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CHAPTER ONE

 


Emilia -
Now!

 


The little
man’s ‘pussy’ was gaping wide, held open by some kind of surgical
instrument. That instrument had been shaped like a smooth pear. It
had been lubricated and then inserted - a twist handle then, like a
wing-nut was turned clockwise so that the pear opened up inside
this tiny man, spreading his rectal tube open. What she was doing
was introducing him to his own phobias in real time.

That pear
splitting into four identical blades that stretched the inner anal
tract until the muscles gave up the ghost and slackened off. And
along with that there was this constant and increasing pressure
being applied to the colon. That pear opening and stretching this
male pussy wide open. The woman, screwing, seeming to know the
limitations and allowing for them, before screwing some more. The
screwing actions she did slowly, almost lovingly.

The little
man’s muffled distress adding to an ambiance that had been
meticulously created and then implemented. The woman circling this
man occasionally with the pear and the screwing mechanism still in
situ, as though she was checking on him. Checking that he was still
with her. Checking that he hadn’t passed out. Checking that the
speed with which she took him deeper into immersion was not too
much to contend with.

When she did
that, when she circled him like that there was the sound of her
high heels on what seems to be bare concrete floor. And that sound
seemed to be one that echoed and resonated. And it was like that
sound was the dominant sound. A dominant sound that was only
punctuated by the muffled sounds of distress of this man. And those
sounds of distress were like a whimpering - almost an effeminate
whimpering where there should be something more masculine. This was
a sign that this woman was, or had been working on him in more ways
than one.

There was
this sense, like this overriding sense that this woman was not
concerned with the little man’s distress in any way, shape or form.
It wasn’t as though she didn’t know it was there because she did.
She had created that distress and she was furthering it - she was
making it stretch further, making it spread further within his
psyche.

She returned
to the screw and gave it two or three more turns noticing the
resistance was getting more and more. The anal muscles had given
up, but now she was working on that outer anal ring - she was
making it bigger and at the same time getting near to the limit.
She was stretching that flesh to a certain point. She was looking
for the ‘tear point’ of where there could be blood visible very
soon. Yes, she was looking for that exact point at which the flesh
could rip and bleed. And then there was that question, those
inevitable questions that would be asked - was it this woman’s
intention to make this man bleed? Was it her intention to hurt this
very small man that much? Questions that just hung there
unanswered.

The
instrument she used, that stainless steel pear thing, certainly
looked like it could inflict damage - severe damage even. But was
this what she intended? Again there was no concern across her face.
She looked like a woman that was comfortable with what she was
doing to this man. She looked like a woman who could simply chill
with what she was doing. And that was the contrast, that was the
contradiction in what this breath-taking, leather clad woman was
doing. There was her utter perfection. There was her utter aura of
immaculate feminine existence - and then there was the sheer
brutality of what she was doing. The utter and raw brutality of
what she was inflicting with this device inside this man’s rectal
tube.

She waited
until his sounds of distress diminished a little and then she went
to the head end of him and carefully and slowly squatted in front
of him so that her face was level with his. And the way she did
this seemed to be an organic part of what she was doing. It was all
about ‘her’. It was all about letting this little man ‘see’ the
woman that was causing so much torment and distress for him. It was
all about letting him, not only see, but also ‘feel’ the power and
control she had over him. It was about him seeing and feeling her
femininity. It was about him seeing and smelling the supple leather
she wore, and the metal tipped high heels that made that ‘click
click’ sound as she circled him. It was about him being able to
smell her distinct perfume. It was about the almost gentle
brutality of her femininity that she was injecting into his mind as
she worked.

“Your wife
will be joining us. She’s mine as well now.”

Her voice was
almost ‘throaty’ in its seductive qualities. It was as though she
was casually announcing a fact that she was expecting him to simply
accept. There was this bulging of his eyes at the mention of his
wife. And they seemed to bulge more at the mention that she was
also now, the ‘property’ of this woman. There was the straining of
this little man in his bonds - as though he was fighting with the
forces that held him. And, also in his eyes there was the
knowledge, the raw and cruel knowledge that this woman had sucked
his wife into the equation.

There was
this overwhelming knowledge that the bondage that held this man was
way over the top. It was the bondage that made him appear so small.
He was already a small man, but the means of him being held like
that was too much and made him appear even smaller. It was almost
like using a sledgehammer to crack a nut. He could strain in that
bondage but that was all he could do. He couldn’t do anything about
the fact that his ass, his ‘pussy’ was being screwed open wider and
wider and that it was there, exposed and vulnerable. And he
couldn’t do anything about the fact that he was feeling that this
woman was going to screw him open so much that he would surely rip
and bleed and it was this that scared him half to death. That fear
like a layer on top of what he already was dealing with,

“Do you
understand what I’m telling you? Your wife will be joining us, to
see you. To see what you have become. Blink once for yes, twice for
no.”

This woman
brushed her front teeth with her fleshy wet tongue as she squatted
in front of this man. Her leather ‘creaked’ as she altered her
squatted state just a little. It was like every move she made was
so that this man could absorb the femininity that controlled him.
It was like he was the centre of attention but that her femininity
was demolishing his masculinity. He blinked once.

“Good boy.
And you know right, that today is the first day of the rest of your
lives - the both of you, right?”

She was in
close to him, letting her breath wash over him. That was part of
this woman ‘eating’ this man up. It was as though she needed to
overdose him, with her presence. As though she was in the process
of overwhelming him deliberately. It was like a continuation, like
a re-enforcement of the ‘bubble’ that she had created when she’d
met him earlier in the day. This was all about her taking this man
down a rabbit hole that was so deep that it didn’t have a bottom.
He blinked once.

“Good boy.
And you know you need this right? That the both of you need it,
right?”

All of her
questions were leading ones. That is, she was providing the answers
at the same time as she was asking the question. She was making
allowances for his state of mind. And she was making allowances for
the certain amount of discomfort or even pain that he was feeling
right at this time. She was using her experience, her vast
experience to bring this man to where she needed him to be, but
ultimately where ‘he’ needed to be.

“She’s going
to want to see this gaping pussy of yours. She didn’t realise until
I told her, that you had a ‘pussy’. She was a little bemused by it
all. But it’s ok, I’ve explained to her how it has to be from now
on. And she understands. She didn’t understand straight away, of
course she didn’t. But, well, once I’d worked on her a little bit,
she began to see it my way you know?”

And she
stopped talking so that this little tethered, helpless, gaping
little man could absorb her words. She knew how long she could talk
for before she had to pause to allow him to process her words. It
was like this knowledge came as second nature to her. It wasn’t
like something she had to think about too hard. She just knew. He
blinked once, but his eyes were flickering, as though he was in
some kind of emotional turmoil.

It was almost
as though he was realising that already he was in too deep and that
he regretted it, but that he had signed the consent papers that
this woman held and so there was no way out. No safe word - no safe
sign that he could give to stop what was happening. It was like he
was realising that he’d signed up for the whole experience - a bit
like climbing on the highest, steepest roller coaster and then have
to stay on until the end of the ride because there was no way of
getting off.

“Aww, you’re
wondering what I had to do to her, to make her understand right? I
know, I know it’s normal for you to worry about her. I mean, look
what you’re going through, right now? Look what I’m having to do to
you, so that you understand? I won’t tell you everything I did to
her. I wouldn’t want to cause you too much distress for her when
you have to suffer so much distress for yourself. But let’s just
say, she was very accommodating of the black men that used her, at
my direction. Let’s just say, her attitude was adjusted a little.
And that was all it took. After that she was very cooperative. But
you know, your wife is a very needy, very ‘wet’ woman, a slut in
fact.”

This woman
was smiling then. She was smiling a stunning attractive, lipstick
smile that wasn’t forced or put on. It was a genuine sincere smile
that somehow told of her enjoyment of what she was doing. The man
just looked at her. And there was this puff of his cheeks as he
tried to comprehend what she was saying to him.

He couldn’t
talk back even if he’d wanted to. He was very effectively gagged.
His mouth was full of a sponge like fabric that dried up all of his
saliva. And his mouth then was taped with rounds and rounds of
sticky fabric tape to the face and the head making him flare his
nostrils, much like a pig, so that he could breath. But that was
this thing - he needed to regulate, that is, he’d needed to learn
to regulate his breathing as he’d been gagged. He wasn’t given
instructions, or told how to do it, he just had to figure that out
for himself. And that in itself was not an easy thing for him to
learn when he was under such an amount of duress.

“I know. I
know it’s a lot to take in. But this is what you wanted right? You
came to me because you knew that I could give you what you wanted.
And I told you that once it began, there was no going back right? I
told you that the journey was one way - that there would be no
return trip. I told you that you and she would be ‘mine’. And this
was what you wanted. It was what you agreed to right? This isn’t a
game you know - this is going to be a lifestyle for you both. This
is going to be a severe downturn in your fortunes and you will both
have to learn to live with what you have left in life. Of course
all you will have left is ‘me’. I will be your lives going
forward.”

She adjusted
herself in her squat and she stroked the man’s face. It was almost
a complete utter contrast that she stroked with such a gentleness.
She used her perfectly manicured, lipstick matching nails to
lightly, very lightly scratch his face, one side and then the other
and again she was letting her warm sweet breath wash over his face.
He blinked once but there were tears now, dripping from both eyes
and then down over the gag tape.

“It’s ok.
We’re going to get through this together. I’m going to take you
through all the stages, one at a time until you’re my little bitch.
And I’m going to take real good care of ‘her’ as well. She’s going
to by my little bitch to. But she will be a different kind of bitch
to you.”

This woman
spoke in such dulcet tones that the brutality of her words didn’t
really come through until they were processed. And that was the
thing - the processing of those words needed a constant effort from
this man. A constant effort given that he was already in a state of
distress. And this woman was simply piling it on in layers whilst
expecting him to keep up.

He made some
kind of noise as she got back to her full height inches in front of
him. He would have been able to see the grain of her leather
because it was so close to him. He would have felt that all he
needed to do was extend his tongue and he would be able to lick
that leather - and part of him wanted to do that - needed to do it,
to feel the tip of his tongue contact with the leather that this
impressive woman wore. But of course he couldn’t do that because he
was so effective gagged.

There was the
click of her heels again as she made her way to the rear of him..
And again there was that sound of advanced distress because he knew
the next thing he felt would be the screw opening him up more
again. And between his legs, his caged cock tried to get an
erection that was forbidden. From his bell end, there was this
drizzle of pre-cum that would only ever be that.

“Ohhhh look
at all that mess coming from that little clitty of yours! You know
it would be better if you didn’t have that useless piece of flesh.
It would be much, much better if you didn’t have that to remind
you, of what and who you were. But, it’s ok, I can deal with that
when the time comes.”

 


Six Hours
Ago

 


The Hotel was
top end six star. There were two uniformed concierge doormen
outside the main entrance and a further one on the door of the
cocktail bar and inside there were discrete security guards in
expensive Armani suits. This was the kind of place that screamed
quality, expense and privacy.

It was the
kind of place that rooted out the city’s lower level sex worker but
not the upper class girls, the specialist ‘companions’ and the
escorts. It was the kind of place that turned a blind eye to the
deals that concierge staff had with such girls. It turned a blind
eye because it was so discrete. The happenings between the wealthy
clientele and these women went by largely unnoticed. One says
‘largely’ because such was the breath-taking impressiveness of
these women that they would often catch looks and then second looks
from other patrons. Maybe they knew that these were working women,
or not. It didn’t matter, what was happening at any given time was
private. Private between consenting adults and no-one
else.

Of course
some were more discreet that others. A vanilla girl providing a
vanilla service to a gentleman who she may, or may not have sex
with at some time in the near future was not the same as a Lady
that specialised in fetish and domination services. When such a
woman entered the bar area then she was noticed. And more could be
taken from the way she was dressed and made up.

Emelia was
one such woman. Twenty nine years old and beyond immaculate in
appearance. From head to toe she was sublimely turned out. But she
wasn’t turned out in a cute little cocktail dress. She was dressed
in a supple tight leather catsuit that she seemed to have been
poured into, literally. And then the fitted leather boots that
clung to her lower legs and came to that point just under the
knees. She seemed to have been poured into those as well. These
sort of women knew what they looked like, and they were proud to
look the way they did. It was like they were ‘out there’ and
invited anyone to look if they wanted to.

It was a
simple fact that when Emilia walked into the room, all heads
turned. People had one long look and then another. There might have
been whispers between patrons as they looked at this utter vision
of enhanced femininity. The heels on the boots were so high, so
delicately pointed that they forced not so much of a slovenly slut
strut, but an elegant, floating strut. The fact that Emilia was
experienced at walking in these heels was without doubt. And when
she entered the bar, she simply stood, in the reception area, where
she might have waited to be seated, had she booked a table herself.
She nodded at the concierge and he smiled and nodded back. She’d
been here before, probably a number of times. But she scanned the
bar, at the booths that lined the walls. She was looking for
someone. The way she stood though, the way she scanned the room,
the way the eyes were on her was something to behold. It was like
time had stood till in those moments.

 



CHAPTER
TWO

 


Then it was
like she saw what she was looking for. In one of the booths, a
tiny, tiny man, an accountant type with thin rimmed spectacles on.
He was sitting with what looked like a glass of water. A closer
look would reveal him to be appearing very nervous. There was this
sweaty quality about him. It would be true to say that this man
looked as though he had the weight of the world on his shoulders
and for that reason he looked probably older than he actually
was.

He held a
white handkerchief that he kept dabbing the droplets of sweat from
his neck and forehead. And there was this sense, this feeling that
he had seen Emelia the moment she floated through the door on her
heels. She was the reason he was sweating. And she was the reason
that he’d seemed to shrink from what was already a tiny size to
something even more diminutive. He looked like a little boy as
opposed to a man.

“We meet at
last!”

There was
this time shift, only a few seconds, between him spotting Emelia to
her being at the table side - it had been like a paradigm shift for
him. One second she was standing in that reception area, the next
split second she was at the side of the table and this seemed to
make this man go into a new level of stress. It was like his mind
was already playing tricks on him.

“Yes, yes,
yes…….”

He stuttered
and he couldn’t get any sensible words out so she held up a flat
hand for him to stop.

“Stop, take
deep breaths. Slow deep breaths, that’s all you have to do. Take
deep, deep breaths.”

Emelia’s
words were instantly calming, instantly soothing. And visibly this
man did try to relax and take those breaths. And as he did that,
Amelia slid into her seat opposite him. There was no doubt that he
was an nervous wreck because of her. There was no doubt that there
was something of a game being played out here. But it was like a
game that wasn’t a game at all. When it seemed that this suited man
had regained some composure, Emilia spoke again.

“Good. That’s
better. We don’t want you having a panic attack now do we? You need
to forget we are in a public place. Just imagine this booth, this
immediate area is our little bubble and it’s just me and you.
Nothing outside our bubble matters. We don’t care about anything
outside the bubble right?”

Emelia’s
voice was so soft, so calming. It was like she had calmed the
nerves of a thousand men before this one. She nodded at a waiter
who took over what had to be assumed was her ‘usual’. A tall glass
with an almost clear drink and bubbles.

“What have
you told your wife? Where does she think you are, right
now?”

Emelia sipped
her drink and swallowed. The roll of her throat as she swallowed
was an event in itself. The difference in size and stature between
her and this man was almost bizarre; like a giantess and a little
person kind of bizarre. And yet in the setting of this bar, there
was nothing odd, nothing out of place, except there was.

“I, I,
I,….”

Again he was
stuttering and not getting anything beyond the first word
out.

“Slow deep
breaths. Take slow deep breaths. You don’t have to be worried yet.
We’re just talking. At the moment we are JUST talking. There’s
plenty of time for you to be worried.”

Emelia had
upped her tone just a little bit and that was evident, with an edge
to it. But he seemed to listen to that and respond. He took those
deep breaths. Her words about the bubble had sunk in and now those
words about them just talking at this point were massaging his
psyche..

“I told her I
had a business meeting.”

“Good boy. We
don’t need to involve her, just yet, do we, right?”

There was no
doubt that she was choosing and implementing her words carefully,
very carefully. And yet at the same time they were words that were
cutting deep into the psyche of this man.

“T-thank you,
t-thank you Miss.”

And it was
like he was truly grateful to this woman for the fact that she
hadn’t involved his wife, yet. But involve her in what?

“Oh don’t you
mention it sweetheart. There will be many times, going forward that
you will thank me. Things that you won’t even imagine that I would
be thanked for. For now we are talking, and that’s all. So remember
the bubble.

“It’s just
you and me. Take no notice of what’s happening outside. For now
just focus on ‘me’. You can start by focussing on my leather
covered breasts, and the obvious poke through of my thick nipples.
Just focus on them as we speak. You don’t have to look me in the
eye yet, so you can focus on my breasts, and my leathered nipples
because let’s be fair, you want to right?”

And that
seemed like a trick question that if he answered truthfully would
get him into some kind of trouble.

“Y-yes Miss,
yes I want to yes. Yes.”

He still had
those almost uncontrollable nerves and yet the stuttering was gone
now. As a specialist, Emelia would have noticed this. She would
have been looking for all kinds of marker points as to where this
man was in his own head space. But without showing it, she would be
happy with this right now.

“That’s
right. It’s why you contacted me at my website wasn’t it? You
thought ‘those are nice tits I’ll have a bit of that’
right?”

She was being
kind of cruel. But there was this mischievousness in there as well.
It was like she knew this man probably spent his nights, or the
early hours of the morning web surfing, looking at and masturbating
over tits of all shapes and sizes but never actually meeting any
women these tits were attached to. And yet, here he was now, with
the illustrious Emelia. And that thought made her smile. It made
her smile with all her clients. How she could simply take over
their lives without even trying. Effortless.

“No, no, no I
didn’t know I didn’t think that, no.”

The nerves
were almost completely debilitating.

“Oh,
disagreeing with me now are you little man? You know I like it best
when you ‘agree’ with me, right?”

Amelia had
this habit of adding ‘right’ when she asked those leading
questions, the way Americans do. And yet she was perfectly spoken
English - she was educated English, and she was confident English.
And again she was playing with this little man.

“Yes, yes,
‘agree’. Yes I have to agree, yes.”

“Good boy.
See, we’ve made progress already.”

And this time
she was smiling her wide lipstick smile. She brushed her perfect
white teeth with her fleshy tongue, pushing her full lips out,
before she said anything else.

“What we’ve
spoke about, over chat, is pretty heavy stuff. I mean what you
want, what you say you need. It’s not for the faint of heart - what
you want me to do to you. It’s also not something that you will
‘get over’. What I’ll do to you can’t be ‘undone’. You do realise
that don’t you? It can’t be undone for you, or your
wife.”

There was
this disturbing intrigue attached to what Emelia was saying to this
man. What on earth could he want her to do that would not be able
to be undone? But he focused on those leather imprisoned breasts
and he nodded.

“I know, I
know that. M-maybe maybe just me, not my wife?”

It was like
the reality of the situation was hitting home and he was
backtracking a bit.

“I’ve sent
some people to speak to your wife so you don’t need to worry about
her. If she proves unsuitable for my purposes going forward then
she will be dropped. But you don’t need to worry about her for now.
You need to simply focus on me, and nothing else. Focus on my
breasts and process what I’m saying to you.”

Maybe this
man was a little more relaxed knowing that if his wife was
unsuitable then she would be dropped. Maybe even he was hoping that
this would be the case. There was the sense that this was a
scenario being built by Emelia. That she was taking this man to a
place in his mind, preparing him for some kind of main event that
would happen in due course.

She was a
professional woman after all. Not so much a ‘working girl’ as a
‘mentalist’ and a fantasy maker. There had to be no doubt that this
was Emelia in her professional guise. But where the doubt did kick
in was where the line was, the line between fantasy and reality.
What if this was ‘real’ and what was just this man’s all time
fantasy being played out? That was the question of the day. The
line, the line between reality and fantasy was blurred and greyed
out and this for some reason was disturbing.

“When we
leave here, I’m taking you back to my facility, where I can work on
you over hours, days, weeks. You won’t emerge from that place the
same person. How does this make you feel?”

She’d dropped
her tone again now and was shifting slightly so that her breasts
rolled a bit in the tight leather. She watched his eyes following
the movement and the nipple poke through and she smiled as she
waited for a response.

“It’s what I
deserve Miss. It’s what I deserve.”

The repeating
of his words was a sign of continued nerves. But he was more
relaxed now. Now that this woman he’d spent hours in chat, talking
to and sharing his fantasies with, was with him, there was this
resignation, as well as the nerves in that voice. He was in that
bubble, and he could smell her perfume, and he could feel her
presence and so it was alright now. Yes he was nervous but that was
to be expected.

“That’s
right, it’s what you ‘deserve’. And you deserve it because why?
Tell me why you deserve what I am going to do to you, and your
wife.”

Emelia sat
back and crossed her booted legs under the table, just rubbing her
toes up the man’s legs as she did. And she sipped from her drink
watching him all the time. He hadn’t take his eyes off her breast
mounds sheathed in that tight leather.

“I deserve it
Miss because I’ve always thought that women were ‘sluts’ who
existed for us men to use as we wish.”

He struggled
to get those words out, but he did it.

“Men? You
class yourself as a ‘man’, really?”

Emelia threw
her mane of thick rich hair back and laughed softly. For this man,
maybe in his forties or even fifties, it was like he’d lived a life
with certain beliefs and sexual urges and now he was here, meeting
his maker, so to speak.

“I know now
I’m not a man. Not a real mean Miss.”

And there was
this relief, in him that he had got this admission out, in front of
this woman. It was like they’d spoken about it, in chat, but never
in person and this was another step he was taking. What Emelia was
dong skilfully, was leading him on. Bringing him to a certain place
in his mind, but also she was building this ‘scenario’ that she was
playing out with him.

This was why
Emilia was at the top of her game. This was why she could command
top prices for what she did. She didn’t do ‘one offs’. She did
‘projects’ that took sometimes weeks or even months to play out. It
was her talent, or one of her talents, to get into the head of a
client and then stay there rent free for the duration. And this way
she could suck as much money from them as they had in disposable
income. She was firmly of the belief that, if they came to her,
that they have no disposable income left to spend elsewhere. And it
was this that made her so good at what she did.

“That’s
right, you’re not a man. You were never a man. Tell me what you are
really? Tell me what you are, and tell me what part in this your
wife plays? And look up now, look at me when you speak to
me.”

His nice safe
place was in that bubble focussing on her breasts but now he had to
raise his eyes to look at her and the nerves were back - the was
clear from the darting movements of his eyes.

“Slow deep
breaths and focus on my eyes.”

She was
turning the screw now. Getting close to breaking this man
down.

“I’m a little
bitch Miss. A little bitch. And My wife helped me with my fantasies
for years. She play-acted being a little slut for me to use. She
helped me develop what I have become and what I am so sorry
for.”

“So you are
saying that partially, she is to blame for how you turned out? Is
that right?”

Again she was turning the
screw.

“Yes Miss,
that’s exactly right.”

And it was
almost like a mic drop moment. But again there was this question,
what was real and what was fantasy in this? It was disturbing and
it was worrying on some kind of level. Emelia was in total control
of this. It had to be assumed that she knew where that line between
the two was. And that it was her that dictated where that line was,
and if it shifted or not.

For quite a
while, nothing was said. Emelia simply wanted this sad excuse for a
man to dwell on her words. She wanted those words of her’s to sink
in. This may have been a game, he may have been a client, but it
was important that he immerse in the scenario. It was vital that he
lived the scenario and even more vital that she blow his mind with
what she did for him, and to him.

For him, she
had started to blow his mind the moment he’d spoken live to her on
line in chat. And then that he’d heard her voice in a custom clip
that she’d sent him. The urges and the fantasies that he’d had for
year and years, he was never confident not even remotely, that they
could be satisfied in real life. But the more he’d spoken to
Emelia, the more she had convinced him that she could do that thing
where she lived rent free in his head.

It was easy
for her, she just had to say the right things, at the right time.
And for him, there was no way that she would be able to say these
things, if she didn’t know, and if she couldn’t build that all
important fantasy for him. And that was it for him - that she could
build this fantasy and that she had this knowledge that she could
call, just taking him into that special place. Very early on she’d
said to him,

“I’m gonna
fuck you, and your wife up for what you’ve done for the female
domination movement. I’m gonna make you both my
bitches.”

Just lines
like that - the thought that there was a woman out there, like
Emelia who spoke about taking another woman down like that was
something that blew his mind. And that was what turned him on in
his twisted mind, the thought of this statuesque, Amazonian woman
Emelia being cruel to his wife. That was the root core of his urges
and Emelia had keyed into that very early.

“We’re going
to finish our drinks and leave here now. You don’t look at anyone
else, just look at the floor as we leave. Don’t thank anyone or
acknowledge anyone, just follow me out stay focussed on my swaying
ass. The next time you speak to anyone, it will be as the little
bitch I am going to turn you into.”

And what she
was creating here was that ‘moment’. That moment where the little
man could, if he so desired, get out of that place and run like
hell and never look back. Or he could do as he was told and be
taken into the realms of a place that he would never be able to
climb out of. It was about creating that ultimatum in his own mind
- his own choice and with Emelia knowing that his urges, his sick
desire in sex and his views on women had been with him for decades
and so he was compelled to follow her out of that place with his
eyes focused on her swaying, tightly leathered ass. That was
another marker for him, another marker in the sand, one that he had
reached. A buzz, one that made his cock leak - that having no
choice but to go along with this woman, and the knowledge that
there was no way out if it, not now, not ever.

And he did
that, he focussed on Emelia’s ass as she walked out in front of
him. The sway of her hips, the creaking of the leather, the click
of her heels. And him following in the wake of her perfume, that
aroma filing his senses. Emilia with a slight lop sided smile on
her face as this time she didn’t acknowledge or nod to the
concierge. They would have been used to this - they would have seen
her work before. And although they might not know about ‘the
bubble’ they would have been empathetic that she was in work
mode.


CHAPTER
THREE

 


Now

 


And that was
more words for him to process “…. But it’s ok, I can deal with that
when the time comes.” Emelia had eluded to the fact that this
little man could in some way lose his cock. It didn’t take much of
a hint for him, in his mind to blow it up into something massively
bigger. And Emelia would know this of course.

“I can’t
decide. Full enforced sex change or, partial, you know, turn your
cock inside out, turn it into a fuckable pussy, or leave you with a
shrivelled up cock, that remains permanently caged as a reminder of
who you once were. But with fantastic breasts that real men can
feel, and suck. And with a ‘pussy’ ass for those real men to fuck.
I will decide in due course but until then you can simply wallow in
the knowledge that things, that ‘life’ for you is going to
drastically change.”

Emelia spoke
slowly but clearly so that the words slid into this man’s psyche.
What she was saying was almost too outrageous, too disturbing to be
true in the real world. And yet the way she spoke, the little
nuances she put into her speech would tell anyone who might be
listening that she wasn’t simply speaking for effect. And that she
was indeed undecided as to what would ultimately be this little
man’s destiny. And that it would be one or the other. And for this
man, bringing this into the real world for him, instead of just
inside his head was something that was all but blowing his mind
into the ether.

The thing was
that Emelia had spoken as she twisted that wing nut driver again.
But this time she did it very, very slowly so that the stretching
of his tight, slightly raised anal pussy ring throbbed in time with
her words. Sort of every slight turn she made with that wing nut,
she was sliding another few words into his psyche. When she spoke
about his pussy being used by ‘real’ men - that would have
resonated in his deeper psyche and that would have sent utter
chills into him and through him.

These would
have been the sort of things they talked about in chat. That would
have been fine with him because he would have been in his own
bubble then, typing in conversation with Emelia but at the same
time stroking his cock, furthering his desire to sink into the
descriptive mires she chose for him at any given times. That was
his safe place. This was the place that he could duck in and out of
at will using her word painted pictures as stimulation.

The way she
painted those scenes of abysmal, utter female domination and
cruelty in chat would have been so real and so reachable within
those chats. Then he would have been almost able to ‘feel’ the real
men’s cocks slide in and out of his ‘pussy’. And he would have, in
his imagination been able to taste the semen being ejaculated into
his mouth and down his throat. And he would orgasm to those
thoughts only to hit the low after the orgasm.

And that was
when he could slide back into the real world and forget, at least
for a little while, what they had spoken about and what he had
desired and needed in those moments. For Emelia, she would have
known during chat, that he was masturbating and deeply immersing,
and she would have been encouraging him deliberately, sucking him
deeper and deeper. It was what she did in the early stages of
reeling a man in. This was how she earned the big bucks. It was why
she was a fantasist at the top of her game.

But this was
different. This wasn’t a chat session where anything went, and then
went away. This wasn’t where he could just cum at the end of a deep
dive into fantasy and then slide back into real life. Part of those
fantasies had already come true with him in this sound proofed
place, alone with this leather clad woman. And even though he had
spoken with Emelia in the finest amount of detail about what she
was going to do, it had remained a fantasy.

That was the
thing - it had remained something that he could play and replay in
his mind - that he had spoken to this ‘real’ fetish drenched woman
about the urges and the fantasies he’d harboured probably for
decades. But now it was real. Now it was like the point of where he
might be in a grey area, had been passed and what this woman was
doing to him was real enough for him to be fully immersed in a
‘thing’ that he truly didn’t feel like he was calling the shots any
more.

“Mmmmm
there’s just a little bit of blood now. Just a tiny bit. But it’s
ok, I like blood. It’s like you’re a virgin that I’m breaking in.
You know, a virgin slut - isn’t that what you’ve called girls
before? I’m sure we’ve spoken about it. And now this is
YOU!”

She spoke
with a smile and she had one hand rested on the small of this
prose, bondaged man’s back. And lightly she was scratching her
nails where his tail bone was. Just ever so lightly scratching with
her hard, red nails. She was kind of emphasising where the blood
was coming from by having her nails so close to the proximity of
his virgin ass ‘pussy’.

“I’m going to
milk your balls, so that you’re empty of semen, and so that your
desire isn’t there anymore. And then I am going to get a man to
fuck you, and cum inside you, so that you know what it’s like to be
used when you are not ‘in the mood’ for it.”

She spoke
casually now as though what she was saying was fact and not
fantasy. She wanted him to know what it was like to be in the cold
light of day scenario. The kind of mind state that didn’t see him
stroking his cock, or wanting to chat those dirty, extreme
fantasies, but where deep, vile things were done to him in real
time and in real life. And where the reality would hit him, but
where he would not be able to simply sink back into normal real
life, and where the sensation that real semen was swimming around
his colon, and dribbling out of his pussy to a point where his
miserable cock would begin to twitch to life again.

“Mmmmmmm
pppppphhhhhhhhh mmmmmmmpppphhh.”

Maybe the
reality was hitting him now. Yes it was. The reality of being with
the one and only Emelia. If he could have asked a question it would
have been, ‘how the fuck are you going to milk my balls with my
cock in this cage?’. That would have been a fair enough question.
That would have been a good question even. The horror of the rest
of what she’d said would not even have been hitting home just yet.
Or maybe he had filtered it out with the notion that she was
bluffing when she said a man would come and slide his cock into his
pussy and then empty his balls into him. But that was the thing. He
was in that space that was real and yet it wasn’t real as
well.

“I know. It’s
a big day for you, isn’t it? But it’s ok, I’m going to be with you
the whole way.”

And there was
this tone about her that would be telling him that she was not
bluffing. That this was a woman who did a lot of things to a lot of
people, but that she never bluffed. And he made that noise again,
behind that gag, but this time it was more urgent. It was more
filled with real terror and dread. And one would have to try to
work out if this woman was really as sadistic as she ‘acted’? Or
was she even acting at all?

 


“Let’s get
this gag off you. He may want you to clean his cock after he’s, you
know, ejaculated inside you.”

Emelia was
already unwinding the tape from his head and face. His eyes were
popping, as though they were out on storks. Surely she couldn’t be
serious? That was one question in his diminishing mind. But he
could tell she was actually deadly serious. For some reason he
didn’t want to lose the gag tape from round his face and head
because it had given him a hood effect, and let him hide to an
extent. But now that wasn’t the case. His mouth was free to move
and it was empty of the sponge. And what Emelia could see now was
his trembling lips. He was scared all over again.

“He’ll be
here soon, but I need to milk you first. I need to get all of that
semen out of you, and into a little container, for you to eat up
later.”

Again she was
deadly serious. And she produced a stainless steel, organically
shaped prostate massager which she held up for this man to see. She
knew that to be ‘milked’ in this way, by a woman, would be this
man’s ultimate humiliation and degradation. With his ingrained
views on women and the fantasies that he’d been free to stroke his
cock to for decades, the fact that a woman would now milk him,
independent of his urges, and against the grain as it were, would
be something that once complete would play havoc with his mind. And
it would begin a process of breaking him emotionally in due
course.

“You just
relax now. You can’t do anything about this so simply relax because
it IS going to happen.”

Emelia used
her words soothingly but firmly as she adjusted the pear thing that
had spread this man open wide for her. She removed the innards of
the pear and the screw mechanism but left the spread sections in
place. That gave her access to his anal cavity and colon, and
ultimately his prostate.

“Please,
please Miss, not this please Miss.”

And for the
first time there was his unhindered voice. A whiny bitchy little
voice.

“You just
ssshhhhh up now. You know this was mean to be.”

And she
simply slid the massager in, in one and he gulped, his eyes ever
nearing to popping altogether. That massager following the shape of
the colon, and then resting against the prostate deep inside. Yes,
he gulped, and then there was that pressure and that very nuanced
movement of the massager head against the prostrate. This coaxed
semen to rise from the cuffed testicles of this man, up the tubes
and into the bent, caged penis. And in him would have been this
urge to ejaculate, but without the intense pleasure of having real
sex, or even having real masturbation.

“You see,
this is what little bitches get. Little bitches like you get to be
milked by real women, like me. Whether you like it or not. You get
to feel any control you had being taken away. This is what little
bitches have to put up with day in day out.”

Her words
were soft. Yes they were cruel words underlining what she was doing
to the little man, the little bitch. But they were soft words as
well. Very soft, gentle words slipped into his psyche as she moved
that massager in a very nuanced way. She was pressing the prostate,
and she was turning the stainless steel instrument so that that
pressure was joined by a friction. And she did this slowly. There
would have been the feeling that she could have got it over and
done with quickly - or quicker than she was doing. But that she
didn’t want to do it this way.

“You’re being
milked, just like we’ve spoken about, except this is real. You are
a ‘real’ little bitch being milked. You’ve crossed the line now,
into reality and this is what you are.”

Her words
soft and yet with an edge, as though she needed to get her point
across to this man. And her upping her work rate then with the
massager. Just turning and pressing, turning and pressing only a
little bit faster now. Turning and pressing bringing more of that
semen up from his balls and into his tubes. And when she was ready
she would milk him. Yes she would ‘milk’ the little bitch. And when
that happened he would have an orgasm of sorts, but not an intense
orgasm. It would be one that would be lacking in intensity - it
would be a subdued orgasm that would leave him panting but
ultimately it would leave him feeling ‘objectified’ because that
was what had happened - he’d been objectified.

“Mmmmmm
mmmmmmmm mmmmmmm mmmmmm.”

Making
dribbling little noises that told of his desperation for that
milking orgasm to be more than it was. Emelia smiled because she
knew. She knew what he was feeling like. She knew that she was
taking a little more of his manhood away from him as she caught his
semen in the little container for later consideration. She used
that massager up against his colon and prostate for as long as it
took to drain the balls. From that initial gush through to the
drips, and then added pressure to a point of discomfort and to
where the drips of semen eventually dried up.

“Good boy. Or
should that be good girl? Or good ‘bitch’ maybe?”

The thing
about Emelia was that she knew what words to use and when. And she
knew when to turn the screw and when not to. And right now, this
little man would be feeling empty. Yes he would be feeling drained
of his manly seed, but he would be feeling wretched at the same
time. There would be no desire in him, that sexual need deserting
him with his semen. And this would be where he usually would have
been able to just slide into real life and get on with it until the
next time. But he didn’t have that luxury. He was still here with
this woman. He was still completely bondaged and his ass was still
gaping open. There was no stepping back into the real world for him
- THIS was his real world now.

“Please Miss,
please……..”

There was that whiny
little bitch voice again and Emelia smiled.

“Please what,
bitch? Please abuse you more? Please get some men in here to fuck
you? Please change your sex, for the better?”

Now her voice
was higher in pitch. She was putting that edge onto it when this
man was at his lowest ebb.

“No, no, no,
please no, not any of that please Miss….”

And his words
tailed off as he probably realised he didn’t know what he was
asking for, or pleading for. And already Emelia was taking out the
‘petals’ of that implement that had spread him wide open. And with
that came the loose feeling of a broken ass pussy.

“Mmmmm nice
and big for an even bigger cock. I think it’s important that your
first cock is a big one. It will make you feel more at home with
what your future holds for you.

“Awwwwww
please please Miss, please……”

He would have
known what was coming. But he also knew that he was not ‘needy’ at
this point. He wasn’t turned on at this point. This was reality and
this was what he had spoken about being put through. This was like
his worst nightmare coming true. It would have been his best
fantasy if he was turned on - his best bitch fantasy to have a cock
slide into him and ejaculate. But in the cold light of day in which
he had just been effectively milked by Emelia, a leather clad, high
heeled dominatrix, this was a nightmare.

He snivelled
as he heard a door opening and then flat footed steps from behind
him. Emelia watched him. She was watching his every second of dread
show itself in his facial expressions, now free of the gag tape.
Everything was telling her that he didn’t want was going to happen.
It had to have crossed her mind that if he was given that choice,
to stop this, or carry on, then he would probably more than likely
choose to stop. But that it would be a choice he would forever
regret. So the option, to stop or not was not given to him. It
wasn’t given to him for his own good.

“Mmmmmm
aawwwwwww pppplllllleeasee…. Mmmmmm.”

He snivelled,
whimpered and sobbed as a thick black cock was slid into him in
one. He’d never had live cock flesh inside of him before. And this
was a big slam of reality hitting him head on, like a freight
train. Although his pussy ass was lose it was still in need of
stretching by that cock. This man behind him, as far as he was
concerned faceless as he placed his huge hands on the little man’s
hips and then drove that cock in, in one go and then began to fuck
him, in this incessant and firm way. It would be fair to say that
the little man, impaled on this huge cock was a curiosity for
Emelia. She watched - and she let him see her watching him as that
cock withdrew and then like a piston went all the way back in
again.

“That’s right
you snivelling fuck bitch. Welcome to femininity. Oh you are going
to be such a good little bitch for me aren’t you?”

He wouldn’t
have wanted it, but there would have eventually been the twitch of
his cock in that cage. There would have been the very gradual
return of his desire and the realisation that he was living his
all-time fantasy now. And that this woman had taken him to this
point - something that he had to be grateful for.

“Mmmmmm thank
you Miss, thank you so much Miss for making a little bitch of me.
Thank you Miss.”

And as the
man inside him ejaculated there was a degree of desire there now.
Emelia smiled. She had pushed his boundaries and taken him deeper
into a sub-space - somewhere he’d never been before. She knew she’d
extended his addictions and his urges now but even though the
desire was back, there would have been a deeper degradation that he
was being inflicted with and that he would be addicted to going
forward. And the way he cleaned that cock off, the eagerness with
which he cleaned that thick black cock that had been up inside him,
with his soft, wet mouth was worthy of a ‘slut’.


CHAPTER FOUR

 


“And now
this. Now you have to eat your own cum. If you ejaculate it, you
eat it. It’s simple really. And then your wife will be here, to see
you. To see what you have become.”

That ‘alert’
raging into his psyche. His wife! He’d forgotten about his wife
with what Emelia had put him through. But now it was there again.
And in a way it was pegging back the desire that had reignited. But
this was something else that Emelia knew. That he would fight the
desire. That he wouldn’t want to be seen to be wanting or needy in
front of his wife whatever kinky sex life they’d had. That had been
all under his control and under his say so. To be seen by his wife,
when he was not in control would be like something that was
unimaginable to him. And it was something that he would feel could
destroy him. He wasn’t wrong of course.

But Emelia
was here now and she was seeing to it that by the time ‘wifey’ was
in the room, this little man would be a drooling, needy wreck. And
when that happened of course there would still be semen dribbling
from his gaping ass-pussy.

“Just a
little vibration for you - get that desire back in you. I know you
want it. And it’s important that it still exists in you, because
that will drive me being able to bring you deeper into my
world.”

She was
holding a bulbous headed vibrator to the cock cage sending
vibrations into the stainless steel and through to his cock head,
into his glans and that had an instant reaction. It had such a
reaction that his eyes popped open again. And he
grunted,

“Uhhhhhhgghhhhhh oooooohhhhhhhh.”

Emelia held
the vibe firmly against that cock cage and she knew what it would
be doing to him.

“I want you
nice and horny for when she comes. It’s important that she sees
what you are now. Of course, she will have a beef with you as it
is, for what you’ve done to her.”

She was doing
it again. She was dripping her words into his psyche and she was
dripping them in wetly through one ear. He had this to contend with
- her presence and her closeness. He had her perfume and her smell
and touch and yet he was still having to absorb and process those
words she was pouring into him. What was she talking about a beef
with him because of what he’d done to her? He hadn’t done anything
to her. But then between his bouts of severe ‘need’ all caged up in
that cock cage he was remembering what she’d said about his wife
being visited by black men and being used by them. And that sent a
chill down his spine.

That thought,
his diminutive wife all impaled on one thick black cock after
another would have been all he needed to orgasm as long as it was
under his control. If he could have arranged that for her, under
his control then he would. But again this was not him controlling
anything, it was Emelia. And this was like something that was so
degrading to him. Like something that was unimaginable. Almost like
a psychological torture that he was being put through.

“You gonna
eat all this up for me, like a good girl?”

More words of
filth to aid his desire along with that vibe pressed to his cock
cage.

“Ohhhh yes
Miss, yes. Eat my own cum like the dirty slut I am.”

And his voice
was breathy and needy.

“You took the
words right out of my mouth slut. Indeed like the dirty slut you
are.”

And she was
uncapping the little container.

“She’ll be
here real soon. And I want her to see you eat your own cum like the
needy whore you are, do you hear me?”

Now she was
ensuring that the vibe was sending the kind of pleasure through his
glans that could not be fought off. There was the thing where he
would have been deeply wishing that this wasn’t turning him on so
much, but also the very deep need that the desire was causing in
him. It would have been like the ying and the yang in him. And
always the need, the dirty hungry need and desire would win over.
And this was what Emelia would be waiting for, and watching for -
was when he was so far gone, so far immersed in that little
perverted world of his that he wouldn’t be able to switch it off
when his wife was brought in.

“Ah, she’s
here, drink up, slut.”

And she held
the container of his own semen up and tipped it into his hungry
mouth. Even though he recognised the click click of his wife’s high
heels, it didn’t stop him dribbling for that semen to be poured
into his mouth.

“Taste and
swallow slut. Show Lucy here what an out and out slut you
are.”

And there was
another, this time minor shock to his needy system. The use of his
wife’s real name. Somehow all through his, all through his need and
greedy there was the notion that this was all just a fantasy. That
somehow there would be the time when Emelia would reveal it as just
that - a fantasy. But every step of the way since he’d come into
the presence of this breath-taking woman, she had debunked that.
Every time, when the time might have been right that the joke would
be revealed, it wasn’t. Emelia had simply smiled as she’d made his
deepest darkest fantasies part of his real world. Like
now.

“Open your
eyes, look who’s come to see you.”

And he did
that, he opened his eyes and there was Lucy, his wife, right in
front of him. His immediate take was that she looked the worse for
wear. Her dress, and the nylon that sheathed her legs, were ripped
and torn. There were hand marks all over her thighs and his
immediate thought were that this was where those black men had held
her legs apart to penetrate her. And her breasts - one was in and
one was out. The one that was out had been mauled - this was easy
to tell from the grope marks. The nipple inside the dress was hard
and poked through. The nipple outside the dress was hard as well.
Hard and thick and seeming to have a life of their own, with a
tremble and a quiver.

“What... what
are you doing?”

The words
just about came out of her mouth. And as they did that the
bondaged, bitched man was swallowing a mouth full of his own semen.
Lucy looked haunted and he guessed that she looked that way because
of having to take those black men, along with what she was seeing
now. And he knew that she had taken them because there was semen
dripping out of her and soaking into the laddered torn nylon that
covered her upper, inner thighs. And that sight, the sight of her
in this state, was feeding the pleasure he was already getting from
that vibe.

“He’s eating
his own semen because he’s a little bitch.”

Emelia spoke
bluntly as his cock tried to get erect in the cage - something that
was impossible. This would have been his worst nightmare coming
true, to be exposed like this when he had no control what so ever.
To be seen like this by his own wife, after all the fantasies he
had lived out with her, and now this!

“Take a look
at his pussy as well honey. He’s had black cock, just like you
have.”

Lucy was a
small woman as well, although perfectly proportioned. She could
have been labelled ‘petite’ and she was. But she looked desolate as
she stumbled on her heels and moved to the back of her prose,
bondaged and helpless husband. And there was an audible ‘gasp’ as
she looked at how open his ass was - and how it dribbled with semen
that had been spent up inside him. It was like she was looking at
something that was not from her world, which was true of
course.

“How could he
do that. Drink his own sperm and take cock up his…..”

And Lucy left
her words hanging there, unfinished.

“Because this
is what he is. He’s a bitch and you know, he’s blamed you for all
this. He blamed you for playing out his sick fantasies. He wanted
those black men to use you. It’s what he’s always
wanted.”

And even
though the little man could hear this woman destroying his life
live in front of him, he couldn’t disagree with her. He kind of
wished he could but the desire had got the better of him and he was
dribbling his agreement.

“But, but
why?”

Again this
poor woman was being eaten up from the inside by what she was
seeing and what she was hearing.

“He’s a
little bitch with sick fantasies, that’s why. And you know what,
I’m going to make all of his fantasies come true.”

Emelia was being cryptic,
and she was doing this deliberately.

“I’m going to
make him a little bitch, MY little bitch, along with
you.”

She was just
dripping a few words at a time as the little man was ramming his
tongue into the container to get out the very last of his own
semen.

“Me? But why
me, what have I done?”

Lucy was
genuinely hurt by the fact that this woman was seeming to place her
in the same category as her sick, twisted husband.

“You, because
you’ve let the side down Lucy. You’ve let this man use you, and
abuse you for a long time. You should have used your femininity to
win over and you should have got out of this, but you chose not to.
And now you have to be taken down another path.”

And this time
it was Emelia’s turn to let her words hang. This was what this
woman did as a career. She made fantasies come true. And she was
certainly making the little man’s fantasy come true. But what
couldn’t be gleamed from this exchange, or this exposure of this
man was, was this Lucy’s fantasy as well, or was she simply being
dragged along for the ride? One again there was no line that
separated the real life from the fantasy. Indeed, there was the
question of whether or not this man was being taken along now
against his will. Was Emelia so good at what she did that there was
no distinguishing line between what was real and what was
fantasy?

“I’m sorry,
I’m so sorry.”

It was all
Lucy could say because she was otherwise stuck for words. And for
the trapped, tethered little man this was his ultimate all time
fantasy coming true. Both him and his wife entrapped by a lather
clad goddess who was more perverted than him. There was no doubt
that this was his ‘peak’ of sick fantasies. And there was this
sparkle in Emelia’s eyes. She knew men like this. She had learned
about men like this from her early teens. She knew what made them
tick and she knew what she could do with them. And she had learned
how to maximise their potential to the point that she could push
them further and further out of their comfort zone.

“You’re not
sorry enough. Not yet. But you will be.”

She would
easily be able to feed into the narrative that it was too late for
this woman now. She would be able to lay on the guilt, so that she
could take Lucy deep and deeper and in doing so add to the
addiction that the man had for her. And because she could do that,
she would be able to maximise the monetary gains. And this could
have been what it was all about for Emelia, maximising the monetary
gains. Who knows, once she had got as much out of them as she could
then she might cut them loose. But there was this thing about
Emelia, and that was that she liked what she did for a living. She
liked it a lot, even to the point that she got sexual pleasure out
of it. She smiled as she scanned the scene she had created. All in
a day’s work!

 


Twelve Hours
Later

 


Emelia wasn’t
in leather any more. She was vanilla, or as vanilla as it was
possible for a woman who looked like her to be. A loose flowing
dress that even though it didn’t hug her curves, still showed them
off. And because the dress was pure white, there seemed to be this
slight transparency to it. If she made certain moves or, if the
light caught her from a certain angle, the silhouette of her legs,
her torso, and her breasts took on a flesh colour tinge to it. And
that drew in the eyes even more.

Her hair was
pulled back taut, and in a high tight pony tail and her makeup was
perfect, only slightly overstated, unlike when she was in fetish
mode, when it was almost theatrical. However she chose to do her
makeup, the emphasis was always on her eyes - huge smoky eyes. And
then her lips, full lips that gave the impression she came from a
mixed race background even if she was ‘white’. And to complete this
particular vision of Emelia, she seemed to float on white stiletto
court shoes. Shoes that didn’t have straps to spoil the leg line
and yet that were high enough in the heels to force her feet to
‘arch’. The dress then flowed over her hips and swirled around her
long shapely legs just below the knee. Anyone watching her would
keep their eyes trained on her, for that light or angle change so
that they could see the length and the awesomeness and flesh colour
of those legs.

That was the
thing about Emelia, she was as striking out of fetish mode as she
was in it. And she attracted the crowd. It was like everyone wanted
to be with her, or be seen with her. And there was this notion
that, although she was approachable, she wouldn’t take any shit
from anyone. And it seemed that this was the reason that she very
rarely, if at all, got hit on by blokes who were pissed, or just
stupid enough to think that a cheesy pick-up line would see her
melt into their arms and take them to bed.

“So how’s
business then dear?”

That was an
older, matronly like woman who’d been chairing the Chamber Of
Commerce ball this year.

“Can’t
complain. You know how it is - we have to grasp even single
opportunity.”

Emelia had
turned on her heels when the voice had come at her from
behind.

“I’m sure
you’re right. You know, I never thought I’d see the day when your
type of work went legitimate. No offence or anything of
course.”

But of course
she’d meant offence or why say that in such a way?

“Well you
know, it’s a case of supply and demand darling. You should see my
books. The numbers are huge. I’m a businesswoman. It’s what I do,
even if it does mean me dealing in ‘flesh’.”

And she
looked right at the woman who was substantially shorter than her.
There had to be this sense that the woman, slightly round but still
attractive, had intended to put Emelia down, or shame her because
of what she did for a living. But the opposite had happened. The
woman should have known better really. Any women who worked in or
around the sex trade was going to have a certain amount of hardness
about them, and Emelia was no different. She smiled at the woman as
she thought what she would say if she knew what she actually did
for a living.

The woman
sniffed, as though she had a bad smell hanging around under her
nose. And Emelia’s smile just got wider because of it.

“Word has it
that you’re thinking of retiring Gladys. Is this right? Surely
you’re not old enough to retire, yet?”

Emelia was
sipping from a long flute of champagne. The five course dinner was
done and dusted and now it was just the usual hanging around making
polite conversation with people who normally she wouldn’t give the
time of day to. She always found these do’s stuffy. It was why she
tended to dress and make up ‘light’ - just to try to lighten the
mood, so to speak.

“I don’t need
to work anymore ‘darling’. I’ve paid my dues and now I’m going to
enjoy the years I’ve got left in the sun.”

Anyone would
think this woman was at deaths door and Emelia just looked at
her.

“Well fair
play to you Glad! I fully intend to retire in ten years or so. I’ll
be forty by then and will have made enough money to buy me a small
private island somewhere.”

Emelia smiled
wide. She was being subtle about mocking this woman. It was a sign
of what she did for a living - she used words and tones to put
submissive clients down. And she did that very well in the normal
world as well.

“It’s
‘Gladys’ if you don’t mind darling. I do so hate when people
shorten names like that.”

And it was
her turn to smile one of those thick red lipstick smiles back at
Emelia.

“And I’m sure
you will be able to buy an island with what you do for a living.
Does that never, you know, irk you, the way you have to put
yourself on the rack to gratify some pervert’s kink?”

The woman
must have felt that she had Emelia on the run or something for her
to have a direct go at her like that. The fact was that she had no
idea, literally, what Emelia did for a living. If she did, she’d
just shut up and quit whilst she was ahead. Emelia stood her ground
and her smile didn’t fade at all. She loved this. It told her that
people knew nothing about her. Most people not in the know, thought
she was simply a hooker who did tricks for money. But these were
people were from the dark ages. They had no clue about how the sex
trade had evolved. And they certainly had no real idea how the
fetish and domination scenes had grown and become so
lucrative.

 



CHAPTER
FIVE

 


Interlude
1

 


“Not at all
Gladys darling. It takes all sorts of people to make up the world.
Wouldn’t it all be so boring if everyone was the same?”

If the truth
was known, Emelia was beginning to have enough of this woman, but
she didn’t show that. Although she did have to call on her whole
acting experience not to show it.

“You know, I
have one client, who likes me to lie him down, place a Pyrex bowl
over his face whilst I take a shit over it. He says the sight of my
ass, dilating and opening, and then the sight of that turd being
squeezed out is one of the most exhilarating sights he’s ever seen.
He comes every week, sometimes twice.”

And she let
her words hang there just for effect as she took another sip of
champagne. Then she continued,

“And the
thing is, sometimes his wife comes with him, just to see him
gratifying himself that way, you know watching from below as I take
a shit, whilst he masturbates. I don’t even have to touch him
sexually at all. Of course, I do have a special diet when I know
he’s coming.”

It was
slightly too much information from Emelia but she knew this. She
was being over the top with her information deliberately just so
that she could shock this woman into silence and into going to find
someone else to put down. She knew that women like Gladys was the
type who put anyone down regardless of their chosen profession. She
loved these Chamber Of Commerce do’s where everyone was supposed to
support, unequivocally, all businesses, regardless of the business.
And that there were toxic little bitches like Gladys around who
looked for a mark and then went in for the kill. On the whole she
knew that they were a bunch of hypocrites.

But this time
Gladys had been utterly shocked into silence. She stood open
mouthed looking up at Emelia.

“That’s
disgusting and vile. Just outrageous. You should be ashamed of
yourself. I’d be surprised if there wasn’t a law against that sort
of thing, if I’m honest.”

It was as
though this woman was stuck for any more words than the most
simple. And she kind of moved away from Emelia as though there was
a video clip on loop playing in her head of this woman in the white
dress squatting over a Pyrex bowled face of a man as she took the
longest most luxurious shit she’d ever taken.

“Oh I’m sure
if there is, you’ll find it. But you’re right Gladys, it is
disgusting, it IS outrageous. He pays me ‘five grand’ a time. Can
you believe that. He’s also given me the keys to his private villa
in the Seychelles, that I can use any time I like. And when I do,
his butler, and his driver are at my disposal. I think ‘outrageous’
is not enough of a word, I have to say. And yes, I am ashamed of
myself if only for the fact that I am thinking of upping my prices
at the start of this coming tax year. The money people will pay in
order to gratify themselves is in itself outrageous. But you go see
if you can find a law I’ve broken, there’s a good girl.”

She was
winking at Gladys as she finished speaking and then Emelia tipped
what was left of the champagne down her throat giving this woman
time to decipher and process what she’d just said. In the event,
Gladys just stood there looking at Emelia. And there was this point
where her eyes started at the arched feet of the younger woman and
slowly crawled up her lower legs, pausing where the bare flesh slid
under the hem of the dress. Those eyes stayed on the hem for longer
than normally they would. It was as though she was wondering what
else perverted and dirty this hooker did for a living. But then
those eyes continued up, over Emelia’s hips and her torso to the
impressive mounds of her breasts, the nipples of which poked
through the thinness of the dress like door stops.

Emelia would
have surely given a few cents to know what this woman was thinking
now. But no, she didn’t need to, she already knew. Gladys didn’t
say anything else she simply looked with disdain at Emelia and then
melted into the mingling crowd. And Emelia smiled to herself
wondering if this woman would have the guts to recount what she’d
just told her to anyone else at this somewhat highbrow event. And
she shook her head, nah, she didn’t think so.

And as for
her breaking any laws, she shook her head. She was more than
confident that she had the legals covered. She employed the best
lawyer, another woman who made sure of it. And in return, Emelia
strung her up bi-monthly and then slowly, expertly bull whipped her
for us to six hours at a time. Emelia smiled when she thought about
that. She loved her job, she really did.

 


“Hmmm Emelia
it’s good to see you here. Not enough of you come you know
right?”

This was
another woman probably in her fifties but still very attractive and
Amazonian in her appearance.

“I know, I
try to muster the troops every year. But you know, you can’t blame
them for not coming just to be looked down on.”

Martha had
been a working girl herself, back in the day where being a hooker
meant just that. Hand and blow jobs in the back of dirty stinking
cars. And when any girl would be lucky to have a bed to lie on as
so called clients did their business with her. But Martha had made
good. She’d married well, and she’d married into money and that had
been her fairy-tale ending.

“Ah yes I do
understand. I saw you in deep conversation with Gladys. I’ll bet
that was enlightening?”

Maybe Martha
had sensed a slightly distressed tone in Emelia. After all she had
been in the people business herself and so could pretty much suss
out a person on first contact. If she was asked she would recount
how her instinct had saved her bacon on more than one occasion in
the past.

“Oh, Gladys,
the most irritating bigoted person I have the displeasure to know.
I can’t say I count her amongst my ‘friends’.”

Anyone
normally wouldn’t detect that tone in Emelia but Martha knew. She
leant in to Emelia and whispered to her.

“I know she’s
fucking despicable. The worse human being I’ve ever met. And I’m
sure you’d agree we’ve met some pieces of work in our line of
business, haven’t we now?”

And Martha
was smiling wide and sincerely and she had the ability to bring
Emelia down from whatever simmering anger she was experiencing at
this time.

“Ha ha yeah.
I don’t think she’ll be bothering me again in a hurry. I just told
her how I gratified one particular client with a penchant for
’shit’. She almost had a heart attack on the spot.”

Both Emelia
and Martha threw their head back and laughed hard.

“Ah you know,
I have to love you ‘specialists’. It’s got to be a difficult job,
but I’d imagine the financial rewards are up there in orbit
somewhere?”

She wasn’t
fishing or prying. This was an ex sex worker to a specialist almost
in worship mode.

“Yeah, can’t
deny, money is good, but I’ll let you in on a secret, I get a buzz
out of as well you know? A sexual buzz. But ten more years and I’m
out of this. I’m looking for one final BIG mark. One I can get my
teeth into you know.”

And Emelia let her words
tail off.

“Oh I know
exactly what you mean. I did something similar as you know. I’m
sure you’ll get exactly what you want. You are the best in the
business after all - it’s common knowledge. And that you ‘enjoy’
what you do, well, it helps hey?”

The thing
about Martha was that she was sincere. She’d always had the girls’
back even after she was out of the business herself. The first
thing she’d done when she got out of the sex industry was fund a
safe house, a shelter for vulnerable sex workers who were being
beaten on by their pimps. She’d never understood the girls for
going with pimps in the first place. She had always operated as a
sole trader, so to speak. She’d guessed correctly that those who
were pimped out were the most vulnerable and the most in need of
help.

Emelia smiled
at Martha. She’d always liked her for the simple reason that when
she spoke to her she didn’t get the feeling there was a hidden
agenda like she got with most others.

“You’re too
kind Martha. I’ve worked damn hard to get to this point, so I’m not
going to drop the ball any time soon.”

Both of them stood with
fresh glasses of champagne sipping.

“Oh I’ve not
got any doubts that you will come out of it all, let’s say ‘with
wealth’. You do the stuff others are afraid of - the taboo, and the
extreme. You deserve every cent you earn and every cent you come
out with, in ten years. Listen, on another front…”

Martha spoke
and then she moved in closer Emelia. The younger woman was
intrigued at the closeness. It was slightly more than a woman not
wanting to be overheard.

“What’s on
your mind Martha?”

“Have you
heard the name ‘Mina’ before?”

She stayed in
close.

“You know
someone asked me that the other day. I’d never heard the name then,
and didn’t think anything more of it.”

This time
Martha moved away slightly, and then spoke again.

“She’s new to
the scene. Your scene. She’s twenty years old, and apparently she’s
‘good’. But she’s ruffled a few feathers it seems.”

“Oh how
so?”

Emelia was
quick to respond this time.

“She’s taken
over that huge house on the hill. Fully kitted out to gratify, and
I quote ‘even the most perverse fantasies’. She must be being
funded by someone because she’s too young to have that much wealth.
It’s unlikely that daddy’s money is funding her, but who knows?
Some of the other specialist are not happy at all. They see her as
a threat.”

Emelia sucked
up every single word this woman was telling her. She did that
because she knew that Martha was not one prone to gossip and
rumour. If she was talking to Emelia like this then there was a
point to it.

“It’s ok
Martha there’s enough out there for us all - the others will get
over it. But very good to know, and one to watch I guess. By the
time she’s really made her mark I’m thinking I’ll be almost out of
it anyway.”

Martha nodded,

“That’s
right, one to watch. But my point was that she’s kind of moved in
to the patch out of nowhere. I’m worried that there could be an
organised crime link somewhere. A twenty year old doesn’t rock up
in town with the intention of turning tricks and then proceed to
obtain one of the biggest properties in the area, without there
being some outside ‘help’ for want of a better word.”

And Martha
touched the side of her nose, you know, in that secretive
way.

“Noted Martha
and thank you for the heads up. I’ll ask around, see if anyone
knows anything. But for me, I’m just going to do what I do and
then, when the time is right, sink out of sight and
away.”

Emelia winked at Martha
and they both laughed.

“I have to
mingle darling, but give me a call if you find anything out from
the grapevine, right?”

And Martha just touched
Emelia’s arm as she moved away.

“I will,
promise.”

 


“I’m sure you
don’t need me to tell you how good it is that you’ve come tonight
Emelia. As you know we lack the glamorous touch and so seeing you
is wonderful. AND, as always you look stunning.”

That was a
guy called Roderick. He was so old that he was almost rocking as he
stood. But Emelia always thought that this man would have had an
eye for the ladies back in the day. Come to think of it, he still
had an eye for the ladies. That twinkle in his eyes was to
behold.

Emelia didn’t
even bat an eyelid when he moved in close to her and slid an arm
around her waist. And it was like she held her breath and waited
for the inevitable to happen, and it did. His hand dropping down to
her ass, and then smoothing over it. Maybe it would have been
different if she’d been from another walk of life. Maybe he
wouldn’t have done it at all, if she’d been from another walk of
life. It was like he knew she was in the sex industry and so had
every right to feel the goods, so to speak. But in any event she
stood her ground, she let him cop a handful of her rear and let him
break away naturally. Unless she was sorely mistaken, she’d felt
she was being tested.

“Hmmm you
always say the right things Roderick. How could a girl not be taken
with you?”

And another
thought entered her head that was somewhat disturbing. She just
hoped that this man wasn’t about to suggest that they did a little
business together. Emelia was anything but ageist but the thought
of sitting listening to what this man’s deepest fantasies were and
then having to act on them was something that scared her, if she
was honest.

Nothing
‘scared’ Emelia as such - she’d gratified probably the best and the
worst of what humanity offered. But this man, surely didn’t have
long left in this world and the thought of him pegging it when she
was in the process of spanking him across her nylon sheathed knees
(insert ANY fantasy here) was almost enough to make her burst out
laughing at the irony. Roderick was old school and because he had
that twinkle in his eyes, there would have been that knowledge in
his mind that Emelia catered for the more needy, the more
demanding.

“I always
kick myself you know, that I never came to you - to you know,
fulfil a few fantasies of my own.”

And as she
spoke his hand was back there, smoothing that same spot on her ass
cheek. This was her worst nightmare come true. She was convinced
that he was just about to propose a session with him and her. The
business woman and the curious inside of her made like she had to
play along.

“Hmmmm why
Roderick, I’m intrigued. And you know it’s never too late - you
know, to explore the taboo. What’s your pleasure if you don’t mind
me asking? Who knows, maybe we can sort something out.”

She was
hearing the words coming out of her own mouth and wished sometimes
she could just put a gag on herself. That draw of earning some
serious dosh and the possible sexual excitement it held over this
man literally croaking it when she was in mid stride was
powerful.

“Hmmm you
know, I’ve always like a bit of ‘give and take’. I’ve never been
submissive, or dominant totally but, a little bit of both worlds is
a good thing, don’t you think dear?”

Truth be
known, Emelia hated, literally, being called ‘dear’ under any
circumstances but she knew when she moved in certain circles this
was an inevitability.

“Oh I don’t
know Rodders, I’ve always been fine on the dominant side. I’ve
never felt the need to explore the other side. I get it, I get the
notion that a dominant may be a better dominant if he or she has
experienced the submissive side. But I think there’s exceptions to
the rules and I think I’m in that ‘exception’ class.”

She was
batting off the thought that he may ask her to go over his knee
(or, insert ANY fantasy here). She was more than sure that he could
croak it under any circumstances.

“Besides, you
didn’t tell me what was your pleasure, exactly?”

She couldn’t
let it go, no matter how much she realised she should.

“Oh I used to
be very taken with women, and girls who could do as they were told,
even under duress.”

He said that
without even batting an ageing eyelid. Emelia almost spat out a sip
of champagne.

“I see. I
guess it depends on what, ‘doing as they were told’ actually means?
With most there has to be a line they wouldn’t cross. The same
surely applies to where that line came, where a girl, or a woman
wouldn’t do as she was told, maybe because the duress was so
profound and effecting?”

She’d found
in the past that offering up the minute complexities of the scene
often stopped someone in their tracks. But not so with
Roderick.

“Oh you know
my dear, it’s all about stretching the boundaries. Pushing, to make
a girl the best girl she can be. I know you know what I’m talking
about.”

He certainly
had the terminology and that intrigued Emelia. Indeed this man must
have been gutted not to have come to her long ago and now it was
like he had left it too late.

“Yeah I get
that. Give me an example, where you’re down the rabbit hole, of
something you’d tell a girl to do. Maybe something that you’d pay
her extra for if she was a professional, like me?”

And there was
this slight pause as she tried to tease more out of him.

“Don’t make a
sound. No matter how much it hurts you, no matter how much you want
to scream, don’t!”

And he’d
moved right in close to Emelia to say it. It chilled her slightly
because of the breathy way his spoke up into her ear. It was like
he was in that rabbit hole already.

“Hmm Rodders,
we should have a deeper conversation at some time, soon. Who knows,
maybe there’s a common ground we can discover together. I know lots
of girls and women who switch you know, right.”

And she winked at
him.

“Oh but I
want YOU my dear.”

And he had
this most disturbing look on his old face as he spoke then looked
directly at Emelia. She couldn’t decide if he was joking or
not.

“Call me, and
we’ll talk.”

And with that
she made her way to the exit of the ballroom, stopping to say
goodbye and sharing cheek kisses with a lot of the crowd. As
always, eyes were on her. And Emelia soaked that up even if she did
know that most of these people resented her. An hour later, she was
home, in bed alone.

 



CHAPTER SIX

 


Mina

 


Mina was
older than her twenty years. There was something about her - a
maturity that didn’t come from just twenty years on this planet.
Not usually anyways.

“You’re
telling me that no sound can get in, and no sound can get out,
right? I mean out of the whole house?”

Mina was on
the final walk round of the house on the hill. The one that had
been bought, kitted out, and paid for in full long before this
point in time.

“The sound
proofing is total. It’s been rigorously tested. Also, perimeter
walls and gates have been updated. Security is as tight as the
sound proofing.”

The man, an
older man in his fifties spoke with an almost subdued authority.
There was no clear indication of who he was, or if there was any
relationship to Mina. It was like he just had this security and
sound proofing issue on his agenda and had to make sure it was all
good to go.

“Good, so
we’re ready to go then? I’m going to do a couple of simple sessions
first, to get the feel of the place, before I go into the deeper
stuff. Did you get that list I asked you to get?”

The sound of
her high heels was like a sharp ‘click click’ as she shifted her
weight from one heel to the other.

“I did. It
makes for interesting reading for sure.”

So he seemed
to exist for more that security and soundproofing!

“Show me. I
want to pick one or two to take off her, just to start
with.”

And there was
this smile on her face that came across as disturbing. For twenty
years old, she looked more mature and she sounded it. She was
dressed not like a fetish sex worker but like a business woman. Her
heels were patent leather spiked stilettos. Her shapely legs
sheathed in dark brown nylon. The skirt of the suit she wore had no
tell-tale signs or lines of garters holding up stockings - so
either she was wearing pantyhose or she was wearing self-supporting
stockings. And that was an intrigue about this young woman.
Stockings or pantyhose?

The top she
wore under her fitted jacket was like a silk blouse. And under that
blouse there was the almost hypnotic movement of her breasts. And
those breast were not ‘budding’ breasts or ones ‘in development’.
They were already there. They had already exploded from her chest
in generous mounds that shifted under the cream coloured silk top.
She was certainly a sight. She wasn’t hugely tall but she was
stacked and she was perfectly formed. The man handed her an iPad
and she scrolled through the list he had brought up.

“I have to
give it to her, she’s got some of the most high profile clients in
the city. And I’m going to take them off her, one at a time, then
I’m going to take her out of the game.”

She pondered
on her words for a little while before anything else was said. And
for anyone wondering who she was talking about, they didn’t need to
wonder for too long.

“It’s a
process Miss Mina, one that will develop over time. And when it
happens, when you finally take her out, the ‘pleasure’ you will
feel will be like nothing you’ve experienced before.”

And there it
was, the sign that this man dressed ultra-smart in a fitted
designer three piece suite was in some way subservient to this
young woman. At the very least he knew how to address her, and how
to speak to her in a certain way.

“I’ll hold
you to that. And if it doesn’t happen EXACTLY like that, then I’m
coming for you.”

And she
looked right at the man, her huge, heavily made up eyes drilling
into him. And for a few seconds her face was stern, and
uncompromising. And for that few seconds the colour drained out of
this man’s face. There was this look that would tell anyone that he
had made a mistake in saying what he said and that this young woman
coming after him, for any reason was enough to give him a nervous
breakdown. But then Mina smiled - and with that smile, the chilling
spell was broken.

“It’s ok,
relax. I’m joking you. I’ve got my eyes on the prize, and she’s
going to give me all I need to sate my ‘urges’.”

The man
licked his lips trying to get some moisture in his mouth again. It
was like this girl come young woman knew how to flick switches and
that she enjoyed doing just that.

“I know, you
were getting flashback right? Flashbacks to when I took you out of
normal life? But look at you now! You’re living your best life
because I told you what you needed and what I could give you,
right?”

It was as
though Mina was relentless, drilling into the psyche of this much
older man. But she was right. He had been having the flashbacks
ever since she’d ‘taken him out’ a few years ago. This was a man
who’d harboured a penchant for young girls ever since he could
remember. Mostly he harboured the penchant for ‘barely legal’
girls, which Mina had been at the time. She lead him on, teased
him, drew him in with promises of what she could do for him
sexually, which was literally ‘anything’. And she’d followed up
those promises with actual events. She’d led him to do literally,
anything he wanted to her and with her. She’d done everything he
told her to do, because this man was of the dominant variety, and
because she’d had an agenda.

It had seemed
like he had imposed himself on her, but nothing could be further
from the truth. She had hooked him and then over a period of time
she had reeled him in and given him everything he’d ever fantasised
about. And then when the time was right, for her, she hit him with
the footage and with the pictures. Him a successful business man,
enjoying deeply perverted sexual activities with a barely legal
girl. He was fucked. And Mina had designed it like that. Which begs
the question, who was she? How the fuck did a girl who’d been
abused this way, go on to be what she was, and why? There were too
many questions about this young woman.

“Yes, yes I
did have a moment. I’m sorry Miss Mina.”

And there was
that ever so subtle yet profound submission of this older man to
this much, much younger woman again.

“That’s
absolutely fine. We’ll have your session soon, where you repent for
your sins and where I hurt you. And that will keep you going for
another week hey?”

It became
clearer that what Mina had done with this man was capture him,
entrap him and then spend time laying the guilt trip on him. And it
was that guilt trip that saw him submit to her in session
regularly. She wasn’t helping him, she was and had been dragging
him down his own personal rabbit hole. And that in itself was a
chilling thought that was almost too much to bare.

“Thank you
Miss Mina. Will you be requiring anything else Miss?”

It had become
clearer that this man was Mina’s PA, or something, and that he was
at her side a lot, and often. Not his profession, but his life
now.

“No, you go,
take some time. I’m going to wander around here. I really want to
‘feel’ the place. All of it. I need to get my own trigger here,
that when I walk in the gates, it gets flicked and I am there, in
the zone. You know right?”

And that was
the thing, he did know what Mina being in the zone
meant.

“I do Miss
Mina.”

“If I need
you, I’ll call you.”

“Of course
Miss Mina. Enjoy your day Miss.”

Whatever had
occurred after the barely legal girl thing, this man was now
conditioned and trained to her voice. One had to wonder what her
sessions with him consisted of. But then sometimes it was best not
to go there. Sometimes it was best not to get into a position where
one couldn’t un-see or un-know what they’d seen or come to
know.

The house on
the hill was vast, and it was period. Because it was a period
property it was also listed. So anything on the outside could not
be changed. It could be updated and it could be fixed, but only on
a like for like basis. Inside was a different story and the
property had been gutted. One had to wonder if the listing did not
apply to the inside as well, but whatever, this young woman had got
over any hurdles that’d been in her way. The inside had been
designed as a secure unit. A secure soundproofed, unit where sadism
on many levels could be applied to a number of ‘detainees’. Each of
the rooms was like a soundproofed unit, and then the outer skin of
the house was also soundproofed. There really was no chance that
any sound would get out of there. And none would get in.

And from the
outside, there would be no hint as to the kind of things that would
go on inside. And outside, the military grade security was all but
invisible. This was either a project of someone above and beyond
Mina, or it was all down to her. She was twenty though! Just twenty
years old and she was walking around this place like she owned it.
And it wasn’t just the size or the likely cost of buying the house
on the hill, but the kitting it out totally and it left wanting for
nothing, was what would make anyone think, and then think again
what the actual fuck was going on here?

There were
‘dungeons’ with cages that were purpose built for lengthy
incarcerations. There were torture chambers that defied
description, other than they had every and any implement to cause
untold agonies. There were rubber rooms, medical rooms, through to
adult baby rooms. School rooms with walls lined with canes of all
sizes and weights. And there were rooms, the walls of which dripped
with a toxic drug fuelled sexuality - these rooms existing for the
coming down of someone who’d been in a very deep rabbit hole and
for someone in the process of being seduced into a rabbit hole that
they would never recover from. When Mina walked through these vast
rooms, and the sub-basement prison like complex, she smiled. But
one had to wonder what her story was. And one had to wonder also,
did she come from a place called hell? Or a place beyond
hell?

 


Two Hours
Later

 


“She doesn’t
own your asses any more. I do.”

The little
man, the accountant type who Emelia had truly demolished and then
owned sat quivering. And Lucy sat with him in an office setting in
the house on the hill.

“But, but
s-she won’t like it, I know she won’t.”

Lucy was like a little
mouse as she spoke.

“No she won’t
but it doesn’t matter. You have no contact with her any more.
You’ll be permitted to wind up your affairs, from here. But this is
your new home now. Get used to it.”

Mina wasn’t
pissing around. She spoke firmly and clearly so that the couple
were in no doubt of what was happening. But that was just it, they
had no clue what was happening other than what this young woman,
this ‘girl’ was telling them.

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

That was the
little man who’s mind had been blown by Emelia. He didn’t know why
they had been accosted and taken to this house on the hill. His
mind was whirling and he couldn’t slow it down enough to untangle
what was happening, at first he’d thought it was something arranged
by Emelia but it was quickly becoming apparent that this was not
the case.

“You don’t
need to understand anything other than there has been a changing of
the guard. Emelia is in the process of being deposed. She just
doesn’t know it yet. And since you will not be leaving here, I can
tell you this completely confident that nothing will get back to
her until I want it to. I don’t need to explain anything to you to.
You’re simply ‘stock’ now. My stock! And reading over what I know
about you, well, THIS is the best place for the two of you, trust
me - you ‘need’ to be here, with me.”

She let Lucy
and the nameless man stew in her words for a few seconds that must
have surely seemed longer.

“But, but she
checks on us, all the time. And I have to contact her to meet, like
we have to several times a week. She will know there’s something
wrong if I don’t.”

That
stuttering voice was back again, as though he was back in the
unchartered territory he’d been in with Emelia. He couldn’t get his
head around this. He and Lucy had thought that Emelia was going to
own them for the duration, and now this.

“And she
won’t be able to check in on you, and yes, when you don’t contact
her she will know there’s something wrong. But you don’t need to
worry about that now. The ownership of you both has just changed
hands. That’s what you need to worry about, along with what happens
to you when you’re in my ownership. You don’t have to worry about
the slut Emelia. She is MY concern now.”

And Mina was
smiling because she liked these little people. She like how
frightened they both looked especially when she called Emelia
‘slut’. To her, other people’s fright was like fuel to her sexual
desire and these two were perfect for her.

Secretly, but
only to herself she would have to admit to admiring Emelia and what
she had achieved and accomplished in a very difficult field of sex
work. But she didn’t feel sorry for her. She didn’t feel any sorrow
for what she was going to do to Emelia, and what the queen of
fetish was going to suffer at her hands. It could have been enough
to take the clients off Emelia, and leave it at that. But no,
taking the clients was just her way in, like her reason for her and
Emelia to come together in the first place. What she had planned
for the deposed queen, was far more reaching than taking her
business off her. It would be life changing on a basic level and
then cataclysmic for Emelia as her new life unfolded.

And that made
her smile more as she thought of her plan all coming together now.
The pieces were falling into place nicely. She’d been told once by
an elite Dominatrix, ‘don’t rush things, let it all unfold and
you’ll get it exactly how you want it.’ And truer words could not
have been spoken, at any time.

She’d felt
this excitement building up in the core of her as she’d put each
stage of the process into place. The nearer she’d got to when she
was going to take Mina out, the more excited she’d got. The more
‘wet’ she’d got. Yes she was a sadist but she wore that badge with
pride. And the fact that she was taking out another sadist was just
cause for her to be even more wet-through. She crossed her legs and
there was the sound of nylon rasping nylon. Then she reached for a
phone handset and quick dialled a number.

“Come take
them back to the cells. Separate cells this time.”

Lucy and her
husband just looked at each other, the fear in their eyes was
palpable. It was as palpable as the confusion about why their lives
were being blown apart again.

 


Emelia

 


Emelia looked
puzzled. She looked at her ladies Rolex wristwatch, and then to her
diary in front of her. The little man should have called her by
now, to arrange the second of the week’s sessions. But he hadn’t
called. So, he was already in trouble for this minor thing. It was
what Emelia had imposed on both this man and his wife - rules and
regulation in every aspect of their lives that they had to put an
effort into following or risk punishing. It was no win for them
really because as she sucked them deeper and deeper into her
perverted world, their ability to function would become less and
less, and this was intentional.

But they were
managing earlier in the week, when she’d seen them both at her
facility. And now he was a day late in contacting her. Something
must be wrong but what? She really didn’t want to chase the little
man - for her this would be unbecoming. She knew once she started
to have to track him and Lucy down herself that another level of
sadism would have to be applied to them both when it got resolved.
But she had no choice. She needed them both to feel that the noose
was tightening around their necks. She needed them to be choked
with fear that they had failed her so she picked up her cell phone
and scrolled down, then speed dialled.

No answer -
it went straight to voice mail.

“Call me
immediately, when you get this.”

She used that
tone she used that would let anyone on the receiving end of it know
that they were in a lot of trouble. Then she hung up. She looked at
her watch again - another of her long time marks was late for their
appointment and Emelia wasn’t prepped for that.

“For fucks
sakes what is the problem with the slaves today?”

She spoke out
loud to herself and she checked her diary again. Yes, an eminent
local dignitary was late and he was never late. Correction he had
been late once, a few years ago, but by the time she’d finished
with him, there was no way he would be late again. And yet, he was.
She picked up her cell phone again and scrolled then speed dialled.
Again, straight to voicemail.

“You’re late
and I am not happy.”

That was all she said and
then she hung up.

 



CHAPTER
SEVEN

 


This never
happened to Emelia, she ran a tight ship. The business of
discipline WAS her ‘business’, and she ran this business like a
pincer movement. She looked in her diary at the next appointment
she had, another regular, and she decided to give the man a ring,
just to ensure he was coming in two hours’ time. She dialled and
again, straight to voice mail. Now she was convinced that things
were not right. All of her long term slaves, the entrapped ones
were on specific instructions never to ignore any of her calls.
They were to have her listed as ‘Miss Emelia’ and if ever she
called them, they were to pick up immediately. She slammed down her
phone trying to work out what the fuck was going on.

But nothing
immediate was coming to her. And the thing was that she was not
used to this level of ‘not knowing what the fuck was going on’. She
settled on this being a glitch - just a coincidence of circumstance
that would straighten itself out in due course. Of course that
wouldn’t prevent her from inflicting serious physical and
psychological punishment on all those concerned when the time came.
And she smiled slightly at that thought. She sometimes got like
that, or went through phases like that where she preferred to have
a reason or an excuse to do the more horrible things to other human
beings that she did, than doing it simply because she
could.

 


Mina

 


In one room,
the schoolroom, of the house on the hill, Mina’s man PA was
screaming in agony. He was standing, naked, as though he had been
crucified. But there was no cross. His hands were stuffed into
leather mitten balls and were stretched up, and spread wide above
him with chains on a ratchet. His ankles were anchored to the bare
concrete plinth he was standing on and his feet were about the same
width apart as his balled hands were. And between his legs hung his
big swollen balls. Those balls had been weighted - not lightly
weighted, but with a big iron ball that stretched his ballsack down
and in doing so created a huge pressure on the testicles themselves
creating the swelling of the testes. That pressure manifesting
itself in an agony that had built up over time.

Every so
often his knees gave way because that pain was too much to bare.
But when this happened he quickly snapped his knees back into
support mode. His face was a mask of pure, twisted pain.

“You need
this, don’t you, because of what you did to me, right?”

Mina,
transformed now into a latex rubber uniformed schoolgirl was
circling this agony filled man and she was armed with a crook
handled cane - like an old school bamboo cane that had this natural
curve, this natural arch to it. She looked breath-taking - as
though she had stepped out of one of the pages of one of those
glossy fetish magazines from back in the day. The uniform wasn’t
like any uniform from an actual school. This uniform wouldn’t get
passed for real school use for sure. It was ‘micro’ and yet it
fitted this young woman as though it had been poured over her and
then set to her like a second skin.

Mina dressed
like this underlined what a stunning young woman she was. That
dress hugging her curves, hugging her ass and sheathing those
breasts with huge nipples poking through. Her long legs sheathed in
transparent latex stockings, black like the dress, with a band of
pale flesh between them and the micro length of the hem, but with
that shimmer of flesh showing through.

And her feet
arched into the highest of heels that she seemed to be able to
glide on. Her thick luscious hair had been pulled up and tied into
twin pigtails that seemed to sprout from the side of her head
giving her this ‘Harley Quinn’ vibe. And her makeup was heavy, red
lipstick and dark smoky eyes. And she had this look about her that
told that she had transported herself back to those days a few
years ago when she had entrapped this man.

“Yes Miss
Mina, yes I need it. Yes I need it like the bad boy I
am.”

And for him,
she had transported him back there, like she had taken him back to
the scenes of his crimes. It was where she laid the guilt trip on
him. Where she laid it on thick and then made it stick. This could
have been real therapy for him, real healing therapy, but this
woman didn’t do anything for the healing effect. It would be true
to say that everything she did was to bring this man further into
the mire.

Yes she had
him entrapped - she’d forced him to leave his life and his world
behind in order to follow her into some kind of toxic mire. But
that wasn’t enough for her. For her she had to deepen his despair
with every one of these sessions that she had with him. These
sessions could last hours, or they could last days. He never knew
what he was going to get, or over how long. This was how she kept
him on the edge of this abyss that he’d been on for so
long.

“That’s right
you dirty, dirty cunt. Just like the bad boy you are.”

And she
seethed between gritted teeth but she was ultimately, sublimely in
control. And as she used a stilettoed foot to prod the big heavy
iron weight, swinging between his legs, he let out this renewed
bellow. It could only be described as a bellow as that ball swung
and stretched his testicles forward and then backwards. Then she
used the cane again. And the expertise she used with that cane was
beyond disturbing to see.

Already it
seemed the whole of him was striped and welted from that cane.
There were scars of previous canings, going back years, months,
weeks, that Mina had applied and it was clear from those scars that
she had drawn blood with her chosen cane, because the entirety of
this man’s flesh was like a canvas of canings that had been applied
over the years up to this point. And now there were fresh welts
that were rising, and in some cases splitting.

It was a
strange almost surreal sight, seeing this young woman who was
barely more than a girl, creating and inflicting such pain on a man
who was well over twice her age. This young woman and this older
man, in this deeply sado-masochistic scene of utter carnage that
was also surreal. Another question could be asked - with her age,
she’d have had to be torturing this man like this, right through
her teens, and that was almost like a freight train hitting the
psyche to think like that.

“What you did
to me, all those things you did to me were horrible, and you knew I
didn’t want to do that stuff you got me to do. But you made me. So
you deserve this, for the rest of your natural life.”

She was
laying on the guilt trip even though she knew it was a lie. She
knew she had entrapped this man, led him on and then hit him with
the blackmail so that she could work on him at her leisure. It was
like she was rewriting history. And the thing was, she had fucked
this man’s head up good and proper and he was believing
her.

As far as he
was concerned he was exactly what she told him he was. He believed
he had done those crimes, which he had but with her coercion. He
had been convinced it was all down to him, and in the subsequent
years, such had been the mind fuck by this girl, that he was
deserving of all she was doing to him. He was deserving of this,
and more. She had fucked him up good.

“Eeeeeeeeeghhhhhhhhhhhhh gggghhhhhhhhh.”

The cane cut
into the front tops of his thighs with an almost sickening ‘crack’
that Mina applied almost effortlessly. It was like she just used
her wrist in this expert way to send that cane into the flesh at
the highest possible speed. Speed meant agony. And faster meant the
harder. And that in turn meant more pain, more agony that he had to
absorb and deal with in his own mind.

Mina brushed
her perfect white teeth with her fleshy wet tongue. If she was
honest with herself she loved, literally, the sound of a grown man
screaming in agony. And if she was more honest with herself she
loved the sound of any human being trying to deal with pain that
she had inflicted, male or female. Quite where the sadist in her
had come from had to be a mystery. The bdsm lifestyle, the
activities associated with it usually came to more mature people
later in life. But this was a twenty year old young woman who had
advanced urges and skills that were not natural.

“Eeeeeeeeegggggghhhhhhhhh ggghhhhhhhhhhhh.”

The man spat
his saliva as the scream came out full cry. The cane struck again,
just below that other one and the pain was instant.

“We’re going
to make you sorrier than you’ve ever been, aren’t we, cunt? This is
what we have to do - make you sorrier than you ever have
been.”

And she let
go with that cane again. For him, the schoolgirl vibe brought it
all back to him. What he’d done, the crimes he’d committed with
Mina over that period. Time and time again he had subjected her to
perversions because of his inability to control himself and his
urges. And now that he was with Mina, in this house with no way out
he could just sink into this deep mire, this surreal zone that she
had trapped him in and he where could repent for his
sins.

This was what
it was all about for him, repenting for his sins. In order to do
that he had to be taken to the very base level of the guilt he felt
for what he’d done to Mina all that time ago. And there was only
one who could help with that, and that was Mina herself. It was a
sick situation and one that defied any kind of logic in a normal
world. But what Mina was or had created at the house on the hill
was not a normal world. It was her world.

She prodded
the iron weight again with one stilettoed foot and this time she
sent it into a bigger swing that created another level of agony for
this poor man. Initially he screamed out loud and that was a kind
of end-of-the-world scream.

“Mmmmm thank
you Miss Mina. Thank you for treating me the way I deserve to be
treated. You’re so kind.”

So ‘kind’!
That was the sign of a fucked up mind. It was like this man wasn’t
the same one as the PA version of him - but it was him. This was
him in a zone that Mina was able to bring him to with an ease that
was disturbing at best. That she controlled this man was not in
question. She controlled him completely and utterly. She’d got into
his mind when he was doing the crimes and she’d become resident in
his mind, rent free as she’d reeled him in over the weeks, the
months and the years after. And now there was no way out for
him.

Mina herself
would know that he wouldn’t survive in the big wide world after
what she had put him through. She knew that he wouldn’t last a week
out there. And she knew, even in her own fucked up mind that he was
living his best life with her, repenting for his sins every single
day. And those sins being made into more than the sum of their
parts by her as she continued to fuck with his head. The mind
fuckery was something that was a daily part of life. A part of life
that couldn’t be dropped or stopped, or escaped.

“I am. I’m
too kind for my own good. I’m a saint, and you’re the sinner. And
whilst I’ve forgiven you, for what you’ve done to me, on the
understanding that you continue to repent for your sins, there is
no way that the world out there would forgive you. You’d be
arrested and thrown into prison for a long, long time and you’d end
up as someone’s else’s bitch instead of ‘my’ bitch and we know that
wouldn’t do now don’t we?. So you KNOW this is the only life that
you can live now. You know it.”

Yes, Mina
sounded disturbed and that’s probably because she was disturbed,
deeply and profoundly. She smiled as she cracked the cane again,
this time across the shaft of a thick penis that was in a semi
hard, dribbling state.

“Mmmmmmmm
eeeeegghhhhhhhh gggghhhhhhhhhhh.”

What came out
of his mouth was the epitome of pain. It was the sound of a grown
ass man in an amount of pain that he couldn’t deal with, not at the
moment. It was the sound of a man at the end of his tether and one
that would stay with anyone who heard it. But the only person to
hear that scream was Mina and yes, it would surely stay with her.
She created that pain and so she created that sound that came out
of his mouth. Anything she created stayed with her.

Anything that
a sadist created stayed with them. Mina had a lot of sadistic years
ahead of her, and she had a lot of filing space in her mind to
store away those sounds and those memories of the misery she could
cause others. The biggest of her psychological filing spaces was
reserved for one person though and when she thought of that she
smiled. That was the space for Emelia - the one Domme in the city
that was at the top most of her game. The one that she was in the
early stages of dismantling bit by bit.

She smiled
again and then walked to the rear of her PA. His ass was already
bleeding. The new welts and cuts were intercrossed with old wounds
and it was like she was reigniting that same pain from back in the
day when those old wounds were first introduced to his flesh, and
now adding the new wounds - them added together then causing him
all sorts of bedlam in his mind. She added six new welts in quick
succession and they rose and split quickly, adding new trickles of
blood to those already existing from earlier in this
caning.

“It’ll never
be enough pain will it, cunt? You know it’ll never be enough for
what you did to me and what you got me to do for you. You know you
need this for the rest of your life.”:

There was
nothing unserious about the tone of her voice. She knew he was in
the zone but she was in the same zone that he was in, and her
almost monotone of voice told of that fact. This man would know
that tone, he would recognise it and fear it. He would also know
that he would have to suffer much, much more before that tone from
her changed.

“Never enough
Miss Mina, never enough.”

 


Emelia

 


Emelia looked
at her phone screen for what seemed like a few moments before she
opened the message that’d pinged in to her inbox. It was from an
unknown number, and she didn’t usually answer a call from an
unknown number. But this wasn’t a call, it was a message. She
pondered whether to open it or not. But she had this nagging
feeling she needed to open it. In the space of a few days, all of
her most high profile and most lucrative clients had vanished, as
though off the face of the earth and now she had a message. She
felt there was a link. She kind of hoped there was a link but hoped
not at the same time. She picked up her phone and opened the
message.

“You don’t
know me, but I know you. We need to meet, regarding your
future.”

Emelia nearly
spat her coffee out when she read that. The tone of the message -
the almost entitlement there was in it was on a point of
outrageous. She read and reread a couple of times just to be sure
she hadn’t got it wrong.

“Who are
you?”

She pressed
send. And within seconds the response was with her.

“Your
successor. When is it convenient to meet? I own the house on the
hill.”

And that was when
Emelia’s stomach did a quick double turn on itself.

“Mina! What
the actual fuck……”

She said that
out loud, to herself and let her words tail off. She’d enjoyed a
free reign in everything on her journey to the top of her game. She
was almost hero worshipped from every corner of society despite
what she did for a living. She’d never been challenged, rather
she’d been looked on with fondness. But now this. She tried to
shake her head free of the white noise so that she could get her
head round all of this.

“You are my
successor? Is this a joke? There’s room for all of us in this game.
There’s no need for ‘one’ to be on top.”

She pressed
send. She was assuming this was someone she didn’t know. She
assumed it was Mina - she didn’t know her but she’d heard the
name.

“Come to the
house on the hill, to dinner this coming Friday, and we can talk.
It’s a new era Emelia, and I want to make this as easy for you as
possible.”

Emelia read,
then re-read again. She had to give it to this woman, she had some
audacity. But then again, Mina wasn’t being impolite, or rude, and
it was a dinner invite. She was thinking ‘why not?’ It was girl on
girl in a civilised setting, wasn’t it? It could be a beneficial
meeting for all concerned.

“Ok. Is this
a formal event?”

She pressed send and
waited for the response.

“No, just you
and me. But dress to impress hey?”

This was
probably as playful, as defined in the real world, as Mina
got.

“I can do
‘impress’”.

She pressed
send.

“I’ll send
you the details later in the week.”

“Ok.”

And she
pressed ‘send’ again. But she just shook her head. What the fuck
just happened? What the fuck was going on? This young woman, Mina
had started her messages off cryptically and with some sinister
vibes attached, and she had worked through to almost ‘friendly’.
But ok, this new woman in town had reached out to her and she had
responded. In her mind Emelia was prepared to see where this
went.

 



CHAPTER EIGHT

 


Interlude
2

 


On Friday
morning, Emelia’s phoned pinged a message again. She’d listed that
unknown number as ‘Mina’ and this was her.

“I’ll send a
car for you around 7pm. I look forward to meeting you, and to
agreeing a way forward.”

Emelia read
and re-read the message. She had to, just to make sure she was
getting it all right, and that she wasn’t misunderstanding. She had
this feeling that she was being dragged into ‘talks’ she didn’t
need and didn’t want. She was happy with her lot. She’d established
herself via years of hard work and she wasn’t prepared to give that
up. She’d always been aware that the organised crime element could
try and infiltrate at any time. She’d not been immune to those
thoughts. She’d never had any trouble, and she’d put that down
largely to some of the high profile clients and contacts she had.
It’d felt like she was being watched over by a higher entity, and
that always made her feel safe.

“I look
forward to meeting you as well. I’m not that sure what you want us
to agree on going forward, but ok.”

She pressed
send. Mina didn’t come across as organised crime. She had a feeling
that if she was then the approach and contact would be completely
different to this. The way Mina had got in touch had been intended
to be intriguing, and almost ‘playful’ even if there was that
‘tone’ attached.

“All will be
revealed. See ya later.”

And that last
message was almost ‘friendly’ again, if that’s the right word.
Emelia didn’t answer that one. She left it at that and she gave
herself some time to ponder. She’d half expected not to hear from
Mina again. She’d almost put it down to a prank message or someone
testing her for some reason. In a way she was pleased that she’d
acted cool about the message exchange and that she hadn’t lost it
with Mina.

At least this
young girl, because to Emelia, Mina was a young girl, won’t have
got the impression that she was crumbling. Those first messages had
been toned to rattle and whilst there may have been a bit of that
inside Emelia, she’d not shown it. She’d get this meeting, and
dinner out of the way and then she’d carry on with her life. She
wasn’t going to chase Mina out of town - that wasn’t her style. As
she’d told her, there’s room for everyone. There’s enough kink out
there to go around. Although it was becoming clearer now where her
long established clients had gone.

 


A few hours
later, Emelia was just touching up her makeup. She liked dressing
up because it gave her an opportunity to goddess herself up to the
max, just for the sake of it. Doing it for ‘work’ wasn’t the same.
And although she’d never be able to explain why, she wanted to do
this one right. Mina had said ‘dress to impress’ and Emelia liked
that. Mina was obviously a young woman who like the finer
details.

“You’re
looking hot girl!”

Emelia spoke
to herself in the mirror she was sat at. She wasn’t dressed yet -
she sat in dark brown stockings that were self-supporting. The
tightness of the elasticated top was such that it indented into the
creamy softness of her upper thighs. The thong she wore dissected
her flesh almost tantalisingly. And the dress she’d chosen to wear
didn’t need a bra, so her breast were free for the time being.
Those breasts large, mature, and heavy. Her nipples over the years
had elongated and thickened, and there was this permanent semi
erection about them that never seem to diminish. She’d never worked
out why this was so, and so she’d put it down to the fact that she
was in the sex trade, the kink trade, the fetish trade and that she
‘enjoyed’ her work. She was never ashamed of what she did as a
living. She was proud of it.

For her hair,
thick and luscious, she pulled it back into a high tight pony tail.
She’d used this look before, meeting clients in public. They’d told
her that the severity of the pony tail was so starkly contrasting
with the dress she wore that it was highly erotic. She trusted what
her better known and more longstanding clients told her. She had to
listen to them, get their feedback and make mental notes, because
they were the ones who paid her a lot of money to make fantasies
and dream come true. And this was the look she wanted for this
meeting with Mina. She didn’t really know why, she just
did.

The dress was
‘cocktail’. The classic little black dress which both served up
more than a generous helping of squeezed together cleavage and was
short enough, and leggy enough to show off those legs in their best
light. The hem short, but long enough to make sure the stocking
tops were not visible. It was a ‘daring’ way for her to dress.
Especially with those high heels that she preferred. Strapless,
patent leather that forced the feet to arch, but also forced that
‘strut’ that needed a confident woman to pull off. Emelia was not
short of confidence. And when she dressed up, that confidence was
emphasised and amplified. Her make up, smoky eyes, pale foundation,
her high cheekbones highlighted and her full lips a powder red. She
looked beyond amazing. Once again she touched up and brushed her
tongue across the front of her lips, and she smiled at herself in
that mirror.

“Right Mina,
let’s get this over and done with.”

She spoke out
loud and looked at her watch. Ten minutes to seven. She looked out
of her window onto her drive and there was already a five hundred
series Mercedes Benz limo out there. She was impressed. She liked
Mina’s style even if she hadn’t seen her, let alone met her before.
She kind of argued with herself that she should have looked her up,
done some kind of research on her before this meeting. But she’d
not wanted to do that. She wasn’t intending on doing business with
her. She wasn’t agreeing to anything with someone she didn’t know,
so there was little to no need for research before this
point.

 


The uniformed
driver, an immaculate young woman in a fitted trouser suit, opened
the door for Emelia and she slid into the plush deep leather rear
seat. Yes, she was even more impressed.

“Miss Mina
instructs that I take you straight to the house, and that we don’t
stop off anywhere. I trust this is alright Madam?”

Emelia smiled
to herself.

“That’s
absolutely fine dear. Straight to the house it is.”

And there was
no other conversation between the two. Every so often Emelia would
catch this driver, a young woman probably a few years younger than
her and a few years older that Mina herself, so in her
mid-twenties, looking at her in the rear view mirror of the car.
Each time that happened Emelia simply smiled. The driver smiled
back.

There was
this point where the road up to the house on the hill swooped down
before it swoop back up into a steep incline, and it was on the
lowest point of the road that the house looked it’s most
impressive. Emelia had always like the house on the hill but she’d
never been there. For her it looked just like it always had. She
couldn’t see that it’d had a lot of work done to it. But it was
listed, and so it was meant to look as it always had. The closer
the Mercedes glided up to the house the bigger, and more imposing
it looked.

The driver
alighted the car at the main front door and opened the door for
Emelia to get out. Emelia as ever, was perfectly elegant in how she
got out despite the fact that she was mostly ‘legs’. She smiled at
the driver and before she got to the front door, it
opened.

“Emelia,
queen, we meet at last!”

That was
Mina. She was framed in this enormous doorway and so looked smaller
than she actually was, one would have to imagine. Emelia couldn’t
help it, but her eyes looked at this girl’s face and she smiled.
But then her eyes dropped down to the booted feet of Mina. Fitted
knee length boots with spiked high heels. Emelia was impressed. She
liked boots, and when worn properly were stunning. Certainly they
had that effect on Mina. The leather dress was fitted, perfectly
fitted to the torso of Mina, and it was hemmed just above the
knees. Her legs were not sheathed in nylon, it was simple bare
flesh for her. She had this slightly brown skin, she was not white,
but she could pass for white any day. She was smiling a pink
lipsticked smile.

“Likewise my
dear. You look amazing.”

Emelia was
taking in the sight of this young woman who was still a girl
really. Women in the fetish scenes had this habit of calling each
other ‘dear’. Back in the day it was used as a slight patronising
comment from a dominant woman to a less Dominant one, or a
submissive one. Mina smiled at the comment - it hadn’t gone over
her head. And yet it should have - she would not have been round
back in the day to hear the ‘dear’ comment and yet she knew about
it.

“Welcome to
my abode queen. I have a good feeling about tonight. I think it’s
going to go well. Please come in.”

Mina’s accent
was English, educated, and confident. Yes that confidence was there
in spades. She called Emelia ‘queen’ because that was another
throwback, although it was used these days mostly by younger girls
to other young girls. But inside Emelia smiled. She didn’t mind
this girl calling her queen. She was taking it as a show of respect
from Mina, so it was fine.

Emelia
stepped up past Mina and into the house. Mina left the high solid
wooden door click closed on its own spring. Immediately when the
door closed Emelia’s ears popped. It was like that airplane thing
that sometimes happens. What was actually happening was that the
door was sealing closed and the vacuum and the sound proofing was
re-establishing itself.

Emelia knew
this was the case, she recognised it from her own soundproofed
premises that she worked from. Nothing on this scale though. The
outside was now shut out tight. The only sounds were inside. And
the thing about that, about this huge house was that each and every
part of the house was a separately soundproofed ‘pod’. So
effectively the whole house had several levels of soundproofing to
it. The effect of that was weird and it didn’t escape Emelia. She
could feel the chill down her spine.

“It’s ok you
get used to that after a while. It’s like it doesn’t
exist.”

Mina had
touched Emelia on her bar arm. Just to reassure her. She knew the
first time she came into the house that feeling of isolation that
the soundproofing created was pretty disturbing. But unbeknown to
Emelia, this young woman had been watching her, watching her every
movement she made. Her every reaction. She was simply watching her
prey. The same as Emelia did with all of her prey.

 


Two Hours
Later

 


“That’s the
best meal I’ve had out for some time Mina, I have to
say.”

The food had
been top notch. The wine, only the best and Emelia had relaxed into
the evening whereas she had been slightly nervous about this
meeting even happening. The conversation had been pleasant. Small
talk really, just two women sounding each other out. And that wine
seeming to hit the spot with Emelia. She didn’t drink alcohol much,
or very often, always opting to keep a clear head for her clients.
She had this feeling she was slightly ‘drunk’ now though, but she
was ok.

“So, Mina,
what’s this all about? All very intriguing, almost cloak and dagger
getting me here, and here I am.”

She smiled and looked
directly at Mina sitting across from her.

“Ah to
business. That’s what I like.”

Emelia had
this ‘whooooo’ moment where Mina moved in and out of focus and she
tried to blink it out with not much success.

“Emelia I’m
not going to lie to you, your last glass of wine was drugged, and
that will be starting to take effect now. Don’t fight it, go with
it. You’ll feel paralysed. You won’t be able to use your legs or
hands and arms. But at the same time you will understand what’s
being said to you and what’s happening to you at any given time.
You’ll be able to respond verbally but you won’t be able to fight
off the paralysis yourself. Do you understand ‘dear’?”

Mina spoke
casually, like what she was saying was nothing to her. But Emelia
was understanding now. She’d been spiked and she knew fighting it
was pointless. Whatever it was, it was in her system now, and it
had to flush through. Mina used ‘dear’ as an immediate slap
down.

‘What do you
want?”

Emelia’s
words came slowly. She felt on high alert in her mind but the drug
used on her was slowing delivery of her words.

“That’s a
large expansive question Emelia. I mean you must already know,
because you’ve been drugged, that this isn’t going to end well for
you, right?”

Mina sipped from her wine
nonchalantly, knowing what that drug was doing to
Emelia.

“You fucking
treacherous bitch.”

Again
Emelia’s words were slow to be delivered.

“I’ll take
that as a compliment my dear, coming from the queen. But back to
the question. You’re being deposed my dear. You’re being retired
from the excellent work you’ve done in the city. You already know,
I have taken your longest, most lucrative clients. I’m sure you’ve
worked that out by now.”

Mina smiled
all the time. Like she was soaking up that she had got to this
point. A point she’d planned for, for a long, long time.

“But why? Why
can’t we both work the city? There’s enough here for all of us for
fucks sakes Mina.”

Emelia was
trying to fight the drug to speak, and she was doing a good job of
it. But that drug had only just begun to work it’s
magic.

“You’re right
of course. Of course there is enough for all of us. For us two in
particular because of what we offer. But no, that wouldn’t be
enough, for me to share the spoils with you. I want you deposed and
enslaved, and owned by me. And I know you know all about the
concept of slaves being owned. You’ve owned a few yourself. And now
I own them. But the precipice of what I want, is to own YOU, ‘the
queen’. I’m a sadist Emelia, and the biggest buzz for me is to own
another sadist. To take everything from her and then take her down
into the deepest most inescapable rabbit hole. And I KNOW you know
all about rabbit holes as well.”

Mina stopped
speaking for Emelia to process what she was being told. And she did
process it, just a little more slowly due to whatever drug she’d
been administered with. Now for the first time in as long as she
could remember, Emelia was scared. The way this girl spoke wasn’t
like a twenty year old at all. She sounded deranged - just the way
she spoke so calmly and casually about what she was doing, was
enough to rank as disturbing. And now Emelia was helpless, her arms
and legs heavy, unusable as she sat.

“What do you
want me to say?”

Again those
words came slowly.

“There isn’t
much to say. I just wanted you to know why you are here and what
was going to happen to you.”

Again she
spoke as though it was nothing that she was saying.

“So, I’ve got
some really bad men, down in the cells, that haven’t orgasmed for a
long, long time. They have a lot of pent up shit to release. So
just to begin the rewiring of your mind process, I’m going to give
you to them, to play with for a little while, and then we’ll speak
again later when you’re a little more receptive to what the future
holds for you.”

Mina had
spoken coolly and calmly and now she had moved into the horror
story narrative that Emelia had to process. The thing was that
Emelia knew how it was in the scene, in THIS scene. She knew there
was the public face of what she did, and then the private
underworld of it. The private wars, the take overs, the sleaze, the
drugs and the back stabbing. She knew about all of that but she’d
been kind of protected from all of that with her clients and
contacts.

But now they
were gone - and they were with Mina. So Emelia was alone - and she
felt alone. And she was in this house on the hill, all alone and
not able to protect herself. And she knew that it would be easy for
Mina to just ‘vanish’ her off the face of the earth. She had the
clients and the contacts now. This was similar to what she did to
her clients, except that was fantasy that she could end anytime.
And it was on her terms. What Mina spoke about was almost too much
for her to bare thinking about. She just sat, and looked at Mina
with teary eyes.

“You’re
getting it, aren’t you Emelia, you know it’s all over for you
now?”

Mina got up
and she slowly walked around the dining table to Emelia. She stood
over her, one hand on her shoulder, and then she bent forward and
grazed a kiss on Emelia’s lips. And at the same time she put a flat
hand on one of her stockinged thighs and slipped the hem up. She
slipped it up enough to expose the stocking tops and all Emelia
could do was look down. This was a straight sign of disrespect, she
knew that also. It wasn’t a vicious disrespect but it was subtle
and one that Mina knew that Emelia would get, then she whispered to
her.

“I want you
to make sure you pleasure all of those men, completely. For the
time they have you, they own you. When the drug runs its course you
continue to pleasure them. You do that because you need to impress
me. You won’t be leaving this place now for a while. You might as
well get used to the idea that things have changed - that life has
changed for you now.”

 



CHAPTER NINE

 


Emelia heard
all of the words that were whispered into her ear by Mina. She’d
been able to feel her hot breath and smell it’s sweetness as it
washed over her face, and in a way that was like some small comfort
to her, although she’d never know why.

“Can’t we
talk about this Mina? You know, agree on some kind of partnership?
You said you wanted us to agree.”

Emelia’s
words were terribly slow to come out of her mouth now that the drug
was at its full strength in her system.

“ I don’t do
partnerships dear. And we WILL agree, I can guarantee you that we
will agree. Or let me be more specific and say that you will agree
with me, going forward, everything I want.”

This girl was
slipping the hem of Emelia’s dress higher so that the thong was now
exposed. And that thong split the lips of her cunt either side of
it. This was more deep disrespect from Mina, but it was a more
direct disrespect this time. And Emelia couldn’t do anything about
it. And that was the thing. She was trapped here, literally trapped
in the house on the hill, with no way to get out. She was
recognising the signs now. She was knowing that her days as queen
were over.

Mina might
have been a twenty year old slip of a girl, but she was more
advanced, a lot more advanced than her years. The way she spoke,
the way she was able to action what she had planned, was way more
advanced than any twenty year old should have been capable of. The
worse of it for Emelia was that she knew, if the playing field was
level, if this girl hadn’t debilitated her the way she had, she
could probably wipe the floor with her. She could probably slap her
around a bit and teach her a lesson that she would never forget.
But then she wasn’t even certain of that anymore. Mina was advanced
in all ways, for her age. The way she looked, the way she carried
herself and the way she spoke. But more the way she thought and
what she spoke of showed a train of thought that should not have
belonged to a young woman like this.

Emelia tried
to think of something to say - like a last gasp something that
would get her out of this, but she was already knowing that it was
useless. Whatever it was that had been put into action here was
something bigger than even she could imagine. She just looked at
Mina, and there was this almost invisible nod from her to Mina that
she understood.

“Good girl.
It’s always better to ‘accept’. Especially when you know there is
no other way. Just remember, do your best for these men, pleasure
them, take them any way they want you, for as long as they want
you. It’ll be much better for you now to impress me. There is no
point in you trying to keep your pride or dignity because they
belong to me now. And I know you don’t need me to lecture you on
dignity and pride.”

Mina had been
gently, ever so gently stroking Emelia’s cunt lips because she
could. And for Emelia it wasn’t just about what she was losing to
this young woman now, it was about her getting her head round
losing everything because this was what she was facing - having
everything taken away by this twenty year old. The dignity and
pride was one thing - she’d had dignity and pride en-mass for as
long as she could remember. Her business had been built on her
pride and dignity, and now even that was being stroked away by
Mina.

It was what’d
made it possible for her to do what she did to others, because
everything about her stayed intact, including her pride and
dignity. And now she was facing losing that she knew how it went
down. She’d done the same to others, even other women, stripped
them of their pride and dignity and then stroked herself as she’d
watched them trying to deal with it. And now the same was happening
to her. And it was a young girl come young woman who was doing it
to her. It was Mina that was controlling her in every way and as
she was asserting herself she was stroking Emelia’s most private
sexual flesh.

 


Emelia’s
strength had begun to come back as the drug wore off. Up to this
point she had been used much like a loose rag doll. She’d been
aware of being penetrated, time after time and she’d been aware of
being fucked hard, and for long periods. It was weird, the sound of
these men, enslaved to Mina, grunting, and growling as they used
her body, her orifices and her mouth to sate themselves. And that
growling and grunting kind of animalised her in the process. It was
certainly a hit of reality even though she could feel her own
sexuality waking up.

She had the
taste of stale semen in her mouth, but there was dregs of seed
pouring out of her ass and cunt as well. And now these men, seven
of them, were lining up the for the second helpings. Already her
thought patterns had changed. Already she knew she wasn’t the queen
any more. And already she had a deeper knowledge that she was
captured in this house on the hill with no means of
escape.

Already she
was beginning to slip into survival mode and she knew what that
meant. Survival mode meant she had to slip into subservience and
servitude. And she knew that once she did that, that the downward
slope for her would get steeper and steeper until she was sliding
down into a bottomless pit of despair. A bottomless rabbit hole.
She knew about those rabbit holes, she had put many men, and women
into deep inescapable rabbit holes before, so she knew about them.
And she knew how they worked against the psyche of the person
placed in them.

She only had
her stockings and heels on now, and even they were soiled. The
thick white cock that had been up inside her ass was being fed into
her mouth and down her throat and she could taste herself on it.
But she sucked it anyway. She opened her eyes wide and looked up at
this man dribbling over her face and she let him see her working
her lips and her tongue on his cock. Then her face twisted a little
bit, the discomfort of a big black cock being slipped into her ass
as she sucked that white cock. That was a fat cock and it was
stretching her. She wouldn’t have been aware, not exactly, the
point at which her dignity had slipped away. She would have just
been aware, like now, that she didn’t have any dignity and pride
any more.

She would
have been simply aware that she wasn’t the queen anymore and with
that knowledge was further knowledge of how wretched she had
become. She’d know what Mina was doing, what she intended by giving
her to these men, in the bowels of the house on the hill, to use
and abuse. These had been sex starved men, orgasm denied men with
pent up urges that they’d been given permission gratify after god
only knows, how long. It wasn’t their fault - even Emelia knew
that. Even she knew she couldn’t blame these men for doing to her
what they were doing.

She’d had men
denied for years, and she knew that if they were given half a
chance they would do exactly what these men were doing to her. She
knew you didn’t fuck around with a man’s sexuality unless you knew
what you were doing. And it was like Mina had collected these
sexually and orgasmically denied men, for this very night - for
this very purpose.

And for
Emelia it was simply an exercise in degradation. It was simply a
case of Mina dethroning her in the most graphic, degrading and
humiliating way possible. Mina would already know that being
deposed by a twenty year old would be cutting deep into Emelia’s
psyche. That would have been degrading in itself - that she
couldn’t have seen this coming, or she couldn’t have out manoeuvred
this slip of a woman.

But to now be
the ‘sex doll’ of a group of orgasm starved slaves of this woman
was the killer blow to the psyche. Mina could have done it slowly,
more gradually but she’d not wanted that. Once everything was in
place she’d wanted to move quickly. She’d wanted for it to be so
devastating for Emelia that Emelia herself would slide into the
required state of mind without too much further help.

Emelia was
squatting over a man, impaled on his cock and she was fucking him
under her own steam when Mina came to see her. There was this added
degradation that she was responding now sexually. That nature was
taking its course and she was responding, her own sexuality
reacting to the constant sexual abuse and activity that she had
endured over, who knows, how long. She wouldn’t have wanted that,
not at all. But her need to impress Mina would require her to be
sexually aroused. Because of what she did, or would have to do, she
would need to be turned on. So as the effects of the drug wore off,
she was able to take over with her hands, and her mouth, and her
legs. She was able to do things for these men that she hadn’t been
able to do when she’d been debilitated.

“Good girl. I
can see you’re putting your all into it. You need to. You’ll always
need to.”

And to hear
this young woman taunting her in this way would have been another
cutting motion into her psyche. If there was one thing that Emelia
would never get over it wouldn’t be this relative rape of her
femininity by these men. They were just doing to her what animals
did, and she knew how men became animals once they’d been enslaved.
What she wouldn’t get over ever was the way Mina would lord this
over her. The way she would never let her forget what was happening
and what she once had, and didn’t have any more. This was to a
woman like Emelia, like someone sliding in a knife into her psyche
and twisting it. This was what it was like for her. And this was
what it would be forever like going forward no matter what Mina had
in store for her at any given time.

Emelia fucked
that thick cock inside her as another man mauled and sucked her
tits. And then she was being moved to another position which she
assisted with, which allowed her to take another cock up into her
ass again. And at that point, another cock into her mouth. By this
time her stockings were laddered and torn and she had one high heel
on and one off. She didn’t look like the queen anymore and she sure
as hell wouldn’t have felt like it either. It would have been like
she’d lost everything and so all she had now was to do a good job
on these men. Gratify them because that was what Mina wanted her to
do. And then in turn hope that Mina would find some humanity in
herself and cut her loose once she’d had her fun with
her.

That wasn’t a
huge hope though - that she would be cut loose any time soon. There
was the ‘reek’ of this being a long game for Mina. That this young
woman had put her all into arranging this little dethroning and
that she wasn’t done yet. She couldn’t help the sexual moves, the
sucking and the fucking and the arching of her back so that men
could maul her tits, at one time the hallowed glorious tits that
had been worshipped by men and women alike, now being squeezed and
sucked, and bitten and generally abused. She couldn’t help that she
was reacting to the cocks, the taste of them, the feel of them, and
her own need for them to be inside her femininity as Mina watched.
She would be dying inside and yet she couldn’t interfere with
nature.

Oh yes she
knew how this went down. She knew how it was supposed to look. But
funnily enough it didn’t matter anymore. Even if by some miracle
Mina was to say to her now, ‘you can go now’, she would never be
the same. The unthinkable had happened and she could never go back.
But, the thing was when she got those pangs, those memories and
flashback of how her life had been going forward over the next
weeks and months, she knew that she would cry, and that she would
long for it all to be given back to her. It was just part of the
process. She knew it was the process that she had to go through, to
be taken where Mina wanted to take her.

And that was
the worry - where Mina wanted to take her. There had to have been
an objective - there had to have been an end goal as to where she
would be taken and what would happen when she was there, in that
psycho-sexual place. Emelia had been one of the few who had
dismissed a Dominant experiencing submission so that they could be
a better Dominant. Yes she had dismissed that, almost with a sneer.
So this was a journey for her into the unknown. She’d been good at
her job. She’d been good at destroying others, but she had no clue,
really no clue about what it would be like for herself to be
destroyed. Now she was learning.

Good girl.
You sure know how to suck and fuck cock That’s a good start. A real
good start because you know you’re going to have to pay your way,
right?”

And if there
was one thing that Mina could do well, and she shouldn’t have even
able to at her age, it was bring down an older woman into like a
quicksand of degradation. What she’d said hadn’t gone over Emelia’s
head. She’d eluded to the fact that her sexual abilities, her
abilities to gratify men would be put to good, and profitable use.
But that was a tiny little bit of what was in store for Emelia, a
very tiny bit.

 


“I’m editing
clips, your clips. You performing with those men look real good in
super HD.”

Mina crossed
her legs and there was the sound of nylon rasping nylon. She was
just dropping in casually that all of the action had been
recorded.

“Of course I
won’t need to use that, to control you, because you’re going to be
a good girl, aren’t you?”

She looked
right at Emelia. And that was the thing, that look she gave to the
older woman was piercing and it was chilling all at the same time.
Emelia didn’t want to respond, she didn’t even want to acknowledge
what Mina has asked her. But those eyes wouldn’t leave her until
she had and that was the thing - those eyes were demanding a
response. Emelia didn’t want to respond because she knew she didn’t
have any resistance left in her. And now she knew that all of what
she’d done with those men was recorded in HD, she had even less
resistance. But this was part of it for Mina, to get this woman to
admit her subservience.

“Yes,
yes……”

The word trickled out of
her mouth.

“Yes
WHAT?”

There was an upturn in
tone from Mina.

“Yes, yes I’m
going to be a good girl, for you.”

Emelia had
never realised how hard it was to say such simple words. The very
act of letting those sounds slip from between her lips and into the
air to form those words was so so difficult, so achingly degrading.
She really was learning the hard way. It was like she was being
forced to face her nemesis. She was a woman that had enjoyed
ultimate domination for so long, and now she was being forced,
literally to spew those words out.

“Say it like
you mean it Emelia. I won’t tell you again.”

Emelia had
said identical words to this herself, to slaves both male and
female and she had never quite understood why it was so hard for
them to speak those words like they meant it. It was like she had
spent her Domme years trivialising something that was very
difficult. Now she knew though. Now she was feeling how difficult
it was.

“Yes, yes
Miss Mina, yes I’m going to be a very, very, good girl for you, I
promise.”

And this time she did
sound like she meant it. It had been like torture for her to do it,
but she did it.

“That’s
better. But do you REALLY mean it, that’s what I want to know? It
sounds like you mean it, but do you, that’s what I want to
know?”

It was like
Mina could read minds. In their field of work there was always an
element of acting involved and for all she knew, Emelia was acting
now.

“It’s hard
Miss Mina. I’m trying to adjust, but it isn’t easy.”

And Emelia
was pretty much admitting to that acting, but she was sounding
contrite at the same time and that was a good thing for Mina to
hear. She was reading between the lines.

“It is hard,
I know. But I need to KNOW you mean every submissive admission to
me. It won’t happen overnight, but as I work on you, it will come,
and you will fall into line.”

Emelia just
nodded and turned her head down to look at the floor. Mina was
smiling. But she was also wet through between the legs.

 



CHAPTER TEN

 


Coercion and
Submission

 


“By the end
of this session you will be accepting of Me, as your Superior and
as your Better. Do you understand Emelia?”

Mina’s voice
echoed in the sound proof vacuum of the treatment room. Emelia
licked her lips, but her tongue was dry, and so were her
lips.

“Yes. Yes
Miss Mina. Thank you Miss Mina.”

Emelia was
panting, and her chest heaved as she took deep breaths and then
released them. She was on a seat, but her legs were wide open at
the hips - they were so wide that it was tangible that her hips
could dislocate at any time. Between her legs, her sexuality was
dripping, and pooling between her feet. Those feet, just above the
stone floor, secured to the special seat she was on.

There was
something else between her legs as well, the little clitoral
bundle, usually partly hidden by a fleshy hood was swollen and
angry looking. That bundle had been subjected to prolonged
manipulation and arousal techniques by the twenty year old and now
it was throbbing, and there were dregs of spent semen dripping with
her juices.

Mina smiled.
She hadn’t told Emelia how to address her. She knew that the former
Domme had drawn on her own experience as a dominant and what she’d
expected her submissive to address her like. And she didn’t mind
that. She knew that it wouldn’t have come easy to Emelia, to
submit, and to speak in that subservient way to another, younger
woman when she had enjoyed so much free reign and dominance in her
life. And she knew that it would be less easy for Emelia going
forward as well. She knew what she was taking away from this woman.
And that was the chilling thing here - that this twenty year old
fully understood and knew what she was doing to another
woman.

“You know I
can ‘hurt’ you, or I can make it ‘nice’ for you. You’re the one who
has to decide whether you want the hard way or the easy way. The
hard way will hurt. The easy way you need to give up your sexual
soul to me. Your choice.”

Mina was
whispering to Emelia directly into her ear so that the older woman
got the benefit of her warm sweet breath. And that fed the arousal
that she already been subjected to.

For Emelia,
she was in this fight with the different facets of herself. The
receding Dominant one, and the increasingly dominant submissive
side of her. At this precise time she didn’t want the submissive
one to beat her - she was still in that state of mind where the
dominant in her didn’t want to give up.

She didn’t
want it to eclipse the domme side of her but she couldn’t see any
other way it was going to go. Mina had pretty much told her how
this was going to end. And it was going to end with her losing that
dominant side of her, and yes with her giving up her sexual soul.
It was going to end with her utter submission. And this was what
she was trying to deal with as she tried unsuccessfully to spread
her legs wider just so that she could get some more pleasure
playing through her clitoris. She was in the early stages of having
her mind melted by a twenty year old girl and this was aiding and
abetting in her demise, and her degradation.

“Make it nice
Miss Mina, please make it nice, please…”

Emelia was almost
dribbling her words.

“I don’t
think so sweet lips. You need to know what pain is first so that
you can make the right choice. Call it manipulation if you
want.”

But despite
her words she ‘flicked’ Emelia’s clitoral bundle anyway and then
stood back on the full height of her heels and watched the older
woman gasp at the pleasure she’d released, and then the drip of
sexual fluids.

“Mmmmm thank
you Miss Mina, thank you….”

Emelia let
her words tail off but she could hear those words. She could hear
them, and resented them. Yes she resented her own words because of
what they made her look like and sound like.

Her legs were
secured wide. Her arms behind her cinched at the elbows and tied at
the wrists - those wrists then hoisted up, out of the way leaving
her most intimate femininity exposed and vulnerable.

“Yes ‘thank
you Miss Mina, thank you’. You’ll be saying a lot of that I promise
you, you will. But I want to hurt you now - just so that you know,
I can.”

And those
words didn’t seem right coming out of a mouth so young. They just
didn’t, and this made this scene and what was happening so much
more ‘wrong’ if that is the right word. Mina’s casualness didn’t
help in processing what was wrong either. There were times, just
split seconds where she seemed to be this mature female being. And
then other times when she was this little naive girl almost. But
never did she seem out of her depth. Rather there were just hints
of ‘innocence’ and naivety that shone through and simply added to
the core level chills that she could inflict on, one would imagine,
anyone.

 


“Uuuuuuuugghhhhhhhh fuckkkkkkkkk Miss Mina……..”

Emelia’s tone
went up and down as she battled to cope with levels of pain that
she had never had to before. Mina was playing an electric shock
device all over the magnificence of her breasts and there was no
let up from that. She was not torturing Emelia angrily, or seething
between gritted teeth and that was a worry. If she was then, it was
in anger and it would not be effective. Instead there was this
calmness about Mina - like a total calmness and that told of a
young woman who was focussed on what she was doing. A young woman
so focussed that she was able to make this a torture of longevity.
And one that she was able to get the most out of - one that she was
able to extract the most out of.

“Mmmmmmmmmm
Miss Mina, Miss Mina, Miss Mina.”

Those had
been dribs and drabs of coherence that Emelia had been able to come
out with. Those had been between when Mina was playing that thing
over her breast flesh and then letting her recover before she did
the same over a different area of flesh. The continued repeating of
Mina’s name was a sign of Emelia coming to terms with this young
woman controlling her now. It was a sign that Mina’s name was
inside Emelia’s head as she tried to contend with what this ‘girl’
was doing to her. For Mina this was good. It was like she knew that
this was the beginning of the fact that Emelia was needing to rely
on her for things. That she was in her head rent free.

For Emelia
there was this awfulness about what she was going through. So many
emotions, and feelings combining to create this nightmare for her.
It was like her mind was filled with white noise and the only thing
that was clear in her mind was Mina. Mina smiled, she liked that
thought.

“You’re
delicious Emelia. You’re going to make a very good slut, to add to
my stable.”

And there was
this difference in Mina’s tone now. There was this edge to it as
she circled Emelia secured to the torture seat. She lowered the
lighting, to an almost ‘gloom’. And there was no sense of what time
of day, or night it was because there were no windows to the
outside world. And of course there were no sounds either, from the
outside. There were no sounds at all, except those in this room. So
Emelia was existing in her own sounds of distress and exhaustion.
And yes there was exhaustion because she was not allowed to check
out into a pass out. When she’d tried that one, Mina waved the
salts under her nose to wake her up, and then it would start all
over again.

“I want… to
be… delicious for You Miss Mina. I want to be!”

And there was
no reason, not in the slightest to believe that Emelia was not
saying it as it was, or that she was lying just to get through
this. She was trembling, and she was covered in a thin film of
sweat that dripped from her in places. But she was as focussed as
she could be, on Mina. She wanted her to hear her words and she
wanted her to believe them because she meant them. And that was it,
but it was early days. Mina had only just started working on her
and she knew there was a long way to go yet.

“Would you
like another orgasm? I think you’d like that wouldn’t you,
slut?”

Mina chopped
and changed between the sadistic her, and this young almost nymphet
who was able to unleash intense, beautiful pleasure throughout
Emelia if that was the way she felt at the time.

“Ohhhhhh, yes
please Miss Mina. Yes please.”

Mina circled
her sensing some relief in Emelia that she wasn’t going to torture
her more with that thing just now.

“You know how
it works don’t you? Pain then pleasure. Pain then pleasure,
right?”

She’d come
around to the front of Emelia and was talking directly to her.
She’d squatted down on her own elegant heels. She’d squatted down
in front of this wet, dripping former domme and she was making sure
that every one of her words went in. And she was demanding eye
contact without demanding it in words. Emelia couldn’t focus, not
properly. Her clitoris was throbbing and needy and her breasts were
aching and hurting from where they had been subjected to endless
torture with that implement.

“Y-yes Miss
Mina, y-yes I know how it works.”

And she
did.

“Yes you do,
because this is a process you have inflicted on others time after
time isn’t it? Pain before pleasure. That pleasure having to be
‘earned’. That’s right isn’t it slut?”

Emelia had
never been a ‘slut’ but now she was. She’d turned other woman into
dripping sluts so she knew. She’d never even remotely considered
that she would be turned into one like this. And that was another
hit on her psyche. She knew what she must have looked like secured
to this seat thing to be tortured. Her legs wide open, and her cunt
dripping. That had turned her on, to turn other women and girls
into this. She’d not really known what it would be like for them,
but it had turned her on.

And now she
was learning what it was like. She was learning first-hand what it
was like. Maybe she would have been different to the sluts she had
turned if she’d known what it was like? Maybe she would have had
more empathy. But she’d been known as one of the, if not ‘the’ most
empathetic Dommes out there. That was what had made her the queen
of this scene. But now she was learning that she’d known nothing,
not really.

There was
this notion, flashing through her mind that she would have maybe
handled this better if she’d become the slut of a woman more her
age. But the age thing was something that was cutting deep into her
psyche. And to now know that her sexuality, her orgasms, and that
dreadful pain to her breasts was being controlled by a slip of a
girl, was something that was destructive in her mind.

“Mmmmmm thank
you Miss Mina.”

It was
destructive yes, but it didn’t stop those subservient words
dripping from her mouth as Mina stroked her cunt lips. And that was
the deeply psychological thing - that she was stroking her sexual
flesh, her very private intimate sexual flesh that had been her
‘alter’ in her domme days and years. And now this young girl was
stroking her like this. Just casually stroking her and in that
casualness she was simply inflicting this enormously intense
pleasure that was forcing her to hover on the edge of orgasm. She
didn’t ‘want’ to thank Mina but she was compelled to do just that.
It would change of course, she would thank Mina for everything in
due course. And maybe she knew that, and that was what cut even
deep into her psyche.

“Squirt nice
for me, you hear me slut? I want to see you squirt like a good
girl.”

This was a
degradation that Emelia had used so many times on other women. She
knew it worked as deep degradation but she didn’t know exactly what
it felt like to have to orgasm so intensely that her urine and
mixed sexual fluid ejaculated out and slopped to the floor. Up to
now, this was the epitome of degradation. Even to hear her own
words in response added to that degradation.

“Mmmm yes
Miss Mina. I wanna squirt like a good girl, for you, so
badly.”

If only she
could stop those words coming out of her mouth maybe she would get
through the rest of it. And that there was this twenty year old
referring her to being a ‘good girl’. She was getting several
levels of humiliation all in one go. And then Mina changed her
stroking to pressure to the clitoris. That swollen angry bundle of
eight thousand nerves needing to be milked. She just pressed, that
was it and it was like in doing that she was holding Emelia on the
edge of something that was like an abyss of orgasm. Emelia held her
breath like she expected to be allowed to fall into that abyss of
orgasm straight away but that wasn’t what Mina did. She just left
her there, like that, hovering. And then very so succinctly, ever
so nuanced she altered the pressure and the angle of her fingertip
on the clitoral bundle, just to keep it, and Emelia disturbed that
little bit.

“Please,
please Miss Mina, please……”

She was
begging for that orgasmic release and she knew she was. And she
knew that if that orgasm was granted, that she would come down from
it and that was when it would hit her hard. It was always when in
that post orgasmic state that the guilt hit hard. It was what she
understood from orgasm herself as a domme. She knew that it, or
something hit the submissive hard after orgasm and that whatever it
was, was psychological. But she hadn’t known, not until after this
orgasm how debilitating that come down could be.

Mina rubbed
and then spilled Emelia into orgasm. And when she did that the
intense and peak pleasure was instant. There was no build up - that
had already been done. There was just this wall of intense
pleasure, like an tsunami of orgasm that just flushed through her
as though nothing could stop it. The sounds she made were grateful,
animalistic sounds that would add to the guilt trip and the sense
of utter despair that she would feel a short time later.

“And what
follows pleasure, slut?”

Mina posed
the question after that orgasm had faded and died. Right at the
time that she wanted to die herself, there was this question that
she knew the answer to.

“P-pain Miss
Mina. Pain follows pleasure.”

“Good girl.
Correct first time.”

And there was
this sense of Mina being truly pleased with that respite from
Emelia. And then she picked up her torture thing again and as much
as she could, Emelia flinched as though she didn’t want to feel it.
But instead of the younger woman using that implement first she
raised her fingers, the ones that had been stroking and pressing
the clitoral bundle of the former domme, and she offered them to
her lips. Bearing in mind the deep sense of despair and degradation
Emelia was currently in, bearing in mind that she knew at this
point what was expected of her. She knew that she would have to
suck those fingers clean of herself. She didn’t want to. She wanted
to die such was the downturn in her state of mind.

“Please Miss
Mina, please…..”

That was a
begging not to make her do this. But she knew she would have to,
and she knew that at some point in the future she would beg for
such ‘privileges’ because that was what she had done to others. She
had played out this, or similar processes not actually knowing what
it felt like to be on the receiving end. She had fucked with the
minds of men and women and not really had the slightest clue what
it was like to be on the receiving end, and this knowledge had to
have been having a destructive effect on her mind now as she opened
her mouth to receive Mina’s fingers.

“Mmmmm that’s
right slut, taste yourself. Absorb what a slut tastes like. Think
how many times you have done this to others, not really knowing
what it’s like to be on the other end of it. And now, here you
are.”

This young
woman’s insight into the finesse and the nuance of domination was
startling, and way beyond her years. Emelia cried and Mina watched
the tears drip down her cheeks and to her breasts, and then she
swiped that thing to the breast flesh again and it was like Emelia
didn’t have any more time to be in that place called utter despair.
Now she had more electric current to deal with and she looked down
at her breasts. The flesh was rippling in strange patterns that
went all ways, as that energy was sent through her.

She twisted
up her pretty face as that energy was turned into undiluted agony.
And it was like the whole of one globe of breast was on fire, but
inside. She didn’t know how this worked. She didn’t know from the
slight ‘sizzling’ sound how much pain could be applied to one
breast. But it could. And then the other one. Mina was just getting
warmed up. If there was a sense that she might have gone a bit
easier on Emelia because it was early days then that sense was
misplaced. This torture would go on, and on. And next in her line
of sight were the nipples.

 



CHAPTER ELEVEN

 


Advanced
Subjugation Of A Former Domme

 


“I own you
Emelia. All of you, you’re Mine! Do you understand this? That
nothing of you, belongs to you anymore, it belongs to Me. You
understand that right? Everything of YOU is MINE.”

Mina spoke
with some edge to her voice and yet she spoke casually. There was
no sense that she she didn’t believe what she was saying was true,
or that it wasn’t completely accurate. She believed that in twenty
first century UK, she ‘owned’ another human being and that the
human being, Emelia, just needed to get her head around that. There
was no doubt there - nothing that she had to justify because, what
she was saying was a simple fact. And that this little coming
together of the minds was another step in the process.

“I know Miss
Mina. Thank you Miss Mina.”

And now,
Emelia was a shadow of her former self. A worrying shadow of her
former self. There had been this sense of her still as a Domme even
as Mina had worked on her. But over time that had eroded, to leave
a woman that was almost haunted by what this young woman had put
her through. And now she was having to exist in the aftermath of
what she had been through, and that was written in her body
language and in her facial expressions.

She’d been
taken through a process unlike any other process. Because she’d
been on the other side, because there hadn’t been an ounce of
submissive in her, because she’d had her dominance taken off her by
Mina there was this transformation that happened before Mina’s
eyes. And this transformation was startling and disturbing in equal
amounts.

Emelia was
like another person except she wasn’t. It was the same person who’d
been taken through a psychological trauma and although she’d come
out the other side, she hadn’t come out into a better place.
Rather, the opposite was true - that she’d come out into this
awful, awful place that she deep down wanted to get out of but knew
that she couldn’t. And that was the haunted look in her, wanting so
terribly badly to get out but knowing that she couldn’t.

And for
Emelia she’d lived through that transformation - she’d felt every
single nuance of the draining of her dominance, and the feeding of
her newly planted submission. There had come a time when she’d have
had to accept it. That point was passed now. And that look in her
eyes, an almost desolate look, almost teary, but not quite, and yet
that haunting of her by a living ghost in the form of Mina had to
be seen to be believed. There was this aura around Mina, and this
diminished focus that seemed to encapsulate what Emelia
felt.

“Yes, ‘thank
you Miss Mina’. That’s right. And you know that now, you simply
disappear into the underground fetish system, MY system, an ‘owned
slut’, right?”

It wasn’t
like she needed it to be confirmed any more. But she did it as a
continued and reminding degradation. It was as though she needed to
ram it home, to Emelia, about her change in fortunes. About her
change in status from Dominant Queen, to submissive slut, and that
she would need to do that going forward if she wanted to ‘hurt’
Emelia psychologically, to the depth that she ’needed’
to.

And make no
mistake, it was Mina’s complete intention to hurt Emelia deeply. It
was her intention to literally destroy the old Emelia, the queen
Emelia from the inside, and then use the shell to rebuild her,
mould her into what she wanted her to be whilst retaining all of
queen Emelia’s memories and emotions so that the hurt and the
psychological torture would be greater.

“How does it
feel, slut? You know what you were, and you know what you are now.
You can do the maths. How does it feel to be ‘what’ you
are?”

There was
this subtle difference in tone to Mina’s voice. One that
unmistakably separated her from Emelia. One that put them on
different levels - Mina an elevated level and Emelia on the lowest
level.

“This will be
my best life Miss Mina. My best life for you.”

These would
have been words that Emelia would never, could never utter before
this event. But they were words that slid from a trembling mouth
with a lubricated ease now. Mina slapped Emelia hard across the
face, and that shocked the former domme. Her eyes
bulged.

“Just answer
the question slut. You don’t need to embellish your responses, just
answer the question. How Does It Feel?”

Mina stood
back and it was difficult accepting this fresh faced young woman in
the place of carnage that she was centre of.

“I’m sorry
Miss Mina, I’m sorry. I feel ‘wretched’ Miss Mina. Knowing what I
had, what I was, compared to what I am now. I feel wretched Miss
Mina. Yes wretched Miss Mina.”

And right
there, was the truth. That truth coming out in drips from between
Emelia’s full lips. Mina smiled.

“Yes
wretched. I like that word, it’s very appropriate. Appropriate for
you. And now we have to talk about something else. Your ‘wretched’
life going forward. Because you know, it will be wretched,
right?”

Mina’s voice
was cool, calm, almost nonchalant as she pulled up a stool so that
she could sit with Emelia, in Emelia’s personal space.

“Yes Miss
Mina. My life, will be wretched going forward. It’s because that is
my best life Miss Mina.”

Mina crossed
her legs liking what she was hearing, to an extent.

“That’s
right. And you know full well, there are men, and women, perverted
men and women who would pay a lot of money to be able to fulfil
their most depraved fantasies with a woman who used to be a domme,
right? You KNOW that these perverts exist, right?”

And it was
right, Emelia did know about these people out in the world who
might look ‘normal’ but who harboured very dark thoughts and
intentions with regard to deposed dominant women in the fetish
world. Emelia had been the most well connected woman in the scene
in the city - probably in the country. But she’d also been the most
protected as well. Her business model kept her away from these
people largely, although in her time as Queen, she’d fed both
submissive men and women into the system, to be swallowed up by
these perverts. And what Mina was talking about now was like an
emerging nightmare for Emelia.

“You know you
are ‘special’ to these perverts and deviants right `slut’? You know
that when word gets out that you have been taken down, that the
offers are going to come flooding in right?”

The truth was
that Emelia hadn’t thought that far ahead at all. She hadn’t
thought about that pool of utter deviants that inhabited the dark
web, just waiting to be reeled in by the knowledge that the queen
had been deposed. And what Mina was saying brought a new level of
sharp stabbing fear to her psyche.

“Please,
please, please Miss Mina….”

“Please
‘what’ slut? Spit it out!”

Mina brushed
her fleshy wet tongue across her teeth, pushing her perfect red
coloured lips out. She knew what affect her words were having. She
knew that there had been so much white noise inside Emelia’s mind
that there was very little chance of her having thought about the
future. Or the detail of the future. But all it took was this
conversation to nudge Emelia into thinking the worse. And of
course, all of those pieces were falling into place now.

“Please Miss
Mina, please just keep me for yourself, please? I’ll be a perfect
slut for you Miss Mina. The perfect slave for you?”

And again
more words that the Queen Emelia would never have even thought
about, let alone uttered. Mina threw back her thick mane of perfect
hair and laughed softly.

“Why? Why
would I do that? You’re a ‘slut’, just like any slut. You’re making
the mistake of thinking you are ‘special’ to Me, and you’re not.
Why would I keep you for myself when I can ‘sell’ you to perverts
who value a former domme of a former status that you enjoyed? You
are valuable to Me monetarily, but otherwise you’re nothing to me.
You are most certainly nothing that I want to ‘keep for myself’.
This is something you are going to have to learn very quickly slut
- that you are not ‘special’. Now tell me, slut, what are you
not?”

Mina
recrossed her legs. Her tone of voice had changed slightly. It was
like she was talking to a child learning to read her first long
word.

“Special Miss
Mina. I’m not special.”

“And what ARE
you?”

“A slut Miss
Mina. Not a special slut, just a slut.”

And there was
another hard, solid slap from Mina to the face of
Emelia.

“I told you -
just answer the question, don’t embellish it. Don’t make it longer
than it needs to be, don’t waste my time with your attempts to
crawl into my favour. You don’t need to do that, you’re already
fucked. Your life is already fucked. Don’t waste my time having to
listen to unnecessary words from you. Do you understand
me?”

Emelia was learning her
lessons in quick succession. She was having her mind fucked with
all kinds of horrors at the same time as being abused by
Mina.

“Yes Miss
Mina, I understand.”

She had to
think, really think, in order to give the shortest possible answer,
to prevent her being hit again. The truth was that, subconsciously
or not, she had thought herself to be still special. Who knows, she
could have even thought that she was due a certain amount of
respect because of who she had been. It was almost unthinkable that
living the life Emelia had lived, the privileged and deviant life
she’d lived, that she now, because she had been taken out, was owed
some kind of respect. She should have known how it was and how it
went down. She should have known that when it was over, it was
‘over’. Maybe deep down she did.

“Good girl.
Now tell me that you understand that it is a matter of supply and
demand. That to certain people, male and female, you are valuable
and these people will pay good money for your ass for a set amount
of time? Go on tell me you understand.”

Once again Mina sounded
like she was talking to a child.

“I understand
Miss Mina.”

Again there
was that shortest possible response and Mina smiled.

“You know,
they’ll want to do terrible things to you, as well as expecting you
to gratify them sexually. You need to be prepared for that.
Prepared for the abysmal things they will do to you, and yet learn
to gratify at the same time. And you will be prepared won’t you,
slut?”

Mina was
laying on layer after layer of fear. She was painting a picture
that was not a good one for Emelia to absorb. The thing was that
Mina wasn’t really telling her stuff that she didn’t know. But what
was hitting Emelia like a freight train was that she hadn’t
realised the gravity of some of the things she had ordered over her
time as queen. She’d sent men and women into the abyss of fetish
world - to perverts and deviants that defied description. But she’d
been able to shrug that off.

Those men and
women were not part of her world once she’d sold them off. And so
she’d not thought a second more about them after. She’d got the
‘buzz’ of the capture and even of the selling them off to a
terrible future. But she’d never masturbated to the thoughts of
what happened after. For her it had been about the search for the
next big buzz.

“Yes Miss
Mina, I’ll be prepared. Totally prepared.”

Another slap
from Mina, this a backhander that rocked Emelia’s head sideways.
Her face was now showing signs of the slaps and abuse she was
getting. She’d slipped from the shortest answer. She needed to get
used to this abuse. Abuse that was in fact ‘training’.

“Unnecessary
words.”

Mina was
training her. She would learn but it wouldn’t be a quick thing. It
wouldn’t be something that she needed one day and didn’t the next.
Emelia was twenty nine years old, soon to be thirty, she had
enjoyed a meteoric rise to the top and had inhabited the top spot
for some years. Her way of life was entrenched. Her position in the
food chain was established. So now, training that out of her, would
not be something that would be easy. It would be easy for Mina -
she could just ‘enjoy’ siphoning out Emelia’s lifestyle and
injecting the new into her. But for Emelia what was happening to
her was a nightmare in high definition slow motion.

“The.
Shortest. Answer. Only. You’ll learn!”

She was
mocking Emelia but she was giving her tuition at the same time. The
single word sentences made for intimidation tactics. And made for
words that were simple for Emelia to understand.

“Sorry Miss
Mina.”

And she sounded sorry -
her face throbbing now from those slaps and from that
backhander.

“Don’t think
‘I’ don’t understand what you are going through, because I do. So I
will make allowances, for a short time. For now it’s enough that
your life has catastrophically changed. That is enough for your
mind to wrap itself around for now.”

Mina wasn’t
like Emelia, not in any sense of the word. It was like Mina had
every box ticked. She wasn’t a young domme who didn’t think of
things. She was very much of the mind that actions had consequence
and so, for instance, she knew exactly what she was doing when she
thought about selling Emelia as a service to out and out
perverts.

Emelia had
never thought much beyond the transaction. She had sought out
perverts and then made the deal. But Mina would go one step better.
She would go out of her way to find perverts that would take Emelia
to the darkest places of hell. She would find the specialists who
wanted to take a former domme into the real world of pain. And this
was just so that she knew the sadist in her would be gratified. It
was very much not a case of simply selling Emelia off to the
highest bidder, because there was a repeat business to build
up.

“I want to
try my hardest for you Miss Mina.”

It was a
simple sentence but then it had to be, or she would be slapped. She
was in the process of having her personality taken away from her
and for it to be replaced by a more subdued one and subservient
one. And she was in the process of having her life changed. Not
changed in a small way, but changed catastrophically.

 


“It must
shock you, that I as a twenty year old can do these things to you,
right slut?”

Mina spoke
when the screams, as the cries from Emelia had subsided.

“No Miss
Mina. You’re the queen, you have the right to do anything to
me.”

Emelia got
the words out but at the same time, they were laboured words. This
was one ‘conversation’ where the shortest answer was not
necessarily ‘the’ answer.

“That’s
right, I am the Queen. The only queen, and I can torture the
deposed queen to my heart’s desire.”

The words
were almost from a fairy tale that had gone very wrong. Emelia was
suspended by straps under her spread thighs. Her hands and arms
were high above her, out of the way. Her impressive once worshiped
breasts were exposed, the nipples enormously engorged and aroused.
Those breasts vulnerable and yet it was between her legs where the
torture was being applied.

Emelia’s ass
had prolapsed. She’d been on a vertical fucking machine for hours
on end. An inflatable head to the fucking machine, had been started
off, slowly. And at the same time it had been gradually inflated so
that it stretched her and then broke her anus. The same time that
the thickness of that dildo head got bigger and bigger, so did it’s
length so it was pumping into her colon.

The machine
was one of great technical accuracy that could be adapted and
adjusted in infinite ways. The lubrication was automatic, and
because it was a constant lubrication, there was no defence against
the incessant fucking. That lubrication so slippery, so oily that
the anal flesh of Emelia could only surrender. And it did. It
surrendered early and because it did, it collapsed and
prolapsed.

This in
itself was not a shock to Emelia. She had stood by and watched
similar happen to men and women. But when she had been the torturer
there had been no real empathy of what it must have been like for a
woman to have this done to her. Now she knew though. Now there was
this visceral feeling, this knowledge in that mess of a mind of
hers of the cruelty and the degradation that was being applied to
her and it was this that shocked her. She knew what Mina was doing
to her and yet she said that because Mina was the queen now she had
every right to do this to her. But that was a lie. That was what
she had to say. She’d been subjected to more training in which Mina
had told her.

“No matter
how cruel I am to you, you will only use positive words. Do you
understand slut?”

“Yes Miss
Mina. Yes I understand.”

And that had
been it. It’d been like a further lesson in deep degradation and
torture. And now she could feel the innards of her ass hanging out
of herself. The fucking machine had been detached and removed
leaving Emelia suspended this way. That anal sack hanging
grotesquely.

“Don’t worry
slut, it will go back in. You’ll never know what you look like
right now, until I show you the footage.”

If there was
a question of if Mina could display and inflict really cruelty,
then the answer had to be ‘yes’.

 



CHAPTER
TWELVE

 


Mina had
stood by and watched that fucking machine prolapse Emelia’s anus
and she hadn’t batted a perfectly mascaraed eyelash. Except maybe,
from time to time she’d tilted her head and taken in deep, deep
breaths as she’d absorbed the sight of this older, former domme
being taken to the darkest place she’d ever been before.

From time to
time she ran her tongue over her lips. There might have been some
shock at what this woman did, had she been older, but there would
have been some understanding maybe. But that Mina was little more
than a girl herself, what she was doing, what she had done to an
older woman, a former domme, a former queen of the fetish scene,
there was this base level shock that travelled up the core of the
spine and seemed to chew on the spinal cord of anyone who might see
such a scene. But this was secret. This was the fetish underworld
that Emelia had been sucked into and vanished into. There were no
spines to chew by that shock yet. But then, yes there
were

Emelia was a
woman being destroyed. She had been taken out in plain sight and
she was being demolished. The enormity of what Mina was doing could
not be overstated. The shock of seeing a woman who’d been treated
like royalty in the fetish scene now suspended with her ass hanging
out was like something from a grotesque movie that was yet to be
made.

Emilia had
been a statuesque, imposing dominant woman who’s elegance, grace
and dominance was natural. She didn’t have to act it, or make
believe it, she’d been one of life’s natural dominants. So to see
her have that taken away - to even know, without seeing, that it
had been taken away from her was like a ‘gasp’ moment. One where
everyone collectively shivers in disbelief. And there would be
people would gasp and be shocked when this got out. There would be
people, male and female who would slap their hands to their mouths
to hold in the sounds they made because they were so shocked. But
that was for the future, not for now. Before Emelia ’slut’ could be
revealed, there was a lot of work to do.

“Remember
once, I asked you, how you felt right? So how do you feel now? Be
honest slut. No short answer, just speak.”

Mina had been
circling Emelia, as though she were taking the opportunity to take
the older woman in from all angles and all of her deposed glory.
There was no immediate response from Emelia. There was no telling
what’d been going through her mind. At this time she was deeply and
psychologically damagingly degraded. The reality of what Mina had
done to her was fresh in her mind. The wounds to her mind because
of what this young girl had done to her, still fresh - still large
but with yet more damage to cause with the passing of
time.

“I feel
emotional Miss Mina. And I feel nothing at the same
time.”

Emelia’s
voice was cracking. This was her chance to speak, to say what she
wanted and to be honest. But she couldn’t put the words together,
not straight away anyway. There was so much in her mind going on
that she couldn’t work it all out. This was her chance to be
‘honest’ but she didn’t know what that meant because she didn’t
know how she felt.

“I feel
degraded, as a woman. I feel humiliated that another woman, a
younger woman has done this to me. And I don’t feel like I deserve
this, if I’m honest. But I know what must be must be. I feel afraid
of what is going to happen to me. And yet I feel resigned to it at
the same time.”

Her voice was
struggling all the time as she hung in that sling like thing. Mina
approached her and there was this ‘flinch’ from Emelia as though
she was expecting to be hit, for being too honest. But instead Mina
chose a nipple and she took it between her finger and thumb and
rolled it. That nipple was already very erect, very hard and
engorged and Emelia’s tongue ran over her lips.

“Does this
make it better to comprehend what you are now, slut?”

Mina was
playing with Emelia’s sexuality because she could. Between her legs
was the hang down of her prolapsed ass, but also of her clitoral
nerves. That clitoral bundle seeming to quiver and tremble with a
life of its own. Emelia gasped before she responded.

“Mmmm yes
Miss Mina, thank you Miss Mina.”

Mina swiped a
thumb over the nipple tip and then reached down to the clitoris and
she flicked that and there was another gasp from Emelia.

“Yes, of
course it makes it easier. This is all you have now, to look
forward to, sexual stimulation and orgasm. But you will need to
earn this. It’s true that the decimation of your life will be a
psychological hit for you, forever going forward. But your
sexuality can relieve that hit. It can let you escape the despair
and the deep degradation you feel daily. But you have to earn it.
It doesn’t just come to you. You are not ‘entitled’ to it because
the fact is that your sexuality, and your orgasms belong to Me now.
It’s something that you earn and that can be taken from you at any
time. If the sexual element is taken away, all you will have, is
the despair and the degradation. Do you understand what I’m telling
you, slut?”

Mina was
spelling it out exactly as it was. She wasn’t making it glossy for
Emelia and this time she wasn’t waiting for a response.

“Trust me
slut, I am going to be cruel to you. You’ll need to get used to
cruelty as a way of life. And what you have to learn is that the
only way you can afford any kind of relief, is via your sexuality,
which I will enhance, manipulate and amplify so that your needs are
desperate ones, addictive ones. For you, life will not be pleasant,
but it will be your best life.”

Again the
devil was in the detail from this young woman as she
spoke..

“Are you
understanding what I’m saying to you? I mean do you get how fucked
over you are right now?”

It was like
Mina wanted and needed Emelia to know the extent of what she’d done
to her. That she wanted her to understand what she’d done and what
she would do going forward. It was like, for her, Emelia’s
understanding and knowledge of what she was going through was the
single most important facet of what she was doing. The cruelty it
seemed came as natural, and was by the by, but the importance was
in Emelia’s understanding and knowing of what she was suffering,
just so that suffering could be better, harsher, deeper and more
meaningfully applied.

“Yes. Yes
Miss Mina, I understand and know how fucked over I have been. I
understand Miss Mina, everything.”

And although
her voice was cracking, there were no lies there. She’d done this,
mostly to men she’d taken everything from. And if she’d ever been
honest with herself, she’d not given a flying fuck whether the men
knew what was happening to them or not. But maybe this process that
she was going through now was highlighting her own weaknesses as a
Domme. Maybe she had missed a trick in not making sure her victims
understood at any given time what they were going through. Because
she sure as hell now knew the sexual pleasure that Mina was
enjoying at her expense. And it was at her expense. What she was
going through was costing her a lot. It would cost her monetarily,
she knew that, but it was costing a lot more besides. It was
costing a lot in mental health.

Oh yes, now
that she knew all of this herself she could maybe see that she had
missed that trick.

“It’s
important that a former domme like you, knows and understands she’s
fucked, and will be forever going forward.”

“Yes Miss
Mina. I understand.”

And that
level of cruelty had no sense to it. There was no logic, other than
from a sadist’s point of view. But even that didn’t make sense
because for the simple reason Mina was so young, and yet what she
was doing was so advanced, so technically expert, that this whole
thing made no sense, literally. Mina should have been too young to
be able to do this to another woman. But the simple fact was that
she wasn’t.

 


“I’ll tuck
all of this back into you, and we’ll get you dressed so we can talk
properly.”

Mina had
slipped on powderless latex gloves, like surgical gloves and she
was almost ‘lovingly’ caressing the raw anal prolapse hanging from
Emelia. This was a grotesque sight, but Mina made it erotic,
somehow. For Emelia there was this deep psychological thing going
on. The knowledge of what Mina had done to her, and now how she was
talking to her. She didn’t feel that this was something that she
would get over any time soon. Even as Mina took the weight of that
prolapse and begin to push it back up into Mina’s hole, there was
this deep sense of degradation in the knowledge that she was now
like some kind of freak.

“It’s better
that you’re nice and loose down here slut. You have to be ready for
those thick, long cocks don’t you?”

And Mina was
tucking those anal innards back into Emelia as she
spoke.

“Yes, thank
you Miss Mina.”

It was all
Emelia said as she felt the sling she was suspended in shift under
the weight of what Mina was doing. She gasped, feeling that ‘inside
out’ prolapse being folded back into her so that she was intact
again. At least she would be in tact physically. It was the
psychological hit of having her femininity fucked over by another
woman that would take some time to heal. It was the knowledge that
Mina could at any time take that prolapse back out of her, and into
the open, revealing what a freak she was. It was these base
thoughts, these darker moments that would work on Emelia during her
sleeping and waking states. It was the fact that she had been
‘ruined’ that was the hardest to take.

Mina finished
tucking Emelia’s ass in and she stood back. She’d imagined a scene
similar to this since she was in her early teens. Maybe that had
something to do with the vinegar enemas her birth mother used to
give her when she was really young. Yes that had to be it. That had
to be the source of Mina’s sadism now. It made sense that she was
such a sadist when she’d had so much sadism shown and done to her.
She’d been seventeen or eighteen by the time she made sense of the
flashbacks she’d been getting for years. She’d thought they were
simply night terrors or nightmares. But the more she had, the older
she got, the more they made sense. And then one night the woman
doing these things to her, who’d been in dark shadow the whole time
in those nightmares, now came out into the open, and it was her
mother.

From that
point, maybe Mina’s trajectory in life was decided for her. She’d
never tried to work out why her mother did these things to her. All
she’d work out was how to redress the balance, and how to right
that grotesque injustice that had occurred to her.

“There you’re
looking better already. Amazing, isn’t it, how a bit of makeup can
cover up all kinds of things?”

Oddly, almost
strangely, Mina had taken Emelia down off the sling, and she’d been
very unsteady on her feet. She’d needed to assist Emelia, help her
stand up and then take little steps. For Emelia, she had that
indignity of needing help. She’d been so elegant and statuesquely
independent as a domme but now that was taken away, she could feel
her anal insides shift and settle again after being tucked back in.
And to think that she needed to rely on this young woman to look
after her, make sure she could stand and take steps was like
something that was eating away at her even as she was experiencing
it.

“Y-yes, yes
Miss Mina, thank you so much for making me feel better.”

And the
almost ‘sad’ thing was that Emelia was heart felt in the way she
thanked Mina - like she meant every word of it from the bottom of
her heart. Mina smiled.

“You’re
welcome, slut. You see I can be kind as well. But only if you are a
good girl, for Me.”

She’d sat Emelia down
very carefully at a dressing table with light and mirror so that
she could do her own makeup.

“Yes, yes
Miss Mina. I can feel your kindness. Thank you so much.”

Emelia spoke
as though what she said was utterly right. That this young woman
was being kind to her - that she was showing her
kindness.

“You know how
you need to look right? Like a whore. Like the slut you are,
right?”

And there was
no knowing, not really what was going through Emelia’s mind when
she was looking back at herself in the mirror. This would have been
the first time she’d looked back at herself like this, since Mina
took her out and there was just no knowing what was in that mind of
her’s at this point. Probably even Emelia herself didn’t know what
she was thinking, or feeling at this point. But then she’d begun to
apply the makeup and for her this was ‘ok’. It was ok because she
was painting over her face as it was. As though she was painting on
a mask. And that was good for her. It was like if she could do
this, if she could paint on this mask then she could kind of hide
herself behind that mask. At least for as long as she was permitted
to hide.

“Like a whore
Miss Mina. Like the slut I am. I know Miss Mina, I know how to
look. I know the look. I need you to be impressed Miss Mina. I need
you to say, ‘good girl’ to me.”

And it was
like in that moment, in that precise moment, there was this thing
that passed through Emelia, that was like a surge of emotion and
realisation all at the same time. Mina smiled. She didn’t stop
Emelia speaking. She didn’t hold up a hand and pause her. She just
let the older woman speak. She simply let her speak her mind. It
was like something she needed to know. As a sadist she needed to
know what was going through Emelia’s mind at any given
time.

“Yes, that’s
right. You need to impress Me so that you can make your life easier
than it would be anyway. You need to try everything in the book to
make your life easier, and impressing me is the obvious way. But
you know right, your life will never be easy. It might get less
hard, less debilitating because you have impressed me, but it will
never be ‘easy’. You understand that right?”

Only when she
was sure that Emelia had finished did she emphasise what her life
would be like.

“I understand
Miss Mina. Thank you Miss Mina.”

And there was
this simplicity from Emelia that was almost heart-warming if it
wasn’t under such severe, cruel conditions. There was this tone to
her voice - yes one of resignation, but also one of an emerging
‘love’ for Mina. And it was that, that Mina was looking for. That
‘love’ for her. As a sadist, she knew that if she had the love of
the woman she was deeply scarring and hurting emotionally and
physically, that it would be easy to take her another level
down.

She knew that
she would be able to take that love and twist it, and turn it in
all directions so that the hurt would be amplified and multiplied.
Mina smiled to herself. She liked her life. She loved the life that
she had chosen for herself. But she didn’t love anything or anyone
else. She was incapable of love in the normal sense of the word.
But for her she was hearing what she needed to hear now.

“We’ll get
you made-up and dressed and we’ll get you walking again, get you
loosened up a bit and then we’ll go to my office and finalise the
financial aspect of what has happened to you.”

And at this
point there should have been a puzzled look from Emelia - like she
didn’t really know what Mina meant. The fact was though that she
did know. Despite what she was going through at this point, she
knew what the next steps were. She’d done it to enough men and
women herself and that was something that never left the mind. She
knew that ‘losing everything’ didn’t just mean her position as
queen and everything that came with that. She knew it literally
meant everything intrinsic, her wealth, her assets, her money. She
knew this and she didn’t need to be told about this. She knew that
this was the next step.

“Yes Miss
Mina. Thank you Miss Mina.”

She knew also
that if she had access to the outside world, at this point then she
could probably stop this process. But she knew that she was as far
from the outside world as she could be. She was in Mina’s word now.
It was like all of her ‘marks’ had been taken into her world and so
they didn’t have access to the normal world either. She denied them
that, and knew that this was what Mina did to her.

“Then when
we’re done with all of that paperwork, maybe I’ll give you a treat,
or two. You know slut, I’m not a Monster!”

And although she said
that like she meant it, she probably had an inclination that she
was indeed a monster of epic proportions.

“Ohh a treat
Miss Mina? Thank you Miss Mina.”

And for
Emelia she was already in this mode that would see her do
everything she could to survive what was next in her
life.

 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 


The
Reveal

 


“Isn’t this
‘Emelia’, queen of the fetish scene? Mina what have you
done?”

It was
another woman who spoke. In effect she was answering her own
questions.

“‘Former
queen of the fetish scene’. Yes it’s Emelia. Now known as ’slut’.
I’ve taken her out. Exciting isn’t it?”

And Mina said
that like she was proud of it and yes like she was excited about
it.

“Jesus Christ
Mina, do you know what you’ve actually done? There will be
repercussions you know? You don’t take out someone of her standing
without the ripples spreading far and wide.”

The woman,
Ruth, was in her forties, attractive and someone if not entrenched
the fetish scene herself, was with deep knowledge of it. Her tone
was one of maybe fake shock. And yet at the same time a very real
surprise that this young woman had done what she’d done.

“Oh calm down
for fucks sakes. I know exactly what I’ve done and it’s been a long
time in the planning. I’ve taken her out within ‘the rules’. This
is a kosher ‘take out’. I’m the Daddy now!”

And Mina had
this broad lipstick smile. She liked shocking people. She liked
shocking them in different ways. She been wet through at shocking
Emelia and now the way she shocked Ruth, amused her.

“I’m telling
you Mina this is huge. This slut was the true queen. When this gets
out, there will be more than a few arses twitching and wondering
‘who next?’.

Mina laughed
softly.

“Good. I want
them to wonder ‘who next’? Because you know, I may just get the
taste for this. I may just wanna take a few more out with this
slut. It’s time that the scene had a revamp and had the benefit of
a youthful, powerful leader.”

And there was
no fear in the way Mina spoke. She was being warned by an older
woman that this was huge but it didn’t faze her. It was like she
didn’t give a flying fuck. It was like she thought she was
untouchable and there was no reason to believe she
wasn’t.

Emelia stood
as these two women talked about her as though she wasn’t there. She
was second skinned in a semi-transparent latex catsuit that showed
off her body and her legs for what they were, stunning, albeit a
stunted form of ‘stunning’. And to her lower legs were fitted tight
boots zipped and laced tightly to the shape of her legs. Those
boots sporting sky high heels which forced her onto her very tip
toes.

One thing was
for sure, the tightness of the catsuit ensured that some form of
confidence was installed in her that her prolapse would not fall
out of her and into the open. But one had to assume at the same
time that her anus, the actual hole of her anus was broken, and
loose and would be kind of like this forever now.

“I can’t
believe you’ve done it Mina. You said you would, you always said
you would. And now, here she is, fucked.”

Ruth kept flicking her
eyes from Mina to Emelia and then back again as though she was
checking that her brain was processing what she was seeing
correctly.

“Oh she’s
fucked ok. Fucked physically and mentally. I like the hurt to be
across the spectrums, as you know.”

Mina was
smiling. A closer look at Emelia and between her legs, where there
was a crotch slit, her sex lips had been pulled out and hung all
chubby. And her clitoral bundle of open, angry nerves had been
sucked out by some device or other, and then left exposed to the
air, all quivering and glistening as though with a life of their
own. Those clitoral nerves raw, swollen and angry and the latex
slit acting as a constant constriction and manipulation of them -
making them, and keeping them aroused and angry for
more.

As a side
show, her own sexual fluids dripped from her, down her labial lips
and then to the clitoris. Those drips then collecting on the tip of
the nerves and then every so often, just dripping off and into a
pool between her leather stilettoed legs and feet. That was an
indignity and a deep degradation in itself. To be seen like this by
other women, to be kept like this by a woman was the deepest of
degradations right there.

“Nicely
juicing up I see? Very fitting for a former domme.”

Ruth allowed her eyes to
crawl up the length and the shape of Emelia’s legs and then hover
on the hanging, dripping clitoral bundle and she smiled.

“Prolapsed
ass as well. I thought I wanted her terrors to be irreversible from
the word go. I wanted her to know that it was too late for her
now.”

And all the
time Emelia being able to hear what these women were saying about
her. All the time she being able to see and hear, and therefore
underline what was happening to her. There would have been one time
when Emelia herself would have led a conversation like this. Where
she would have been detailing what she’d done to another woman, or
a man. But now she was on the receiving end and she’d never be able
to say that this was easy for her to take. Or how cataclysmic this
whole thing was for her psychologically.

She’d never
be able to get her head round that if she’d been a bit more with
it, she might have been able to avoid this ‘fate’ altogether. And
then the deeper thought that maybe her biggest opportunity to
escape Mina and her very bad intentions was the night they’d had
dinner and the wine was flowing. If only she’d not had that last
glass because it had to be that last glass that was
spiked.

If only she’d
been a bit less arrogant and up herself - if only she hadn’t been
so complacent. But Mina’d had a plan. She’d known what she was
doing and there was the comfort, maybe a slight comfort that no
matter what Emelia had done, or known, this was her time to be
deposed. It was her time to be taken out. For as long as she could
remember, there had been the thought in the back of her mind that
this could happen, and now it had. She’d thought that she would
work until maybe she was thirty five and then she would retire and
leave the scene. Kind of like she would ride off into the sunset.
And certainly that she would be out of the game before anything
like this could or would happen to her.

“You did the
actual prolapse to her? That is deliciously wicked Mina, you bad,
bad girl, and of course, ultimately cruel. But I have to applaud
you. I have to take my hat off to you for executing the plan you’ve
obviously worked on for some time. I still can’t help thinking
about the ripples this is going to cause though. But you’re gonna
be ready for all that shit, I just know you are.”

Ruth stopped speaking and
it was like she was being mischievous. Even that she was stirring
the shit for a bit of fun. As though she was trying to get a
reaction from Mina.

“Yeah I like
prolapses in former Dommes. They kind of bring them back to base
level immediately. And that for me is good. I don’t like spending
too much time coaxing them to be on the same page as me. I like
them to be devastatingly reduced to little more than animal status,
and ‘freaks’ as soon as possible so that the real fun can begin. I
like to get as much of that desolation from their eyes as I can. I
like to know I can affect another woman so devastating that they
change before my eyes. That their expressions change, their body
language and their attitude changes. It turns me on to exhibit so
much power over another woman.”

That was the
thing about Mina, she was as composed as she was calm about what
she did to other women. And she had no problem using the words that
she used to get over her point. Some of the ‘so called’ dommes
shrank away from the reality of what they did to other human
beings. Like they did it for the financial rewards but didn’t like
to admit it and because of that, they weren’t true to
themselves.

And they
weren’t ‘real’ dommes, not in Mina’s eyes. Maybe she would hunt out
a few of them next - a little bit of sporting fun for her because
she was always convinced that these pretender bitches would crumble
quickly and completely if she placed some focus on them. Maybe she
would discover some other aspect of her sadism if she had one of
these insta-dommes right in front of her, petrified and
quivering.

“And you
know, let the ripples begin. Anyone wants to fuck with me, bring it
on! Once I’ve got this slut into the exact place I want her to be,
physically and mentally, I will be looking around for any other
suitable candidates for residency at the house on the hill. And if
I hear of anyone in the meantime, that I should look at then, they
will top the list. I’m up for a challenge. As they say, I’m on a
role.”

The way Mina
spoke was not forgiving, or with empathy of anyone who might want
to take her on. And what she said left Ruth with no doubt that she
would take anyone out who took her on.

“I believe
you, I believe you Mina, fucks sakes YOU calm down.”

The thing was
Mina was calm. She was simply saying it as it was.

“But anyway,
I told the slut I’d give her a treat today, seeing as she’d been a
good girl and impressed me so far. And you know the kind of treats
I like to give, don’t you Ruthy?”

Mina winked
at Ruth. She’d called this woman ‘Ruthy’ for as long as she could
remember, and Ruth never batted a heavy made up eyelash over it.
Mina had the sense that this woman had the hots for her in some
way. And that sometimes even she did those soft come-ons to her.
But that was the thing, Mina would never know what to do with a
woman like Ruth. She reasoned with herself that she preferred older
women and that was fair enough. And even though Ruth knew what she
did to other women, especially older ones, she never got the sense
that this was what she wanted to be done to her.

Mina didn’t
do ‘relationships’. She didn’t do ‘love’. What she did was
devastate other women’s lives in the most sadistic ways. But she
tolerated Ruth. She probably tolerated her like she tolerated a lot
of other people, because she didn’t understand them, or didn’t get
why they had an interest in her.

“Don’t tell
me - orgasm right? Her clit is ready for it I can see.”

And despite
the rewiring of her mind that had taken place, Emelia was feeling
the degradation of being talked about like this by these two women,
as though she herself was not there. Not that long ago, she would
have been treated with utmost respect by other women in the scene,
and she would have been worshipped by the young ones like Mina -
but not Mina herself. She’d enjoyed a long period of undisturbed
dominance within the underground fetish scene. And she had been
unchallenged. That had maybe lulled her into a false sense of
security.

She’d never
felt threatened in her position and maybe for that reason she
should have been suspicious about what was going on in the outside
world. Or what was around the next corner. But she’d never been
like that. She’d always thought that the way she was, her
experience and standing were enough, and that no-one would want to
take her out. Now, if she thought about it, if her melting mind
could just focus on the logical she would come up with the
conclusion that she’d been more than a little naive.

“Yep. Orgasm
on full cry, but at MY leisure.”

And Mina was
laughing as Ruth cleared her throat. She knew what that meant for
Emelia. She secretly squeezed her thighs to give herself a shot of
pleasure. And this was what Ruth did, she hovered round the fringes
and had been obsessed with Mina as she’d come up through her teens.
She’d harboured submissive thoughts but never enough to follow up
on them. Never enough to tell Mina, or ask her to play with her a
little. Truth was that Ruth wasn’t brave enough to go into any kind
or any level of sub-space. She knew what Mina was capable of, and
she’d concluded that for her, hovering around the fringes was
enough and she could masturbate at the deeper fantasies when she
was in the comfort of her own home, and behind closed
doors.

“Can I
watch?”

“Oh darling,
I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

And both women smiled at
each other. For Emelia the degradation and the reality of her newly
deposed state was taking another notch in tightness.

“Stand up
here slut, on the platform. Just stand, don’t do anything
else.”

Mina issued
the instructions to Emelia with waves of her hand and extended
fingers - almost in that fake diva way.

“Yes Miss
Mina. Thank you Miss Mina.”

Emelia’s
voice was breathy, and low. She’d listened to herself being
discussed by these women and she could almost ‘feel’ the
degradation existing inside her body and inside her head. If there
was any time where her existence going forward was clear to her, it
was now. These two women had discussed her, and her situation in
the most casual way. Their words were for her, but they weren’t to
shock her. And yet they did. It was that casualness that shocked
her. As though ‘she’ Emelia, was already a done deal and she
was.

And now, now
because she was so aroused, an arousal that had been against her
will, was all she had and so the mention of her being given an
orgasm was one that she held onto. An orgasm for being a good girl.
The mere thought that she would have felt like this would have been
so far from her mind before that it simply wouldn’t have existed.
But to know that this was what she now wanted and needed to immerse
in - yes it hit her psyche hard.

She knew what
she was now - she knew she had this freaky prolapsed ass that she
had to live with and that would always be a source of
ultra-degradation for her as Mina had well known when she’d done
it. But Emelia was reasoning with herself that she couldn’t be
blamed for feeling the need of the orgasm. That she couldn’t be
blamed for needing to immerse in an orgasm which for at least some
seconds or minutes would let her escape this horror that she was
now embroiled in.

She didn’t
even care that Ruth was getting her seat, or her standing place to
have the best view of her orgasm that she could have. Yes it would
hit her, when she came back down - that she was reduced to an
orgasm slut in front of a woman older than her and one much younger
than her. Yes it would hit her as she came down from that orgasm,
what had happened and again what she was now.

She would be
hit from a lower level despair with the reality of her being taken
out. It would be another psychological hit for her, a deep and
entrenching one that would stay with her bringing her down lower
and lower. But for those seconds or minutes that she was immersed
in orgasm she could forget that. Not forget it, but just soak it
up, immerse and be pleasured. She’d done this to others, male and
female. This bit she got and this bit had turned her on. Ok, she’d
never thought or assumed that she would be on the receiving end,
but now that she was, she had to live with it.

“I told you
slut, if you’re a good girl, if you impress me, you’ll get sexual
pleasure. And I am impressed that a former domme of your standing
is taking all this so well.”

Mina spoke as
she stroked Emelia’s sex lips and as she collected up some of those
juices and spread them over the chubby, hanging labial lips. And
then she teased the clitoris - that bundle of eight thousand nerves
that were swollen and fully charged ready to release an orgasm of
magnitude. Except Mina wasn’t giving it to her all at once. She was
edging Emelia and she was doing that much more expertly than a
young woman of her age should have been able to do it. She was
using the pads of her fingers but also her nails to ’scritch’
around the flesh, around the base of the clitoral
bundle.

What she was
doing was almost imperceptible. Little movements that to the naked
eye were invisible. Little ministrations with her fingers that were
sending deep joy into the clitoris of Emelia. And for the former
domme, she was free to shift her weight from one of those
statuesque creating boots to the other. But Mina’s fingers followed
the movement closely, like magnets that were honed in on that
sexual flesh.

“There slut,
that’s nice isn’t it? We can play until I know you really REALLY
want the orgasm. I’ll just tease you, because you know that orgasm
is mine really, and not yours. You know this, and it’s fine. You
just stand let me do this to you because it’s all you have now.
This is all any sluts have, and you’re not any more special than
any of my other sluts. You’re just a ‘slut’.”

Mina’s voice
was soft, seducing. It was like she was in her own zone which she
was. The first orgasm being given to a former domme, now a slut,
had to be a marker in the sand for her. It had to be one tiny facet
of her all time biggest fantasy being realised. And yet what was
also being realised was that she would use Emelia’s sexuality to
further her degradation. She would use this orgasm session, as
Emelia was thinking of it, to bring her down lower and lower. This
might have been the tiniest escape for Emelia but it was another
tool for Mina to use against her. She would always find tools to
use against Emelia.

 



CHAPTER
FOURTEEN

 


“That’s right
slut, soak it up. Soak it up because it’s what you are now. Soak it
up because you’re my good girl.”

Mina’s voice
was still soft, almost sensuous as she tipped Emelia into the most
savagely beautiful and intense orgasm the former domme had ever
experienced. Even Emelia herself had underestimated what kind of
orgasm she could feel under these circumstances.

She’d assumed
that she would fight for every ounce of pleasure, and that it
wouldn’t be that good an orgasm because this woman, this younger
woman wouldn’t let it be that great. But she’d been wrong. Mina had
edged and edged her until she felt she was on the verge of madness.
In her disturbed mind Emelia had thought that she wasn’t going to
orgasm at all - that it was another brand of cruelty being applied
by Mina and that there would be no orgasm at the end of it at all.
But again she’d been wrong.

“There you
go, enjoy slut, MY slut.”

And Mina had
done something, flicked a nail, or rubbed a pad over the very tips
of those clitoral nerves and the orgasm had been instant. The
orgasm had been so instant and so intense that Emelia’s knees
almost gave way. Only ‘almost’ though. She snapped them back to
support her in time to absorb that orgasm. Her vision went in and
out of focus and she was mumbling, and dribbling.

“Oh look at
her, bless her, she’s dribbling like a little baby.”

That was
Ruth. It was like she didn’t have enough eyes. It was like she
needed more eyes so that she could take more in. She wanted to
watch Emelia’s face as she orgasmed and she wanted to watch Mina do
what she did with her legs and feet. And she wanted to watch the
squeezing of more and more of Emelia’s juices from between those
latex slit flaps. She just didn’t have enough eyes. So instead she
flicked her eyes in micro seconds from one highlight to
another.

Emelia could
only stand, and do that thing with her feet where she transferred
that weight from one to the other. And because she was doing that,
she looked lost and vulnerable. And yet the sounds coming from her
were anything other than lost and vulnerable. She sounded sex
crazed, like a sex hungry animal that had been unleashed. She
wasn’t secured to the raised plinth, or bondaged in any way. And
this was a deliberate thing by Mina. This was the first real test
of how her hold over the former domme had established itself. Or
indeed if it had established itself.

To leave her
standing to her instructions, to soak up the orgasm, and just allow
herself to be played and toyed with in this way was a sign that
Emelia’s fate was now locked in. She couldn’t have moved away from
those fingers even if she’d wanted to because her ’need’ was too
deep now.

“Mmmmm, Miss
Mina, Miss Mina, Miss Mina….”

The repeated
reference to the young domme. The tailing off of her words so that
she could immerse in the orgasm that her owner was giving her were
signs that Emelia had gone past the point of return. There was
nowhere for her to return to. What was done was done and yet Mina
kept her at the peak of that orgasm so that Emelia visibly trembled
and so that her eyes rolled in their sockets.

“Yes, ‘Miss
Mina’, indeed. Your nemesis. Your conqueror. Your nightmare come
true.”

Mina teased
with those words and with that voice of hers as Emelia enter some
kind of sub-space in her mind that contained that orgasm. She was
grunting, and she was purring, like a cat. She was growling like a
bitch dog, and she was doing that thing with her booted feet, where
she moved her weight from one to the other. But she was doing this
subconsciously.

She was doing
this because she didn’t want to, because she couldn’t move away
from the source of the pleasure of that orgasm. And she knew that
Mina, Miss Mina was the source of that pleasure. She was
transferring her weight from one high heel to the other on the spot
and Mina was using her fingers, in such a way that they were with
that bundle of clitoral nerves all the time. They were incessant in
what they were doing. Mina was incessant in keeping Emelia at the
very peak of that orgasm.

But then it
was gone. Completely gone and there was this deep seated exhalation
of breath from Emelia - as though it was her dying
breath.

“Grrrrrrrrr
mmmmmmmmm mmmmmmmm.”

Emelia made
this sound as she processed that the orgasm was gone now. There was
no taking her down from it, gently and sensuously. There was just
that peak orgasmic eruption of pleasure and then ‘nothing’. Emelia
was grunting and growling in one sound and that sound in itself was
one that needed to be heard and soaked up a number of times before
the mind accepted it because it was such a despairing
sound,

“She’s a live
one Mina. I think she missed her true vocation being a domme all
those years. Look what she REALLY is!”

Ruth was delirious with
the performance that firstly Mina had put on, and then the one that
the former domme had put on.

“I know,
she’s a darling isn’t she. And now she knows what kind of orgasms I
can give her, what she will stoop to, to get one, will know no
bounds. And to think, days ago, she was ‘queen domme’. Look at her
now!”

Mina smiled.
She used the ‘darling’ word like she used ‘good girl’, to suck
Emelia into thinking that they may have had some kind of connection
or other, or some kind of relationship. She used those positive
words in a way that they settled on the psyche of Emelia, and so
that they would stay there for future use.

For Emelia,
that orgasm vanishing, just like that made her distraught inside.
It plunged her into an immediate and a damaging despair that would
stay with her until the next time an orgasm was possible. She had
to get over that pleasure now. She had to get over it and exist as
she was meant to exist. She had to get used to, all over again,
what Mina had done to her. She had to crawl through this mire in
her mind until she got her head round to needing to impress Mina
again. And until she craved those words ‘good girl’ again. And she
knew, Emelia knew that wouldn’t be long. She knew now she was on
like a vicious circle of ultimate submission. Mina smiled because
she knew what Emelia was going through.

 


Some Time
Later

 


“I’m open to
any kind of proposal regarding the former queen domme.”

Mina was
talking to a man, a man in his fifties or even sixties with long
grey hair that was pulled back into a pony tail. And he had a
matching grey beard that Gandalf himself would have been impressed
with.

Emelia wasn’t
referred to by name any more - being known simply as the former
domme, or the former queen domme, or as it happened ‘creature’.
Word had got out, and applications to buy, hire and use and abuse
Emelia were coming in thick and fast.

“I have this
‘desire’ to see a woman who used to be powerful, respected, and
adored and worshipped, bred like an animal.”

He let his words hang
there. It was like he chose his words to shock, but that he was
used to choosing such words.

“That’s a big
ask. Depending on your specific requirements and cycles, it would
take her out of circulation for some time. That wouldn’t come
cheap.”

Mina spoke
way too casually about way too shocking a subject for it to be
natural. And yet at the same time she hadn’t been expecting this
conversation at all.

“Money isn’t
an object, not in any sense. It’s just about your willingness for
her to be out of the picture for a couple to three years. She’s
coming up to thirty years old - ripe for breeding from. And even
more ripe for ‘advanced torture in pregnancy’, which you’d be
welcome to come see, at any point - free of charge of
course.”

The man smiled. His voice
was gentle and didn’t match the brutal words he chose to use. He
carried on,

“I have a
veterinary surgeon who would oversee the pregnancies, and births of
offspring.”

The way he
animalised Emelia was as brutal as anything he was
discussing.

“And the
offspring - what would become of them?”

As a woman,
Mina should have been shocked beyond any kind of sanity for what
this man was saying, but she wasn’t. She was a sadist and as such
she was always on the search for the next big buzz. And this was on
a different level.

“Sold off, to
highest bidders. Of course, we can discuss a further business line,
regarding offspring, if you wish. This is just a sounding out
process, to gage your interest in such a deal.”

To the side,
a gagged, plugged, continuously aroused Emelia listened to what was
being said with trauma emanating from her eyes. She couldn’t ignore
the little electrical pulses being fed into her swollen,
excessively manipulated clitoris. But at the same time she couldn’t
ignore what she was hearing. Her juices dripped with every shift
she made from one boot to the other.

“If we said,
twenty million for a maximum five years, and then take any other
business opportunities into consideration as and when they arise. I
think that’s a good starting point.”

Again, a twenty year old
young woman talking in millions about something so shockingly
outrageous meant that there were no words.

“That’s a
deal.”

The man was
quick to seal that part of the deal.

“My initial
thoughts had been five years but I settled on less because I didn’t
think you’d go for it. The rest, as you say can be
discussed.”

The man
considered his words carefully. It was like every word he chose was
a careful step in sealing this exclusive deal.

“My only
condition would be that you incur all charges related to her health
and ‘well-being’. ‘Vet’ bills, and the rest.”

That Emilia
had been animalised, and that she was being discussed in terms of
being bred, was so shocking that it numbed the senses.

“Having said
that of course, that she ’suffers’ excruciatingly and enormously,
is a pre-requisite that I like to think will take
place.”

Mina smiled.
She didn’t smile often but she liked this man. And she didn’t like
people that often. But this man was in her sphere of how to treat a
human being who was on the wrong side of the line.

“For me, that
she is a former dominant in the scene, a high ranking former
dominant at the top of her game when she was taken out, earns her
suffering to a degree that can only be imagined by sick bastards
like me, and attractive young Dommes like you. And yes of course I
will deal with all incurred charges.”

He smiled at
Mina and there was this connection between the two of
them.

“Then let’s
shake on this deal now as a completion of phase one of negotiations
and then we can discuss a timeline, and transfer of funds, maybe
over dinner, what do you think?”

Mina was keen
to complete this deal. This was the one that floated her boat.
There were lots of proposals of using Emelia in ways that offered a
sadist some kind of gratification. But what this man had proposed
and offered was on a different level. This was taking a woman who
had enjoyed a privileged life, and toying with her maternal
instincts and emotions - tying them up in the fetish scene at a
level that was ‘taboo’.

This was the
one that needed to be explored, or one that needed to be observed
by Mina so that her own sadism could be furthered. As far as she
was concerned this was more than the next big buzz and she was on
board for the complete ride. The man extended his hand and reached
for Mina’s and they shook hands with eyes deeply
connected.

“Deal!”

They both concluded in
unison.

 


Later At
Dinner

 


Mina was
stunning in her little cocktail dress. In a way, being dressed
relatively vanilla gave away her age. Yes she looked like a twenty
year old as opposed to a much older woman that she came across as
when she was in fetish character.

“I’m curious,
or interested about where the actual fuck did you discover your
‘interests’. I mean ‘breeding a former domme’ is pretty specific.
Most men, especially submissive ones, have ‘mummy issues’ but you -
you’re off the scale.”

Mina was
smiling. Dinner had been a pleasant evening in a top city
restaurant and Mina had been able to seal the deal on a private
booth.

“I have to
say, there isn’t an ounce of submission in me darling. My ‘thing’
isn’t naturally submissive women. It’s about the fact that they
were once dommes. My niche means that the women I seek out are rare
creatures. Very rare indeed. But when I find them, they have to
have been somehow deposed, or fallen on hard times. Your creature
is perfect. She was taken out whilst she was still at the top of
her game and so her downfall has been and will be even more
devastating.”

Mina listened
intently to this well-educated, rustic man. She was fascinated by
him but he also scared her a little, although she would never admit
to that. His interests, his sadism were advanced beyond what she’d
ever come across before and yet she could listen to him
forever.

“My god, I
hope I’m safe. I mean……”

And she let her words
tail off with a grin. She’d got her point across.

“Oh you my
dear are perfectly safe. You’ve taken the top spot, and everyone is
talking about you. Whilst you retain the position you are safe.
However……”

And it was his turn to
hang his words leaving Mina almost breathless.

“However
what? Come on tell me I want to know?”

Mina had
never been of the ‘female supremacy’ brand of dominant woman. She
didn’t have time to establish ‘cults’. She just wanted to hurt
people. In actuality, she wanted to hurt other women more than men,
so female supremacy as a premise for her would not have
worked.

“I mean, if
you are ever taken out, deposed, dethroned, then I think it safe
that I would come for you.”

This man was
simple in his words. He was being honest and Mina swallowed hard at
the starkness of those words but she retained her composure. In
fact the composure of Mina was something in itself to marvel
at.

“Oh you
would, would you? I’d better be sure to stay on top of my game
then.”

Mina was
smiling casually, as though what this man had said did not trouble
her in the slightest. And that would be right, she wasn’t troubled
but at the same time she had never met a man, or a person like this
with such a deep seated sadism. In a way she was in awe of him. She
could usually see through people straight away, especially men, but
not so with this one.

“Indeed,
you’d be young enough to be of multi-national interest. There would
be a lot of money to be made from you, if you ever find yourself on
the other side of the fence.”

Again he was
just saying it as it was. He was being honest. And Mina watched
those words slip from his grey beard framed lips. She shifted on
her seat slightly and recrossed her legs. There was this sound of
nylon rasping nylon as she did that.

“I’ll bare
that in mind. But surely my creature is a good win for you. Her
exclusivity, her reputation, her standing?”

For some
reason Mina wanted to shift the focus from her and back to
Emelia.

“Oh
absolutely! There is nothing, worldwide right now that fits my
requirements, so when this one came along I had to approach
you.”

Mina sipped from a glass
of wine.

“How did you
find me? How did you know where to look? I mean I’m pretty private
and nuts about security so…..”

This man
sipped from his own glass of wine.

“Oh you know,
I have ways and means. When you get to this level of ‘requirements’
privacy and security are what it’s all about. You know this. I just
made a few calls. And you’d already caused a bit of a stir with
your arrival. The pieces just fell into place really my dear. I got
my people to contact your people, you know, like they do in
Hollywood, and here we are.”

The man
laughed softly and so did Mina.

“You come
across as pretty ’spectacular’. The way you speak about your plans
for the slut. I’ve been impressed since the first time I set eyes
on you. And what you speak of, excites me beyond belief. But the
machine that you must be in control of, has to be huge. You’re
obviously not a single man operation. Like you said, you obviously
have ‘people’ that you trust completely. I mean you don’t have
trust issues, or any concerns do you? We wouldn’t want to have it
all explode in our faces would we? I’m sorry to bring it up, but,
well, I’m sure you understand.”

Mina didn’t
take her eyes off this man the whole time she was talking. It was
true that he’d stirred something in her, the first time a man had
ever done that, and yet, she needed to cover her bases.

“I’d have
been slightly disappointed if you hadn’t bought security and trust
up. This shows that you’re mature of mind and mindful of the
dangers. Rest assured that my unit is sealed, airtight. There are
no leaks, and the people I have close to me, my inner circle, are
of military grade quality in respect of trust. You didn’t think I’d
approach you, without checking you out as well did you?”

He sipped his wine and he
too didn’t take his eyes off Mina.

“Yeah, I’m
safe, promise.”

She smiled
knowing that what she was getting involve with was probably as big
as it got.

 



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 


10 Months
Later

 


“Oh My God!
She’s enormous. Are you sure she’s only carrying one?”

Mina had all
but slapped her hand to her mouth because she had not been
expecting to see what she saw.

“Oh no, it’s
quads. The treatment the creature had, beforehand makes her very
‘productive’ for want of a better word. She will always carry
multiple offspring. We have to maximise what we have when we have
it.”

Mina had been
taken to this facility in the middle of the remote English
countryside under the cover of night. She’s had a few drinks and
then been shown to a room fit for a queen, which was quite
appropriate. The grey bearded man had told her,

“Get some
rest. Big day for you tomorrow. Be prepared to be
amazed.”

And she’d had
probably the most sound sleep she could ever remember. Somehow, and
for some reason, she felt safe with this man and in his world. It
felt safe and it felt secure, like a cocoon around her. It was like
she didn’t need to look over her shoulder all of the time which was
a blessing. This was new for her.

When she’d
come to the scene, her sole intentions were to take Emelia, and
others out, and so she’d needed to plan and execute under that veil
of ultra-security and trust. But the people she trusted were few
and far between. With this man, she felt beyond safe, despite what
he was into, what his thing was and what he was running at this
place.

“Fuck. Just
fuck!”

Mina stood
looking through a thick glass screen that was curved to the shape
of the place she was looking into and where Emelia was.

“I know, she
makes for a spectacular and stunning sight doesn’t she? A perfect
example of human femininity experiencing dire distress and pain.
Sights like this spur me on my dear. I’m sure they do the same for
you?”

Mina was
listening to him but she couldn’t keep her eyes off Emelia. And
from this observation point, a room in itself, the sounds coming
from the sealed, round ‘shed’ that Emelia was in, were being piped
in via invisible speakers. The place was designed to shock. It was
designed to reach the darker parts of any of the minds of people
who had been invited here by this mysterious man.

“I’m
speechless, truly. She sounds in pain, is she?”

Emelia was
making these wet, extended, animalistic noises of distress as she
was forced on impossible, ballet like heels to put one foot in
front of the other to walk in time with the ‘rotator’ she was
attached to. There was a solid bar from a centre revolving piece of
machinery, and that was attached to a strict, almost organic collar
secured around Emelia’s neck, that extended her.

This kept her
at the correct circumference for walking, pacing around in that
continuous circle. And that was the thing, it was a continuous
circle, something that was perpetual motion. And her head, was
harnessed, her nose somehow pierced, and there was a ‘bit’ between
her teeth.

“She’s in a
lot of pain. Some of that is because she’s gone past her term. I
like to extend the term to make it more terrible for them. But yes
some of the pain is induced as well. Thoe heels don’t help. And the
latex is a constant source of trauma. In her time with us, the
phobia of latex has been installed. I do that so that she has a
continuous source of trauma, even when she is
‘resting’.”

This man
should have been a bona fide certified nut job. The way he talked,
the words he used. And yet, no, he was ‘normal’ except for his
somewhat quirky appearance. He was educated and he was somehow
‘pleasant’. And this had to make him one of the most frightening
sadists that Mina had ever come across. But that was his draw for
her. That was what fascinated her about him. There was times, like
split seconds when she wished she could see inside his mind. And
then others where she thought ‘maybe not’.

For Emelia,
she was carrying four babies, all past their term. She had that
added weight, and she had the fact that her arms were behind her
cinched at the elbows, and then cuffed at the wrists, so she had
the added pressure of balancing on heels that were so high, so thin
that she was on the tip of her toes - that pressure then being
transferred up through her toes, to her legs, her upper legs and
then her spine.

She was in a
latex catsuit that hugged and squeezed her and her pregnancy, her
belly button pronounced and protruding, almost poking through the
latex into the open air but not quite. Her breasts, normally large
were larger still, filled with milk ready to feed her offspring.
The teat like nipples pulled through little holes that constricted
the base of the elongated nipples, this helping to arouse her and
keep her aroused. Likewise her clitoral bundle pulled through a
tight slit and left to hang, grape like, quivering and dripping for
all it was worth.

“I don’t
think even ‘I’ can imagine what she’s going through.”

It was like
Emelia was talking aloud to herself. But of course she was talking
to the man.

“No I
understand. I get a lot of that. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to
say that she is in a terrible place right now. She has to keep
walking. She has appendages inside her already ruined anal tract
and deep inside her vagina, so if she slows, or stops then she gets
a quite severe electric shock to her cervix and to her colon. She
really is in a lose lose situation and it’s important for her to
know that.”

The man let
his words tail off and for a little while there was
silence.

“And on top
of that she has her motherly instincts and fears to contend with.
This is the psychological torture she is going through. Will the
babies be harmed? Will she be able to bond with them when they
come? Will she even be allowed to bond with them?”

Mina looked
at this man as he spoke and it was like he was emotionless. But she
knew he wasn’t. He was a deep, a very deep sadist and he simply
kept his tone level.

“Will she?
Will she be allowed or able to bond in any way with the
babies?”

Mina asked but she kind
of knew the answer already.

“No not at
all. It will be the final hurt for her, until her next cycle.
Seeing her offspring taken away from her, knowing she’ll never see
them again.”

Mina
swallowed a little heavily as this man spoke, again seemingly
emotionless.

“These babies
will be black, and although that’s not an issue, normally, for her,
because of the manner of her conceiving and her utter subservience
to all that is happening to her, it will be another psychological
hit for her. A mother would get over the skin colour of her babies
in the normal world, but not my world.”

There was
another period of silence. All that could be heard was the sounds
that Emelia was making as she trudged around and around in that
circle on that rotator. The sounds were of distress. Yes of course
they were - but they were more than that. They were sounds of a
dire need to be rested and to be sexually used. They were sounds
that told of a confusion of what she actually wanted and what she
needed. They were sounds that told of her exhaustion and sounds
that told that she needed an orgasm.

“Fuck. And
there’s me thinking I knew it all when I decided to infiltrate this
scene.”

Mina spoke in
low tones, as though she didn’t want to miss any of the noises that
Emelia was making.

“None of us
know it all my dear. That’s what makes the sadist’s journey an
almost breathless one. There’s always another surprise waiting.
There’s always more delights to discover. This creature’s journey
is just beginning. This is her first cycle - the first of maybe
five or six. And none of them will be the same for her, or the same
for the shareholders of this investment. It’s about change and it’s
about stepping it up. The next time will be harder for her, and the
time after that it will be harder still, and so on.”

The man spoke
with more passion now, but only marginally more. It was like he was
letting what was in store for Emelia, fester in his mind because he
would enjoy it all the more when it happened.

“I’m
breathless already, just listening to you. I think I’ve discovered
a gem in you. I have the house on the hill as you know. But I want
in to what you have as well.”

And Mina
wasn’t lying. She was being honest.

“Goodness,
you’re not planning to depose me are you? I mean that would be a
trifle ‘cheeky’!”

He was smiling when he
spoke now.

“No, no
honestly. I just can’t get enough of this. Of this set up, of you.
I think I can learn a lot from you and I want to do the deep dive
into sadism. Do you know what I mean?”

And if there
was any time when Mina was not vulnerable, but in awe of anyone, it
was now with this man. She spoke with passion but her voice was
almost shaking at what she was witnessing in this place.

“I do indeed
know what you mean. And I don’t see why you can’t become an
associate. I know my partners are impressed with what you’ve
achieved in your short time in the scene. And I know that they
would welcome you on board. And this of course is a separate
conversation and visit to this one. For this one the focus is on
the creature in there. Look at her! She’s in a place called hell,
and there’s nothing she can do about it.”

Another few
moments of silence followed as both the man and Mina looked through
the glass, at Emelia as she suffered step after step of undiluted
pain.

“She can’t
see you, it’s one way glass. But look, why don’t I leave you for a
while? You can go in, speak to her. Control the rotator so that she
can focus what’s left of her mind on you.”

Mina looked
at him all starry eyed.

“I can do
that? I can go in and see her, speak to her? I mean I won’t disturb
anything will I? I don’t want to do that.”

The man
smiled.

“This is the
long game Mina. If she sees you now, it’s a link to her past, a
link to you, to her being taken out, and ultimately to when she was
‘queen’. It will be more psychological torture for her. I WANT you
to ‘disturb’ her.”

And now he was smiling
wide.

“Come find me
when you’re done and we can talk some more my dear.”

 


Mina brought
the rotator to a standstill and Emelia was breathing heavily. Even
though she wasn’t walking now, she couldn’t keep still. Always that
transference of weight from one heel to the other. And the noise -
part of the equine head harness thing she wore saw a ring through
her nose that was attached to strapping that held her head up as
though she was proud even if she wasn’t proud. And that caused,
when up close to her, her breath to hiss out of her
nose.

“Hello
slut.”

It was all
Mina said, and Emelia seemed to be jogged out of a far distant zone
that she was in. But there was pain and confusion in her eyes and
Mina squeezed her thighs together when she saw that.

“You
recognise me, right?”

Mina asked
that because there was the possibility that this particular trip
that Emelia had been on was so traumatic that she’d begun to block
things out. But nothing could be further from the truth. She kind
of nodded, kind of blinked with her eyes to the affirmative. The
steel ‘bit’ in Emelia’s mouth rattled with her teeth.

“Good girl.
You remember your own life right, as queen?”

Mina was in
close so that her breath washed over the distraught face of Emelia.
There was another nod, and another blink that she understood. She
didn’t try to make words with her mouth, or try to talk in any way.
But as she was remembering her old life, there were tears that
dripped from her eyes and down her cheeks.

Mina soaked
up what she was seeing and at the same time realising how aroused
she was. For her this was the peak of what she could ever hope to
see, or be a part of. Before this mysterious man, her aspirations
had been to work through the larger fetish, sex worker community,
and get her fix that way. But she knew that this was much much
bigger than that.

“You’re going
to be a mamma. Do you like how that feels?”

The questions
she was asking were designed to penetrate the psyche of Emelia
deeply. They were designed to cause hurt for her. Hurt in the head.
This time Emelia didn’t blink once, or try to move her head the
affirmative. She just turned her harnessed head slightly and looked
at Emelia. And there it was. There was that look, of ‘how could you
let them do this to me?’ It was a strained look of a destroyed
woman. Emelia had known how it went down in the fetish world in the
sex world but even she hadn’t thought this deeply that this could
be part of what happened to her.

“Don’t be too
sad slut. You’ve got this for another four years. Maybe another
five cycles of pregnancy and childbirth.”

And this was
obviously something that hadn’t even occurred to Emelia because her
eyes opened up, and bulged in horror at what she was hearing. But
this look, this ‘state’ that Emelia was in, was the epitome of what
Mina had dreamt about. For Mina, being this close to Emelia now,
brought it all home to her, all the misery she had put this woman
through, or had allowed her to be put through.

The
physicality of Emelia now. A larger woman, skinned in latex, and
carrying quads. The massiveness of her breasts - and those suckable
teat like nipples that looked like they could squirt milk at any
time. And there was this smell, this odour that emanated from
Emelia and it was a smell that Mina recognised as the smell of
feminine sex, and sexuality. Raw sex.

“This helps
though doesn’t it, slut? You know, your need to orgasm and cum. It
helps you through right?”

And as she
spoke she was leaning down a little but still maintaining hat eye
contact with Emelia, as she stroked the exposed sex lips and then
the raw, sucked through bundle of clitoral nerves. And this time
Emelia was blinking like mad and trying to nod her head. Yes she
liked that. She liked the sexual pleasure that Mina was giving her
and she was probably remembering the orgasms that Mina was able to
give her, just with those strokes of her fingers.

And she did
this now, she spilled the pregnant harnessed, bandaged slut into
instant orgasm and Emelia’s nostrils flared as she came and
came.

“Makes it all
better doesn’t it slut. The orgasm for you, is the answer to
everything. You know once these people have finished with you, you
will come back to me, and you will be back in my stable. So that is
something for you to look forward to.”

As Mina spoke
Emelia was squirting her orgasm from between the lips of latex. And
at the height of the orgasm that squirt was more like a gush, and
those noises from Emelia were like deep seated animal like grunts
that seemed to echo around this huge round shed. Mina held that
orgasm until Emelia was trembling and quivering bodily.

In another
room, somewhere in this vast property complex the grey haired,
bearded man was watching via covert cameras. Every angle was
afforded to him on a series of high definition flat screens. And
with him was a woman who seemed to have the knack of being able to
remain in the shadow of what lighting there was.

“What are you
thinking?”

Her voice was
deep, husky, almost cigarette smoky. It was the voice of a mature
woman.

“I don’t
know, not exactly. I’m looking at Mina, watching how she interacts
with the creature, and I’m thinking that things are not going to
end well for her. I’m thinking that at twenty years old, if we took
her out now, there would be maybe two decades of hell for her to
endure. And I am finding myself liking the thought more and
more.”

And there was
some silence as the man’s words were absorbed.

“Is that what
you’re saying, that you’re going to take her out?”

Again a
silence.

“I’m saying
that she needs to be taken out for the good of our community. THEY
deserve to see this girl reduced and in the greatest of
distress.”

And his words
hung like those of an executioner. He had sucked Mina in, with
ease.

 


Back in the
big round shed, Mina was holding the peak of that orgasm and she
was making sure that Emelia was ringing every last microbe of
pleasure from it. And she could tell from the noises that Emelia
made that she was getting every last little drop of that orgasmic
pleasure. But Mina was feeling something. She was feeling something
that she had never felt before - like emotion for Emelia. Not sad
because her sadism was being fed. But she was developing feelings
for Emelia and she didn’t even recognise that. But at the same
time, she had no idea that she was in danger of being taken out
herself. Nothing would have been further from her mind. She’d felt
safe with the man. More safe than she’d ever felt. There was not
even the single thought that she was in danger from him, in any
way.

She whispered to
Emelia

“I’ll be
back, to see you again, soon.”

And she
kissed her on the cheek. And then she started the rotator up again
and Emelia went back into perpetual, agony filled motion. And then
Mina left the round shed, to go find the man with the grey hair and
Gandalf like beard. She thought she had her future involvement with
this man and this organisation to discuss, and in a way, that was
true.
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END
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