end of it, it wasn’t enough. Not yet at least.

 


The collar was
more like a neck corset. It forced my neck long, it forced it to
extend, and then it felt organic, the way it rested on my latex
shoulders and then followed the contours of my neck, and then the
final squeeze as it was fastened and then locked to my neck. This
was extending my feeling of sheer helplessness. I could feel my
mouth dry up and my lips were sticky from where I tried to lick
them. it kept my chin up, in that I couldn’t look down - it was
like another thing impeding me and controlling me. Cici didn’t
speak now - it was like she was in that zone of her’s.

The tight latex
hood scared me a little bit. It was so tight and yet Cici was so
good at slipping it on. She’d bunched my hair and pulled it through
a hole in the crown of the hood. And because of the location, I had
this sense, this feeling that I might have resembled a prancing
pony with high, tight elegant pony tail erupting from my hood. I
don’t know where that came from. It just popped into my head. That
hood, full head, full face with tiny nostril holes and eye pads
that could be ripped out to allow me full sight. Right now I didn’t
have any sight and that was a bit disconcerting. Actually, it was
frightening. I was being controlled, and now I was having my
natural senses taken away from me. And this hood was in turn
secured to the collar, making it an all-in-one device.

I’d been forced
to give up control to this person, Cici, but on a progressive
basis, more and more was being taken off me. My lips being tugged,
between Cici’s thumb and forefinger through the mouth slit. And
then there was that thing, that forced open my mouth. A stainless
steel thing, like a dental device, dental gag, slipped into my
mouth and opening my mouth wide. I whimpered more than a little bit
when I felt my tongue captured in some kind of clamp, and then
pulled out.


“Mmmmmmmmm.”

I couldn’t talk
as such, all I could do was make this sound that had to have been
going over this sense of distress. Yes, distress was a good word
for what I felt. And this sense of distress was a mounting one that
seemed to be another added feed to those micro vibrations being fed
into my clitoris. And the noise increased, it got more urgent as a
spring loaded crocodile clip was closed over my tongue. Strangely I
could hear the little ‘clicks’ as the clip’s teeth pierced into my
tongue. The taste of my own blood was something that was almost
electric, but clipping my tongue like this wasn’t the end of
it.

I could feel my
stretched, held open lips trying to adapt to their new formation
but the ability to adapt was limited. Then there was Cici, doing
something, near my breasts, around my nipples. But I couldn’t see
so was limited to what my imagination was coming up with. Very
light touches and sensations and then each of my nipples being
‘released’ from inside the skin tight, comfort hugging latex. And
as each nipple was released, so there was this sense, this
ultra-throb that told me that my nipples were grotesquely erect,
hard, rubbery and quivering. There were more tugs to my tongue and
that hurt. It was like a sharp, pin point level of pain that made
me whimper. That whimpering sounded louder in my own head than it
was at any other time.

There was more
fumbling around, and the sensation of weight being attached to the
clip on my tongue, then more tugging - this time to my nipples with
them being pulled up. I couldn’t see what was happening, I could
only imagine and there was this fact forming in my mind. Such was
the complexity of what Cici was doing to me, the weight of my
breasts were pulling my tongue out further - and my natural
instinct to pull my tongue back into my mouth not only caused more
of this pain, but also stretched my nipples upwards. It didn’t take
much to realise that my nipples had been clipped with similar
spring loaded, toothed clips and that my nipples and tongue were
connected in some way and were working against each other.

And it was like
Cici had stood back and looked at what she had created - stood back
and looked at ‘me’. I could feel her eyes on me. It was just
something I knew was happening. I had that sharp acute pain to deal
with and the taste of my own blood faded. But that blood must have
been dripping off the end of my tongue - or maybe it had stopped
altogether now. And I had this similar pain in my nipples that
seemed to work with the throbbing that came from deep inside each
nipple.

There was a
crackle in my ears and that alarmed me. My hearing had become
muffled, debilitated, but now there was this electronic crackle in
my ears - as though I had been fitted with slip in ear phones. I
don’t know what this must have made me look like, but I could feel
my head tilting one way and then the other, trying to make sense of
what I was hearing. I felt like a helpless human being - one that
was dependant on the person with me - and this was Cici. And
hearing that sound in my ears kind of underlined this. And to her,
I must have looked as helpless as I felt.

My tongue was
numb and so were my nipples. But the throb from my nipples was
intensified as a result of the pressure of the clips. And that in
turn fed into the throbs of my clitoris. For some reason I didn’t
want to feel ‘pleasure’ at this time. But I was feeling it and that
seemed more than wrong. I tried to take that step to adjust my
weight distribution but I came up against the tightness of the
chain between my ankles. It was an immediate debilitation.

“What’s it like
to be controlled? To not have control over your own faculties?”

Cici’s voice
was clear through those speakers built into the latex hood. The
clearness and the clarity was quite alarming. Nothing, for quite a
while had been so clear and concise. But that voice, Cici’s voice
kind of filled my head. I couldn’t answer of course. I could just
make this sound that sounded like I was trying to answer.

“Save it slut.
I can see your tongue drooling. And your sex lips dripping. This is
what you’ve become. Little more than a puppet. A puppet with no
control over her bowels, or her orgasms. And one soon to have no
control over her urination.”

She was talking
to me and I was having to, needing to process the words one at a
time. At least this was what I had to try to do. I didn’t want to
lose the use of my bladder as well. Or the ability to pee when I
needed to. I didn’t like the way this was heading. It was like
there was no end point. It was like Cici was doing all these things
to me, but there was no final thing that she could do that would
see me as a complete article. I couldn’t believe I was thinking
like that, but I was.

“You’re going
to be so much fun. I can see you now, an ‘oddity’ that invited
people will come to see - that specially invited patrons will come
to use.”

Again, more
words that I had to process and because my ability to communicate
back was nil, all I could do was listen to those words and process
them as best as I could.

“There are
people who will want to see your prolapsed anus, and your de-hooded
clitoris.”

But these were
things that hadn’t happened yet. Was she telling me that these were
things that would happen? It was like she was torturing me with
words and she was doing a good job of it. There was this new cloud
of despair beginning to envelope me. I knew my anus was ruined, but
not yet to the point of prolapse. And my clitoris being
‘circumcised’! I couldn’t think of a worse nightmare. And yet I
knew that it wasn’t a nightmare that I would be woken from. It was
a living nightmare.

I tried to work
out my timeline in my head. How long I’d been here, how much longer
would it be before I was expected to show up at work? My lawyer
life had faded into the background of my mind - it was like it had
been consigned to the non-operational part of my mind. But now,
with the new images that Cici was conjuring up, it was like the
last level of self-preservation and survival were kicking in. It
was irrelevant though because the timeline in my head was all
fucked up. There had been the distant hope there that maybe the
alarm of my disappearance would be raised and I would be tracked
down and essentially, saved as a result.

That was how
fucked up my head was. I couldn’t work it out. I didn’t know where
in the timeline I was. I had no idea what was happening, or if
anything was happening in the outside world. Essentially what was
happening to me at this point was that I was becoming totally
helpless and totally dependent on this man / woman holding me, and
his or her associate who I’d not had the pleasure of meeting, yet.
I wasn’t sure that I wanted to meet this other person. The truth
was I was feeling the need to be home. To be in my normal life. I
might have been feeling that was what I wanted and needed. But deep
down I knew that wasn’t going to happen.


CHAPTER
THIRTEEN

 


Nemesis

 


That I’d been
psychologically damaged wasn’t a doubt in my mind. But there was
surprise that I could even think of it. A surprise that I could
even be working out what was happening to me. It was like a piece
of my mind was being left deliberately so that I’d know at any
given time what was happening to me. It was like this Cici was
leaving that little bit intact so that I could feel and sense my
whole journey through despair, and torment. I had to think what
this meant for me going forward.

“There, a
little time on your own to think, to reflect.”

Cici had guided
me to another area of floor, where she turned me on my heels. She
hadn’t rushed me. She’d been more than happy for me to take
teetering, almost toppling steps impeded by the height of the heels
and the chain between my ankles. I had no balance to speak of, my
wrists cuffed to my hips and my elbows not cinched but chained back
forcing this slut-strut and this vulnerable exploitative
stance.

All I’d been
able to do was make noises and drool from my tongue. But that was
offset by this enhanced throb to my clitoris. Every time I thought
about my clitoral bundle all that was coming into my mind was that
bundle not having it’s protective hood any longer. That made my
noises and sounds more urgent. I didn’t want that circumcision to
happen - it was because to take that away, that hood, would be
interfering with my femininity - it would be interfering with my
sexuality. Out of everything that had happened to me so far, these
thoughts were things that traumatised me the most. What was I on
about? I’d already had my femininity and sexuality interfered with
in the most base, and brutal way. Why so concerned about that
little bundle of nerves under that hood? Maybe it was just
something that put the deeper awareness in me on full alert.

I was placed
standing and secured that was with my ponytail being tugged up and
somehow secured to a hoisting device. I knew this from the pull up,
I could feel. It just kept me in that one spot and able only to
transfer my weight from heel to heel as much as the chain and my
heels would allow. I had to get used to that quickly - I had to get
used to that lesser travel of each of my severely arched feet. It
wasn’t easy, but I managed it. I just had to remember that impeded
travel that the chain enforced. If I didn’t remember it, it caught
me short and sent a sharp acute pain up the core of my spine. It
was in my best interest to remember. But that was a constant thing
- a constant challenge along with all the other challenges I was
being forced to work out at the same time as coming to terms with
that fact that I wasn’t a ‘free’ woman any more. I wasn’t even sure
if I was a woman at all any more. It didn’t feel like it. To be
honest with anyone reading this, I was less sure about anything
than I had ever been.

 


Some Time
Later

 


I don’t even
know how long I stood on that spot for. It didn’t matter because I
was about to be shocked to the core of my soul. Every sinew, every
microbe in me was hurting from that bondage that the high heels and
the chains created. My head hurt, and my nipples and my clitoris
should have been hurting but they were numb, and all they did was
throb and feed me with little pulses of pleasure that were so far
from orgasm that it just made me want orgasm all the more. My spine
and my legs hurt the most but the fitted, tight boots kept me
upright, and prevented me from folding up. But then, I wouldn’t
have folded up much because of how my hair was intertwined with the
hoist that it was pulled up into. I was in this predicament that I
couldn’t relieve myself from. And then my nipples and my tongue,
clipped and stretched. My tongue so far out of my mouth that it
ached to be back in.

And the
isolation was as debilitating as what had been done to me. That
isolation, knowing I was alone, not being able to see, or hear, and
yet those pains up and down my long booted legs, and my spine were
soul destroying. Quite how I managed to get through this I don’t
know - and that’s the truth. That isolation, being alone, not
having Cici there was a terrible tangible thing. Ok, Cici wasn’t
there so I wasn’t being subjected to any more atrocities. But
somewhere deep inside my head I was being convinced I wanted her to
be back with me and that I would deal with anything she threw at
me. That isolation was fucking me up and that was something that I
could feel happening to me - it was like a process that I could
feel happening as I stood there all accentuated, sexualised and
ruined in my own darkness.

I think inside
I was crying. No, I was sure I was crying. The sounds I was making
made me feel like a blubbering wreck. That’s because I was a
blubbering wreck. And then I held my breath. I’d been on my own and
I hadn’t wanted that. The isolation blended with all that torment,
made my existence miserable. But there was a noise - high heels. I
could hear high heels - but not one set, two sets of high heels. At
least two pairs of high heels clicking and getting closer, and then
slowing and my ear pieces cackling to life again.

“I’ve brought
someone to see you, slut. A friend, a lover, an associate, a
partner in the ownership of you.”

Those were
words that caused all sorts of grief in my mind. Cici had bought
someone to see me and there I was sensing more high heels and the
immediate thought that there was another transsexual with a monster
cock to fuck me up some more. That was a thought, or was it a fear
that was tangible inside my mind. Another man with gender issues
coming to ruin a real woman with his monster cock. That caused me
to misstep my footing and feel that pain shoot up the back of my
legs to my spine and then up to my neck. And when that happened I
was aware of the animalistic grunts that I was making.

“Of course, you
need to be a good girl for Cici right. Whatever you think when I
give you your sight back, you need to be a good girl.”

I didn’t like
the sound of that. It was like she was expecting me to be affected
by what, or who I saw when she removed these pressure pads from the
latex hood that was clinging to every contour of my face. I
couldn’t answer - even if the clip wasn’t on my tongue, pulling it
out, extending it, my tongue was so numb that I would be able to
form words in my head but not transfer them to my tongue in order
to propel them into the outside world. All I could do was make a
noise and hope that Cici understood that I was trying to say, ‘yes
I understood’. Still, I didn’t like what she’d said.

 


Nothing could
have prepared me for the shock when those eye pads were eventually
ripped out. It took me a little time to get used the blinding light
in that space. It took a little time for me to adjust. It was a
shock in itself being denied sight, but then after so long being
given it back again. It did things to the head, to the brain. There
were the tears of the pain I was in to contend with as well. All of
a sudden there was all of these practicalities that I had to deal
with, just to deal with having sight again.

But when my
eyes did clear and I could see again, there was this about of
undiluted terror that was slicing through my like a hot knife
through butter. Cici was there, all formally dressed, I guess like
any sadistic transsexual would be - leather, high heels and nylons
and with a full face of perfectly applied makeup. Even in my state
of mind and state of bodily trauma I could see she looked stunning
- beyond stunning. But then I flicked my eyes to the other woman
and my heart felt like it had stopped.

It was ‘her’ -
my nemesis, the nameless woman that I had met off a dating app on
the internet. The one that had affected me so badly that I had
looked for her and then decided to settle for yet more dating apps.
This was the woman that was actually responsible for me being where
I was now. I was aware of my stress levels rising. I could tell
that the way my mind swam, but also the way I kept getting caught
short with my steps against the tightness of the chain between my
ankles. In effect the shock I was in was responsible for the
self-torture I could feel.

This changed
everything and yet I didn’t know how. I had been dealing with Cici,
even accepting that the life I’d known was over. Quite how I had
come to terms with that I don’t know. But this now, this goddess of
a woman in front of me, fully made up, smiling as though this was
the most normal thing in the world did things in my psyche to
unsettle me and that wasn’t a good thing. For some reason I was
petrified - and it was a petrification that went beyond the
normal.

“Settle down
slut, you’ll hurt yourself and that’s my job. You didn’t think you
wouldn’t see me again did you? Our little encounter was just
research for me. Just a little adventure to measure your
suitability for what I have in mind for you going forward.”

She was
speaking more words in that opening salvo than she had when we’d
met. Oddly, bizarrely even I was thinking how well educated she
sounded in full flow. It was un-mistakenly the same woman but the
encounter was different. This encounter forced different parts of
the brain to work in different ways. I couldn’t respond to her,
only look at her. This was the woman who had blown my mind with
orgasm. The woman who’d forced me to look at the sexual world in a
different way. I’d been obsessed with finding her again and all the
time she was somewhere, close, somewhere close by, within touching
distance of me all the time it seemed.

And I was
trying to work out how I felt about that but couldn’t. I was
dealing this this physical trauma that I was in, and I was trying
to deal with a flood of emotions that were coming back the longer I
looked at this woman for. And I was dealing with the sheer, sharp
fright that I was feeling. I didn’t know what it meant now that
this woman, the nameless one was back.

Did this mean
that this had been a set up all the time, just a very advanced sex
game that she played? I knew there were people that did this
immersion thing with sex games - this could be one of those things.
But then no - because something told me that the timeline had gone
beyond me getting back to work, and this woman confirmed as
much.

“They’re
looking for you, you know? There’s a big hunt on for the high
profile lawyer who’s vanished off the face of the earth. Of course,
they won’t find you.”

I didn’t know
much at this point but these were words that I didn’t want to hear.
I was still trying to get what was left of my head around the fact
that the woman who had blown my mind was also my abductor. The
thing was that she sounded extremely cool and calm. The words she
had spoken might have induced some urgency in her, but not at all.
There was no way this woman was worried about anything.

She indicated
for Cici to remove the tongue clip and somehow I just knew that
this would hurt more than it had when the clip had been applied,
all that time ago. And I knew that releasing that clips would
release the weight of my breasts that I had been battling with all
the time. The noises I made when that tongue clip was taken off
were audio version of undiluted distress.

And that
distress transferred down my core, down each of my legs to my
arched feet so that I mis-stepped again causing shooting pains to
pretty much paralyse me.

“You have to
learn the micro control you need to stop yourself being hurt. I
mean, I could watch you in agony all day long, but I’m trying to
help you so that your future with me is a long and fruitful
one.”

I was having
trouble contemplating that this woman who had pleasured me in such
a way when we’d met. I was having trouble even believing that she
was the same woman. Maybe she was a terrible twin or something? But
no, her manner, the way she conducted herself with me now all paid
into what we had done together that night.

“What, the,
fuck, is, going, on?”

Of all the
words I could have come out with, that was all I could manage in
one word sentences. It was like words, phrases and full monograms
were waiting to spit forth but I was in shock. And I was in some
kind of sexual despair.

“What would you
like me to say? Would you like me to break down and admit what a
bad girl I’ve been and then let you go? Is that what you want?”

She was right
of course, what could she say? What possible thing could she say in
response to me at this precise point? She carried on,

“That won’t
happen. I’m a sadist Sally, or Cindy, or whatever you’re calling
yourself today. I’m the kind of sadist whose hunting ground is very
small, but fertile. I have special requirements which means that
‘any slut’ will not do, for what I need. What I need are
intelligent, successful women that I can ‘destroy’ and then rebuild
to my specification. Do you understand me?”

The feeling was
coming back to my tongue but it was swollen and hard to control. It
disturbed me more that she knew about my names. That she knew my
real name and the name I’d used for the dating apps. But if I
thought deeper, which I tried to do, she had to have known a lot
about me from the word go, to be able to pull off what she’d pulled
off. It was hitting me like a freight train that this was not a
random act that had been pulled off. Or one that would be abandoned
any time soon.

“You won’t get
away with this. You just won’t.”

I would have
preferred the words to come out without the copious amounts of
drool but this didn’t happen. And the change to my breast height,
now that I wasn’t holding them up with my tongue meant that they
hurt a lot. If I was honest with myself, ALL of me was hurting. I
didn’t think that there was a part of my physical femininity that
wasn’t in agony right at this point. So much time tethered and held
on one spot had taken its toll on me. That was just a fact.

But I was
hurting psychologically as well. My head, my brain hurt. I’d come
through a pure nightmare with Cici, and although it was a living
nightmare I had kind of started to accept my fate with her, with
him! But now I was being thrown into utter turmoil again.

“Oh, you know
slut, you’d be surprised what I can, and do, get away with. Cici
has started the rot off hasn’t she? She’s almost completely
destroyed your anus. But I want it prolapsed, but all in good time.
And I want that clitoris hood of yours, as cute as it is, removed
so that you have no escape from stimulation, all the time and
especially when I want it.”

She sounded
quite mad but when she was in full flow more answers were coming
than I could have ever hoped for.

“I will wear
your clit hood around my neck, in a little decorative phial, just
as a reminder to you when we are together. Oh and, I want complete
control of your toileting - your bladder, your urination. You
already know about your anus needing to be plugged permanently so
that you don’t, have accidents let’s say, and so that ‘I’ control
that as well. It’s quite the psychological storm that you have to
get over. But I’m confident that you will.”

She’d moved
close to me and for some reason I was super aware of her warm
breath washing over me. I recognised that breath smell from when
she’d blown my mind. And now she was blowing my mind in a different
way - a nightmarish way.

I thought about
begging. I thought about pleading with this woman I still didn’t
know the name of but I just knew that it would be useless. I knew
that I would be wasting valuable breath. I wasn’t getting out of
this - I knew I wasn’t and I wasn’t sure what scared me the most,
the thought of the future at the hands of these two human beings,
or the fact that the woman I had spent that magical night with, was
the one in front of me now. She leaned forward and kissed me on my
lips, protruding through the mouth slit of the hood and my clitoris
throbbed.

I wanted to
orgasm so that I could push my new existence to the background, at
least for the time being.

 



CHAPTER
FOURTEEN

 


Revelation

 


There was
almost this revulsion in me that this was the same woman I’d spend
the night with. Yes, I’d felt her intensity that night but that was
what had excited me so much as it did. I’d felt her intensity when
she’d rescued me from that dreadful man at the bar. But this
revulsion was different. Part of it was the fact that this was a
real woman who was doing this to another woman. That ‘cruelty’ was
something I couldn’t get my head around in the first instance. With
Cici it became clear that he/she had issues and I got that. I
didn’t like it, but I got it. But with this woman, I just couldn’t
pin it down in my head. It was just all wrong and did nothing
except fuck with my head more.

There was the
fact that she knew me intimately, and I didn’t even know her name.
There was the fact that it was apparently her that had done all
this to me - and she was behind even what Cici had done to me, and
I still didn’t know her. She had still thrown me out of that flat
that I didn’t know the location of that night, onto the street. And
all the time she knew ‘this’ was going to happen to me. This was
what was so despairing and so mind fucking all at the same
time.

Yes, ‘this’!
There was the fact that I wasn’t being subjected to out and out
brutality. Oh Cici had brutalised me with that fucking monster cock
of his. But the main game, the main target was my head - my brain.
This woman was a sadist but she was a sadist of the mind. What
she’d had done to me, and what she would have done going forward
was enough to fuck anyone’s mind up. It was enough to break anyone
down and I could feel myself being broken down bit by little
bit.

 


“The scalpel is
so sharp, it’s so ‘surgical’ that you won’t feel a thing, I
promise. You just stay as still as you can now.”

And she’d come
right at me with said scalpel - as though making a point of showing
it to me. She held it at eye level, and rolled it between her thumb
and forefinger so that the light glinted off the blade at
off-angles and that send a stab of fear through me. Somehow I knew
she was going to take my clitoris hood now. You know I’m not easily
shocked or offended. I’ve always been that kind of woman who echoes
the words ‘to each his or her own’. But there was something that
was beyond sick to what this woman was about to do.

“Please, I
don’t even know your name, please.”

I don’t know
what I was begging for, or saying please for.

“Oh stop it
now, be brave. You want to know my name? If you’re a brave girl
now, I may give you a name after. Is that a deal?”

And it was
nothing to her. It was nothing that she was going to cut that bit
of flesh from me - that bit of protective flesh. But in doing that,
she must have known the enormity in the mind and in the femininity
of her victim. I’d already decided in my own mind that I wasn’t the
first she’d done this to.

My tongue had
only just started to lose its swelling when this was happening so,
getting my mouth around words was still a hard thing to do. On top
of that there was still this throbbing sexual need in me. I’d given
up trying to work out why or how I was so scared and so sexually
excited at the same time. To be honest the whole experience from
dating app to here was a complete mystery to me.

I knew my sex
was dripping, I could feel it. Such was the hyper sensitivity of
me, I could feel the roll of the juices down the folds of my cunt
lips, and then the micro weight of them collecting and then
dripping. That was like a hyper awareness in me that I didn’t know
existed until now. But that was like a double edged sword. I felt
ashamed to be excited when I should have been disgusted and
outraged at what this woman was doing to another woman.

“Uhhhhhhh
fuckkkkkk uhhhhhhhhhhhh.”

They were
sounds with one extended word that came out of my mouth as I felt
the first ‘slice’ of the scalpel. I mean I could feel it, but there
was no pain, she’d been right there. It was just the feel of it,
and knowing what it was doing was a shock to the system and
some.

“You stay
perfect still, and it will be over before you know it.”

Staying still,
even though I was pretty much still rooted to this spot was a hard
thing to do. In my mind I could persuade myself that it would be ok
and that it would be over soon. But the height of those heels and
the stance they forced came into play again and there was that
chain I had to remember was only a certain length. I had to avoid
those shooting pains up my legs and spine. I had to try to avoid
the trembles as well. The trembles always came after I’d felt pain
up my spine. And when those trembles came, they were like full
bodily trembles, like after shock. But that didn’t just happen
after the pain, that happened at random times as well. So I had to
try to make this as short as possible - stay as still as possible
so that it would be over before the trembles took me.

“Good girl.
Almost there now.”

She spoke as
though I was a teenager getting my first session in a beauty salon.
There was almost this carefree voice that didn’t really fit her
image and that served only to unsettle me more and more.

I could feel
the looseness around my clitoral bundle. That bundle had been
swollen for some time and the throbs had kept it that way. So
having the hood cut off at its root, it made sense that there was
this release of constriction that I could feel. I don’t know what
it was but there was this rise in pure emotion as I was relieved of
my clitoris hood. There was this sense that it was the core of my
femininity after all. And that kind of affected me in a way that I
hadn’t been affected before. In a way it made me sad and almost
inconsolable.

“And there she
is.”

There was more
of an edge to this woman’s voice as she twisted her wrist to
release the piece of flesh completely. I swallowed dryly still in
some amount of disbelief at what she had done to me. She was
holding this little piece of flesh that looked like chicken fat,
and then she was slipping it into some kind of phial that had a
solution inside it. And true to her word she was wearing this
around her neck. That chilled me to the bone. There was this horror
story that I was in and that I was part of. But it was the emotion
that I was having trouble coming to terms with.

I couldn’t do
anything - I was still tethered by my hair, and my wrists were
still cuffed at my hips and then those chains between my elbows. I
was helpless but with all of this emotion. And this woman squatting
down at my feet, doing her work, fucking me up some more. It wasn’t
even just that. What she’d been able to do was relieve me of my
clitoris hood, but leave that clip there, that wired clip that was
attached to the battery pack. And for some reason now that the
flesh wasn’t there any more, the throbs seemed to have more room to
spread around my wide open receptors and that was an immediate
thing and because of that I shuddered.

“Please,
please.”

Again I didn’t
know what I was saying please for. It didn’t make sense. I was
saying please as though begging for it not to happen but it already
had.

“I know. It
feels like something is missing doesn’t it? It feels like a piece
of your womanhood has been taken away and it hurts you, it hurts
inside your mind, right?”

And this had to
be an experienced sadist saying it exactly as it was. She’d found
the words that I was unable to, to describe what I was feeling. She
just looked up at me and spoken as she got slowly to her high
heeled feet. I just nodded, there was nothing else that I could
add. But she could add to it, because she knew.

“You feel
desolate right? Incomplete as a woman. And you feel betrayed
because ‘I’ am a woman right?”

And once again
she was hitting the nail on the head. Her words were almost taking
my breath away.

“Y-yes, yes
that’s right. It’s right.”

I could hear my
own voice all teary and whimpering. I didn’t like the sound of
that. I wasn’t used to being so emotional. I was a lawyer for fucks
sakes. I fucked up lives on a daily basis. But not like this. This
had happened to me over time. The ball had begun to roll when Cici
had picked me up, and then proceeded to drug me, and ruin me - and
even before that, with her rescuing me from that bar and taking me
to sexual oblivion.

And when Cici’d
destroyed my ass. What I was feeling now was an extension of what
I’d felt then. The despair, the emotion and the pure sexual arousal
was more. It was the same only thicker, more intense, more
psychologically inhibiting.

“And, just to
think, this is just the beginning. I’ve got so many delicious plans
for you.”

And there was
that return to ‘sinister’ for this woman. Or was that in my
emotionally charged head as well? She was in front of me, in close
so that I could feel her breath again. But the latex hood was
cutting off some of that sensation - it was like it was denying
me.

“Please,
please, please. No.”

There was that
word again, ‘please’. Even I wished I would stop saying it because
there was no sense to it. I wasn’t asking for anything and what I
might have been saying ‘please no’ for had already happened. And
there was this ‘stinging’ pain between my legs where that clit hood
had been. But she dabbed a medicated wipe there as she looked into
my eyes. She was that knowledgeable about other women’s bodies that
she hadn’t need to look down to apply that wipe. There was the
sting of the medication on the wipe, and then the sexual throb
coming through.

I could get
used to it - what had happened to me or I could ponder on it, mope
on it and be more psychologically damaged as a result. I had to try
to pull myself self together as much as I could, just so that I
could get through this. I suppose there must have been this
determination in me, somewhere, to not let this destroy me
altogether. But always in the back of my mind was the pure
knowledge that this woman, this sadist had told me that she
completely destroyed successful women. She’d more or less told me
that this was what she did for a sexual kick. So already I was at
odds with what was going on in my mind. Already I was pulling
against the grain.

“I’m going to
add some inflation, inside your partly destroyed ass. We need that
prolapse to happen and we need to catheterise you, so that you have
no control of your bladder. I want it to be so that it is
impossible for you to take care of your toileting. I want you, a
successful modern woman, to be dependent on others to allow you
dignity, or not. If that makes sense?”

She was asking
me if that made sense! Of course it didn’t make sense! Why the fuck
would this woman want to do this to another woman? I was asking
myself that but at the same time I was understanding the micro
details of what she was saying. It was like I was stuck in some
kind of Frankenstein horror film. And all the time there was that
fucking transgender person with the monster cock, sitting down
listening and watching, and grinning like some fucking deranged
maniac.

I know, I know
I’ve only got myself to blame for this. Maybe this is what I
deserve. Maybe I’ve deserved this all the time? I mean they say
things happen for a reason. Maybe this was supposed to happen to me
all of the time. Maybe this was like destiny for me? I was asking
myself those questions and one second believing that yes I deserved
it all, and more. And then the next denying that I or any woman
wouldn’t deserve this no matter what they, or what I’d done in my
life.

“Why?”

I had no
problem communicating, at any other time but I was aware of being
restricted to one word, or simple sentences. This was down to my
mind breaking down - I knew this was the case.

“Aww! You
haven’t done anything wrong. Quite the opposite - you’ve done
everything right. Your life was complete as you saw it. You were on
a trajectory that saw you achieving all you want in life. Just a
few more steps to go. But I reserved the right to halt that
trajectory the night we spent those hours together. For you, it all
started then but you didn’t know that. Of course you didn’t.”

I wasn’t sure
how I felt about not having done anything to deserve this. It was
another of those tricks of the mind, a trick of words. I didn’t
deserve it, but let’s do it anyway. It was sickeningly cruel and I
was getting that. But then I think I was supposed to get it. I had
no idea about how a sadist’s mind worked but I got it in this
moment. If the truth were known I wanted to go home now. I’d gladly
sign a waiver and not report this to the police even though what
was happening to me was barbaric enough to warrant a full publicity
outing of this sick bitch in front of me.

So ‘why?’
wasn’t a question I could ask again. It was probably the only
question that had been answered with any degree of completeness.
She was doing this because she wanted to basically and there was no
counter argument to that. In fact anything to the negative of what
this woman said, or did, would be greeted with blank stare. But it
still didn’t stop those words of mine.

“Please, not my
ass again, please?”

And my voice
was accompanied with a genuine and sincere crying. My ass
collapsing hadn’t left my mind, how could it? But the thought that
even now it wasn’t the finished article reduced me to pathetic
tears.

“For god’s
sakes, you’re a woman, I’m a woman. Have some empathy for fucks
sakes.”

That shocked
even me - my words had been short before. This was the most I’d
said in one go since I couldn’t remember how long even though my
words were broken and stuttering because of what I was going
through. But I was playing into the narrative of the sadist - I had
to be. It was like ‘this’ kind of pleading, crying and begging when
faced with something being done to me so huge, so big and so
irreversibly soul destroying that it sexually excited a sadist. It
sexual excited her.

“I know, it’s
delicious isn’t it? And I think you get it. In fact I’m sure you
get it. It’s just that you’re having trouble psychologically and
that’s absolutely fine. I’d be a bit concerned if you weren’t
having problems inside your head. But for me, that’s
delicious.”

It was like
trying to talk sense into someone who wanted anything but sense in
their life. She was listening to me but she was only hearing what
she wanted to hear. I really was wasting my breath.

 


“Let’s do the
catheter first, into your bladder. Once that’s fitted, inflated and
secured, I’ll finish off your ass. I want to witness your
desolation darling. I want to see all the hope fade from your eyes.
I want to see that light going out. And I want to ‘feel’ your
abject degradation seep from your pores.”

I know - this
woman, the woman who had truly blown my mind was a bone fide head
case. I wouldn’t be telling her that in a hurry though. Although,
what would it matter if I did? I mean it didn’t matter what I said,
these horrors were happening to me anyway. It wasn’t like I just
had to find the right words or the right tone and all this would be
over. It literally didn’t matter what I said. I might as well say
fuck all and stop feeding the sadist that way.

But that was
easier said than done when I was trying to hold on to as much of my
femininity as I could. And that was easier said than done as well
since this woman was dead set on taking everything from me. I could
try and describe my emotions at this precise time. But they were a
combination of ‘shot’ and struggling. I guess I couldn’t quite
believe what this woman said she was going to do to me even though
the processes had already begun.

“I
understand.”

And I hate to
admit, I did understand what she was saying. I wish I didn’t but I
did.

 



CHAPTER
FIFTEEN

 


Continuum

 


Being
catheterised, even in a proper medical setting would not be a
pleasant experience. But in a setting that was designed to degrade
and diminish me more and more, it was something that underlined
even more, my present status. All I kept thinking as that clear
rubber tube was fed through my urethra to my bladder, was that this
was all my own fault. If I hadn’t broke up with Max then I wouldn’t
be here now, in this deepest of shit. I could actually regret that
break up now, and I did. I regretted it from the bottom of my
heart. But I didn’t regret it for Max, he was a cunt and remained a
cunt. I regretted it for myself and only for myself. If this is
selfish then I apologise. Right at this precise time I am under
some pressure.

“Just a little
further. I know it’s terrible a procedure, getting this in, but
we’re nearly there.”

Fucking woman
talking to me like I’m a child with the severely loose tooth that
just needs a tug to pull out. The fact was that it wasn’t the
procedure of putting that catheter in place - it was the fact that
I was having my ability to control my own bodily functions taken
off me by another woman. For a woman like me, or for a woman like I
had been, there was this deep degradation associated with being
impeded on an increasing basis, by another woman. It was like a
never ending trip down a spiral. That was it - it was a spiral that
I could feel myself on right at this time.

Having said
that, the inflation of that catheter was not pleasant either.

“We need it to
be tight in there so you don’t leak. Imagine that, a leaky
slut?”

She was trying
to be funny or something but that wasn’t working on me. That
stinging sensation that a catheter being fed directly into my
bladder was causing me, was so much discomfort and that had an
effect on everything else. It upped the ante for me. It made me
transfer my weight from stiletto to stiletto more often and so I
had to be careful to avoid hitting the limit of the chain between
my ankles. But of course that failed from time to time and the pain
up my legs and spine was god-awful and it was a sheer shock to a
system that was already in severe shock.

But that
catheter, made it feel like I wanted to pee anyway. And the
inflation of it just hurt me inside. That was a hurt like I have
never felt before. My internal tubes being stretched wider by an
inflatable catheter wasn’t a nice thing on top of everything else.
But what I couldn’t grasp in the realms of reality was that the
throb of my clitoris was huge now. I suspected that the throb was
aided by the fact that the scalpel wound would be beginning a
healing process. And that would add to the throb.

I knew I was
dripping still. That dripping was constant. I was being shown the
closeness in relationship that pain, discomfort and pleasure had. I
was being shown that first hand.

“You’ll get
used to it slut. It’s the new way. Your new life.”

I kind of
wished that she wouldn’t keep calling me a slut because that was
inappropriate now. She wasn’t a lover any more, she was a sadist.
And yet right now she was closer to me, more inside my head than
she had been that night we shared together. And that was not a good
thought for me to have. It wasn’t an endearing or a calming
thought. In fact it served only to do more things to my head. My
poor head.

“I’ll give you
a few moments to get used to feeling that. Then I want to inflate
your anal plug some more. I need to see a prolapse today, so I’m
sorry our first real coming together is not going to be a pleasant
one, but I need to see the bare, raw you. I’m sure you
understand.”

I’d forgotten
about my anal plug. There was so much else going on all at the same
time that my head wasn’t working right. I didn’t even know what a
prolapse was if I’m honest. According to that sick cunt of a she
male Cici, my ass was already broken. But this bitch, she reckons
it’s only partly broken at the moment.

“Oh and by the
way, my name, I’m Continuum.”

And she smiled
as though she was giving me something. What the actual fuck sort of
name was that?

“In case you’re
wondering, it’s a name pertinent to your predicament. You’re in an
ever changing, gradual situation, a continuum. I mean, look where
you are now, compared to say a well ago! That’s about as much as
you need to know about me, at this point.”

And I thought
Max was a cunt! But this wasn’t good. It wasn’t good in any sense
of the word.

“Can I have
some rest, please. Before we go on?”

I was serious.
All of me hurt, I needed rest. Just to ‘sit’ if I could, just for a
while. And on top of that, my head, my brain wouldn’t function and
it felt like it was all coming on top.

“No darling I’m
afraid not. We have to reach prolapse today - and that is a process
all of its own. You have to solider on I’m afraid. You have to
soldier on through the pain and get to the other side.”

I’d lost it
with this sick bitch if I’m honest. It wasn’t like I couldn’t think
like this - it was doing anything about the predicament I was in
that was the problem.

“What the fuck
is ‘prolapse’ anyway, exactly?”

I was able to
talk more easily now that my tongue had less swelling to it.

“It’s when your
already fucked ass, is even more fucked, and your anus turns itself
inside out and hangs out of your wrecked anus hole, more or less,
that’s it.”

And she
described this horror as though it was a special treat she was
preparing herself for. Not preparing ‘me’ for, but her!

“Why, just
why?”

I must have
sounded defeated and exhausted.

“Now we’ve
already been through that haven’t we darling? Basically it’s
because I can. And because I want to. And because it excites
me.”

And she was
smiling as she was working around me. Then I felt the first
movement inside my ass, of the plug swelling up and I sucked in
breath as though expecting the wall of pain to hit any time soon.
That didn’t happen. It was just the widening of an already fucked
anus - as though I was being stretched even more, even though I
didn’t need to be in order to fuck me up more.

“Just relax,
let this little darling do its work and we’ll be through to the
other side before you know it.”

It was
unsettling in a way I cannot describe. The way this woman was able
to talk about and describe these atrocities as though they were a
part of her normal life. As though they were a part of ‘normality’
full stop. What she was doing to me had to be criminal. This whole
thing had to be criminal. And that I was relatively ‘calm’ wasn’t
something that made sense to me either. It was like I was hearing
all this horror and the promise of horror to come and I was just
accepting it. Like somewhere deep inside my head I had just come to
terms with what was happening. I was angry, yes I was, but I was in
this frame of mind now that was just seeing me through this one
step at a time.

Maybe this was
the bit that would have conveyed the cruelty I was suffering to
anyone else who might have seen me like this. But that was just it,
it was just Cici and Continuum who were here and they were sadists
not moved by cruelty in the slightest. It was cruelty that made
them tick. It was cruelty that they lived for. Cruelty and
suffering created by them. It would take someone from the outside
to see me, to realise what I was going through. Then the cruelty
would be evident. Them it would be clear. But what hope did I have
of that? None!

I grunted as
the plug inflated inside me beyond the broken muscles. I swallowed
and could feel Cici and Continuum just watching me. This was how
they got their rocks off - watching me in absolute bedlam and
watching me break down little by little knowing what was happening
inside of me. This was their scene. It was what they did. Just very
briefly I wondered about their relationship. How did they get
together? I didn’t really want to think about it, but the more that
plug filled and altered the layout of my own femininity, the more I
needed to try to focus on something else.

Maybe she,
Continuum had entrapped Cici in the same way that I had been
entrapped. Maybe that poor half and half had been a victim like me.
I was a victim, I knew I was a victim and that was odd. I’d never
had admitted to being a victim before, before all this. But how
things change. I knew I was a victim now. There was nothing more
clear in my mind now.

 


“Ughhhhhhhhhh
fuckkkkkk ughhhhhhhhhhhhh.”

They were just
sounds really. It felt like all of my insides had become just an
ass - a big ass. But that feeling, that sense that there was
irreparable damage being done to me now was stronger than it had
before. Even though I’d had all that pain from Cici’s enormous
cock, this was different. This was like things had been moved, or
raised to a new level. That damage from Cici had been underlined by
the pain and then the movement of his real life cock inside me. But
now it was this plug, this fucking thing that was preventing me
from shitting myself - something I would dearly have liked to do
now because I was so angry inside.

“Shhhh honey.
Just soldier through it and it will be over before you know
it.”

I wasn’t her
fucking ‘honey’. Fucking bitch! It was like I had been transported
beyond the sexual, and to this other place. Obviously this other
place was one that I wasn’t familiar with. The whole concept of me
accepting this, accepting how casually I was being fucked up. How
casually the cruelty was being inflicted upon me, and inside me was
just surreal to me. It was like I’d clicked my heels together three
times and was with the munchkins now. But not, at the same
time.

“It’s got to be
a little bit at a time my darling. Inflate then wait. Inflate then
wait. Inflate then wait. It just makes sure that you’re properly
fucked, if you know what I mean.”

I wasn’t her
fucking darling. Despite what I was going through, it irritated the
fuck out of me that she spoke like this with that smile on her
face. She had to be a sick fuck. And to think I almost went to the
ends of the earth to find her. And she knew where I was all the
time as she lay in wait for Cici the freak to take me out. I can’t
describe the anger in me. But then I can’t do anything about it
either.

“We’ll start
peeling off the latex soon so that we can see the prolapse as it
happens.”

That was
something that I didn’t want to happen. I didn’t want the prolapse
or this woman watching as it happened. It sounded like an
undignified horror to have to endure. I was sure it was going to be
every bit the nightmare it purported to be. But still that plug
moved in me, and inflated more and more. I could feel it like it
was altering my internal structure. It felt like it was spreading
and moving my pelvis.

“This, this
won’t break bones will it?”

I was teary as
I asked the question. It had been a thought that just swam into my
mind.

“It might. It
hasn’t before but everyone is different. You don’t have weak bones
do you? You know, those ones that break easily?”

And even then
she was smiling. But for me it was a real horror forming in my mind
- that this thing could inflate and inflate until its only
resistance was my skeletal structure, which would then break
leaving me in untold agony. I was sure I was supposed to be
thinking up these horrors. I mean, what else was I supposed to do
in the company of sadists?

 


The undressing
of me - the removing of the boots, the peeling me out of the latex
were as much a torture as anything else. The plug remained inside
of me, inside the stretched and cavernous me. The clitoral
stimulation was taken away when I would have liked it to stay, to
provide that distraction from everything else. The nipple clips
were removed.

And Cici peeled
that latex away, helping me out, leaning in to lasciviously suck a
hard nipple of mine as he did. That made me groan and throb and yet
the fact that I was back onto the flat of my feet made me almost
screech out in pain. I don’t know how long I was on those boots
for. But having them removed caused all sorts of commotion in my
feet and legs. It was a different level of hell again that I was
being shown and that I could feel.

“Uhhhhhhhh that
hurts, please that hurts.”

That word
again, please. Like I’m asking something - it could be I was asking
for mercy. But asking a sadist for mercy would be like having the
turkey as a guest for Christmas.

“Yes it does
doesn’t it? And just to think that this is just the preparation for
what’s ahead.”

Fucking bitch!
And then that thing inside me, changing shape again. Getting
bigger, yes it was getting bigger and stretching me in a different
way to what it had been. It was fat inside me, really fat and I was
sure that the stitches that Cici had lovingly given me were broken
now. But there were ridges as well - ridges inside me like bumps
and lumps.

“Now this is
the best part - the absolute best part.”

And this woman
had come in close to me and kissed me fully on the mouth as though
she’d just announced that she was going to give me herself
lovingly, as though she was going to blow my mind orgasmically. But
I knew it wasn’t that. Even though the throbs from my clitoris, now
starving for attention since the vibrating clip had been removed,
were starting to invade me deeply again.

“What, what do
you mean?”

I licked her
kiss off my lips and it occurred to me that I looked grateful for
that kiss. I didn’t want to look grateful not least because I
wasn’t grateful. I was furious that she’d just assumed she could
kiss me like that. But then it occurred to me that she was a sadist
and the kiss signified that she was being pleasured by my
suffering. And she was being pleasured by the fact that she knew
what was about to happen to me.

“Just squat
honey. Squat and push, like you’re trying to take a shit.”

I wasn’t her
fucking honey! And why should I do as she told me - why should I do
that?

“Do it well and
you can orgasm. Do it badly and….”

And she left
her words hanging there unfinished as though what she was going to
say was too terrible to finish. But she’d answered my question. The
only thing I had to hang onto now was the promise, or the hint, or
the ‘maybe’ that I would get an orgasm. I could feel my dry lips
blow out as I nodded my agreement. It didn’t even escape me that
I’d been manipulated and coerced into doing what she wanted me to
do. It was like this had to be the bigger turn on for a sadist, to
have a victim following her damaging instructions.

 


I did it, I
pretty much shit out my own ass and internals and the blubber that
came from me in the form of sobbing was real. I wish really I
didn’t know what I was doing. If I could have had some more of that
pill that Cici had given me when we met maybe it would have been
easier for me. But it wasn’t supposed to be easier was it?

“That’s a good
slut. Now turn around, bend over and show me your prolapsed ass,
before we shove it all back in and get you latexed up again, ready
for the start of the rest of your life.”

Continuum’s
voice had changed - the tone. There was more of a ‘growl’ as though
she was being sexually gratified with the sight I presented her
with. And I could feel my lips quivering. I wouldn’t ever recover
from this. I could feel my back passage hanging out of a ruined
hole. How the fuck would I ever get over this?

“And this is
for you.”

Before I even
realised it, her fingers were between my legs, at my hoodless
clitoris, now with the itch of healing, and I grunted. It sounded
animalistic to me, so in reality it must have sounded even more so.
The pleasure was instant and even though I was in despair at what
this woman had done to my femininity, the throbs and the sexual
pleasure drowned that out, at least for the time being. And that
was all I could hang on to - that was what could make me forget for
this short period. The orgasm almost instant and that was something
else I didn’t get - how could I be in so much despair and so much
medical need, and be orgasming like this as well? I didn’t
understand it, but she did, and Cici did. This was what sadists did
to a woman - they fucked her up.

 


I orgasmed as
the woman flicked my bean of clitoral nerves. In the outside world,
the search for me was winding down. I didn’t need to be told that I
just knew it was. My knees buckled as the orgasm became more and
more intense and Continuum seemed to flutter her fingers over my
clitoris to extend the orgasm. And then she turned it off - just
like that.

“There true to
my word. Now let’s get you ready.”

 


She was smiling
deep red lipstick smile. Ready for what? That was the only question
as I tried to recover from that orgasm. And as I did that a renewed
wave of utter despair swept over me and through me, and both
Continuum and Cici just smiled a knowing smile to each other.

 


THE END
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