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Chapter 1

 


NOW - in an undisclosed location.

 


“You don’t cry, you don’t scream, you don’t show any sign of
pain or discomfort at all. You just take it Davina. You take it all
because it’s what ‘I’ want. And expressionless, all the time
expressionless. You take it because you’ve got no choice. You take
it because it pleases ‘me’ Davina. It doesn’t matter what you feel,
or how much you want to scream the place down, you DON’T, because
it pleases ME. Do you understand Davina? It’s the new order. You
pleasing ME in every way is your new order. Nothing else is more
important to you than pleasing ME. I am the centre of your world
now, and you exist to please ME in any way, in every way, no matter
what.”

Cindy’s
voice was almost like a droning hypnotic one. The stunning twenty
something was emphasising each and every word and she was talking
at a speed that was slow - an almost pondering pace. She was
talking as though it was important, very important that she get
every word through to Davina. And true to Cindy’s word, Davina
wasn’t screaming or shouting. There weren’t even any tears. And
there was this almost enigmatic smile across her full lips, but not
quite. But there was this ‘effort’ there for her to maintain that
almost smile. It was like she was doing it, but not without effort.
It seemed like for Cindy, it needed to be effortless - it needed to
be effortless for Davina to take what she was giving her. There was
this feeling, this knowledge that Cindy was just revisiting rules
and regulations that had already been laid down. Rules that had
been laid down over time maybe. Rules that were simply being
reminded to Davina. Certainly it seemed that here and now the
process, whatever the process was or is, had already started, and
this was just another step in that process. But then one had to ask
to what ends? One had to ask what the fuck was going on here? And
certainly that whatever it was shouldn’t have been.

A closer
look at Davina would reveal that she was in a lot of pain, but not
what that pain entailed, or what was causing it. It was just as
though that smile, and that lack of noise that she should be making
were just things that made up a mask. A mask that the older woman
had to maintain. That pain that she was suffering was obvious if
one looked deeper into her eyes. There was the constant blinking.
She was allowed to do that - to blink - it was like an expression
that she was allowed, for now. And there should be tears but there
weren’t - that had to be a harder thing to conquer - crying inside
and yet without tears. That had to be a sign that she had been
‘conditioned’ to a point already. That she had already been through
things that made her the way she was here and now.

That
closer look into her huge almond shaped eyes would reveal that the
level of pain she was suffering had to be high - so it didn’t make
sense that she wasn’t at least crying. Or that she was able to cry
silently, inside. But then one had to take the words of Cindy into
consideration. The way she spoke those words and the way she
emphasised them and underlined them with her tone of voice. The
longer one might witness this ‘happening’ the longer one couldn’t
really get to grips with it. And the more questions could and
should be raised. There was no sense to it, and there was no
logical reason why a younger woman like Cindy was speaking like
this to an older woman like Davina. And then there was no reason
why on this earth that the younger woman had the right to cause
this woman so much pain. There was a sense of ‘respect’ from Cindy
for Davina but that in itself was a contradiction. All the signs
were there that Davina was in a lot of pain and that the pain was
being caused in some way, or had been implemented in some way by
this younger girl Cindy. Respect, what respect?

And yet,
there was this huge feeling of respect at the same time. That yes
she was causing this pain but that the pain was something that was
out of respect for her. Maybe even because of it. Whatever - the
scene, this ‘thing’ was getting more and more disturbing. One had
to guess that the longer one watched, or saw what was going on, the
more complex it became. The more disturbing it became, for sure.
But the more questions that needed to be answered at the same time.
It was like one of those conundrums that couldn’t be explained or
answered. It was like one had to step away and just think for a
minute. Just try to take a breath, take and step back and work
things logically out. One could try that, of course but it would
become clear quickly that there was no logic. If someone, ‘you’ for
instance are from the normal world then nothing makes sense that is
happening in this place at this time. There’s nothing about it that
settles the mind. Nothing at all. All in all it had this surreal
feel to it. But a surreality that was based in the real, brutal
world.

“Just breath Davina. Just breathe through it and embrace it.
If you embrace it, you’ll accept it. Eventually, I want there to be
no sign - absolutely no sign of the agony you’re in. I want that
glaze in your eyes to be gone and I want that slight pained
expression to be gone. I can see it you know. I know it’s there,
but its early days. I know it will take time. I know it won’t all
fall into place over night. But it WILL happen. You WILL take
absolute, intense agony and sometimes you will smile like you mean
it. You WILL smile like you are pleased to be taking pain for me.
Smile like there is nothing more in this world that pleases you
more - than taking pain for ME - because I want you to. And
sometimes there will be nothing - nothing at all, because it’s what
I want!” And there it was again - that slow, pondering talk. That
ever so emphasised tone. This young woman, and who was little more
than a girl really, talking in a way that she shouldn’t and about
things that she shouldn’t know anything about. And maybe it was
because Cindy was so young, so ‘fresh’ looking, that this whole
thing was shocking. And it was shocking - shocking to the
core.

Cindy
had this little thing that she did - this little crossing of her
legs and then the swipe of the back of her fingers as though
ironing out any little creases in her skirt. But that skirt was so
tight, that there were no creases, and the skirt was also short
enough to show an expanse of leg length that deserved a second look
- and indeed would attract an enhanced and elongated second look.
But even in this there was something disturbing. There was this
casual way that this young girl was with Davina. She was doing
something unspeakable to her but at the same time she was casual
about it. It wasn’t rattling her that she was causing this older
woman so much pain. It wasn’t getting to her in the slightest that
she has this woman silently crying the way she had her. And that
was the thing - Davina might not have been able, or permitted to
cry out loud, or audibly in any form - and yet one just knew that
she had to be crying inside. There was every sign that she was
crying inside. That look in her eyes. That look really that said it
all. That absolute look. But still there were no tears. Not a
single tear.

“What do you say to Davina? What do you WANT to say to me,
right now? Come tell me what you want to say to me.” And there was
that casualness again - almost like it was something that had been
rehearsed. It sure as hell felt that whatever it was that Davina
had to say to Cindy, or wanted to say to her, was something that
had been covered in the process. It was something that had been
covered in minute detail. There was a little noise - first there
was the flare of Davina nostrils, and then the suck in of air. This
told of the further effort that she had to put in. She sucked in
air through her flared nostrils and that was another noise that was
allowed. It was another noise that could be ‘let go’. It was like
Cindy knew full well that Davina was contending a lot right at this
precise point in time. Eventually it would all be in complete and
utter silence, but for now, this little transgressions were
allowed. “Thank you Miss Cindy, thank you Miss Cindy for the pain.
Thank you for treating me as I deserve to be treated. I am in your
debt Miss Cindy. “‘it’ will always be in your debt.” And Davina
stopped talking. Her voice sort of faded out because the pain was
getting to her again. And probably at this point was the point when
she would have cried out loud. But she wasn’t allowed to do that.
That much had been engrained on her mind. She had been trained to
that extent already. There were noises, little noises that would
need to be ironed out in time, but that was all in good
time.

And now
all there was left was this sucking in of air again through flared
nostrils - like she was fighting with her natural inclinations to
cry, or scream the place down. But now there was another shock,
another disturbance in anyone who might witness what was happening.
It was the utter subservient and submissive way that she spoke to
Cindy. That was just ‘wrong’ on so many levels. That simply did not
sit right in any psyche, that this older woman was talking to a
younger woman in that way. It just wasn’t right. And there was this
broken tone to Davina’s voice that would have been in part due to
the pain she was experiencing - but it was also due to the
sincerity with which she spoke to Cindy. the words might have been
all wrong - the order she spoke the words might have been all wrong
in their content - but there was something that there was beyond
sincere about the way she spoke those words. Something that was
sincere beyond skin deep. Like she was sincere from the bottom of
her soul in what she was saying to Cindy. Like despite this pain
that she was in, that she meant what she was saying from the bottom
of her heart.

And
again that all seemed just ‘wrong’. Cindy uncrossed her bare,
slightly tanned legs and she got up to her bare feet. She left
Davina where she was and went to the only window in the room and
she looked out. Sunlight was streaming in, strong sunlight, and
that created a sharp shard through the dimmed room that left
particles of dust suspended in the air. Whatever this place was, it
wasn’t a clinically clean room. And one had to think about that and
come to the conclusion that this was a worry. There was a lot of
pain that this woman was in. A lot of agony that she was bearing on
herself. But there was no clue, not at first what that agony was.
Where it was located or what was causing it. There was just this
‘obviousness’ about it - that all in this room was not well. And
one had to think about agony because of open wounds. Were there any
open wounds that were causing this absolute pain? Or was the pain
inside - like an internal pain that had been created somehow and
was being maintained somehow by this girl Cindy? Or, was the pain
somehow psychological - a pain that had been inflicted inside the
mind by a girl, or a young woman who can do that? A young woman who
had managed to slip inside the mind of this older woman maybe? That
had to be considered. It had to be thought about as a possibility.
But that was because what was happening in this place was so off
the scale.

And it
was so far off the scale that any form of logical thought was being
held back, pushed back by this weirdness. “You most definitely are
in my debt Davina. And you most certainly are grateful for what I
am putting you through. and for me coming into your life. Just
think, if I didn’t come into your life you would be like a
wandering soul now and not able to function on any proper level.
You wouldn’t be able to be who you really are, and who I want you
to be. You would just be this ‘shell’. Like a shell without a
purpose in life. And then I came along, and now you have a purpose.
You have a reason to live. And that reason is ‘me’. You exist to
please me - gratify me in every way. You exist to accept and absorb
all of this pain that I give you because this is what you are for.
It’s what you need to do because without what I offer you as a
life, you are nothing.” And the truth was that it was getting more
creepy, more weird with every word that Cindy spoke. She was
talking more normally now as she stayed looking out of that window.
She didn’t turn to face Davina - it was like she didn’t need to. It
was like she just knew that she had the woman’s full attention and
that each and every word that she was speaking was filtering into
the ears and the psyche of Davina.

Cindy
closed her eyes - as though she wanted to emphasise what she could
hear. As though she wanted to process all of those sounds, those
little sounds that Davina was making. She knew that eventually the
woman would be suffering in silence, in complete silence. But for
now she just wanted to listen to those sounds because they were the
sounds that she would eradicate - that she would rub out, snuff out
in due course. It was like for Cindy, this was part of the process.
Yes she would snuff the noises that Davina made out, but for now
they were part of the process that she could absorb and that she
could wallow in. There was the sound of Davina breathing. But it
was an irregular breathing. A more normal breathing pattern through
her mouth, but then every so often, every few seconds it was like
the pain got too much for her and she had to flare those nostrils
of hers and suck in air that way. That was a definite noise that
wouldn’t be there for always. That was a noise that would be rubbed
out. Any sign of Davina suffering would be eradicated. The
suffering wouldn’t be rubbed out, but any visible or audible sign
of her suffering would be.

That was
an almost horrific thought - it was an almost mental thought that
this ’situation’ for want of a better word could be created like
this. The question had to be asked, who could do this? Who could do
this to this attractive thirty something woman? Who could even
think up something like this and then put it into play. “Thank you
for my life Miss Cindy. Thank you so, so much for my life Miss
Cindy. I owe you everything. Everything. Without you I am nothing.
With you I have purpose. My purpose is to suffer for you.” And they
were not easy words for Davina to get out. There was a trembling to
her lips and that trembling was transferred through to her voice.
The words seemed to be broken or on the point of breaking. And
there was this broken quality to those words that told of an amount
of despair that she was in. Yes there was a despair there, like an
underlying despair. But as well as that there was that respect and
that sincerity for the girl that she was talking to. It was one
fucked up situation.

Cindy
stayed looking out of the window and as Davina spoke there was this
little smile on her face. But there was something very, very wrong.
This girl was young and the woman was obviously older. There was a
lot of agony at play, and this girl had caused that agony. But
there was no concern in Cindy - and that smile was one that hinted
that she was enjoying an amount of pleasure at what she was
hearing. And that pleasure was blended with the further pleasure
that she was clearly getting at the pain she knew that Davina was
suffering. The more, and the longer one spent processing the scene
in this room, the more unsettled one would feel. To not feel
unsettled by it would add to the weirdness and the horror of it.
“That’s right Davina. Your purpose is to suffer for me. And tell
me, why is it your purpose to suffer for me? Tell me WHY, you are
where you are, going through what you are going through?” Again
Cindy didn’t look back at Davina. She simply stood gazing out of
the window. It was as though she just wanted the sounds. That for
now, she just wanted to ‘hear’ Davina - that she just wanted to
soak them up that way and no other way, for now.

“I have to suffer for you Miss Cindy, because I am a cunt and
I am an ‘it’. And cunts and ‘its’ have to suffer. That is why I am
here Miss Cindy. This is why I am where I am. And this is why I
will always suffer. Because I am a cunt Miss Cindy. Because I am
YOUR cunt, your ‘it’.” And this time it was Cindy’s turn to breathe
in and flare her nostrils. This time it was her who tilted back her
head a little bit and sucked in air through her nostrils. It was
like she was getting some hit of some illegal substance or other.
Like those words coming from Davina were what she lived for. The
cunt word, and the utter subservience in this woman’s voice.
Subservience and acceptance and total respect for this younger
woman. There was something that irked at the nerve endings at what
was happening here. There was something that far from sitting
right, slid around and unsettled other aspects of the mind. And
there were the questions - there were the puzzles as to how this
situation could have come to be. How it could have developed, how
it simply existed without any interruption or rescue from the
outside world. There was this feeling - this utter feeling that the
poor woman, Davina was in the middle of being introduced to Hell
itself. That at the moment she was simply hovering on the door
threshold between the normal world and hell itself - but that at
any minute she would be propelled through that door so that she
could experience hell in its most purest form.

It would
only be once a person had digested this scene, this situation in
this room, that one would start to ask the questions. Who were
these women? Where did they come from? What was their stories? What
the hell was going on here? “That’s right Davina, you most
certainly ARE a cunt and the lowest form of ‘it’. And you most
certainly are MY cunt. But you know, the outside world won’t know
that. Not at first anyway. You will be my cunt, in disguise. You
will suffer silently, and you will suffer totally because you are a
cunt.” And Cindy was smiling again and she was sucking in air
through her flared nostrils again. And then she turned to Davina
again.

 



Chapter 2

 


CINDY - 10 years ago

 



Somewhere there was the sound of dripping water. Like a tap
that hadn’t been turned off, or that the washer had worn out. But
there was another noise as well. The noise of a snivelling girl - a
snivelling teenage girl. Cindy was standing - just standing in
front of a window inside a gloomy room - she was looking into the
room rather than out of the window. Bright sunlight was filtered
only slightly by a hanging, grubby net curtain. Cindy was just
standing - she was naked except for a pair of knee high socks and
Mary Jane shoes. it was clear that she was standing there because
she had been told to. That she had been instructed to. But there
was something about the way she was standing. It might have been
that she was showing some embarrassment or discomfort at standing
naked like that. But that wasn’t it at all. She was standing as
though in discomfort because she was suffering. One of her hands
and arms was being held across her lower tummy, as though it was
her tummy was the source of her discomfort, and her other arm, her
other hand was out a little bit, and her fingers wrapped around the
shaft of a stainless steel medical stand. And there was this thing
that she did. She was standing and she was snivelling but she was
also shifting her weight from one of her feet to the other. And she
was doing that constantly. She was moving like that, just taking
little steps, just bending one knee and then the other. Just
stepping away from that medical stand a little bit and then taking
a sideways step right back in again. And that movement, that motion
was constant. And the snivelling was timed with that motion. That
snivelling was a constant as well. And if one looked closer still
there was this ‘shivering’ as well. But it wasn’t cold in that
room. It was like the shivering was coming from inside her. Like
she was shivering from within.

Another
closer look at Cindy would reveal at least a hint of what her
suffering was about. There was a tube, a three quarter inch rubber
tube that seemed to vanish up between her legs, between her bottom
cheeks. The presence of that tube just told of the fact that it had
been inserted into her. One couldn’t know about the depth of that
insertion. But one could guess that it was deep because if it
wasn’t, it might have slipped out, or been possible for it to be
pushed out, or expelled by Cindy herself. There was every
indication that the tube was inside her back passage, deeply. That
tube then looped down and then back up from between her legs, and
up to a floppy rubber expandable bottle that was hanging upside
down from high on the medical stand - indeed high enough to be
above head height. A person would then do the maths that whatever
was in that bottle would be being gravity fed into the bowels of
Cindy and with that realisation would come the slight cringe at the
thought of it. And further mental maths would come to the
conclusion that whatever it was being fed into her was the cause of
her discomfort and snivelling. It was like a realisation coming all
at once.

“Cindy, you are a cunt. Tell me what you are? Tell me NOW what
you are?” And it wasn’t so much the words that would shock anyone
to the core - it was the fact that the voice that spoke was one of
a female. A mature female - and one that obviously had a lot of
control over the teenage Cindy. “I’m a cunt mamma. I’m a cunt.” And
there was that shakiness to the voice. But there was also the
further shock that Cindy had called this woman ‘mamma’, leaving
anyone wondering if this woman was Cindy’s real, birth mother,
which would be sinister, or was it some kind of sick role-play
which as well would be sinister. Whatever was going on here was
leaving something of a bitter taste in the mouth. but not a bitter
taste that faded and died, rather one that got more and more
bitter. “That’s right you are a cunt. But the thing is that you are
MY cunt. That is what is the most important thing. Now you make
sure you hold onto that. I don’t want to see any trickling down
your thighs. You ‘squeeze’ your ass and make sure you keep it all
in until I say. And you know what happens if it all goes wrong!”
The more this woman spoke the more insane she sounded. It wasn’t so
much the words she used or the tone that made her sound insane. It
was more to do with the situation. The scene - the visuals of the
scene. It was bad enough that this was a woman who was speaking to
Cindy like this - could possibly be her mother, but not clearly her
mother. But the rest of it - how this was revealing itself - how
the layers were being peeled back at the same time as being left
intact, was something that was nudging at the edges of the deeper
nerves so creating a deeper disturbance.

“Yes mamma, I must ‘squeeze’ and hold it in, squeeze and hold
it in.” And that Cindy had this habit of repeating herself in the
same sentence added to the insanity of it all. And it added to the
already existing knowledge that she was in more than a little
amount of discomfort and despair and there was something about the
way she repeated herself, that gave a little insight, a little hint
as to the state of her mind at that precise time. But what was
clear as well was that this was not an easy task that she was
undertaking for this woman who sat in the shadows and out of the
window sunlight. The upside down rubber bottle was emptying
gradually. It was on a controlled gravity feed into her bowels. And
that it was a slow feed added to the discomfort - it was like a
slow dripping torture that Cindy could feel, and that she had to
absorb. And the more of the solution that was being fed into that
entered her, the more the pressure inside her rectum and anus and
bowels increased. It didn’t help that the slightly thick oily
solution was cold, like ice cold. And that fact would have
explained why she seemed to be shivering from the
inside.

The
natural instinct in Cindy would have been to let go of it. Would
have been to expel the tube and the contents of her bowels. But she
couldn’t do that. She couldn’t do that because the tube inside her
had been expanded and inflated so was in effect ‘locked’ inside
her. And she couldn’t push, or let go of anything because she
wasn’t allowed. With the tube locked in, but her anus not sealed,
if she was to let go, then there would be a trickle and leak and a
very slow tortuous process of releasing the pressure. It was that
leak that she had to prevent herself by squeezing. If she didn’t
manage that then she would get that trickle down her thighs, and
she couldn’t do that because she wasn’t allowed. And apparently she
knew what happened if she failed this or any particular task that
she was given by this older woman. By this time, anyone stumbling
on this scene would be struggling to comprehend why in the twenty
first century, or any century, they were being faced with a scene
like this.

It was a
lose lose for Cindy. But then the sympathy would kick in. There was
this teenager, completely smooth and hairless below the neck, and
even that didn’t seem right somehow. There should have been ‘some’
hair, pubic hair, underarm hair maybe. But there was none. And she
was standing in her knee length socks and her Mary Jane shoes in an
obvious amount of distress. And the amount of that distress hinted
at in the way she stood with her knees touching and her feet
splayed, toes pointing inwards towards each other. And that little
‘dance’ from foot to foot. Those shoes with the slightly raised
heels creating something of an alluring stance in Cindy. And yet a
stance that invoked and emphasised that sympathy as well. “That’s
right, cunt, you have to squeeze and hold it in. And I want you to
do something else for mamma now as well. I want you to STOP the
snivelling. Just STOP it NOW.” And immediately that seemed an
unfair thing for Cindy to have to do. It seemed like it was just
not right that she not be allowed, not be permitted to snivel let
alone cry. But immediately Cindy stopped the snivelling. It was
like, at least to an outsider, as though it would be impossible for
her to stop showing signs of that increasing pressure inside her
bowels by stopping that snivelling. Indeed it seemed like an
impossible thing that she would have to do. And yet, immediately
she stopped. It was like, there had been a process before this
point. Like a process of some kind of training that she had been
through at the hands, and the mind of this ‘mamma’ woman. That
snivelling and that sniffing just stopping there and then, as
though a switch had been flicked and off it went.

“Good cunt, good ‘it’. Mamma likes to see it being a good
cunt.” There was this almost dead pan tone to this woman’s voice.
It wasn’t a voice that was raised, or edgy. The words were spoken
straight and simply. They were spoken clearly and concisely - but
there was no sign of concern maybe that she was pushing Cindy, or
‘cunt’ too far. Indeed there was every sign that she intended to
push the teenager further and further. That she intended to push
the limits of what she had done before. Whatever she had done
before. And there was nothing except a casualness to the woman,
whoever she was. That she was comfortable in what she was doing. Or
what she was instructing Cindy to do. And there was this clear
knowledge there that she knew what Cindy was going through - that
she understood the levels of distress and anxiety and torment that
she was inflicting. There was not a single minute sign that this
woman didn’t know what she was doing. And it was more disturbing
that there was this feeling that this woman knew that she was
torturing the teen, and to what extent, indeed that there was
nothing that this woman in the shadows didn’t already know. And
there was even more that said that things, in this place, now, were
proceeding according to her plans.

 


One hour later

 


The bag
was almost empty now and one had to have that feeling that if she
could, if she was permitted, Cindy would be making a lot more noise
than that snivel that she had been almost dribbling earlier. One
had the feeling that she would be shrieking at the top of her
voice. She was still standing on that exact same spot and she had
been throughout. And her arm was still across the lower part of her
tummy, except now, her tummy was swollen. There was a distinct
round bulge to her tummy to signify the swelling of her bowels due
to the ice cold oily solution that was still being gravity fed into
her. Yes the bag was almost empty, but only ‘almost’. The woman, a
tall, lithe though slightly curvy woman had got up now. But in that
weird light in that room, she was still in shadow. There was this
like silhouette of her and she was dressed. She was perched on the
tops of high spiky heels and she was profiled in a tight fitting
skirt suit. And that profile added another level of fuckery to this
scene. There was this crisp clean profile, and silhouette of this
tall woman in a suit and high heels - almost a perfect vision and
yet, there was this teenage girl, in her knee length socks and her
Mary Jane shoes and the young girl kind of blurred the edges
between that crisp perfection of this woman, and the almost ‘dirty’
existence of Cindy. Almost like this girl was soiling the scene
with her presence.

The
woman had a bottle in her hand and she twisted the top to break the
seal. It couldn’t be seen what the bottle was, but the woman solved
that particular mystery. “A little drop of vodka, to help you
along. I know it helps a cunt like you to be numbed out a little
bit. And I know that vodka is perfect for you.” And the woman again
was speaking in that voice of hers, all mono syllable like, and
just with one tone. She was introducing straight vodka into the
mix. She was introducing straight vodka into the upside down rubber
bottle. And she was doing that via a little valve in the neck of
the bottle. That meant the vodka was being introduced to the
solution that was left. And that was then being fed directly into
the anal track and bowels of Cindy. For anyone in the know, this
would cut out the middle man so to speak. This would ensure that
the alcohol was introduced directly to the blood stream of the girl
without her having to taste it and digest it. This of course meant
that the effect was almost, but not quite instant. There was time
for the woman to put the top back on the bottle and for her to
return to her seat in the shadows. And she did that and as she did
that she crossed her legs and there was this noise of nylon rasping
nylon as her legs rubbed together.

But then
there was nothing. There was just this woman watching Cindy. She
was watching now for the effects of the alcohol to come to the
fore. “Thank you mamma, thank you for making it a little bit easier
for me. It owes you so much mamma. You’re so kind to me.” It was
almost ‘sad’ to hear Cindy speaking like this. It was sad that she
knew that the numbness of the effects of the alcohol could help her
through what she was having to endure. It was sad that she was
going through what she was going through. And yet at the same time
there was something compelling about what this pretty girl was
going through as well. Something that was compelling enough to make
anyone want to watch it through to its conclusion. There was
something almost ‘essential’ about watching it, and experiencing it
through to its conclusion. “That’s right cunt, you DO owe me so
much. I AM kind to you. But it’s ok cunt, you repay me by suffering
for me and I like that. That’s all you have to worry about is
making me happy. If ‘it’ doesn’t make me happy….. well, you know
what happens then.” And she tailed her voice off leaving whatever
she was going to say, unsaid.

The
vodka was in her system now and there was this slight roll to
Cindy’s eyes. This would have been the only relief, if it could be
called relief that she had experienced for a long, long time. It
wasn’t really relief at all - rather it was something that just
blurred the edges a little bit. Something that simply took the
edges off that tiny amount. It just meant that the torture wouldn’t
feel quite so bad. There would be this period of time when she
might even feel ‘good’. Not so good that the agony of the enema was
not there. That was always there, but the vodka in her system acted
like an anaesthetic, to an extent. And it acted like that as the
bottle finally emptied into her. She would ‘enjoy’ or get relief
from the numbness for a little while. But that would lull her into
a false sense of security because what was being numbed was the
worst possible pain that she or anyone could ever imagine. And then
very slowly the effects off that vodka would fade away. There would
be the ‘high’ of that vodka having been fed straight into her blood
system. But as fast as it went in, it would fade away. And it was
that ‘fading away’ that this woman, this perfectly profiled woman
would be looking for. It would have been the reason that she gave
Cindy this vodka. Not for the girl’s benefit at all, but for hers.
It was the point at which the vodka effect died off and that blunt
trauma absolute pain was inside her abdomen again. The pressure
from that enema and from her having to retain that enema - and all
that it entailed.

And the
thing was poor Cindy was having to do it in silence. She wasn’t
allowed to snivel, or cry or scream now. She had been told not to
make that noise anymore. Eventually she would be told to remain
expressionless as well but that was for the future. That was for
some point maybe this day, or maybe in another day, another
session. For now she could make those expressions that gave over
her pain and torture in the way screams and cries would have been
able to. In fact, that she couldn’t snivel, cry or scream, but just
make these faces, was worse. For some reason those facial
expressions of absolute pain gave it away more. And the way she
danced from foot to foot. That was more ‘urgent’ now. That’s it -
that movement, that motion was more urgent. It was more desperate
if that makes sense. And it was quicker, faster. It had been in a
semi-slow motion before. It had been constant, always constant but
slower. But now that the internal pressure in Cindy was greater,
and now that the stomach cramps had set in, the motion was quicker,
it was faster. It was more like a dance now than it had been
before. And those expressions on Cindy’s face said it all. There
was this pain etched on her face and through her eyes. But that was
only there because it was permitted to be there. That wouldn’t
always be the case.

It was a
fact that Cindy would have all of her methods of expressing the
pain she was in at any given time, taken away from her in due
course. Not that she would have them taken away from her but rather
that she would be forced to subdue them - erase them back into
herself - not be allowed to show them. That was more cruel than
anything. She could be gagged, hooded and bondaged in such a way
that her pain would be hidden, or masked. But that wouldn’t happen.
Rather she would be forced to not show them. She would have to put
in the effort not to make noises that told her she was in any pain.
And she would be forced to remain expressionless to the extent that
it was not possible to see that she was in any pain. She would be
forced to hide the fact that she would be in a form of absolute
agony that could not be described. And this would be something that
would a torture in itself. To scream, or cry, or shout out would be
like a release of that pain and torture. But she would not be
allowed to do any of that. She would have to bare the pain and show
nothing. And that would be for the benefit of this woman, mamma.
That would be for her enjoyment. For her sadistic enjoyment. The
troubled life of Cindy becomes clearer and clearer but is only
touched on here.

 



Chapter 3

 


DAVINA - 6 weeks ago - Executive Of The Year
Awards

 


It was
known that Davina had won every business and executive award going.
That was a fact, but she was the first to win this one three years
on the run. No executive except for her had managed two years on
the trot, let alone three. It said something about the woman
herself. It said something about the steel of the woman. It said
something about the substance of this woman.

What
there was as well about Davina were her striking looks. In her
middle to late thirties she had fully developed, physically as a
woman. She had this style that was unique to her. A short almost
‘severe’ haircut, boyish in a way but in a way that emphasised the
fact that she was a woman. Had she been slight of build, stick
thin, that boyishness would work against her femininity. But as it
was, with legs that went on forever and curves that screamed ‘all
woman’, that boyishness, that short severe haircut became like her
trademark. It became like something that identified her as one to
be reckoned with. And she dressed to emphasise that style further.
Fitted trouser suits that enhanced her leg length. Tops and jackets
that emphasised her curves. And then occasionally, breath-taking
dresses and skirt and top ensembles that emphasised her unique, and
classy femininity to the utmost.

The way
she carried herself then in this elegant and yet business like way.
The severity of her short black haircut and style kind of came
through in the way she stood, the way she walked, the way she
talked. There was this pure uniqueness about Davina that shone
through. A uniqueness that brought attention to her. It made people
look at her, not once but often twice or more. That was because she
was pleasing on the eye. There was this femininity that oozed from
her but there was also that aura or this filter around her that
would tell anyone with bad intentions, to stay the fuck away. And
because of that she had this ‘feel’ about her. Yes she had that
‘stay the fuck away’ vibe and yet because of that, she also
attracted people. People that wanted to know her, to speak to her
and to be part of her world. Even those above her in the work place
were attracted to her, and wanted her to be in their circle, in
their world. Davina was unique in many ways and in many more ways
she was more than the sum of her parts.

Her’s
was a style that she developed from the moment she went into the
City. It was a style even that existed before she went in for her
first day in the pool. There was something about her that would
tell anyone that she would one day kick ass - that is if she wasn’t
kicking ass already. There was something about the way that she
carried herself, her body language and her whole manner that would
tell anyone that she would climb any ladder that was offered to
her. That she would even climb any ladder that wasn’t offered to
her. That she would choose the ladders to climb and that she
wouldn’t wait or need to be invited. There was, from day one, a
determination about her that would impress those above her in the
food chain. And there was from that day one, the knowledge that as
time passed by, that there wouldn’t be that many above her in the
food chain. Indeed that she would be at the head of that very same
food chain ‘sooner or later’. And that was the way it was shaping
up to be. That was the way it was happening already. It was a
simple fact that Davina mapped her own future. That she made her
own luck. That she kicked down closed doors and made it for
herself. And that she didn’t rely on anyone but herself was
something that had stood her in good stead. It had been that fact,
her refusal to rely on anyone in her life, that had formed the very
foundations on which she stood.

‘Sooner or later’ was right though. It was clear, it was
obvious that Davina wouldn’t spend very long at all in the ‘pool’.
She had gone into her working life completely and utterly focussed.
She hadn’t been particularly bright at school. She didn’t go the
university from school route. Rather, she had been a late
developer. She’d known that she wanted to work in the City, she’d
known that it was the City that would provide her with the
environment that she wanted to be in. In the first instance though
she had a problem. Because she hadn’t done that well at school and
didn’t do the university thing, she had needed to get up to speed.
And it was because she needed to get up to speed, get some
qualifications, that she had needed to start at the bottom of the
ladder. And it could be said that starting at the bottom of the
ladder was probably the best thing that ever happened to her. It
was like something that prepared her for life ahead. It gave her
the opportunity to see the work place from lower down. Gave her the
opportunity to experience what those down the ladder got to
experience every single day. And for her that could only be a good
thing. Something that was developmental for her. Something that
prepared her in the best way possible for what was ahead for her.
Or most of what was ahead for her.

And that
was the thing. Davina started in the ‘pool’. The modern equivalent
of the typing pool. Word processing legal documents and contracts
was her day to day work. It was what she spent her working week
doing. And in doing that she picked up a lot of information. It was
like her chance to pick up lots and lots of information and
knowledge along the way. Picking it up and learning it when there
was no pressure on her shoulders. In the pool there would be no
pressure other than the words per minute she could process and so
she could take the time to learn. Take the time to understand the
documents she was processing. Understand the processes that she was
dealing with day in day out. And it gave her the chance to say the
right things to the people that mattered. To say the right things
to those above her in that food chain. It was the way she worked,
the way she rolled. It was her way of getting a foothold - her way
of forging ahead with her masterplan. It was more valuable for her
to say the odd right thing in the odd right ear, than to have spent
all that time in ‘school’ or in further education. It was her take
on ‘learning on the job’ as it were. Learning on the job was a
thousand times more valuable than all of that time spent in
lectures rooms of universities where a lot of students came out
with barely a grip on the real world, let alone making it in that
real world.

Davina
wasn’t a woman who wanted or needed to stand still. She had to be
on a trajectory that was always forward. She always needed to be
moving forwards - she always needed to be making progress. So where
she hadn’t been a natural academic, she was driven and she did have
designs on being at the top of her game. But that would be under
her terms. That would be her way. There was this way that she did
it that was different. There was this ‘thing’ that saw Davina never
dictated to by those above her. She had this manner about her, this
character and this charisma that saw people above her want her to
be on side. So they asked her and they encouraged her to come on
board. But she always came on board on her terms. If she had
anything to say then she said it. She wasn’t particularly loud - or
forceful in what she said and when she said it. But the difference
was that people listened to her. They actually stood back and
listened to her. And they took in what she said because what she
said often was what she picked up in the pool. It was what she
learnt from the work she did. And it meant that she could say the
right thing at the right time. There was no way that Davina would
spend a lot of time in the pool. She would be slipped out of there
very quickly.

And she
was. She moved up the ladder one rung at a time but that was
because she chose to do that. She didn’t want to be, or need to be
fast tracked up. She wanted to do it the hard way. But for her it
wasn’t the hard way, it was the natural way. And it was a way that
worked. From day one it worked. And it worked on every rung of that
ladder. Davina took roughly five years to get from the pool to the
top of that ladder. And when she did that, she had nothing but
respect from those around her because she had done it, in their
eyes, the ‘hard’ way. Her invite, her entry into the law company’s
inner sanctum was one that was lauded. She wasn’t a lawyer - she
never pretended to be, never tried to be. What Davina was, was a
Human Resources and executive masterclass in action. She was the
glue that bound the company together. There were the lawyers, and
there were the shareholders and partners - and then there was
Davina.

 



Something was wrong. The glitzy award thing was in full
swing. Plenty of champagne, and good food, but in Davina there was
something wrong. She was distant and it was like she wasn’t with
the plan at all. That in itself was odd, for her. She looked beyond
stunning dressed in a short black cocktail dress that hugged her
figure like a second skin. She wasn’t normally one for leggy shows
and evening makeup but she had thought it better to make the effort
this time. She was breaking another record. The only executive in
the City ever to win the executive of the year award three times on
the trot. It didn’t mean that much to her but it did to the people
around her and she had this feeling of responsibility in that
respect. If it was a big things to those who worked around and for
her, then it had to be a big thing for her and so she had put in
the effort.

“Everything alright Davina. You seem a little distant, if you
don’t mind me saying?” Carla was one of the many women that Davina
had leapfrogged on the way up to the higher echelons. But they had
become friends. In the early days there had been that petty
jealousy thing, but Davina had always flicked that off and got over
it. And that had been what Carla had done eventually and they had
become friends. That is, as much of friends that Davina wanted. She
never let anyone get too close to her. She never really let anyone
‘in’ if that is the right term. “Yeah, I’m ok. I just have a lot
on. You know, I’ve been thinking recently, I may look for a PA -
someone good who can take care of the day to day diary. You know,
someone to organise my day for me. That will free me up to get more
of my actual work done - and even spread my wings a little bit.
What do you think?” And Davina looked directly at Carla as she
spoke. Carla was the woman who had looked down her nose at Davina
when she started with the company. She would have been the one who
tried to stir the shit at the water dispenser with anyone who would
listen. Davina had been on to that though. It was something she
rose above but also something that she was more than aware of. And
if it had been something that bothered her that much, it was
something that she was more than capable of sorting out, if she
needed to. She never did.

“I think that’s a perfect idea. Do you have anyone in mind? I
mean, whoever it is, is going to have to be smart and switched on,
right?” And there was no sign of this earlier jealousy now and it
was like these two women were communicating on the same level. “Oh
for sure yes. I don’t think it will be anyone from within the
company. I want someone fresh. Switched on yes, but fresh. I want
to train them to be MY PA not a PA in the company, if that makes
sense?” Davina could have had no idea that she was probably
destroying Carla’s eye on the PA prize. She would consider that she
knew the woman inside out. She might even slip in that she had in a
way guided Davina through the company and up the company ladder -
which was rubbish of course. “Oh for sure yes. Best to get someone
in fresh. There’s got to be a whole load of suitable PA’s out there
who would die for a job with you Davina, I’m sure.” Carla was
gushing and she kind of knew it. It came through in her slightly
awkward body language. Davina might have picked up on that - or she
might not have, it didn’t matter, she wouldn’t bare it any thought.
Carla wasn’t even on her radar at this point.

“I think what I am going to do tomorrow is draft an advert for
the industry press and online. And then I’m going to sit and wait
to see what comes in from that. There’s no rush - I’m not desperate
to start someone right now. I can afford to wait until the right
one comes along. And I mean the right one!” And now she seemed more
relaxed, more happy - now that she had made the decision to find
someone. Now that she had made that decision to take someone on. It
was like it had been something that was playing on her mind. Hard
to believe that anything played on this woman’s mind though. Davina
was an accomplished woman in any single way. From the way she
carried herself, her body language, her attitude, to the way she
smashed her working life. “That sounds like a plan. If you want
some help organising interview schedules and of that, I don’t mind
stepping up?” For anyone else, for anyone who might have suspected
this woman Carla of trying to undermine, or get in where she was
not welcome, there might have been alarm bells ringing at this
woman offering to help like this. But there was no such concern
from Davina. She had bigger fish to fry - she had always had bigger
fish to fry. And she’d had the number of Carla for a long long
time.

“That would be perfect Carla. I kind of knew I could rely on
you. I’ll let you know when it’s a go and I’ll filter CV’s that
interest me, down to you to arrange interviews. How does that
sound?” Carla, not an unattractive woman herself, had been gushing
embarrassingly before but now she seemed content and happy that she
could be of assistance to Davina. This was a woman who kind of
looked on Davina as some kind of ‘god’. Or should that be
‘goddess’? Probably she envied her and probably yes there was that
jealousy there and that would always be there to some degree. But
there was undoubtedly this ‘need’ in Carla to be in Davina’s orbit.
She needed to be a part of this woman’s life. That may have been
inexplicable to some. For Davina though, it was a case of keeping
your friends close and your enemies closer still. Davina didn’t do
close friends. She’d never done close friends. To an extent she had
more or less always been a loner. Oh - she had given the impression
that she could mix it up with the best of them and she could. But
in reality she simply did what she needed to do, to get
on.

“You know what, I could do without this tonight.” Davina was
closing down the PA conversation with Carla. That was done and
dusted as far as she was concerned. She’d pick it up again
tomorrow. For now she was back in the moment back at the awards
ceremony proper. And just in time. “And for the third year running,
I give you Executive Of The Year, Davina.” And there was this
instant response. Like an instant wave of applause that went around
the grand ballroom like an audible version of a Mexican wave. That
was Davina’s cue to stand up and make her way to the stage. She
hated these do’s with all of her being. She appreciated being
appreciated but she was of the mind, kind of, that she should just
be allowed to get on with it as opposed to being paraded like this.
She’d thought a lot about this in her time. The company using her
profile and presence to further itself. She was a walking talking
billboard for them and she didn’t like that, not really. But now it
was her turn to gush. But she didn’t do real gushing. She simply
did a good impression of a gush.

“I have to say, I don’t know what to say.” And that got a
ripple of laughter but then it went silent. This was an example of
when Davina speaks everyone listens. This was a woman who was known
by her first name only - no surname was required. If someone
mentioned Davina, everyone knew who they were on about. This
ballroom was full of company people from all levels. Any one of
them, or all of them would listen to Davina intently to find out if
they could pick anything up that would be useful to them. “Look,
I’m not sure why I get this accolade three years on the run. I
really don’t. I just do my job. I just get on with it. I’ve had my
own mentors that I have looked up to over the years with the
company - they know who they are.” And there was another ripple.
But what she said was little more than a cheeky lie. There wasn’t a
single person who she worked with in this company that she looked
up to in that respect. She had made her own way. But what she said
sounded good. that is, it was a good soundbite. In this room were
executives and CEO’s from companies all over the City. Davina had
needed to say the right things at the right time and she had done
that throughout her career. And doing so had stood her in good
stead.

“I guess I just want to thank everyone who ever believed in me
- everyone who ever worked with me and helped me - whoever assisted
me - because I couldn’t have done it on my own.” And again Davina
was simply saying the right thing. She was simply saying what the
masses in that room wanted to hear. Davina was able, with ease, to
make people feel good about themselves. It was part of what made
her what she was. It was part of what got her where she was. And in
this room at this time, with the City’s elite in attendance she
would pick out people on nearby tables to make eye contact with.
Maybe two or three people who she would make eye contact with
during her speech, and in doing so would make their day. It was
like her doing her little bit. And she was good at doing her little
bit. She breezed through the speech even though she hated it with a
passion. She breezed through it because she had other things on her
mind now. In the morning she would begin the process of searching
for and selecting a PA. It was like she was about to embark on
another chapter in her life. And that was true, but it was true in
ways that she wouldn’t ever know. Not yet at least.

 



Chapter 4

 


CINDY - 6 weeks ago

 


Cindy
was barely recognisable from that girl, all those years ago. She
had blossomed into a stunning, breath-taking young woman who had
learnt, or relearnt to carry herself with a pride that was hard to
fathom given what she had been through at the hands and the sick
mind of the older woman known as ‘mamma’. If one were to look
closely, if one were to actually look at this young woman, she had
a tiny little lop-sided limp that she walked and moved with and if
one knew this woman’s history one would know that there had been
‘damage’ done to her. That there had been things done to her that
defied any kind of logic or belief and that had resulted in this
little impediment that she carried now with dignity. Indeed there
had been things done to her and with her that would make any normal
person question the relationship that human beings had with each
other. But apart from the little lop-sided movement that she made,
something that was barely noticeable - there was nothing. This was
just a young woman with her whole life ahead of her. This was just
a young woman who was scanning the net, scanning the trade press,
for a position that would suit her. But she was also a young woman
who was being driven by something - that is, driven by something
else.

And that
was what Cindy was doing, she was looking for a position. And then
she spotted something, an advert that was duplicated over the
printed and internet press. ‘PA & GIRL-FRIDAY NEEDED FOR HIGH
PROFILE FEMALE COMPANY EXECUTIVE. CHANCE OF A LIFETIME FOR THE
RIGHT CANDIDATE. WORLDWIDE TRAVEL AND OWN APARTMENT PROVIDED. APPLY
WITH CV AND CONTACT DETAILS.’ It was a simple advert and it had
Cindy’s attention but she wanted to know more. She wanted to know
who the female company executive was. A little research on the
contact details in the advert, and then a little more digging came
up with Davina. And from there it was easy for her to dig a little
more. It was clear that Cindy was a little more than a young woman
looking for a job. There was something about the way she researched
and then went over and over what she found out. She sat back in her
chair and crossed her legs. There was no sign of her impeded
movement as she did that. Indeed there was no sign of her past, or
the traumas that she had gone through at all. In a way that was a
worry. It was like she had erased what she had been through. It was
as though it had never happened. At least on the outside it was
like that.

But not
in her mind of course. That was all still up there in her mind. And
that there was no sign of it otherwise, it was a worry. More than a
worry. Cindy was seeing a woman executive at the top of her game.
She was seeing a woman who had won a top award three years in
succession. She was seeing a driven woman, a focussed one and she
was seeing a single woman. And that was key - a single woman. She
was seeing a woman who probably had nothing, or had very little in
her life except work. And that was true. She was seeing a woman who
had dedicated herself and committed herself to being a success and
that was also true. Cindy liked that - she liked it a lot. And by
the time she had finished researching Davina, she felt as though
she knew her inside out. The thing was that she wanted to know her
even more. Not even Cindy would have been able to pin down what was
attracting her to this woman Davina - the super executive. There
was just something about her. There was something about her that
excited her in a way that she had never been excited before. There
was something about her that she somehow ‘knew’ but didn’t know she
knew, just yet.

One
thing that Cindy was sure about was that she wanted and needed that
job. She was the girl Friday that this woman was looking for. Cindy
flicked imaginary dust off her tight skirt with the back of her
hand and as she did that, as she felt that flick ripple through her
legs flesh she felt an excitement that she had felt whenever her
mind went to other places. It was a sexual excitement that
manifested itself in wetness between her legs. Cindy had another
agenda - she wanted that job for a reason it was as simple as that.
She didn’t want it because it was her dream job. She wanted it
because it gave her the opportunity to get close to this mysterious
woman executive. She wanted it because it gave her the chance to
get into this woman’s life. And Cindy was freely admitting that to
herself. ‘Yes I want to get into your life bitch. I want to get
inside your head. I want to get under your skin.’ A closer look at
this young woman now would reveal a darkness in her eyes. Not the
eyes themselves but like a shadow of darkness behind them. It would
only be those who got close to Cindy would know about that
darkness, and not many got close to her. Maybe even some, or the
very few that did get close to her, regretted it. Regretted it for
a whole rash of reasons. But that was another story.

This was
Cindy’s life, after the ordeals of her teenage years and now it was
something of a mystery. There were gaps that couldn’t be filled in,
but that wouldn’t need to be filled in. Not even during the search
and selection process that Davina would put her through would she
need to reveal ‘everything’. This was the challenge for Cindy. She
would need to make her CV look good enough to spark the interest in
Davina and she would do that. She would do the traditional printed
CV, or rather PDF, and she would include an attached video
introduction of herself during which she would ‘sparkle’. That was
the thing about Cindy - she was clever at reading people. She had
got that skill from god only knows where. But when she felt that
she ‘knew’ Davina before she met her, that was a fact. And her
instinct and her intuition would take her the rest of the way. She
pulled up pictures of Davina from the net and spent a long time
looking at them. It was like she was concentrating and focussing
for all she was worth on them. Like in fact that she was getting
into the mind of Davina via her pictures. There was this
strangeness to Cindy that would be hard to fathom unless you knew
something of her past. Unless you knew something of what she went
through as a teenager. Even then it would be hard to fathom her.
Even then one would have to ask what made her tick. But even then
the answer wouldn’t come. Even then it all begged more questions to
be asked than it answered.

Cindy
spent time getting her CV just right. A CV that told of experience
but also told of a willingness to learn more. No executive wanted a
PA that knew everything! They always wanted someone they could
mould into their own perfection. Cindy got her CV just right before
she did the little video clip introduction. “Hi, I’m Cindy, and I
really, really want to be your girl-Friday so hope we can meet up.”
Nothing formal - actually everything as informal as you like.
Everything just so informal that it felt right. The short 20 second
clip was nothing except to show Davina what Cindy looked like and
what she sounded like. And even though there was this informality
about it, Cindy had gone out of her way to do her makeup as
corporate as possible thus creating this contradiction. Enough of a
contradiction to make Davina sit up and listen. Cindy checked and
rechecked her CV and her clip and then she pressed send. The deed
was done and now all she had to do was wait. And the thing was that
this was a young woman who KNEW that her efforts would pay off. She
KNEW that she would get that call.

 


The next day

 


There
was this eye roll from Davina. Her advert had attracted literally
hundreds of CVs and responses in different guises. Much as expected
really, most of them were ‘binned’ though not in the literal sense
of course. Most just were blatantly unsuitable for a variety and a
multitude of reasons. Others, occasionally she put to one side on
her computer desktop. Those were the ones she would filter a little
more carefully. Those she would go back to once the wheat had been
sorted from the chaff. It was a task for a whole day - one that
would take her most of one day, but it was important and so as
usual she put her all into it. She flicked through CV’s from girls
and women who had no chance of even being called into interview. It
was amazing, she thought, the hope that some people had in getting
jobs that they were totally unsuited to. She looked at the ‘binned’
side of her computer screen and then the side that she needed to go
back to, to filter through. There were far more on the binned side.
And then she came to Cindy’s file. And that was the thing, it was a
file. Rather than just a doc file or a lone PDF containing a CV it
was a file that contained two files. She liked that. She wouldn’t
know why she liked it - but it got her attention so that had to be
good. It was different to the rest of them and that’s what caught
her attention in the first instance.

She
opened up the file and there was the customary PDF, but there was
also an MP4 video clip file and it was that Davina clicked on first
before she even looked at the PDF. There was this moment where she
sat upright in her chair. She liked this girl, Cindy. There was
something about her. She spoke in an educated and eloquent, even if
slightly excited way and she spoke directly to the camera she had
set up. It was like there was this eye contact and that the eye
contact went deeper than this. Davina crossed her legs and there
was this bounce to her stiletto under the table. What she had
thought would be a long process to just even filter these
applicants, she was focussing in on one, just one straight away.
She opened the PDF and read through the CV. It wasn’t too long -
overly long CV’s were rarely read past the first page. But Cindy’s
was short and concise. It hinted that she had experience but that
she wanted to go further. It hinted that she could fit in with her
own lifestyle and work life. The role would require a lot of
contact, in and out of work time. It wasn’t something that was a
nine to five job. It wasn’t a Monday to Friday job. It was more
like a lifestyle than a job and Davina knew this. And from Cindy’s
CV, she had the feeling that this was a girl who was looking for
something more than a nine to five job and something that was more
akin to being a lifestyle - something like a vocation that was part
of her life. Someone maybe who’s private and work life blended. So
far so good.

There
was something in Davina that told her that Cindy was the one. But
she had her sensible head on. She placed Cindy’s file in the ‘must
see’ section of her screen. That was the only one so far and then
she went through the ones that were left - there weren’t many left.
But she selected another four to put in the must see section.
Somehow though she did that half-heartedly. It was as though she
had already made her choice. It was like she had been excited by
Cindy’s CV and her approach. And this girl had been the only one
who’d sent a clip. Not one of the other applicants had thought to
do that. That was something that struck a chord inside Davina’s
head. She liked it. She liked this girl. And she played the clip
again. Actually she played that clip several times as though she
were getting to know this girl called Cindy. If the truth were
known, Davina had already made her mind up about Cindy. She would
have to see her, she would have to meet her in the flesh so to
speak. She would have to get her HR machine to check this girl out
but she had a good feeling about this. She had a good vibe running
through her about Cindy.

“So it’s just the four applicants you want to see Davina?”
Carla was a little bit taken aback. She had expected Davina to have
filtered at least three or four times as many. “Yep. And I want to
see the one called Cindy last. I need to keep an open mind, and I
have a feeling about her.” Carla took the details from Davina and
scanned her eyes over them before flicking them back to Davina.
“You think she’s the one hey?” And there was this smile on Carla’s
lipsticked lips. She was just letting Davina know that she got it,
and that she understood. One would have to assume that she was
trying to be more in Davina’s orbit than she was. It was like her
little way of trying to make herself indispensable to Davina. That
wouldn’t happen of course - it just wouldn’t. What Carla had wanted
was to BE the girl Friday that Davina was looking for. She had
wanted to be that woman. And she was convinced that she would have
been able to do the job. But it was something that was fading to
grey as something that could be a reality now so she had to grit
her teeth and just be in with Davina in any other way that she
could be.

“You know Carla let’s just say that I have a good feeling
about our Cindy. There’s something about her I like. There’s
something about her that is ‘dynamic’ if that is the right word.
And what I need is a girl Friday who is ‘dynamic’. I don’t want to
be doing any of this micro-management shit. I need a girl who can
organise herself, and me, off initiative. I need a girl who can
just ‘do’ the job. A girl who will hit the ground running and then
take off with me. And, even though this is the first time I have
needed to source a girl like this, I think I have cracked it with
this one. What you can do for me in the meantime Carla is call
those references on her CV. Just get a feel from people she has
worked for, and people who know her. If we get the right vibes from
these people I may just do away with the deeper security checks.
She’s a twenty something girl for fucks sakes, she’s hardly an
international terrorist now is she?” And Davina was smiling at
Carla - she wanted her agreement and cooperation.

“Absolutely yes. Do you want me to check out any of the other
references for the other applicants?” That was a fair question.
“No, let’s put a hold on that. We can do that if Cindy doesn’t work
out. Time and motion and all that hey? We don’t want to be doing
work that is pointless after all now do we?” And that was further
proof that Davina had already chosen Cindy and that she would be
just going through the motions with the others. “No worries, I’ll
get onto it straight away. Interviews tomorrow afternoon from 2pm
ok?” And Carla was thinking ahead. Davina would like that - one of
the women she had leapfrogged on the ladder to success, thinking
ahead. “Perfect. Keep me posted - especially keep me posted on the
references for Cindy.” And Davina was dismissing Carla by flicking
her eyes down to her desk. That was conversation over. Carla got
that, Davina was a busy woman, she got that as well, so she
left.

“Hello, am I speaking to Rebecca Haverland?” There was a pause
after Carla asked the question. “Ah good, I’m Carla, assistant to
Davina in the City. You may have heard of her? Anyway, we have had
an application from Cindy Manners, regarding a job position and I
just need to check out the references she gave. I just want to know
about her, her work ethic, anything you can tell me about her. Jobs
she’s had, why she’s left companies - you know all of that stuff?”
And Carla was smiling as she spoke. She sounded friendly, welcoming
to the woman on the other end of the phone. She could have
sabotaged this whole thing with her jealousy issues but she didn’t.
There was a huge pause as this Rebecca Haverland spoke from the
other side. “Oh my god, Cindy sounds perfect, absolutely perfect.
And it’s good that she is looking to go up in the world. That will
impress Davina, trust me. Look thank you for the information, all
noted. If I need to ask anything else, I’ll come back to you if
that’s ok?” And there was another pause, and then the call was hung
up.

Cindy
swallowed as she hung up the call. She had been practicing to be
Rebecca Haverland all day. Just slight changes to her own voice,
slight little imperfections put in there, little audible
characteristics that would set this voice apart from Cindy’s own
voice. She placed that mobile phone next to a whole row of phones
that she had in front of her. That phone had a little label sticker
on it with the initials “RH”. Now she knew that Davina had taken
the bait and she smiled. She wasn’t surprised that she had taken
the bait - she knew she would. But it felt good when a plan started
to come together. This was Cindy infiltrating the corporate City
and she was doing it with ease. A few seconds after that call to
Rebecca Haverland another of those mobile phones rang out and Cindy
smiled again - she was expecting that one as well. “Yes this is
Olivia Ruse - how can I help you?” And there was this pause as
Carla went through her rhetoric from the other end. And Cindy aka
Olivia Ruse spoke again. “Indeed, I had the greatest of pleasure in
employing Cindy for a year or so. I was totally distraught when she
left. She wanted more you see? She’s young and she wants to make it
bigger than I could offer her, so I supported her leaving and am
pleased to give her a reference. For the right employer this girl
is ‘perfect’ and I don’t use the perfect word lightly. Look after
this girl and she will more than prove her worth in a short amount
of time.” There was another pause. “Please don’t hesitate to call
me if you need anything else.”

And the
call was ended. Olivia was another of Cindy’s personalities that
she had perfected. An up-market, educated tone - slightly like she
had marbles in her mouth. But she smiled again as she hung up the
call and replaced that mobile phone neatly in the row of phones. It
was possible that another call would come, she had supplied three
references, so she would wait. But again she was smiling. This time
she was smiling wide. It was looking good. She hadn’t even been in
to see Davina yet for the interview part of the process and already
her references were being checked out. That was a good sign. The
fingers of one hand slipped down her top and she played one
fingertip over a nipple only to feel it harden immediately. And
there was already a slippery wetness between her legs. She would
stroke that next.

 



Chapter 5

 


INTERVIEW PROCESS begins

 


Carla
hung up the call to Olivia Ruse. It could be said that she was a
little disgruntled. She might have been more than a little annoyed
that there wasn’t a bad word to be said about this Cindy girl. In
fact there was nothing in what she had spoken about to the two
referees that would red light anything. But more to the point there
was nothing that raised suspicion. There was nothing in Carla’s
mind that would tell her that there was something wrong here. Or
that in fact she had been talking to the same person in those two
phone calls. One had to guess that Carla would have loved this
Cindy bitch not to work out but it didn’t look like that was going
to be the case at all, and she had to go with that. She had to go
along with it. At least she had to go along with it for now. She
picked up a landline phone again and she dialled in Cindy’s number
and waited for the call to be picked up. Cindy looked at her own
cell phone and she smiled - her nipple was throbbing. She let it
ring for a little bit. This was the call she wanted. This was the
one she needed to ensure she got an ‘in’ into the inner sanctum of
Davina.

“Hello Cindy, my name is Carla, assistant to Davina - we’d
like to invite you to interview.” And there was that pause. “Oh
really? I’m so excited. Yes please, please can I come for
interview?” And Cindy was being that girl that Davina would want.
She sounded excited, utterly excited about being invited for
interview and she sounded enthusiastic and like all her dreams had
come true at once. Carla hated her already, this much was true - in
much the same way that everyone hated teacher’s pet. “I’ve got you
booked in for 5pm tomorrow. That won’t be a problem will it?” And
again there was that pause. “No not at all, I will be there, 10
minutes before. Tell me Carla, should I do ‘formal’?” Cindy was
smiling as she was speaking - and she was also stroking her wet sex
lips. At the same time she ran her tongue across her bottom
lip.

She was
loving this. She was loving this deceit that she was able to commit
without even trying. “Cindy I think creating an impression is of
the utmost importance so I WOULD do formal. Davina may not choose
to conduct the interview in a formal manner. But in coming prepared
you will have created the right impression. How does that sound?”
Carla was slightly annoyed with herself that she was giving this
girl wholly the right advice but at the same time there was some
smugness in that this girl was asking ‘her’ advice. She could have
taken another opportunity to sabotage this girl’s chances by
telling her to come totally casual and informal. No makeup, no
heels, nothing. And then she could have stood by and watched Davina
be mortified that her new prospective protege hadn’t come up to
scratch after all. But there was no assurance that it would go like
that, if she chose to do that. And there was something at play that
was making Carla say all of the right things. There was something
making her do the right thing. It didn’t stop her cringing at
herself though. Those little pangs of jealousy still existed within
her and she had a feeling they always would. “That sounds perfect
Carla, thank you so, so much. I can’t tell you how excited I am.
Hopefully I’ll see you at 16.50 tomorrow?” Carla gritted her teeth
- she’d had enough of this girl already, teacher’s pet! “I am
positive we will meet. And yes, I will see you tomorrow. Bye now!”
And the call was hung up.

Cindy
hung up the call but there was no smile on her face now. She didn’t
have to ‘act’ any more now. The deed was done. She had succeeded in
doing what she set out to do. The first phase of her plan had
worked. She had got the attention of Davina. Somewhere in there,
Davina had noticed her and she had a way in. The rest of it was up
to Cindy of course. She had to carry the act through - she had to
continue the illusion all the way through and get through tomorrow.
But for now she could relax - she could chill and she didn’t have
to smile. She had periods like that where she didn’t want to smile
- when she simply didn’t want to smile. Just like she had times
when her mind wandered back to the bad days. Her bad days were her
teenage days with ‘mamma’. Now she was older those memories had
begun to play tricks on her. They were like memories that had faded
to grey but in that grey were like periods of pure clarity -
periods of flawless perfect recollections of what had happened and
what she suffered. During those periods of clarity it was like she
was feeling all of that all over again. Like she was feeling the
pain, feeling the penetrations, the humiliation and the degradation
- feeling the things that ‘mamma’ and others did to her. So there
was no surprise that there were times when Cindy didn’t want to,
and wouldn’t smile. Now she was stroking herself to orgasm. Now she
was using the very tip of one finger to stroke around and over the
lips and up to her clitoris and she was building and building to a
huge, intense orgasm which she would absorb and eat up in due
course.

“Ok Davina, that’s all of the interviews set up for tomorrow.
Cindy is at 5pm and she assures me she will be here at 16.50! She
sounds very excited and very confident at the same time.” Carla was
smiling but wished she wasn’t. It was like she was living in this
contradiction that she couldn’t get out of but one that she had to
go along with at the same time. There was this thing in her, maybe
a slight obsession with Davina that told her, that convinced her
that she was doing the right thing and that she didn’t want to
disappoint Davina, not in any way, shape or form. That she had to
toe the line. And that if she failed then she would be out of this
woman’s orbit for good - and she couldn’t have that. She wouldn’t
be able to accept that not for anything. “Excellent. You know,
don’t ask me why, I’ve got a good feeling about her. It’s why I
want to see her last. I want to see what else is out there before I
see her. I think she is the one, but I don’t want my view of the
others to be clouded by what I have seen in her. So I get Cindy
last - I get her when I’ve seen what else the corporate world has
to offer.” And Davina was smiling. When she smiled she lit up a
room. She had this perfect mouth, and perfect lips, and perfect
teeth that were all set off with that short, almost ‘strict’
haircut. She too was a contradiction of herself in many
ways.

“Well her references couldn’t be any better so your feelings
about her could be spot on. They say go with gut instinct don’t
they and you obviously have been having shots of gut instinct where
Cindy is concerned. The two ladies I spoke to were so complimentary
about her. There isn’t one bad word. I’m not sure that is good or
bad. Is there anyone out there who is ‘perfect’? I’m not sure.” And
it could have been that Carla was trying to throw a spanner in the
works or that she was trying to put doubts into Davina’s mind. But
that wasn’t what she was doing at all. She was actually saying it
as it was. She was being honest and in that Davina would have been
grateful. “I know, I know. They do say if it all seems too good to
be true than it probably is. But that’s what this interview process
is all about. If there is anything there, anything at all, then I
will find it. It’s why we do the processes we do - so that we don’t
screw up. And I am going with my gut instinct - or as I prefer to
call it, women’s intuition. We don’t often get it wrong now do we?
So let’s see how it goes tomorrow. You can do the meet and greet
and I’ll take it from there.” Davina was smiling again, and so was
Carla. She was being of use to Davina and she had to be content
with that. “No, we don’t get it wrong I have to admit. And yes,
leave the meet and greet to me, you just do what you do - be you!”
And Carla was smiling - so was Davina.

 


THE NEXT DAY - three minutes past midday.

 


Davina
was sitting in her huge leather pad office chair with her legs
crossed. Today was a special day, it had to be, she was wearing a
skirt, nylons and killer heels combo that would knock the socks off
anyone who saw her. She was this mixture of absolute femininity and
corporate strictness that she was able to get perfect, every single
time. To some she could have been called intimidating, but to
others she would be femininity epitomised. She was looking out over
the City. It was one of those grey days - like a grey day that
London was famous for. Davina pushed out her lips with her tongue
as she brushed her teeth with her tongue’s wetness. Those lips full
and red. It would be difficult to say what Davina was thinking as
she looked out, maybe she was just daydreaming. Or maybe she just
wanted the clock to fast-forward to 5pm. Who knows? There was a
feint knock on the door.

“Davina your first candidate is here, Susanah Cross.” Carla
was nothing if not purely professional. She would have already
known that this one had blown it by being a few minutes late. And
that she was late would not have escaped Davina. She should have
been there at midday sharp, not three minutes later. And because of
that she didn’t spin round in her chair straight away. She simply
lifted a hand to dismiss Carla leaving this woman just standing
there. If this woman was intelligent, and anywhere near the
standard the Davina was looking for then she would have known that
she had blown it. Never, but never be late for an interview. There
was this awkward silence as Davina stayed with her back to the
woman. Probably short minutes seemed longer and longer. Eventually
Davina span round in her chair to face the woman who had kept her
waiting. “I’m not going to lie Susanah, I’m disappointed. You’re
late and late is not good. How can I trust you to look after my
day, my week, my month, my year, if you cannot even get to see me
on time, hmm?”

And
there was no doubt that Davina was going for the jugular. She
wasn’t in the mood to piss around. “It was just a few minutes
Ma’am. There was a delay on the underground…..” And so this woman,
who had to be in her forties and was ‘stacked’ to say the least had
started to go into the common rhetoric of all those in London who
were ever late for anything. Blame the transport system. If she had
been driving, it would have been ‘traffic’, if she had been in a
black cab, same reason. And on the underground it would be that,
and it was. The transport system was easy to blame. Davina cut the
over made up woman off. “You had one thing to do in the first
instance and that was to get here ‘on time’ and you failed. I think
this interview is over, don’t you? But thank you for attending and
simply give your temporary visitor pass to Carla on the way out.”
And there was no further conversation. Davina simply span round in
her chair again and looked out over the city.

Carla
had known how that would go. It was like she was counting the
minutes before this first woman had her ass kicked out of Davina’s
office. She smiled to herself when Susanah appeared much sooner
than she thought she would. She didn’t converse with the woman, she
simply took the pass badge off her and walked her to the lift. Not
a word was spoken between them.

“I take it she had no chance of being the one then?” Carla was
bringing Davina in a coffee. “You got that right. A supposedly
intelligent woman who can’t get to a building in central London on
time. No, she wasn’t for me. And besides she had this ‘entitled’
look on her face. I think she expected to get the role if I’m
honest. I didn’t give her a chance to put her case and she was
shocked to the core when I told her the interview was over before
it started.” And she smiled at Carla. “Well you know, maybe she’ll
be at her next interview on time hey.” And Carla left Davina to it.
There was another hour and thirty minutes before the next interview
was due. But at precisely 13.45 Carla called through to Davina.
“Davina, you’re 13.50 has cancelled. Do you want me to bring the
others forward so that you’re done quicker?” And just for a minute
or so there was silence. But then Davina responded. “Bring the next
one forward but not Cindy. Leave her for 5pm. I only have one more
to go don’t I, and then Cindy?” Davina was agitated at the fact she
had been cancelled on by someone supposedly looking for a job.
These women didn’t have the same work, or professional ethic as she
did and that much was clear. There was nothing like an interview
process for weeding out the wannabes. “Yeah just the one more. And
ok sure I’ll leave Cindy where she is and speak to this other one
to see if she can come earlier. I’ll let you know.” And there was a
click as the internal comms hung up that conversation.

 


THE SAME TIME - somewhere else.

 


Cindy
was taking her time with her preparation. It was almost like she
was treating it as a ritual. In the shower naked she had just stood
under the powerful multi jets of streaming water. Cindy was lithe,
tall and yet well-endowed with breasts as well. She seemed to stand
under that water for a long time and there was no sign when she was
being cascaded with hot water like that of her slight lop-sided
stance. It was like the hot water eased that particular ailment.
She was itching to get the Davina’s for this interview but at the
same time she knew that it was hours away yet. But this was good,
in a way. This allowed her to get into the right frame of mind. She
liked that she would have to enter and exit several states of mind
during the day. The first was the corporate state of mind. She was
attending an interview for a job and she had carry that through.
And yet there would be other states of mind that she would have to
enter an exit. She was more than aware that she had to be at the
top of her game. But for Cindy this was not an issue. She was
focussed and she was driven. But it was what she was driven by
could be disturbing to anyone knowing this girl. But that was just
it, no-one did know her. She was this complete unknown entity and
she was being driven by something that no-one from the real world,
the normal world would ever be able to comprehend let alone imagine
themselves.

“If Davina likes ‘corporate’ I’ll give her corporate.” Cindy
was talking to herself as she pulled a thick, fluffy towel up her
long legs to dry them. There was the fact that her nipples were
hard, thick and long. This could have been down to the water
pouring over them in the shower. But that wasn’t it at all. She was
erect at the nipples and wet between the legs because she was
excited. Because she was sexually excited. There was this sexual
and aroused tone to her voice as she talked to herself like that.
It was like she could afford to let her mind wander to an extent.
She had hours before she needed to be in the city. She could afford
to let her mind wander and let herself immerse in the plans that
were formulating in there. By the time she had pulled the
self-supporting nude stockings up her legs and let the band sink
into her fleshy thighs her mind was in top gear. It excited her
that she was getting this opportunity to just saunter into this
woman’s life - into Davina’s life. It excited her in the normal way
but it sexually excited her as well. It was like the control
excited her. Because she had all of the control right now. And she
was sure as hell in control of her own destiny. But the sexual
excitement came when she thought about the control she would have
over Davina’s destiny, it was this control that fed that throb
between her legs. And the flow of wetness between her
legs.

With
what Cindy had been through, there was this disbelief that had to
ensue, that she could get sexually excited by anything. But that it
was ‘control’ that excited her the most would have been of concern.
Because someone excited sexually about control would stop at
nothing to obtain absolute control. It was like a need to control
but also like a need to find that next big buzz. Simple control
would not be enough, it had to be more and more control and it had
to be absolute control. And this had to hanker back to Cindy’s
past. This had to be sourced back to what she went through as a
teenager. Cindy must have come out of that, she must have snapped
out of the nightmare that she had been in for years, somehow, and
then decided that it would never have happen again. It would have
started like that - her stand, her decision never to get into
anything that controlled her ever again. That would have been how
it started. That would have been how the whole thing started - the
obsession, and the ‘illness’. And it would have to be deemed that
there was an illness. It could never be accepted that what she had
been through had never affected her mentally and psychologically.
There had to be some payback for what she had been through. What
she had gone through would have to stay with her in some form for
the rest of her life. And what she went through would have to
manifest itself in some way. And this was it.

As Cindy
adjusted the stocking tops at the very tops of her thighs she
flicked her eyes to her computer screen where she had a selection
of photographs of Davina up. There had to be the question, why
Davina? That could have applied to anyone. It could have applied to
any woman, but Cindy was ‘attracted’ to Davina for some reason.
There was a reason that she was almost, already obsessed with this
woman. Sexually obsessed with her. And she could have focussed on
Davina’s ultra femininity - her almost statuesque presence, her
mile long legs, her small waist, her impressive bust. But she
didn’t do that - she focussed for now, with her fingers slipped
inside the stockings tops, on Davina’s short strict haircut. She
did that because ‘mamma’ had hair like that - or very similar to
that. And this was Cindy in the process of avenging what she had
been through as a teen. But it wasn’t mamma who would suffer it
would be Davina.

 



Chapter 6

 


INTERVIEW PROCESS middle and end

 


14.10 London time.

 


In was
like deja vu. Davina in that office chair looking out over the grey
city. There was that little knock on the door and then the sound of
high heels, two sets of high heels coming in. “Davina this is Julia
Crosselly. If you’d like coffee, tea, anything please just ring
through.” As ever Carla was nothing but professional. This time
there was no pause, Davina span round in her chair immediately.
Julia was on time - dead on time and that was good. Davina’s
amazingly long legs were crossed and there was that familiar sheen
of expensive nylon sheathing them. “Pleased to meet you Julia.
Please take a seat.” Davina had spoken as she cast her eyes over
Julia. And she wouldn’t be able to lie to herself, if she didn’t
have this Cindy girl in her mind, she would have thought Julia
could have fit the bill with ease judging on looks. Julia a woman
in her late twenties almost in her thirties and immaculate to look
at. She did think that the blonde hair had received some assistance
along the way, but she would never hold that against a girl. Julia
looked beyond stunning.

“Pleased to meet you as well Davina. I’ve heard so much about
you. I’ve researched everything that can be out there about you. I
have to say, I love what you’ve done. Where you’ve managed to come
from basically nowhere to where you are now.” And Julia was holding
out a hand for a soft shake which Davina took. And now Davina was a
little disappointed all over again. There was something a little
condescending about Julia. Even something more than a little
disrespectful about the way she seemed to emphasise that Davina had
come from nothing to this place. It didn’t escape her that this
woman had opened with this put down line. Again this was supposed
to be an intelligent woman - obviously an accomplished woman in her
own right and yet she chose to open the conversation with that.
Davina retrieved her hand and spoke. “So tell me ‘Julia Crosselly’,
tell me where YOU come from.” And although Davina’s tone was
subtle, there was no doubt that the message would have got across
to the blonde on the other side of Davina’s vast office desk. It
would have been at that point that this woman would have known that
she had been rumbled and that she had fucked up, big style. It
could only go downhill, sort of, from there. But it was like a
roller coaster - once it started it had to go through to the
end.

“Oh I come from a middle to upper-class family, did my degrees
at Oxford. Daddy is huge in hedge funds, mummy runs her own
companies.” And what Julia was coming out with might have been
something that impressed other interviewers and it might have
impressed Davina had this woman not opened up with an attempt at
that subtle put down of her. “So basically you were born with a
silver spoon in your mouth then - is that what you’re saying to me?
So what makes you think you could work for me?” Julia Crosselly had
fired the opening salvo and there was no going back from there.
Davina was firing right back and there was no holding her back
then. “Well, well I wouldn’t say I was born with a silver spoon in
my mouth. I did work my butt off in school and university.” Again
that could have been a line that impressed Davina - if only she
hadn’t fired that opening shot. And if only Davina didn’t have
Cindy in her mind. It seemed that as time went on, as these
interviews and disappointments progressed, it was looking more and
more up for Cindy.

“And why do I want to work for you? I just look up to you.
Everything I’ve read about you, what you stand for, your ethics in
life and work - and what you’ve achieved. You are just someone who
I could help rise to yet another level if one even exists. And at
the same time someone who could enrich my own life.” Again,
impressive and she was using lines that would have got her the job
but for that opening line and but for the fact that Cindy was there
waiting in the wings. Julia continued, “look, I didn’t mean to
offend you, if I did, when I spoke of you coming from nowhere to
here.” It was like she got it, had got it loud and clear and now
she was trying to put the record straight. And again in another
time in another place it would have done the trick more or less. It
wouldn’t be something that Davina would forget if she had taken
Julia on. It might have been something that she hung onto for years
into the future but her recognising that she had said something
really stupid, and then trying to put it right would have held a
lot of sway with Davina - everyone made mistakes that was for sure.
And so, again it if weren’t for Cindy there ‘waving’ from the
side-lines, Davina was sure that Julia could have been taken under
her wing and shown a little humility along the way.

Julia
Crosselly was the only candidate, before Cindy, that got to be
taken through the whole interview process. There was this thing in
the back of Davina’s mind that she was putting too much weight on
Cindy working out. What if she didn’t? Well then Julia was in
reserve. She didn’t reject the ‘assisted blonde’. She would keep
her on the back burner. She would keep her as the reserve in case
things with Cindy weren’t exactly as she imagined. No doubt there
would be times in the future when Davina would wish that she had
taken Julia instead of Cindy. But then such a foresight was not
available to her and hindsight was a wonderful thing.

There
was another candidate - Simone, a French law graduate in her early
twenties who was knockout gorgeous to look at. And visually she to
fitted the role to perfection. She would have complimented Davina
to the utmost. And although she spoke flawless English, she did
have this French ‘lilt’ this French accent to her accent if that
makes sense, to her voice that was just right. And she came across
perfectly. The only thing that was wrong with Simone was that she
was very driven, very needy to progress. She would have used Davina
as a stepping stone and although Davina would never hold that
against a girl, it was that reason that she wouldn’t be taken on.
Unfortunately Simone was a girl that couldn’t even be held on the
back burner in case anything went wrong with Cindy and, or
Julia.

Davina
kind of knew that Simone would only spend a matter of months, or at
the longest a year with her. And that was no good to Davina. After
a year, her ideal candidate would just be hitting full speed. For
her then to pull out on her would be not a good thing and it would
be a year lost. A lost and wasted amount of time that she would
never get back. And she told her as much. “You’re very ambitious
Simone. I like that, I really do. Unfortunately I need someone who
can commit to me. Someone who can be with me for years into the
future. I would open my own doors for the right person. I would
ensure that the right person was situated at the top of her
particular game and she would be remunerated accordingly. I think
you know where I am going with this. I think you probably already
know the because you are so driven and so ambitious that I cannot
take you on as my girl Friday. But thank you so much for coming to
see me. And I mean, thank you so much.”

Davina
had been genuine, totally genuine with Simone. And Simone was so
intelligent and so switched on, she got it. “No, thank YOU for
seeing me, it really has been a pleasure.” And there it was again,
that ever so subtle French lilt. But she was not the
one.

 


17.00 sharp

 


“Davina, this is Cindy.” And this time Davina was not sitting
at her desk. She was standing to her full stilettoed height but she
was still looking out of the window over the city. She had adopted
a stance that was striking. Her long legs stretched open as much as
the skirt would allow and her stilettos, one in profile, obviously
high, obviously arch inducing on the feet. And there was almost
this silhouetted quality about her that would have been deliberate.
It was a deliberate thing that she make this impression on the girl
coming in. It was deliberate that this girl Cindy see her like this
in the first instance. And yes, this would have been Cindy’s first
look at Davina in real life. It would have been her first glimpse
of her. And what a glimpse - what a sight! Cindy pressed her own
red lips together and she rolled them in as she poured her eyes
over Davina. The day was looking up even more than it had been
already.

Davina
turned on her heels and was smiling widely. “Cindy, I am very, very
pleased to meet you, it has to be said.” And she turned to Carla.
“Thank you Carla.” She was dismissing her and that wouldn’t have
been lost on Carla. Carla had already had the ‘pleasure’ if
pleasure in the right word, of seeing Cindy in all her glory.
Whatever it was that Davina had seen from her CV and that ‘shitty
little video’ she had sent with it, she won’t have seen the full
story. Carla had known immediately that Cindy would be taken on and
she had to swallow that. She had to swallow it and smile. So she
smiled and left. But she was gritting her teeth as well. Already
Carla would be thinking of ways that she would have to endear
herself to Cindy, just so that she could stay in with
Davina.

Davina
held out a hand for the customary feminine soft shake and just for
a brief second, a brief millisecond that seemed longer Cindy just
looked at that outstretched hand, paused, and then at Davina. But
then she smiled and took the hand in that shake. That was something
that would not have been missed by Davina. She would have felt it
more than seen it. But strangely she didn’t mark that down as a
point against Cindy. She liked the confidence of this girl she
reminded her of herself a few years ago. She had also noticed this
slight angle to Cindy’s stance but other than that this girl was
flawless. She had taken time and a lot of thought of how to present
herself, how to be seen in the first light. And she looked
breath-taking. She looked tall and she looked immaculate in a
fitted suit that had very thin pinstripes. Pinstripes - the
corporate staple - one couldn’t go wrong with pinstripes. And she
was perched like Davina on the top of very tall, very thin spiked
heels but her shoes were invisible under the flare of the trousers.
It looked almost as though this girl was ‘floating’ on the hems of
those trouser bottoms.

“Please take a seat. Would you like coffee, tea, something
else?” And Davina was looking directly at Cindy. What she wouldn’t
have come across before was anything like the piercing eyes of
Cindy. And also, something else about those eyes that she couldn’t
quite pin down. Davina hadn’t spent much time thinking about how
these first few minutes meeting this girl would be like. Maybe she
should have thought because this was nothing like she had expected.
The eye contact was held even as Cindy sat down opposite Davina.
And there was this vibe that was so hard to get to grips with. If
the truth were known Davina felt a shiver ride through her core.
And it would be that shiver that she would never be able to explain
until sometime in the future.

“Oh I don’t know, I’d have thought a glass of something a
touch stronger would be called for. I’ve got a good feeling about
you Davina.” And Cindy was smiling wide. She was joking, but not at
the same time. But Davina got it and threw her head back and
laughed softly. “You know, I think you’re right. A glass of Malbec
for instance?” And Davina was testing Cindy - testing her to see if
she knew what Malbec was. “It’s gone 5pm, so a rich fruity red
sounds just about right.” And again the two shared huge wide
smiles. Davina opened a drawer in her desk and brought out an
unopened bottle of Malbec and twisted the top off it. She brought
out two crystal clear, spotlessly clean wine goblets as well, and
poured. This was the every early signs of Cindy controlling things.
The very first meeting, just minutes in, and already she was
controlling things. But Davina wouldn’t be seeing that - not yet.
Even when she did it would be too late.

“I thought ‘informal’ was the way to go with this interview. I
saw your CV, I saw your video and was immediately impressed I have
to say. I’m not going to lie Cindy, ‘you’ feel right to me. You did
the first time I laid eyes on you. And you’ve come here and you
continue to impress. It seems I don’t intimidate you and that is
good - it isn’t what I want to do. You have to be comfortable with
me, and vice versa.” Davina was looking directly at Cindy across
the desk, and over the rim of her goblet as she sipped the wine.
Cindy smiled. She really did have a cute smile given what her
intentions were. But she was acting. This was just something she
had to do so that she could move onto the next phase and so that
she could eventually reveal her cards. “Informal suits me just
fine. You know something, I absolutely ‘love’ your hair Davina. It
takes a remarkably strong and confident woman to go that short but
it so suits you - your stylist must be very good.” And Cindy
sounded as sincere as it was possible for her to be. “You’re very
kind Cindy. But I don’t have a stylist, god no. I was hoping that
was where you would come in, at least to an extent.”

In a
way, Davina was jesting - her turn to joke. She hadn’t thought for
a second that her PA come girl Friday would fill the role of
stylist as well but she was liking how this girl thought. And in a
compete reverse way she could have no idea how Cindy was thinking.
“You know Davina, my thoughts are that I want to take the right job
to keep for a minimum ten years. In that time, I could be a lot
more in that role of girl Friday, than a PA. It’s clear you are
going to be busy and then even more busy. And so it’s natural that
‘I’ if I was lucky enough to be given the position would need to
upscale my contribution accordingly. To be honest with you, helping
to style you would be … well, it just would be.” And it was like
Cindy was gushing. Like she was almost embarrassed to admit that
she could think of nothing she would like to do more than be
Davina’s stylist as well as everything else. Davina sat back and
she kept her eyes fixed on Cindy. She liked this girl. There was no
other way that she could put it, other than she liked this
girl.

“You know, we’ve already checked your references out. And they
came back glowing I have to say. We can’t find a bad word said
about you.” Davina looked at her watch. “Look, it’s the end of the
day. Why don’t we continue this over dinner? Unless you have
something else planned? I’m pretty ‘decided’ if I’m honest. And if
I’m right about you, then you already feel it as well. So why don’t
we take it to another level of informal? It’s not like we wouldn’t
be spending a lot of time together in all sorts off situations and
company. And with all sorts of people from all walks of life. So
I’m thinking dinner, and a talk and see if we have some common
ground on which we can come to agreement.”

Probably
Davina wouldn’t remember the last time she’d had such a sincere
conversation with someone. Or one that was to brutally honest and
frank. Cindy though, she remained calm. She sipped the wine - she’d
been excited about getting this opportunity and that had come
through because she wanted it to. But now she was stepping it back
just a little bit. The meeting had gone well - more than well and
maybe even she had not seen it going this well, this soon. But now
she was getting ready to go into her next phase and her next state
of mind.

“Dinner sounds perfect I have to say. It’s only fair you know
though Davina that I have received another offer from somewhere
else. From someone very similar to yourself. I’m putting them off
though because it’s ‘you’ I want.” And there was this way that
Cindy was using the language that had to be putting Davina on the
back foot without knowing it. She was more than slightly taken back
and Cindy wouldn’t have missed that. There was no reason why she
should be surprised that this girl had explored a number of
options, or that she had been offered a position from somewhere
else. Maybe this was the first time that she realised she actually
wanted Cindy with her. That she had been through the motions, she
had met her and now she actually really wanted her with her. And
that the girl was coming up with this now was a bit of shock.
“Let’s do dinner, and I’ll see if I can come up with an offer that
you cannot refuse. How does that sound?” In Davina’s mind she
wouldn’t have sounded desperate but Cindy because of what she was
hiding would have had a deeper insight into all that. She would
have recognised the signs in Davina that this woman was seeing the
possibility that she could lose her. Inwardly Cindy
smiled.

“Oh well I do like offers I can’t refuse I have to say. Yes
let’s do dinner.” And there was this collective moment between the
two where their eyes met but nothing was said. In fact nothing was
said for quite a few seconds as they each sipped the last of the
Malbec and it was a natural thing then that they both stood as
though taking for granted it was time to leave and blend into the
city for dinner. It was something like 17.30 on a Friday evening
and this it turned out would be the first night of the rest of
Davina’s life. But also the first night of the rest of Cindy’s
life. “Carla, we’re leaving for dinner. Hold any calls, take
messages, I don’t want to be disturbed. Obviously if anything
urgent comes up, you know how to get hold of me. But barring that,
I will see you Monday morning bright and early.” Davina was upbeat.
In Carla’s mind the deal was sealed - she played her eyes over the
girl that would be moving in on Davina. And there was this weird
moment - like a moment when Carla’s and Cindy’s eyes met. And at
that precise time there was this shiver that went through the core
of Carla’s spine. Like something she had never ever felt before.
Their eyes locked but it was Carla who blinked and looked away
first. “Enjoy your evening, both of you.” And although Carla
managed a smile, even managed a smile that looked sincere, she was
left with a feeling that disturbed her. And the thing was that she
didn’t know why. She remained rooted to the spot as both Davina and
Cindy left. She could hear their heels receding down the marble
floored hall as she got ready to go herself.

 



Chapter 7

 


AFTER interview dinner

 


It was
the theatre crowd - the pre-theatre dinner crowd. Davina had chosen
a restaurant on the edge of the Covent Garden area of town. It was
buzzing, it always was. A mixture of the tourists and the overspill
of the business crowd. “Nice place Davina. Full marks.” Cindy was
smiling wide. She was endearing herself to Davina. Those little
remarks that could be interpreted in a number of ways but coming
across to the executive as cheeky little comments - ‘full marks’
indeed. There would be no way that Davina would think anything of
it except maybe that it was a way that this girl dealt with slight
nerves, or situations that she hadn’t been in before. Somehow
though she doubted that. She actually liked it that this girl
seemed comfortable and ‘herself’ with her. She liked it that she
could feel free to make little quips. “Hopefully I’ll get more and
more full marks as the evening goes on, and you’ll decide to come
with me.” And Davina gave Cindy this little ‘wink’. Cindy did a
little nod of her head but she didn’t smile and that was odd. Maybe
Davina’s little role-play hadn’t hit the spot. Or maybe it had gone
right over the girl’s head. But actually it hadn’t.

“Oh Davina, maybe I am thinking too far ahead but I have a
feeling you’re going to hit full marks, all of the time.” And for
some reason this was all the wrong way round. It should have been
Davina saying something like that to her new protege - but instead
the roles had been reversed. But they had been reversed in such a
way that it was almost imperceptible. And in Davina, where there
had been this feeling that she might lose Cindy to this other
person who had offered her a position, now there was something of a
feel good thing going on that she wouldn’t lose Cindy if she
attained these ‘full marks’. There was this thing going on that was
making Davina think in a different way. A subtle thing, but
something none the less. It was almost a playful thing, like a
role-play thing that could have been played in one of those
corporate team building days. It was playful for Davina. And to be
honest it was something light that she could kind of immerse in
because in her world everything was often intense. This was a
welcome distraction from that, for now.

“Mmmm I think I want to get these full marks you know. And I
have a feeling that you won’t settle for anything less, right?” And
there was that little almost sexy wink again from Davina to Cindy.
It did unsettle her a little bit that Cindy didn’t smile, as though
she knew she were just playing and was playing as well. It was as
though this girl was taking it all seriously, very seriously and in
response that wink she just looked, she just looked directly at
Davina. But even that was good in Davina’s mind. If the girl could
‘play’ and show intensity at the same time that was good. Davina
had such a positive feeling about this girl. This meeting, the
interview, none of it had gone or was going as she had planned, and
yet, in a way, it was going better. But still the deal wasn’t
sealed. Cindy had that other offer to consider and so she had to
bring her A game. “No Davina, no I don’t settle for anything less
than full marks, all of the time. Anything less is not good enough.
If you don’t get full marks you try, try, and…?” And she was
prompting Davina to finish the line, “Try again?” And this time
Cindy did smile. She smiled because this time Davina’s face was
straight, plain.

“That’s right, you try, try and try again.” And this time,
Cindy had moved her stilettoed foot under the table and found
Davina’s and she had lodged it against Davina’s stiletto, and kept
it there. And as she did that there was that eye contact again.
Maybe now Davina was getting it just a little bit. Maybe now she
was getting something of the sexual tension that existed. A sexual
tension that had existed the first time she saw that little video
clip. And now that tension was morphing into something that was
real and palpable. And Davina had always had this feeling in life
that everything happened for a reason. And had always believed in
fate. She had felt Cindy the first time she had seen her in that
clip and she had known then that she wanted her with her. And this
thing that was happening now was just proof that her feelings were
right. Davina wasn’t lesbian - she wasn’t ‘anything’. She’d had
little time for relationships and if she wanted or needed sex she
could get it and she’d had sex with both men and women partners.
She had never gone as young as Cindy, it had always been older but,
she had nothing against the charms of a younger woman, or
girl.

Could it
have been that everything, like everything was just falling into
place for Davina now? She had her career that was going into orbit,
and now this girl Cindy had somehow come along. She wasn’t getting
too far ahead of herself. She was a realist after all - she had got
where she was by being a realist and by hard work in the real
world. She hadn’t just been fitted with rose tinted romantic
glasses and thinking that she and Cindy would ride off into the
sunset - it hadn’t got to that point where she was falling in love
with this girl or anything like that. But there was a shift in how
she was thinking, and how she was seeing things here. She didn’t
attempt to move her foot from Cindy’s and instead she looked back
at her. Cindy’s foot had slightly overlapped Davina’s and kind of
trapped it there anyway - kind of pseudo restrained. She could have
moved it, but that would have required effort. And would such
negative effort have got ‘full marks’ from Cindy, she doubted it.
And besides, if this girl was coming on to her, and if the truth
was known, she didn’t really care and in fact she quite liked it.
She wasn’t losing her head about it. She was cool and she was calm.
The food was beyond good and the wine was delicious and there was
this vibe that was amazing. And yet, as well Davina had this
knowledge that she hadn’t sealed the deal yet. And there was this
stronger feeling now that she needed to do that. That she needed to
seal the deal. And to do that she would have to get those full
marks, she felt.

Cindy
was having to play it just right. She was having to balance it all
and to do that she had to be clever. She had to balance off so many
facets of what she had to do and take into consideration. And she
was showing here how clever she was. How cunning she was. This
wasn’t something that was developing itself. It wasn’t something
that just happened to be going the right way for Cindy. She was the
driving force behind what was happening. She was the force of
nature that was making things happen in the very order that they
were happening. And yet there was no sign that this young woman was
something of a psychopath and that her intentions were dark, to say
the least. There were no signs of what she intended for Davina. All
there was, was this unfolding ‘relationship’ between the two of
them. This strange relationship that was also exciting for Davina.
And that was intended. It was intended that this be exciting for
Davina. It was another sign of how clever this girl was - to be
able to find Davina’s edge, and then just to play that edge to the
point where Davina wanted to play as well. That took a cunning and
cleverness that Cindy had in scary amounts - that she had and could
use, and could embrace in order to achieve her goals. And that she
was using to perfection.

“You see Davina, I ‘think’ we’re coming to an understanding
already, don’t you? And we haven’t even discussed salaries, or
anything like that yet.” Cindy just pierced Davina with her huge
eyes and she didn’t even blink. Davina could feel that her own
breathing had quickened. She would never remember having ‘escaped’
like this before. For years it had been work, work and then more
work. There had never been anything that would take her eyes off
the prize. There had only been work, and that ladder to climb. But
now, now she could feel herself letting go a bit. Not losing it
altogether but thinking, ‘what the fuck, let’s go with this’. She
was seeing no harm in it. Everything was sorted, work was good -
there were no problems, no issues and if she played her cards right
with Cindy, she was in the bag to. “I think, I think yes we are
coming to an understanding. I want to get full marks and I want to
get full marks because `I want to get you.” And Davina didn’t blink
either, but Cindy smiled inwardly at the slight breathy hesitation
in the older woman’s voice.

“Yes you do. And yes you do. So, what I suggest is that we
leave here, go back to your place, and discuss how you can obtain
full marks, every time, all of the time. And once you understand
that bit, THEN you can make me the financial offer, which, I will
either accept, or not?” Cindy was giving it to Davina a little bit
at a time. A little progress, but not too much. There was nothing
that said that Davina would get anything like her own way, or that
she would get Cindy, but that she could ‘try’. And that there was a
possibility of it. That there was some work to do but that she
could do it. All she had to do was play her cards right. All she
had to do was get full marks, and understand what getting full
marks was all about. Cindy was making it clear that it was all to
play for. That it was Davina’s to lose.

 


Later

 


“Don’t say anything. Don’t move anything. Just keep quiet
Davina. Keep quiet and sshhhhhh.” Cindy was pressing a finger to
her lips. The same lips that had kissed Davina deeply. She hadn’t
wanted to give her too much - just a little bit. And the kiss was
as sexual and as blatant as it could be. They had barely got in
through the front door of Davina’s townhouse and the tension, that
sexual tension had been building and building throughout the night.
There had been no touching, except brief, brushing touches. There
had been no petting. But there was simply this knowledge that there
was this sexual chemistry between the two. At least this was what
Davina was getting out of it, because she was supposed to get that
out of it. And that kiss had almost blown her away. Just Cindy
pressing Davina against the inside of the front door, and then
brushing her lips over Davina’s. Not kissing her straight away,
just brushing those lips of her’s over the older woman’s. Letting
her know that the kiss was so close. Letting her know that the kiss
could be there any second. And then it was - then that kiss did
happen and it was a deep, deep kiss that made Davina shudder. She
hadn’t had enough of this in her life and she kissed back. She ate
into the kiss and she let Cindy slip her tongue into her mouth. In
a way she let Cindy possess her mouth with her tongue but Davina
didn’t mind that. But it was just a kiss. Cindy stroked Davina’s
sides as she kissed, but she only kissed. And then she broke it
off.

“See Davina, I won’t be too hard a task master. It’s about
making progress. It’s about little tiny steps. Maybe two steps
forward and one back sometimes, but always a general direction of
progress. And that will get you full marks.” That had been two
hours ago. That had been when they first got back and now Davina
was teetering on the edge. She was sitting on her dressing table
stool and she was topless. But she still had on her skirt, nylons
and high heels. It was weird, one of those high key, high contrast,
high definition erotic images. Her impressive, voluminous breasts
bared. And she was holding her hands behind her back because that
was she had been told to do. “Just hold them there Davina, cross
them at the wrists, and hold them there until I say so. There’s
full marks to be got here. And you really need to get full marks.
You really do! Now push your shoulders back, and breasts out. Be
proud Davina. Be proud.” And there was this realisation here that
somewhere along the line, somewhere along this almost surreal time
line, this game, this little role-play - this little episode had
turned into a game of submission and domination. And one of the
instructor and the instructed. And it was such a natural morphing
that there were no questions in Davina’s mind. She was simply going
with it because she was excited. She was going with it because she
was beyond excited.

Cindy
had picked an eyebrow brush from the table - one with bristles that
were both soft and firm at the same time. And she had spent an
incredible amount of time just using that brush, as though she were
painting strokes around Davina’s nipples. It was a simple thing, an
undiluted simple thing that she had done with that brush. Just
round and round the nipples. At first not touching the nipples -
not touching them at all. Just using the bristles of the brush over
and around the darker speckled aureole but getting closer and
closer to the nipple stem. The effect of this was that the nipples
immediately elongated and thickened and became stiff. “I like stiff
nipples Davina. And you do want me to like your nipples don’t you,
hmmm?” There was this tone to Cindy’s voice that was almost a
droning. Like a hypnotic voice that served to filter itself into
Davina psyche and stay there. Davina didn’t answer, she went to
move her lips, to form words, but they didn’t come out. But she was
agreeing with Cindy. “That’s right, don’t try to speak, just
concentrate and focus on what I am doing. You can feel it can’t you
Davina? It’s so nice isn’t it?”

That
voice again filtering in. And Davina doing her very best to stay as
still and as quiet as she could. Cindy in so close that the older
woman would be able to feel her breath washing over her face. And
Cindy watching Davina’s face very closely. Using that brush around
the nipples, using it from one breast to the other and then back
again. But all the time keeping focussed on Davina’s face and her
eyes. Cindy aware that Davina’s breathing was so shallow now, so
quick. And because of that knowing that she was on the edge -
knowing that she was fully immersed. By the time Cindy was using
that brush across the nipple tips of Davina there was this little
whimpering sound coming from her. Like a wet, dirty whimpering
sound that broke the rules of silence. But Cindy was letting that
go. This was day one and she could let it go. She knew full well
what that brush was doing to Davina. She knew full well that
already there would be this ‘throbbing’ setting in to the core of
each nipple and that the individual throbs would be making it to
the nipple tips where that brush was waiting to cause more intense
pleasurable torment. And she knew full well that there was that
invisible string effect. That invisible string between the legs, to
Davina’s clitoris. And there would be the beginnings of the need
for her to be sated in some way. But of course that wouldn’t
happen. At least it wouldn’t happen in the way she would expect it
to.

By the
time Cindy was painting each nipple with a base coat of nail
hardener, Davina was trembling. “That’s right Davina, keep still,
keep quiet. Full marks remember.” And Davina’s lips were quivering.
She wasn’t quite managing to keep perfectly still. She was just
about managing to retain her ‘pose’ on that stool. And now her legs
were splayed against the tightness of the skirt, and her arched
feet in the stilettos were twisting a little bit at the ankles.
They were twisting with the effort she was putting in to stay as
still as possible. Cindy was being careful with the brush and the
nail hardener. Very careful to make sure the coating was complete
and sealed. She had made sure that the nipples were as thick and as
hard, and as long as they could be and only then did she introduce
the nail hardener. Davina had been ‘panting’ throughout. She had
been breathing very quickly and when Cindy looked into those pools
of eyes she could see that Davina was in a different place right
now. She could see that the older woman was where she needed her to
be.

Cindy
ran her tongue just under her top lip. She had finished the clear
coat hardener to the nipples of Davina. That sealed coat ensured
the nipples remained hard, and provided an armour like coating to
protect. To protect but not stop her ‘feeling’ what was happening
to them. There was that little ‘sting’ of the nail hardener, and
that fed the erection. That sting would fade away but it would only
fade away leaving Davina wanting more nipple attention. Cindy used
her full hand, all of her fingers around the globe of each breast -
around the fuller volume of breast flesh being careful not to touch
the nipples. The hardener had to dry and cure. But she was as
gentle as it was possible to be as she followed the contours and
the roundness of each breast with the one hand. Almost like she was
hovering the hand, fluttering it, but pleasuring Davina as well. By
the time this point was reached, Davina was doing that whimpering
thing, but she was also needing to suck back her own drool. “Good
girl. Good slut. Full marks remember.”

Full
marks was a key phrase that Davina had been introduced to early.
One that she would remember and one that would always ensure that
she tried harder and harder to make full marks. But now she had
been introduced to the slut word as well. And that didn’t escape
her. Even in this dire sexual stimulation she was receiving here,
that word resonated inside her mind. It was like a shock to the
core of her. Maybe even it was like a shock that threatened to
bring her out of this zone that she was in. But it didn’t. It was
another example of Cindy’s expertise in what she was doing - just
an example of her testing Davina to see how ‘cooked’ she was. It
was another example of how deeply clever, and cruel that she was
able to be. It was in fact just showing a hint of what she was
capable of. And yet there was this knowledge that this was nothing
compared to what she was capable of when she really went for it.
And inside Davina’s mind, she didn’t care. She could be a slut for
Cindy. She could be anything Cindy wanted and more. She was fully
into this and she was fully immersed. She managed a couple of words
that she dribbled out of her quivering lips. “Full marks.” And
Cindy smiled. “That’s right. That’s right ‘mamma’ full
marks.”

 



Chapter 8

 


DAVINA’S townhouse

 


Davina
wouldn’t know the significance of the ‘mamma’ word. She would have
heard the mamma word and she would have taken that to be another
level of kink from this girl and she would have been asking were
there no limits to this girl’s talents? Davina was in there
somewhere - it was just that the events, the day, the evening and
this girl Cindy had subdued her somewhat and she had been carried
along on the wave of this sexual vibe, this sexual tension and what
was turning into an intense sexual teasing. This was the difference
in the two worlds these two women inhabited. In Davina’s mind this
was it all coming together even if this nipple treatment she was
receiving was driving her to the point of insanity but an intensely
pleasurable insanity.

Nothing
in her life could be going any better. Nothing was off course or
off kilter and now here was Cindy - the girl that was blowing her
mind. The girl that was helping her to escape. The girl hopefully
who would make a weekend of it, and who would accept the offer that
she was going to put to her. This was Davina in her wonderland.
This was Davina in a place that she hadn’t been in before. And a
place that she was enjoying being in. A place for now at least that
she wanted to stay in. She couldn’t possibly know that she was in a
place that she would be forced to stay in. Or even not one that she
would be forced stay in but willingly stay in even though she’d
know that it was a place she shouldn’t be in. Full marks - it was
something that she would need to attain and to do that, she would
need to be in this place. And that was key word ‘need’.

And yet,
for Cindy, here she was in the house of the woman that she had
targeted. In the house of the woman who reminded her of ‘mamma’.
Mamma being the woman who had been the instrument that allowed her
to be abused, and had orchestrated the severe abuse that she had
suffered all of those years ago. In Cindy’s mind Davina was mamma
and she was about to reap the most terrible revenge on her. But it
would not be a quick revenge. It would not be something that would
happen and then be over and done with. It was a revenge in Cindy’s
mind that would go on, and on, and on. It was the kind of revenge,
the kind of stratospheric revenge, the kind of abysmal revenge that
would resonate and continue to resonate inside the mind and body of
Davina for the rest of her life. It was like a lifelong end game
for Davina and yet at the same time a nirvana for Cindy.

Davina
sucked in air between gritted teeth. She was still in that pose -
still topless on that stool. She was still upright, and posed with
that arch in her back, her shoulders forced back and her breasts
thrust out. One had the feeling that if it weren’t for her needing
full marks that she would recoil somewhat from what Cindy was doing
now. Not recoil in pain, or horror, but recoil because the
‘pleasure’ that was being applied was simply too much for her not
to move. If she did move away from the attention then she would be
compelled to move back - there would be this need for her to put
her nipples right back where they had been so that Cindy didn’t
have to follow them with the brush. But that was just it - there
was the ‘full marks’ thing. She had to get full marks and so just
simply sucked in that air between her gritted teeth and she kept as
still as she could.

Cindy
was applying the top, deep red blood coat of gloss over the clear
coat on her nipples. She was doing that very carefully. She was
especially being careful not to leave any brush mark, or red, off
the nipple stems. She was being especially careful, and accurate in
coating those nipples with that second coating. That coating
providing the striking visual point. Those nipples as thick and
elongated and as hard as they could be in their cosmetic tombs. And
now that red colour, usually reserved for the talons of women, but
now being part of the nipple tombs. That first coat should have
sealed them so that she couldn’t ‘feel’ through it. It should have
sealed them so that she wasn’t subjected to any more of that
abysmal teasing torment that she seemed to be able to feel several
fold. But that wasn’t how it was. Rather as Cindy applied the first
coat to the colour, not the final coat but the first coat, there
was an amplification of what each nipple could feel. It was like
Davina could feel every single hair on the application brush. She
could feel every single brush stroke as though it was thick and
heavy. But it wasn’t thick or heavy at all.

There
were little wet sounds that came from Davina’s mouth. She was in
there somewhere - she was still functioning just. She was still
thinking about full marks and for that reason she was still
thrusting her breasts into the attentions to Cindy. “You’re such a
good slut Davina. A good slut who needs to belong right?” And Cindy
was asking leading questions. Davina was nodding - but she was
nodding the same time as needing to suck back her own drool and at
the same time as making those little wet sounds with her mouth and
throat. “Yes, yes I want to belong.” In the real world she would
never know what ‘belong’ even meant - she didn’t know now but it
made sense somehow that she ‘belong’ and that she needed to belong.
“That’s right, you want to belong to ME right? You need to be
MINE.” Again this younger woman was using leading questions. She
was asking the question but she was answering it as well. It was as
though Cindy were asking questions in a way that made allowances
for the sexual debilitation that Davina was feeling now. She was
working with the brush, coating the nipples carefully and
sensuously with that thick colour, and all the time she was sending
those pleasure pulses through the nipple stems.

If the
truth were known, the nipples of Davina resembled something that
were obscene. The size of them, the hardness and the thickness of
them and now the colour of them enhancing all that was obscene
about them. And the fact they were held like that in something that
resembled suspended animation. Just held like that in that
erection. Just held like that in those ‘tombs’ of hardness. The
rest of her breast flesh then quivering - quivering almost as
though each of those breast globes were ‘whispering’ to be touched
and caressed and loved. But there was this other thing as well.
This was Davina, the woman from the city who only ever needed to
use her first name in order to be recognised. She was one of the
very few women worldwide who only ever went via her first name
only. And now she was in this position. Sitting like this for this
younger woman. Somehow it was wrong. There was this hint that this
was a downward a spiral that she was in the early stages of being
caught in. There was more than a hint that she was already in this
downward spiral. There was the knowledge that this dignified woman
wouldn’t put herself in this position if she was in full control of
her faculties. But this day, this night had got to her. It had kind
of taken over her mind, and now her body.

“Yes, yours, I’m yours yes!” And it was the sexual tension
speaking now. It was the arousal - the arousal that was becoming
more than that. “Yes you are. All Mine!” And now Cindy was in the
process of applying the second colour coat to each nipple. She had
gently, ever so gently blown on each nipple and helped to dry them
and now she was applying more of the mummifying colour to each
grotesquely erect nipple. Davina trembled. She didn’t just tremble
a little bit. She trembled in triple fold and she trembled bodily.
That is the whole of her trembled as Cindy did what she was doing.
This younger woman was using skill, and accuracy to separate
Davina’s nipples from the real world. She was using a cruel know
how in order to make those nipples part of a higher sexual plane.
And with each of those strokes there was a little tugging at the
invisible string that went down to her clitoris and now there was
this wetness there. A thick oily wetness that oozed from
her.

Cindy
stood back, once she had finished coating those nipples and she
looked at Davina. There was this needy look on Davina’s face, and
in her eyes and that was unbecoming for a woman in her position.
But she had bought so into this scene - she had been so immersed,
so in the zone that she didn’t care. She was escaping, she was
still escaping but now, now for the first time really she was
feeling that she was not controlling what happened. Or for the
first time, she had lost control and was going along on the wave.
“We need to get that skirt off you Davina. I want to look at my
property in all its glory.” And there were no smiles from Cindy.
She was looking at Davina as though this woman was from another,
more than obscene planet. There was that little voice in Davina’s
head. There was this little voice that might have been raising the
alarm if she could hear it. But that was just it she couldn’t hear
it. She knew it was there, just not what it was staying. And she
was so, so needy. She slipped off her skirt as she remained sitting
on that stool. And she whimpered a little bit as the slightest
movement seemed to agitate her nipples in their tombs of hardener
and colour. And that movement, however slight, sent reverberations
down the core of each nipple stem from the tips.

“It’s all about the full marks Davina. If you get full marks
from me, things will be easier for you.” And already Cindy was
using a progressive language. Already things were moving on but
they were moving on within the context of this erotic bizarre
role-play that the two had embarked on. And because things were
moving on like that, it was almost imperceptible. That progress was
imperceptible to all but Cindy because she knew what she was doing.
If there was a logical part of Davina’s mind that was left working,
then it would have been telling her that it was alright, this was a
game. It was game that might last a weekend and then be over and
done with. There would have been a point that she knew, deep down,
that she shouldn’t or couldn’t be seen like this. That she could
never be seen like this. But now she was standing. She was standing
in another of those high key, high gloss fetish poses except now
she was shirtless, and panty-less. Cindy had moved in and she had
stroked the older woman’s hips as she stood to her full height on
the stiletto heels she was wearing. And now there was the contrast
of the dark stocking tops clinging to her very upper thigh. And she
had helped Davina to step out of the panties to reveal slightly
hanging sex lips that were glistening with her own juices and very
nearly dripping with those same juices.

And it
would have been about this point that the first pangs, the first
hint of humiliation or humbleness would have hit her. The knowledge
that she was wet between the legs and the knowledge that the
wetness could be seen by Cindy. She would have been telling herself
that it didn’t matter because they were playing a game, a sexual
game after all - all adults together and all that. But even though
that was true, there was still something that made that humiliation
hit home - there was still something that planted that seed in her
mind that this humiliation and humbleness was part of what she
needed to, what she had to go through in order to obtain full
marks. And for her, right at this time, it was the full marks thing
that was driving her. It was the sexual need and greed, but it was
full marks. She was living for the moment when she heard Cindy
saying those words, ‘full marks Davina’. For her, nothing else
would do.

Cindy
watched and she looked at Davina all the time. She was watching her
face for expressions and her eyes for deeper expressions. She was
watching for states of mind to emerge and she was waiting for
signs. She was looking for signs. For Cindy this was a process.
This was her taking Davina through a process. Through various
stages of a process that would lead to her ultimate downfall but
Davina didn’t know that. This was all a game to her. It was all a
very exciting intense role-play. She was immersed and Cindy was
using that immersion to take her further and further down the
rabbit hole. She was using it carefully and expertly. She was
balancing again. She was balancing what she needed to do, with what
progress she needed to make. Her time with Davina was not infinite.
There was a place she had to bring Davina to in order that she make
the next steps. In order that she could bring her down deeper and
she had to do that over this weekend. She had to make sure she made
the required progress so that there could be further
progress.

Giving
Davina an orgasm was part of that. Or giving her an orgasm
eventually was part of it. Blowing away Davina with orgasm was
something that was very much needed. But again balancing that pure
pleasure Cindy would give Davina with the need to keep her in the
zone. Giving her that orgasm yes, but leave her wanting more. Leave
her panting for more. Leave her despairing for more. Whilst at the
same time beginning the laying down of rules and regulations. She
had started the process - she had given the end result of silence
and stillness and that would be enforced more. And on top of that
would be expressionless. Cindy was licking, and sucking at Davina’s
crotch. She was ploughing her sexless with her wet, eager and
expert tongue and she was penetrating her with that tongue. At the
same time she was flicking the tip of her wet, dripping tongue over
the hood that protected the clitoris. And Cindy’s mind was
wandering to the removal of that hood. But she wouldn’t share that
with this woman, not yet.

Davina
was standing in yet another of those high key, highly prose poses.
Standing on top of her high heels, her legs elegantly spread and
one hip just thrust out. And she had her fingers interlaced at the
back of her neck tightly even though the pose looked natural, it
looked relaxed. And down between her spread feet, and legs was
Cindy, and she was growling from the back of her throat. She was
making these growling ‘purring’ noises as she licked at Davina’s
most intimate flesh. There was the ploughing of her tongue through
the fold of flesh that were her labia. And she alternated between
deeper ploughing licks and the faster more urgent ‘flicking’ of her
tongue tip. She saved the most urgent flicking and licking for the
clitoral area - she saved her best for the build-up of that orgasm.
And that orgasm was building behind the tip of her clitoris. In
Davina’s mind there was this sense, this feeling that something was
building and building in her. But Davina had experienced orgasm
before. She knew what it felt like. She knew that there was this
explosion of pure undiluted pleasure at the end of the building
process.

But not
like this. This was different. This was a building and a building
and a building that she had never felt before. The intensity of it
was more. Davina had never felt an intensity like this. Even though
Cindy was building it, flicking her tongue and building it more and
more it felt as though the explosion of pleasure should happen.
That there couldn’t be much more of this building and building
left. She felt as though she needed that explosion to happen now.
She needed it now. “Hold the pose Davina, remember, full marks. I
want and demand full marks. Nothing else will do.” And there was
this contradiction caused. Davina wanted and needed that explosion,
but she also needed, badly, that she had got full marks from Cindy.
This was the crux of this role play. This was what it was all
about. It had been played in such a way, that the full marks were a
priority. But it had been played in such a way as well that, she
was needy and dripping for that orgasm. And it was like she was
being ripped between the two.

Davina
held that stance - that high key, haute couture stance as Cindy
licked her most sensitive flesh. There were periods, like split
seconds when this ultra clarity kicked in. When she became aware
that it would all be over for her if any of this got out. There
would be journalist sharks out there would love to do an expose on
the great Davina’s private life. One of those ‘this is what Davina
gets up to in her spare time’ exposes. But they were just split
seconds - very short burst of ultra clarity and during those split
second periods it was like it was all slowed down into ultra slow
motion and during that time she had time to work out that this
would never get out. That this was her private life and that it had
nothing to do with anyone else and there would be nothing to expose
but she and Cindy were consenting adults. And they were just doing
what they were doing because it was ‘nice’. In Davina’s little
world she was already trying to fit the rose tinted glasses. She
was already trying to assume that she was untouchable. That was
just those little split seconds of clarity and sense playing tricks
on her. The reality would hit her eventually but by that time it
would be too late.

“You’re going to orgasm now Davina and you have to remain in
your pose as you do. No moving. And you have to remain as quiet,
and as still as you can. Eventually you will orgasm invisibly and
silently, even in your public life. But for now, you will do your
best. If you do your best I will give you ‘full marks’. If I get
the impression, or the feeling that you are not trying your best,
that you are not giving your all then you don’t get full marks. And
if that happens, well then there will be pay back Davina. Remember,
you’re mine now, MINE.” And it was all in the vein, it was all in
the ‘spirit’ of the role play game that they had been playing and
now it had all arrived at this point. The point of
orgasm.

Between
words, Cindy flicked her tongue and she ploughed those sex lips
deeply. She was scooping up Davina’s juices and she was consuming
them. She was bringing her tongue back into her mouth and she was
tasting the woman she was in the process of destroying. And once
she had tasted enough she flicked her tongue up over the clitoris
hood and she used her tongue like a tool to coax out the bundle of
eight thousand nerves that made up the clitoris. And once her
tongue and her lips had that bundle at her mercy, she allowed
Davina to spill into a leg weakening orgasm.

 



Chapter 9

 


DAVINA’S townhouse

 


And that
was it - it was a leg weakening orgasm that Davina couldn’t
possibly manage in her mind let alone in her body. She held the
general pose - her long stockinged legs splayed open, the one hip
just jutting a little bit, the back arched and those enormous
entombed nipples of her’s jutting out and seemingly micro-vibrating
inside those tombs causing havoc inside her mind and body. But she
couldn’t remain perfectly still. There was this tremble that was
bodily based. It wasn’t just that her long, nylon sheathed legs
trembled, it was that the tremble travelled through those legs to
her spine and then up through her trunk and torso. And then it
crept up her neck and made her shiver inside her head. And it
didn’t stop there. With that shiver in full flow, it came through
in her face. Her whole attractive face seemed to tremble and that
trembles exploding through her full, red lips as the orgasm reached
its peak. And that was it. That orgasm did reach its peak and when
it did, she cried out loud. She knew she shouldn’t but she couldn’t
help it. There was nothing that Davina could do to stop that crying
out that she did. There was nothing she could do and she knew it.
She didn’t cry out blindly as that orgasm rocked through her. As
that pin point of pleasure exploded seemingly in the tip of her
clitoris but then radiated out to the rest of her and in doing so
taking in all of her.

Davina
knew that she was breaking the rules but she couldn’t help it. And
that orgasm seemed to go on, and on so the breaking of the rules
seemed to go on and on. She was crying before the orgasm subsided.
She was sobbing before that orgasm faded to nothing. Like she knew
she had failed. And Cindy was licking her ‘down’. She was bringing
Davina down but she was also smiling to herself. She knew the
torment that she had inflicted already and she hadn’t even started
yet. She knew that this woman was already besides herself with
something that was almost a ‘grief’ that she had failed to do her
best, in her own mind. That she had failed to absorb the orgasm as
had been expected. “It’s ok Davina - you tried your best and that
is the main thing. You know I can give full marks even if you fail.
I can give full marks for you trying your best. And that is what
you have done, tried your best. So ‘full marks’ Davina, full
marks!”

And it
didn’t make sense really. This young woman was going to destroy
this short haired older woman in some kind of twisted revenge for
the short haired sadist woman that had abused her all those years
ago, and yet, here she was giving Davina a helping hand, like a
lifeline. She could have destroyed her with words inflicted about
her failure and about how she detested failure. But she didn’t do
that. Instead, she encouraged her. Coaxed her. What Cindy was doing
was not revealing herself yet. What she was doing was keeping it
all in the game. What she was doing were little baby steps. A
little bit of progress at a time - but then a yank back on the
leash - just as a reminder, when needed.

 


Later

 


Davina’s
mind had been blown in that relatively short time that the orgasm
had rocked through her. Actually it had been blown long before
that. The blowing of her mind process had begun the day Davina saw
her CV and video clip. Then it had been just a lot of roads, a lot
of ‘things’ leading to this one point - this one moment in time.
Her being almost broken by that orgasm. “You know there’s more
where that came from right? All it takes is full marks Davina, and
that’s it.” And Cindy was smiling. She was smiling wide, the mood
had lifted a little but Davina was still in this ‘bubble’. She
didn’t know that she was supposed to be in the bubble. She didn’t
know that she was still in the zone somewhat. Orgasms before had
transported her to a different place and then when it was over and
done with she would come down and get on with her life. It was
different this time. The orgasm didn’t just take her to a new
level, even when it was gone, even when that orgasm had faded and
died it made sure she stayed right there. Right there where she
needed to be.

She
tried to think logically but even that was hard. There was this
numbness in her mind, a numbness that took in all of her mind and
that was this bit she was having difficulty in shaking off. She had
experienced that orbit producing orgasm and the thing was, she was
not sated. She wanted more of it - she wished she could have more
of it now. And now she was on the floor, sitting at Cindy’s
stilettoed feet - the dominant and submissive roles here had been
established without being discussed, not really. And Davina was
leaning against Cindy’s legs - like she was all floppy and
exhausted. Cindy was leaning a little forward and she was stroking
the cheek of Davina. “I have to go out for an hour Davina, but I
will be back. I want you to reflect on what’s happened here
tonight. I want you to stay where you are in here…” and she tapped
Davina lightly on the head. “Stay right there inside there until I
come back. And then we can talk some more. And then I can test you
some more.” There was this seriousness to Cindy’s voice that could
not be escaped. There was like this edge to it that couldn’t be
avoided.

Cindy
used her voice like she used her mind, like a lethal weapon. She
knew where Davina’s mind was and she knew where she needed her to
stay. “I failed though Cindy, I failed.” It was like something that
would not remove itself from her consciousness. That she had
failed! “No you tried your best, and for that you get full marks
Davina, I told you that. I have a good feeling about you - and that
is that you are going to get full marks all of the time.” And Cindy
was stroking her cheek again. She was stroking her cheek and she
was looking down to her. “Will you hurry back, please Cindy?” There
was this dreamy quality to Davina’s voice that would be telling
Cindy all she needed to know. She was in the zone and she would
stay there for the time it took Cindy to get back. “I’ll be back
before you know it, and then….” And she let her words hang right
there. She let her words remain unfinished. And that would have
been another aspect of the game that Cindy was playing. That was
another aspect of the mind games she was playing with the older
woman. Creating that feeling, that almost claustrophobic feeling of
anticipation “….. and then….” And then what? And that was the
anticipation. Already Davina was thinking more orgasms, more of
that intense pleasure. More of everything she had felt with this
girl so far. And Cindy was smiling to herself again because she
knew exactly what Davina would be thinking. And she would be
knowing exactly how far off the mark she would be about the overall
bigger picture.

Davina
wasn’t even aware of Cindy leaving, not really. She was so wrapped
up in the zone that she didn’t actually see her leave. At some
point, she was aware of the receding high heel clicks, that had
happened but she didn’t know when. And although she stayed in this
zone, she was also aware of how this was affecting her and how
potentially it could affect her normal everyday life. She had to
take a moment to realise how much this younger woman had blown her
mind. She wanted more of that pleasure but as well she was aware of
how she needed to keep a lid on it. She was aware of how she needed
to keep this as her private life. But she was in this zone that
wasn’t letting her out. She was excited. She was able to work that
out for herself - that she was excited because of Cindy and what
Cindy had shown her - and the games that she played. But she was
excited enough to know that she wanted more and that the weekend
had only just started. But again she was getting conflicted signals
from her mind that remained at least partly blown by what was
happening here. She tried to fast forward to Monday morning, and to
when she would need to act and behave normally. And she was
reasoning with herself that she would be able to do this. That she
would be able to break out of the bubble that she was in and be
able to function as she needed to do.

And
because she could think like this - because she was capable of
thinking of how she needed to be come Monday morning, it made her
want to stay in the zone more now. It made her think that she had
it all under control - it made her kind of ‘know’ that she had it
all under control. But that was the problem, that was the ‘kink’ in
the game that Davina was not seeing. She was not seeing or even
remotely considering that she didn’t have it all under control at
all. She was not seeing that it was slipping away from her. Just
because she had these moments of lucidity, just because she
‘thought’ she would be able to snap out of it come Monday morning,
she also thought that she had it cracked. But she didn’t - and when
it finally dawned on her that she didn’t then it would be a whole
new world for her to have to deal with. She couldn’t even know now
as she spent this short time alone that this weekend, this
experience with this young woman Cindy would encroach and invade
her real, normal world. The exact real and normal world that she
had decided she would have to snap out of it for.

Whilst
Cindy was gone, Davina stroked herself. At first she stroked
herself absent minded like she didn’t know that she was doing it.
But then she realised what she was doing and she stopped but when
she stopped she still had her entombed nipples to contend with and
that constant throb that was right inside them. Was she doing the
right thing? Cindy hadn’t told her not to stroke herself or touch
herself. So that had to be ok, right? But then she hadn’t told her
to do it either and that was why she stopped. That was why she kind
of stopped in a deep breath of shock at her own behaviour. But then
she stroked again. She wanted to feel that same intensive pleasure
that she felt when Cindy was here and was pleasuring her. And
although she was getting pleasure - although she was feeling it,
she wasn’t feeling it the same way. For some reason the pleasure
she was giving herself was falling short of the pleasure that she
had got from Cindy. And yet her nipples were feeding that pleasure
and promising that there was more for her. More for her once she
got full marks. She was asking herself is was that because the
younger woman was not here? Or was it that Cindy touched her,
stroked her and licked her, and had an overall different effect on
her than she had on herself? She didn’t know the answers and she
didn’t dwell on them because as she stroked her wet, dripping lips,
she was focussed on at least trying to obtain at least some of that
intensity that Cindy could attain.

It
seemed that Cindy was back before she knew it - just like she had
promised she would be. There was the opening of her front door and
then the high heel steps again, this time coming towards her.
Briefly there was the question of how Cindy had let herself in. For
some reason Davina had the impression that she would need to make
the front door on her wobbly legs, to let Cindy in. But that wasn’t
the case. “Missed me? Hope you’ve been a good slut for me Davina?”
And the way she asked this questions, the way she posed them, would
have told Davina that she knew full well that she had been touching
herself and been being anything but a ‘good slut’. And Davina was
about to blurt it all out. She was about to confess but Cindy, as
always was one step ahead of her. “It’s ok Davina, I know what
you’ve been doing. You can’t help yourself can you?” And it was
like Davina had been ‘busted’. She had this look of pure shock and
disappointment at herself right across her face. But Cindy
smiled.

“You know, there’s nothing I don’t know, right?” And it was
like it was the game again. The teasing game. That game full of
anticipation - and that game full of sexual innuendo and teasing
that had been there from the get-go. Davina was realising that she
felt better with Cindy actually there, than when she was away like
she had been for god only knows how long, that she was full of
doubt and full of incriminations of whether she was doing the right
thing or not. She was full of self-doubt. She was slowly realising
that she needed Cindy to be there as much as she needed that
intensive sexual feeling back. Davina moved her head side to side.
“Nothing that you don’t know.” And she was just echoing and
agreeing with what Cindy was saying. She would find herself doing a
lot of that in days, weeks and months to come. And as she agreed
there was that nagging throb of her nipples again inside their
respective tombs.

Cindy
was carrying a bag, a big bag, like a holdall and that was a bit
puzzling for Davina. Maybe it was her overnight bag or something -
because all the signs were there that she would stay the weekend.
And that was slotting in nicely to her thought patterns. That had
to be it - the bag, a heavy leather holdall was her weekend bag.
But it seemed to be too heavy for that. Cindy managed it with ease
but from the way she moved and swung the bag onto the floor there
was this obvious weight to it. “It’s my bag of tricks Davina. This
bag contains all I need to make you completely and utterly MINE
over this weekend. By the time Monday morning comes, you’ll be
different.” And this is what it was about this young woman. She was
‘exciting’. Yes she talked in riddles but only riddles that hinted
of Davina’s deepening pleasure. At least in Davina’s mind this was
it. More or less everything she said hinted at further anticipation
of a sexual nature. Or was this just Davina’s mind being worked
overtime because of that orgasm she had been given by Cindy? Davina
just looked at the bag, and then at Cindy. Cindy simply laughed and
spoke again. “Relax Davina, go get us some more wine and we’ll talk
a little bit before….” And again she paused her words, - again she
just let them hang there letting another little shot of that
anticipation enter Davina’s psyche.

 


Some time later

 


“You need to practice Davina. You need to practice being
expressionless for me. You need to perfect that, because
eventually, without it, you won’t get full marks. And whilst I am
training you, we know you won’t get full marks straight away, the
longer training goes on, the more I will ‘insist’ that you are
expressionless. Does this make sense to you?” Cindy was sitting on
a deep, comfortable sofa and Davina was on her knees next to her
crossed legs. Davina was naked save for the stockings, and her
heels. Her knees were wide apart, and her fingers were interlinked
behind her head, ruffling her short hair. She was kneeling upright,
and posed. Her back was arched in a concave curve, and her breasts
were thrust out in front of her. Those fulsome, heavy breasts
tipped with those enormous entombed nipples. And one had to wonder
about those nipples. One had to wonder about what they were going
through - what they had been through already and what ‘state’ they
were in now. They were coated in hardener and gloss and if one
looked carefully, very carefully and very closely one would see the
little individual ‘quiver’ that each nipple produced. It was like
all this energy was enclosed within this tomb of nail cosmetics and
the only way for it to get out was via this quiver. But that quiver
didn’t let it out at all, it just contained all of that energy -
and it was like this entombed quivering energy was another facet of
torture that Davina had to endure.

“I do, I do know what you mean. Yes I do. I can only try. It’s
so hard though.” Davina’s voice was not her usual, confident and
authoritative tone, or volume. Indeed, if truth was known it was a
little whining, a little whinging. There was some bemusement and
dismay in there. She did understand what Cindy was asking, what she
was instructing and what she insisting, but she didn’t know why.
She was trying to work out why. As Cindy was trailing her finger
nails between Davina’s breasts and down her lower torso to the area
just above her pubic region and then stopping. Then dragging that
finger back up. Cindy being careful not to touch anything that
would prove immediate and absolute pleasure. Always leaving the
possibility that she ‘might’ do that, but never actually doing it.
Making anticipation part of Davina’s life. “That’s good Davina,
let’s start now. Make a ‘plain’ face and keep it like that. Don’t
express anything, don’t say anything. Eventually silence will join
the plain face. But for now - just the plain face. And immediately
Davina did that. Immediately she simply straightened her face so
that there was nothing there. Nothing in her eyes, nothing in the
way she held her lips and nothing in the way that she simply looked
straight ahead as Cindy molested her body. Her face really was
‘plain’.

“I’m impressed Davina. Very impressed. You see, what I want,
is you to be expressionless no matter what you feel. You could be
feeling intense pleasure, I could know that you are experiencing
intense pleasure but I don’t want to see it in your face, or your
eyes. You could be experience intense discomfort - but again the
same thing - I don’t want to see it. You could be experiencing
absolute pain - the same thing again. I want you totally,
absolutely expressionless for me no matter what you are doing, what
you are feeling. You could be experiencing another of those orgasms
that I gave you earlier tonight but I don’t want to see that in
your face or in your eyes. It’s enough for me to KNOW that it is
happening but I don’t want to see it. And I certainly wouldn’t want
anyone else to know what you are feeling at any given time.” And
Cindy stopped talking again. She stopped to let her words sink in.
She stopped so that Davina could absorb those words. Now she was
letting out a little more. She was hinting that this game would go
into the real world. She was hinting that other people would see
her, come across her but could not know at any time that she was
feeling anything. And to do that she had to practice. It was a fact
that that Cindy was exciting the fuck out of Davina. Davina was
aroused, and anything that Cindy said was ok with her. “I
understand. I do, I understand.” She said the words through that
straight face but she didn’t really understand at all if truth were
known.

 



Chapter 10

 


AFTERMATH Monday morning

 


“So we are agreed then, my salary, £50k, and not the £30k you
originally had offered?” Cindy was talking in a manner that was
stern. A no nonsense manner and she was talking directly to Davina.
“Yes, yes £50k plus expenses. Please say yes, please say yes?”
There was an amount of urgency attached to the way Davina
responded. Like a desperation but she was expressionless - truly
expressionless. Obviously talks had taken place - some kind of
talks where Davina had offered Cindy the going rate and Cindy had
rejected that for the much higher amount. And Davina had accepted
it. She had accepted it because right at that time Cindy was giving
her another orgasm and it was the height of that orgasm, the peak
of it, that saw her agree. At that point she would have agreed to
anything - anything at all.

Some
form of transformation had taken place. Some form of morphing of
Davina had taken place. The plain face was now her normal face.
Intensive training had taken place. There was something in her that
had changed her. She knew it was Monday morning. She knew she had
to snap out of this thing but she wasn’t doing that. Her mind was
there, but at the same time it wasn’t there. There was no logical
sense to this particular Monday morning. Davina was Davina but at
the same time she wasn’t. At the same time something had happened
to her that had made her this way. If she tried to look back on it
at any time, she wouldn’t remember it. She might get flashbacks to
split seconds but never the full picture. Like the flashback of
Cindy holding a device to one entombed nipple and then the other,
and this shot of intense pain being applied through the gloss and
the hardener like a pin point electric shock. Davina not having
ever experienced anything like it and wanting to cry out, but Cindy
reminding her, “Plain face Davina. I know it’s hard. But full
marks, remember?” She never did, not this early, manage the
complete expressionless thing - but she tried her best and for that
she would get full marks.

And then
another time during the weekend that same device being used against
her clitoris but instead of pain, this intense absolute pleasure
being applied and her wanting to scream out again for all different
reasons. Her needy and greedy for an orgasm that would not come.
“Plain face Davina, I want an absolute plain face.” Those little
things she would remember. But she wouldn’t remember the weekend in
a time line. Her mind would just jump back and forth to little key
points and then they would be gone again. Then she would get other
key points, and they would be gone again. Like the key point where
she was mid orgasm and Cindy was right into her face and almost
‘hissing’, “I’m gonna fuck you up mamma. I’m gonna fuck you up real
good.” And those words, at those flashback times were clear. They
were puzzling words, but they were words from Cindy hissed during a
weekend of role-play. And yet they were words that would play and
replay and that would become more and more disturbing as time went
on.

That was
the problem with Davina - she was still living in this role-play.
She was simply taking this that it would be a role-play and then
Monday morning she would go back to being Davina the super, ultra
executive. It was just as the weekend progressed that this seed
would be planted that this little ‘game’ would go on beyond the
weekend and that it would encroach on her real life. The thing
about that was that she was so immersed, she was so into what Cindy
was doing with her and to her mind that she was accepting it. She
was accepting it without really knowing the ramifications of it.
She was being taken along on a wave of anticipation based sexual
energy and frustration and already there was no stopping it.
Already there was no way for her to stop it, even if she wanted
to.

“We have to get you to work Davina. We have to get you there
and you have to get through the day.” Davina looked at Cindy and
she leaned in to kiss the younger woman again. They had already
kissed deeply and dirtily and Davina wanted more of that but Cindy
moved away. “You be a good girl Davina, get yourself ready for
work. There’s more ‘niceness’ for you when I can see you’re coping
out there. For now, shower and makeup. I want makeup severe Davina.
You know ‘evening severe’. And I want it perfect. This is the first
day of the rest of your life, and mine and I want you to look
perfect for it. You do that and I will look for an outfit for you.
One that befits the coming together of ‘us’.” And Cindy was
smiling. Davina had been practicing no expression, all weekend end,
and that practice was bleeding into Monday morning. “I understand,
yes I understand.” And she did. But Davina also knew that somehow
this was all wrong. But that wrongness was being over spilled with
the excitement of anticipation. This girl, this young woman Cindy
knew how to pile it on. But it wasn’t just that - she almost knew
how to hold and maintain a level of anticipation that would take
Davina’s mind off her real life. It was a talent that she had that
would see her holding Davina in that state almost of suspended
animation. Or in this case suspended anticipation.

In the
shower Davina’s mind was in whirl. She knew it was Monday morning
and she knew that this was where she needed to snap out of it. But
that was just it, she couldn’t just snap out of it. She found
herself wanting to be held in that suspended anticipation state.
She found she didn’t want to be taken out of it, or snap out of it.
She found herself having a conversation with herself - in her mind,
about how she could go about dealing with this at the same time as
dealing with her work. She knew full well that to do her job
properly she would need to be at the top of her game, just like she
had always been. But now she was finding herself trying to work out
if she would be able to split herself in two so that she could stay
in this highly aroused sexual state, and then do her job at the
same time. Any given time in the past she would have absolutely
concluded that she would not be able to do it. That she would have
to dump either her job or this sexual adventure she was on. And
that was the first sign of real trouble - that she was not dumping
this sexual adventure, that she was not sending this young woman,
the woman who would become her PA, on her way - and that she was
planning and thinking about how she could do both, at any cost.
That was the thing, she needed this sexual anticipation and arousal
and she was beginning to think that she couldn’t go on without it,
at all. Not at any cost.

The
first thing she could have done would be let Cindy go. Accept that
she would be bad for her and let her go. Take Julia on instead. But
that was the second reason for concern - that she wasn’t even
considering letting Cindy go. That she was going to keep her on at
any cost. She wasn’t thinking straight but then she wasn’t supposed
to be thinking straight. What was happening now was that Cindy was
doing the thinking for her. What was happening now was that Cindy
was getting comfortably installed in Davina’s mind. And Davina was
busy - she was busy in her mind working out how she could do it
all, how she could pull it all off. There would not be the
slightest hint in her mind yet, that there would be no way that she
could pull it all off or that she could play these both roles that
she was immersed in. And she wouldn’t even realise that the
expressionless role she was playing for Cindy would be the one that
would eventually take over. When Cindy had hissed that she was
gonna a fuck mamma up, she meant it. But she meant it in a whole
lot of ways. Davina didn’t know that though, not at this
point.

Cindy
hadn’t needed to explain what makeup Davina needed to apply - she
just knew. It was one of those weird things that she was in tune
with Cindy with. Full red lips, paler foundation, emphasised high
cheekbones with blusher. Eye makeup almost theatrical and
emphasising already huge eyes. And her hair, that short boyish hair
all gelled down close to her scalp - something which accentuated
her amazingly attractive features more. “You look beyond amazing
Davina. I like it.” It was what Cindy had said when Davina
returned. “Don’t forget, expressionless for full marks Davina.” It
was strange - the way Cindy was instructing Davina. One might have
thought that she would want to keep it under wraps. That she would
want to establish that control over Davina but that she wouldn’t
want the way she dressed and made-up to draw attention to her. But
that was just it. That was just what she wanted. But that was what
she wanted to do in a more that subtle way. Yes the way that Davina
was dressed and makeup would draw first, second and subsequent
looks, but it would be relatively subtle. It would be ‘just’ to get
those looks. The same with her behaviour - the expressionless
almost vacant look. That there would be a change in her would be
something that was evident, more than evident. That it would get
people talking would be more than evident. But at the same time,
life would go on around her and around them.

Cindy
lit a cigarette as she poured her eyes over Davina. She dragged,
inhaled and then exhaled. “You look perfect, slut.” Smoke poured
from between Cindy’s own full lips. “I will be with you all day, so
don’t worry. I will guide you through the day. I’m your PA for gods
sakes - and in case you are wondering, YES I accept your generous
offer! But just be aware I will be watching you, giving you marks
and you know you’re aiming for full marks right? And you will
always get full marks as long as you ‘try’. As long as you try your
best. “Don’t forget, administration, my £50k, not £30k, right?” And
Cindy was testing Davina when she was not in orgasmic mode. It
would have been now that this would have been hitting Davina. The
reality of what she had agreed. And that reality would have been
bringing other realities to the fore as well. Like how would she
get through this day - how would she be able to pull this off? But
then in the background would have been that sexual tension, those
sexual throbs centred in her nipples and in her clitoris. The
invisible strings pulling all three and stimulating them. And of
course the sheer ‘joy’ that Cindy had accepted the offer. She was
officially her PA. That was disturbing in a way that Davina didn’t
get, not yet.

Both
Davina and Cindy looked stunning, almost like sisters though not
like twins. It was like they were always a ‘pair’. Where there was
one, the other was not far away and for Cindy this was a
requirement, that for now at least she would closely supervise and
shadow Davina. Davina was in a fitted skirt, but a skirt that was a
little shorter than she had worn for a good while. A harken back to
the days of her being a junior executive when it could be all legs
and heels. Now that skirt was out again and the tight skirt was
hemmed a few inches above her nylon sheathed knees. Her feet arched
into the severest of heels, again high spiked heels from yesteryear
that she had left on the shoe shelf some time ago and yet, like the
suit were immaculate and looked unworn. A top then, a silk blouse
in a very light, a very pastel shade of cream and this blouse as
well having more than a little hint at being ‘fitted’ to the shape
of Davina. “No bra Davina. I don’t think with your newly excited
and entombed nipples, that a bra would be a good look would it
now?” And that had got a double take from Davina. It seemed that
there could be one step too far and that would yank her out of this
head space that she was in.

The
ramifications of going braless in ‘that’ silk blouse didn’t escape
Davina. In fact the ramifications hit her straight in the face, but
she didn’t say anything. Cindy had looked straight at her, willing
her to argue the toss about it. It was another of the younger
women’s tests. It was another way for her to make sure that the
older woman was where she needed her to be. “No, no it wouldn’t be
a good look. Braless is best.” And Cindy was impressed that
although Davina had connected with her eyes with her, she remained
expressionless - even though she knew that those enlarged, hardened
and coloured nipples would poke through obscenely, and that the
blouse was such a pastel in shade, that here could become show
through of that stark, deep, blood red colouring. “That’s right
Davina, Full marks remember. I want full marks and to get full
marks you have to try your best.” And Cindy did a little ‘wink’ at
Davina, ‘that’ little wink a sort of a connection to the real
normal world. One that was a shout out to when they had met. That
wink almost a ‘friendly’ wink to let Davina know, or let Davina
feel that she was not alone. And that Cindy was with her all the
way. And this worked - this worked to suck Davina in
deeper.

But if
there had been any fears of going braless, then the worst possible
dream was coming true. The poke through of her nipples, through
that silk blouse were more than obvious. It was starkly obvious,
obscenely obvious even. As she stood in front of the full length
mirror, she had Cindy looking over her shoulder from behind. “You
look delicious Davina. And don’t forget, stand up straight and
proud. Force back your shoulders, thrust out your breasts.” Cindy’s
voice was sinking into Davina’s psyche. She had been hit with this
dose of obscene reality but she was still in that zone. She was
still in that state of high arousal and strangely now she was
wanting to please Cindy. Or rather she was not wanting to displease
her. As Cindy spoke Davina was standing more upright, more ‘proud’
and she was pushing back her shoulders. The braless effect was not
just confined to these enormous, almost grotesque nipples. It was
the fleshiness of the volume of breasts as well. It was the fact
that those globes of breasts were skinned in that silk blouse and
there was this ‘movement’ of the breast flesh under it. Anyone who
would take the time to look would see that movement. They would see
that volume of silken breasts and it would be more than obvious
that she was braless and it would be obvious that there was this
pendulous movement that the blouse only just about contained. There
was this silky fleshiness that was as erotic as it was obscene. And
then, then there were those nipples.

“No jacket Davina. Let’s get you to work, as is. Let’s get
everyone used to seeing you as they are going to see you. You’ll
get looks, you might even get comments. But they will die away and
I will never be far away, you can be sure. I will be with you all
the way.” And Cindy was smiling, she was encouraging Davina. Davina
looked stunning, and yet she looked something else as well. She
looked rather ‘sexual’ if that is even the right word. This would
have been against everything Davina worked for. She had worked on
her merit, she had progressed on her merit and although at all
times she had looked corporate, she had always made the effort to
look slightly more than corporate - like sultrily corporate. And
now this was a step further than that. It was like the way she was
dressed and made up was screaming ‘look at me, look at my nylon
sheathed legs, look at my high heels, look at my red lipstick and
my eyes and then, and then, look at my tits. Yes look at my tits,
aren’t they magnificent?’ And Cindy knew that none of this would be
escaping Davina. She knew more or less to the fraction, what the
older woman was going through in her mind at this precise point.
She knew that she was going through the mill, but also that she had
that arousal in the background as well. She knew that there would
be wetness between Davina’s legs, but she had known that as well
when she had told her “No panties Davina. Let’s get you used to
feeling free down there. Let’s get you used to a whole new way of
living.”

Davina
hadn’t blinked so much about going without panties. She had done
that before though not when in this frame of mind or anywhere near
it. And over the weekend she had been so used to being wet down
there - she had been so used to feeling herself oozing her own
wetness that by the time this Monday morning came that going
without panties didn’t resonate with her so much as the visible
thing of going without a bra. If she had been able to think, if she
had been able to just stand back and take a look at what was
happening she would have been able to see that Cindy was changing
her. That she was manipulating her and if the truth was known she
did know that - in the back of her mind she knew this but the wave
that she was being carried along on was dictating her reaction or
lack of reaction to what Cindy was doing to her. The weekend had
blown her mind and where she had thought that it would be over my
now, she was learning that it wasn’t. Maybe she was feeling that
she was catching up with lost years. Or maybe she was seeing an
opportunity to go with her gut instinct and her sexual arousal. One
thing she would not have had the slightest clue about and that was
Cindy’s actual objective. From the outside - these two women were
on different wavelengths. And yet at the same time, Davina was on
the wavelength that Cindy wanted her to be, and it was Cindy who
dictated that wavelength.

“It’s going to be a strange day for you today Davina, but you
need to remember - be expressionless and proud. You do your job but
you don’t forget ‘our’ little arrangement. You don’t forget that
you are Mine. It’s going to be a roller coaster for you and if you
get into difficulty, I will be there. I will be there all the way.”
Cindy was being clever as she peered over Davina’s shoulder in that
mirror. She was covering all her bases - she was filtering in her
voice to Davina’s psyche any she was covering any fears that Davina
might have had as well as encouraging her deeper and deeper into
her world. Cindy was dressed in similar, though not such stark
fashion. A skirt, heels, nylons and slightly more subdued makeup.
It was like she was drawing a line between the two of them. Maybe a
line of decency. It was as though she was taking herself a little,
at least in the visual stakes, above Davina. Or it was like she was
‘reducing’ Davina somewhat. And she was doing that but she was
doing it without announcing it. She was doing it under the radar
and she was doing it subtly. Even on this first day of the rest of
their lives, there would be a marker put down. And it had been put
down.

 



Chapter 11

 


MONDAY Morning - work and work!

 


Carla
didn’t say anything, she just ‘looked’ as Davina came into the huge
open plan office space. And where there would have been this sea of
“good morning Davina from those in the pool, there was nothing,
just stares. It was like Davina had to walk the gauntlet. It was as
though as she came into the space so every head turned to her and
she could feel that. She could feel it but she could also feel
Cindy at her hip so that wasn’t so bad! She would be lying to
herself of course. “Remember, expressionless and proud. This will
die down. Today you are news because of how you look, but tomorrow
they’ll be used to it.” And Cindy’s voice did sound sincere, even
it sounded almost ‘kind’. It would have filtered in at precisely
the right time - when Davina needed to feel supported. She couldn’t
know that this younger woman was in the process of destroying her
in every conceivable way. She couldn’t know that because she was
riding along on this wave - she was in this head space that Cindy
had put her in and right at this point in time she needed Cindy -
she needed to hear that voice filter into her mind as she pushed
her shoulders back and her unbra’d silken tits out. She might have
been able to get away with going without a bra if it hadn’t been
for those stupendous, thick long ‘treated’ nipples poking through.
The blouse highlighted those nipples in the most obscene
way.

The
heels highlighted and emphasised her walk that was more akin to a
‘slut strut’ as she made her way through the pool and then past
Carla, and into her own enclosed office space. Davina wouldn’t have
known if she managed the expressionless thing. She had been aware
of blushing and flushing deep red under her makeup - something she
never did. If she thought about it, if she was able to take time
out and think about it, this was her domain, this was where she was
supposed to feel more at home, more able to kick ass than anywhere.
And yet she didn’t feel like that now - there had been that change
over the weekend. There had been this ’thing’ that Davina was now
existing in and there was this inability in her to rise to her
natural stature. Instead she was in this other place, and in this
other state of mind that Cindy had put her into.

But this
was a day like no other. “Can I get you ladies coffee, tea,
anything?” That was Carla. She had waited for the two of them to
get into the office and she had followed. “No, we’re fine for now.
I’ll let you know.” But that wasn’t Davina who answered it was
Cindy and her tone was curt, short and it was followed by direct
eye contact with the woman who had been, kind of, Davina’s PA. She
had set out a stall already. Carla had been a little shocked by
that - not so much what was said, but the tone. And she had been a
little taken aback that Davina hadn’t answered for herself. After
all, Cindy might not have wanted tea or coffee, but Davina might
have. But she had taken that choice away from Davina and Carla was
not unaware of that. “Well, you know where I am if you want me. And
Cindy, congratulations by the way, on the position. I knew you’d
get it. Davina loved you from the first time she saw your CV and
video.” Carla was being genuine - more than genuine, and welcoming,
but it was strange that the conversation was between her and Cindy
and that Davina had said nothing. She hadn’t taken part at all in
it. What was even stranger is that Davina had seemingly made a
statement coming in dressed and made up the way she was but that
she had said nothing else, verbally. Carla kind of hoped that
Davina hadn’t been dabbling in illegal substances. If she had, that
would her explain her ‘distance’ from reality right at this point.
If she had, that would explain a possible party that had gone on
from Friday to this morning and that in turn would have explained
her mode of dress and makeup. But then she discounted all of that
because for a start the makeup and all items of clothing were fresh
- as though out of the closet. Davina was a professional woman who
had never done anything ‘illegal’ as far as Carla knew. And she
would know being Davina’s number one fan and all of
that!

“Yes, yes I do know where you are if I need you. And thank you
- this is the position I always wanted and was determined to get.”
And there it was again, another level of weirdness. It was Cindy
who spoke again but it was all about ‘I’ and not as one would
expect ‘we’ with Davina included. Carla didn’t say anything but her
mind was working overtime with everything and she kept going over
things time and time again - she couldn’t help it. There was
something wrong, she was sure about that. But it didn’t make sense
that there could be anything wrong. Davina looked well, more than
well. Ok, she did look kind of distant and that she was under
instruction to be expressionless would have explained that, though
not to Carla. And then there was the makeup, the way she was
dressed. And those nipples! There was something going on Carla was
sure, but she kept it to herself.

Cindy
retained eye contact with Carla for as long as the older woman was
inside Davina’s office. “Was there anything else?” Cindy asked but
didn’t use Carla’s name - that was a way of maintaining that
distance between them - a way of putting a barrier up between them.
“Uhm no, no, that’s it.” And Carla would have been feeling it now.
She would have been feeling that ‘hostility’ if hostility is the
right word between them. She would have never felt anything like it
before. Between Friday evening and Monday morning the whole vibe
had changed - the illegal substance taking and the party thought
was one train of thought for Carla, but she had dismissed the
illegal substance taking out of hand - but the party thing, or some
kind of ‘weekend’ had happened she was sure. The woman, Davina,
herself had changed. And now there was this Cindy woman thrown into
the mix as well and it was Cindy who appeared to be running things.
Or it was Cindy who already it seemed, had taken a load off
Davina’s shoulders. Still, it unsettled Carla more than a little
bit and she just began to reverse back out of Davina’s office
space.

“Good! I thought a little later, we’d have a chat. I’m new
here and you are not. I think it would be good for me to lay out a
few ground rules. When’s good for you?” Again Cindy looked directly
at Carla who had been stopped in her reversing tracks. “Oh, well,
any time is good for me, just give me the nod and I’ll find us a
little vacant office and we can have a chat. How does that sound?”
And again Carla sounded more than genuine. She didn’t sound like,
or give any hints that she was unsettled. But she wouldn’t have
been fooling Cindy. Cindy would know how much she was rocking the
boat from the moment she walked in. And that this woman, this Carla
took such an interest - she’d had her card marked for her on the
Friday when she came in for interview. She’d known that Carla was a
woman that would need to be put into her place, and into her place
quickly. There would be no pussy footing about. “Perfect, I’ll let
you know. Close the door on the way out.” And with that Cindy had
dismissed Carla. And Carla would have been thinking how rude this
young woman was. She had come in all sunshine and smiles - she’d
have to admit, that she had thought there was ‘something’ about
Cindy when she came in on Friday - but before now she had dismissed
that as part of her envy and jealousy thing.

But she
couldn’t do that now. She was fast coming to the conclusion that
Cindy was rude and obnoxious. Of course it could be that she was in
the very early stages of a new, and very big job and this is just
how she was coming across. But if that was the case then, in
Carla’s opinion she was going about it the wrong way. Maybe it
would be good that they have this ‘chat’ later. Maybe that would be
a good chance for Carla, obviously the older and more experienced
woman, to lay down HER ground rules and point Cindy in the right
direction in the corporate environment. Maybe it would be a chance
for them both to clear the air and get off on the right foot after
all. Carla reversed out of the door and she did as she was told,
she closed the door. That had annoyed her more than slightly and
she gritted her teeth a little bit as she made her way back to her
desk. As she sat, she looked over to the glass partition wall of
Davina’s office. Davina was sitting now and Cindy was behind her.
She had her hands and fingers on Davina’s shoulders and she was
rubbing lightly. And once again there was this unsettled feeling in
Carla’s mind. She couldn’t help thinking how ‘close’ they were
already or how surely it would not be in this new girl’s job
description to give her new boss a shoulder rub on a Monday
morning. But Carla could have no clue about anything - not anything
at all at that point.

 


Later in the day

 


“This is strange, I have to admit Cindy. It’s like I’m in this
dream world that I cannot get out of.” Davina had got some of
herself back but not all of it. It was like she was floating along
on some kind of cloud. She had no clue that Cindy was the one
controlling exactly how much of herself she got back. She could
have absolutely no clue. “It’s a big change for you Davina. A huge
change having me in your life now to take some of the weight. It
will take some time for you to get used to it. But you don’t need
to worry, I am here all the way with you.” Cindy had spent the day
so far in Davina’s seat, trawling her PC hard drive, getting
herself acquainted with Davina’s work life. It was something that
she needed to do and something that she hadn’t been able to do
outside of the job. It made her getting this position even more
essential. Cindy had managed a whole lot of things, carefully,
skilfully to get where she was and now she was in, now she was part
of the inner sanctum she had to do the most of it. “Mmmm yeah I
guess so. I guess this is the time I can take my foot off the gas a
bit. It was the whole point of finding you for gods sakes! Finding
you has been a godsend, it really has.” And Davina was speaking
with that expressionless face and because of that Cindy smiled to
herself.

“I certainly am a god send Davina - and you get all of these
other benefits as well.” And as though to emphasise what she was
saying she just brushed one silken nipple as though accidentally
and Davina sucked in air. “Remember Davina, expressionless and
silent. That is what we are working to, and that it where we will
get to. And we will get to ‘full marks’ as well.” And Davina felt
almost a wash of happiness from inside as she remembered the full
marks and what she had to attain. The expressionless was going as
natural to her now but she took that in, about the silence - about
feeling whatever she felt in silence. And yet there was this jagged
edge as well. This jagged edge about how all this was encroaching
other real life. Cindy was watching Davina take it all in and at
the same time she flicked her eyes to outside the glass partition
to Carla’s station.

She
could see the woman getting up and picking up her bag. In Cindy’s
mind Carla was getting ready to go to the ladies rest room and for
her that was perfect. She watched Carla go and then she followed
her. “Davina I’m going to the little girls room. You’ll be ok for a
few minutes right?” And that was a ridiculous question. Davina had
made it in this company through her own hard work. Of course she
would be ok for a while on her own. Except she wasn’t thinking like
that. She was a little ‘jumpy’ that Cindy was leaving her. She was
worrying that Cindy would be gone for a long time. This was Cindy
working her way into the base psyche of Davina and it was her
beginning the process of making Davina reliant on her. “Yes, yes
I’ll be ok. Hurry back though hey?” And she would have smiled at
Cindy right there. But she remembered, expressionless. Cindy did
smile though.

“I thought this was a good time for us to have a chat?” Cindy
had followed Carla into the rest room silently. The woman was
locked in a cubicle and that was good. It gave Cindy a chance to
lock the outer door to prevent anyone else coming in at that
precise time. She didn’t need a lot of time. She just needed a
short intensive amount of time. “What in here? In this rest room?
I’m sure I can find a more suitable place.” And Carla had been
taken aback that Cindy was standing there waiting for her as she
flushed and opened the cubicle door. She already concurred that she
must have seen her and followed her there and that set all sorts of
rumbles off in her mind. “No Carla this is perfect, just perfect.”
And in a way, Cindy had put Carla at ease by using name at last.
But that was a ploy. It was a ploy to put her on the back foot
because in the space of split second, Cindy had stepped towards the
woman and slammed a tightly clenched fist into Carla’s abdomen. The
shock was palpable on Carla’s face. There was this ‘gush’ of the
wind leaving her but there was also the acute pain that was
accompanying the air that was deserting her.

It would
be difficult to know what was going through Carla’s mind at that
precise point. That absolute punch to her stomach wouldn’t have
been something she was expecting. It wasn’t something that would
have entered her mind and yet it had happened. And she wouldn’t
have wanted to sink to her knees at the stilettoed feet of this
girl either. But that was what she did. And that sink to her knees
was slow. Once she realised that was what she was doing she
wouldn’t have wanted to lose dignity the way she apparently was.
But at the same time, the shock, the horror, the pain was dictating
when and how much dignity was lost. Carla tried to find words but
she was unable to speak. That abdominal pain lingered. It died down
slowly but it lingered and Cindy was looking down at her. “We’re
only going to have this chat once. If we have to have it again then
it will not be good.” Cindy spoke as her high heels clicked around
the kneeling prose Carla. She went into a cubicle but instead of
locking it, she left it wide open so that she could see Carla, and
vice versa.

Cindy
was not shy. She was not afraid to slide up her skirt and bare her
own stockinged legs so that she could slip down her panties. And
she was not afraid or too shy to sit on the toilet with her legs
open so that she could urinate into the bowl either in full view of
Carla. And she was more than aware that through her tears, Carla
was watching her. And with each passing second, her sight and her
senses were coming back to her after the shock she had received.
For Cindy it would be pointless waiting for Carla to speak next.
The older woman would be in shock, she knew that. And there would
be no words that would come to her very easily or very quickly. “If
you interfere, or if you get involved, or if you raise any concerns
to anyone else, we WILL have this chat again. Except we will have
it somewhere else, and it will not end quite so well as this one
will.” She paused to let Carla recover and a breath again. The pain
was subsiding and her breath was coming back. For Carla, the words
that this chat would end anything like ‘well’ was something that
lifted her a little bit. But again that was Cindy throwing her into
a rash of false expectation.

“You need to realise that I can do nasty things. In fact you
can’t imagine how nasty I can be. So I wanted to use this little
coming together, just to warn you. Just to let you know that I am
on to you. And if I have to come more onto you than I am already,
then you’ve got problems. Now ‘crawl’ in here, to me.” And it was
Cindy’s turn to do expressionless. And her expressionlessness would
have sent shivers down the core of Carla. Carla would have heard
those words and she would have wondered if she had heard right.
That maybe she had heard them all wrong. She would have been asking
herself did she really hear that? Did she really hear Cindy telling
her to crawl into her? But then there was the nagging, absolute
fact that indeed she had heard right and that Cindy simply had her
stare fixed to her told her that she had heard right. There was no
doubt that Cindy had hurt her, and that she had scared her
shitless. And there was no doubt in Carla’s mind that what she was
hearing from this girl was right. It proved she was right to have
this bad feeling about her. It proved that she was right to feel
unsettled and disturbed about her.

So Carla
‘crawled’ towards the cubicle and she crawled into it and to the
feet and the legs of Cindy. Cindy urinated in a gush and all the
time she kept her eyes fixed on Carla. “Look at me. Look up at me
NOW.” There was that same expressionlessness in her voice that
there was in her face. Carla looked up. It would be fair to say
that her world was coming apart at the seams. This was not how she
envisaged her Monday morning going. This wasn’t it at all. It was
like all of her worst nightmares were coming true at once. Oh yes
Carla would be outraged - and she would be degraded. She would
certainly feel humiliated. And yet there was this fear of what this
young woman could and would do if she didn’t do as she was told.
Carla had been the weak link that needed to be sorted out. Cindy
had known that, and in the space of a few minutes she had this
woman on her knees - so what else was she capable of? Was there a
need for Carla to be concerned? Yes there was. There was a need for
her to be beyond concerned and now she was beginning to get
that.

Cindy
leaned forward as her vagina and pee-hole dripped the last dregs of
her urine. And she twisted Carla’s hair into her fist - the same
fist that had slammed into her stomach. “Am I making myself clear?
I hope I am making myself clear because if we have to revisit this,
what you think you are going through now will be nothing compared
to what you WILL go through. Am I making myself clear again?” And
as though to emphasise her words she twisted Carla’s hair tightly
forcing her neck to bend to the side. “Yes, yes, yes. I understand,
I really understand.” And this time Cindy smiled. She smiled in a
kind of manic way that in itself was of concern.

 



Chapter 12

 


CINDY - 10 years ago, continued

 


Cindy’s
agony was not only obvious, it was palpable. But it was also
‘silent’. The effects of that vodka slipped into her enema had long
since faded away. All there was now was the pressure, and the agony
that she was left with. Standing, one hand wrapped around the pole
of that medical stand and she was gripping that for all she was
worth - so much so that her knuckles were white. It was like
something that she could do that helped with that internal agony
she was suffering. But she could only do that because she was
allowed to do it. What she couldn’t do was scream. And if there was
anything she would have needed to do at this precise time, that was
to scream and cry. But she had been silenced by a simple
instruction. She didn’t need to be beaten into silence. She didn’t
need to be coerced into a silence that was as tortuous as what she
was suffering internally. She just needed to be ‘told’, and upon
being told, that silence was immediate. But now her face was
twisted into an agony that made what she was suffering obvious. The
dancing from foot to foot was quick, but not as quick as it had
been but that was because she was exhausted. Now it was like a
subconscious thing that she was doing - like a subconscious dance
from one Mary Jane shoe to the other. Now she was doing it because
there was nothing else that she could do. It was almost like she
was doing it blankly and zombie like. Like she needed to do
‘something’ and this was all she could do.

There
could have been the argument that she maybe just let it go - let
that cold icy, oily solution inside her go and take the
consequences. Why didn’t she just do that? It kind of hinted that
the consequences would be worse than what she was currently
suffering. And that was a frightening thought. That if she didn’t
obey this perfectly profiled silhouetted woman, that the
consequences were far, far worse. Such a thought forced the mind to
go into areas that it might not otherwise - darker areas that one
might not want to go into. And in those dark corners were things,
unspeakable things that could happen. And those unspeakable things
would be things that would be done to Cindy and would happen to
Cindy. It was best not to go into those dark corners. Rather,
instead, give in to the compelling need to watch and absorb what
this poor girl was going through.

There
was this permanent ‘twist’ to Cindy’s pretty face because of the
pain of the cramps inside her. Those cramps created an abominable
pain that didn’t spend any time in remission. It was simply a pain
that was there and there all the time. It was a pain that emanated
in the stomach, in the bowels, but radiated out from that and
seemed to affect every other organ in Cindy’s body. It would have
been a fact that at this point in time, she didn’t actually know
where the pain came from or what it was that she was feeling other
than pain. That was what severe agony did to a human being. It was
what severe acute pain did to a teenage girl. And the fact was that
she probably didn’t give a flying fuck where it came from or why it
was there - she would have just wanted it to stop. And her
contorted, pretty facial features would have been getting that
across. Those expressions of undiluted agony would have been
getting that absolutely across. The woman, the perfectly profiled
woman watched. She had watched all of the time and she had been
with Cindy on the journey - but she had been with her on the
outside. She had known what pain the girl was in, and it was that
that she would have absorbed. She would have created this pain in
Cindy and in her mind she was completely entitled to ‘enjoy’ it.
But now things were moving on a bit.

“Expressionless now cunt. No sounds, no facial expression. I
want you expressionless, completely.” And the effect of those
instructions were immediate. Totally immediate. There was this
surreality about it. There was certainly the question of how Cindy
could achieve what she had been told to do. Those expressions had
told, had given away the amount of agony she was in. Anyone seeing
those expressions would not be in any doubt that a lot of pain was
involved. And now, just with a few words from this woman those
expressions of a tortuous agony that existed were gone. It was like
Cindy’s face had been straightened out and smoothed out from the
inside. And there was this lucidness to her eyes that was
astounding given the circumstances. There was no twisting of the
face, no constant movement of the pretty mouth, no appearance of
the tip of her tongue at the corner of her mouth. There was just
nothing. There was nothing except this crystal clear lucidness in
her eyes. It was like she had achieved a state of mind by just
being given an instruction by this woman who was known by her as
‘mamma’. Like Cindy had been ‘trained’ to achieve a certain state
of mind that was achievable in the blink of an eye.

“Good girl. Good cunt. And you can come to a standstill as
well now. I want silence, I want expressionless and I want
stillness.” This was a woman who knew how to pile it on - and she
was piling it on. A woman who was clearly a sadist. What wasn’t
clear, not really was if this woman was a sadist for sexual reasons
such as her own sexual gratification, or if she was a sadist purely
for sadistic reasons. A sadist for the sake of it! It was a
question that was not easy to answer - one that couldn’t be
answered maybe. But now there was this immediate stillness in Cindy
as well as the silence and the lack of facial expressions. Just
this poor teenage girl standing holding onto that medical stand -
holding it for all she was worth because that was all she could do.
It was something, the only thing left that she hadn’t been told not
to do. So she gripped it tightly, extra tightly and the stayed
perfectly still. There must have been something inside her that
needed to rise above the pain. Like SHE needed to rise above the
pain. But there was something that was saying that although she was
following the instructions, that she was not rising above that pain
at all. That there was no state of mind that would rise her above
that pain. That no matter how high she went, the pain would stay
with her all the way.

And this
woman, she didn’t do anything. She didn’t say anything else, she
simply watched Cindy in her agony. She simply kept her eyes locked
on this poor girl as though she didn’t want to, or couldn’t miss
even the smallest amount of agony. Because there was this thing
about this woman that although she had silenced and stilled this
girl in her agony, she knew exactly all about that agony as well.
And that she knew how much effort it took for this girl to do what
she was being told to do, and how much more effort it took for her
to absorb that pain. And it was the sort of pain that would do
things to a girl. It would do things to Cindy. Things inside her
body yes, but things in her mind as well. There was something that
would tell anyone who saw this shit going on that Cindy was a girl,
who would come back a woman , and who maybe would wreak havoc on an
unsuspecting world. Or would wreak havoc on an unsuspecting woman -
a woman named Davina possibly!

 


Three hours later

 


There
was no enema now. That had been released, much to Cindy’s relief.
But there was still silence. There was still this expressionless
silence that should not be there, given the new set of
circumstances. She was on her hands and knees now on the edge of a
bed in a different room and there was a man, a naked man behind
her. From behind him, one would be able to see that he had his huge
hands on Cindy’s hips. He was in close to her and he was moving his
hips. He was moving his hips in and out, like he was fucking the
teenager, but he was blending that fucking movement with a
‘writhing’ of his hips. He was fucking Cindy and he was fucking her
deeply. What couldn’t be seen, not straight away, was that he was
fucking, not her vagina, but her ass. And again, what couldn’t be
seen straight away was the size of his cock. His cock was brutally
‘huge’. And if one was to move to the side, then on the out stroke
one would see that size and the brutality of that cock.

That
cock should have been hurting Cindy - as though she hadn’t been
hurt enough. As though she hadn’t been through enough already. But
there was no sign of hurt on her face. There was no sign of hurt at
all. she was still under those instructions to be expressionless
and silent. She couldn’t really be ‘still’ because although this
man wasn’t fucking her quickly, or torridly, he was fucking her ass
firmly and with that fucking she was moving. She was moving with
the brutality of the fucking that she was receiving from this man.
And that was the thing here - this fucking was a full fucking, a
brutal one and it was one that girl Cindy’s age and build should
not have been able to take. This was a girl, a teenager who would
grow into a stunningly developed, pretty woman. But in this place
at this time, her development was not complete - not yet. And it
was a simplified thing, so say that this girl was being fucked. It
was what that fucking entailed that would make any onlooker wince,
and recoil in an amount of absolute horror.

The
thickness of that cock - the sheer monstrosity of the cock that
belonged to a nameless, older man who had to be a monster himself,
was something that had to be looked at more than once to believe
it. It was the purest of facts that a grown woman would not have
been able to make her fingers meet around the shaft of that cock
because it was so thick. And the length of it, which only became
apparent on the out stroke of the fucking this man was giving to
Cindy. He was pulling out all the way, just leaving the huge,
ridged bell end inside her, before driving it into her again. And
because of the size of the vein ridden shaft of that cock, one had
to question the size of the bell end that stayed buried inside her.
One had to take another step back and wander about the size of that
bell end. And it would have been that bell end, the business end of
the cock, that would have been doing the damage to the inside anal
tract of Cindy. It had to be a mammoth bell end. And there can have
been no doubt that there was damage being done to her. That cock,
that monstrous cock could not have been inside her without there
being some kind of payback. Without there being some kind of
damage.

It could
have been that there was no blood. But that wasn’t the case at all.
This was a long, long firm fucking of Cindy’s ass that had played
out over time, and there had to be a tearing of the flesh as a
result of that constant fucking motion. Certainly Cindy’s anal
ring, the anal flesh would have been forced to stretch around that
cock. It would have been forced to stretch until in places it tore.
And so there were signs of blood. Dried blood mostly but every so
often a new tear on the flesh would create a new trickle and there
would be a trickle, like a little dribble of further blood. After a
few more in strokes with that cock, that blood would dry as well.
But there was even more at play here. There was more to this anal
fucking of this young girl, than the slow, firm, constant piston
motion of that cock. There was an objective. There was the
objective to ensure that Cindy’s ass and her colon would pro-lapse
and collapse in on itself. There was so much of that cock to
absorb, there was so much for her ass to take during that fucking
that, the end result was that it wouldn’t be able to take any more
and the flesh would give way and collapse in that
prolapse.

And it
was like that was an intentional thing that this man was doing. He
was fucking Cindy’s ass, for that very purpose. Fucking so that her
ass pro-lapsed on itself. There would be damage inside Cindy even
now. That stretching of the anal tunnel flesh, and that constant
motion of that cock pummelling her bowels. But it was the prolapse
that would be the objective. It would be when her inner flesh
suddenly slackened and when on the out stroke, the monstrous cock
brought the inner flesh with it. The alarmingly bright red of her
inner anal tract hugging that cock like a sloppy bag. That would be
the objective. And there was no rush to do that. It was a process.
It wasn’t something that could be done quickly. It had to be done
slowly and firmly. It had to be done exactly like this man was
doing it. It was as though he had been used to do this before. It
was like this was what this man existed for. Like he was a natural
wrecking ball and his cock was the thing that was used to do that
wrecking.

There
would have been no doubt that this anal destruction would have been
hurting Cindy. That it would have been hurting her even beyond what
the retention of the enema had hurt her. But there was no sign of
that on her face. Her face was almost serene as she was destroyed
in this way. Her face was almost ‘beautiful’ as her inner anal
tract was ploughed, stretched and torn in this way. And there was
no noise from her. She was utterly silent. The only noise was the
slippery sound of that monstrous cock sliding in and out of her.
And the occasional noise of Cindy’s breath being taken away. That
could not be stopped or prevented. That was nature taking its
course. Her breath being taken away by that huge bell ended cock
was something that would happen more often than not. And when it
did happen there was like this ‘gush’ that came from between the
serene lips of this poor girl. “That’s a good cunt. A good slut.
This is what you’re for isn’t it cunt? You exist to pleasure your
betters. You exist to ensure that your betters are pleasured
totally and completely regardless of the agony that you are in.
This is what you are for. This is what you exist for - the ONLY
reason that you exist.”

The
woman was in front of Cindy - on the other side of the bed. And
because she was there, because she was speaking the narrative, the
scene was more disturbing. It was like her presence, her
orchestration of what was going on in this room, emphasised and
amplified the horror of what was happening. But there was no
concern on her face, or in her voice. She was simply saying it as
she saw it, as she understood it. One had to wonder about the state
of her mind. The state of this older woman’s mind. And the fact
that she remained always partly in shadow, hiding herself, just
rendering herself in silhouette was a sign that she knew what she
was doing - but then she was staying partly hidden deliberately.
One had to wonder why she did this. One had to wonder what made
this woman tick. The man - he was just someone this woman used. He
was just a big cock that she used to do the damage. He was
nameless, featureless. She probably would never be able to pick him
out in a line-up at a police station. But she would recognise that
cock anywhere. It was his cock that she had hired. It was that cock
that she had sourced somewhere on the dark net and then paid to do
what he was doing to Cindy.

Cindy
didn’t answer the woman when she spoke. She didn’t need to. This
woman speaking the way she did was something that she needed to do.
It was something that added to the obscenity of what she wanted to
do and needed to do. Sometimes she would require response -
sometime not. She was speaking for effect and speaking for the ears
of the girl who was prose on the edge of the bed. Her weight now on
her forearms and her ass high up to receive the monster cock from
this man. The woman had told him, right at the start, “Slowly, do
the cunt slowly. I want the prolapse to be gradual but I want it to
be permanent.” And in speaking these words to this man she had
given him permission to fuck Cindy’s ass until it was destroyed.
She had given him permission to not only destroy the girl’s ass,
but also her mind. This wasn’t something that Cindy would ever get
over. It wasn’t something that she would forget. It was something
that would stay with her for the rest of her life. It was something
that would shape the rest of her life. It was something that would
dictate how the rest of her life would go. It was something that
would cause and create dark little corners inside her mind. And it
was something that would see her go in a certain direction in life.
And something that would see her scan the jobs adverts, and then
apply to be a girl Friday to a famous city executive. It would see
her come into fun contact with Davina.

 


2 hours later

 


When the
man upped the rate of the ass fucking, there was that gush of air
from Cindy again. It was the first sign that her inner anal tract
was collapsing under the constant and total onslaught from this
man’s monster cock. It was the first sign that the damage was
imminent. Truth be told there was already damage done - both inside
and to the outer anal ring. There was that tearing and the little
blood trickles. But inside as well, damage caused by the constant
pummelling by that cock. Like ‘pre-damage’, like ‘pre-prolapse’
damage that was just by the by. And then there was another noise
from Cindy. A noise that she was forbidden from making but that she
couldn’t avoid. The woman smiled. She knew that Cindy wouldn’t be
able to prevent herself making that noise as her inner flesh and
musculature gave way to that monster cock.

It was
then that Cindy’s ass was broken - when it was broken beyond repair
and when it simply gave way, gave in, gave up the ghost. It was
when the girl was damaged irreversibly. There was some blood, and
on the out stroke, there was that floppy wet bag of bowels clinging
and sucking to that huge cock, and then he shoved it back in. Then
he slid it back in but this time there was thus slackness to
Cindy’s anal tunnel. This time there was no resistance to the cock
that was mashing it all up. This time there was nothing to tell how
much she was suffering. Cindy whimpered and the woman could have
pulled her up on that, but she didn’t. The job had been done, Cindy
was ruined. And now she would be let go by mamma. She would be let
go into the unsuspecting, unprepared world. And somewhere out there
was Davina. Somewhere out there was this woman who was totally
unaware that she was on a collision course with a damaged girl
called Cindy.

 



Chapter 13

 


MONDAY Morning - work and work! Continued

 


“Please, please Cindy, you’re hurting me.” Carla was still in
that cubicle and she was still on her knees at the feet of Cindy.
And Cindy still had her fist wrapped tightly in Carla’s hair. “No
Carla, THIS isn’t hurting you. What I will do to you if you mess up
will be hurting you. If you mess up you will know what ‘hurting’ is
all about. You will know what it is like to ‘hurt’ in every part of
your mind and body, DO YOU UNDERSTAND?” And Cindy yanked the hair a
little harder as though to emphasise her words. Carla whimpered. To
her it must have felt that this young woman would tear the hair
right out of her scalp. “Yes, yes for gods sakes yes.” And Cindy
let go a little bit. She kept the twist of the hair around her fist
but she didn’t pull now - she let Carla’s head go upright again.
“There is no god Carla, just me! And you need to remember that. I
will turn your world upside down if you so much as look the wrong
way.” If it had been Cindy’s intention to put the fear of god, or
the fear of ‘her’ into Carla then she had succeeded - then she had
succeeded with ease. If this was an exercise in frightening this
woman more than half out of her wits then she had failed because
she had COMPLETELY frightened her out of her wits. Cindy loosened
her grip on the hair a little bit more but she leaned forward a
little bit more, so that she was right in Carla’s personal
space.

“That’s a good girl. You need to remember that I like good
girls Carla and whilst I like you, you are safe.” She was piling it
on. There was no doubt that she was piling it on. It was as though
this was a one off opportunity to get her point across and that she
couldn’t not get her point across. One had the feeling that she was
getting her point across with interest and that she had to do that.
It was like yes, she had accepted that Carla was the weak link and
so now she had this one opportunity to impress upon the older woman
that it really would not be in her best interest to mess up. “I
know, I know.” And there was that pure undiluted fear in Carla’s
voice. She didn’t need any more convincing that Cindy was a bona
fide nutcase. She wouldn’t tell her that of course. She would do
whatever was necessary to convince her that she understood - that
she understood exactly how it was going to be. But also she would
do whatever necessary to get the fuck out of this young woman’s
orbit as soon as was humanly possible. And she would do everything
she could to stay the fuck away from her. She was already sure that
they would not have this conversation again. But in the back of
Carla’s mind was this concern and this worry for Davina. But right
at this moment all she had in her mind was ‘number one’. That was
herself.

Yes
there was this nagging worry for Davina - what the fuck had she got
herself into? How was she supposed to help get her out? Would she
even do that? Would she just keep her head down and stay out of it?
Pretend like she didn’t know that this Cindy was some kind of
psychopath? How could she do that though? Why would she do it? She
couldn’t. And she knew that she wouldn’t be able to. But that was a
worry for her as well. That was something that she knew that she
would not be able to do. And even now, on her knees with her hair
twisted in Cindy’s fist, she knew that she would do ’something’ but
just not what. The trouble was, now she had that fear as well. That
fear was inside the core of her and she could feel it stirring
inside her,

“Now, I am pleased we’ve had this chat Carla. You can lick me
dry, then lick the rim of the toilet bowl, and then you can get
back to work. How does that sound?” Cindy had announced the
obscenity that Carla would perform as though she were suggesting a
walk in the park. And Carla would have been hearing the words she
just wouldn’t have been processing them as quickly as she would
have normally. That was because this wasn’t ‘normal’. Cindy gave a
little tug to the hair she had wrapped round her fist. “Yes, yes,
yes ok.” That was Carla being impressed upon that she needed to
process the words and what she had to do more quickly. And as she
processed those words, as she computed them, she was realising more
and more the kind of hell she was mixed up in here. And then the
questions were coming more fast more thickly. She had to be silent,
she couldn’t speak to anyone about this and so what did that mean
for Davina? What exactly was Davina caught up in? But in the
meantime she had to lick Cindy dry and to her that was beyond
something that was obscene. That was something that was straight
out of the deviant chronicles. In a way Carla was wishing she had
stayed in bed this morning. Wishing that she had phoned in sick or
something. Instead she had this close up view of Cindy’s nether
regions and even in that there was something wrong - not with the
vagina, but further back, the anal area, like a malformation, or
something wrong - something not right. That was Cindy’s prolapse,
but Carla would never get her head round that.

Carla
wasn’t a lesbian. She had a husband and two little girls. She was
the stereotypical multitasking, working housewife. She was still an
attractive woman now even though she was more mature. And she was
stacked - but now she was being thrown into something that was out
of her depth. She was being taken out of her comfort zone and into
something else that she didn’t really understand. She was being
shown a side of life that she didn’t really know existed. Or if she
did know a world like this existed, it was one that was so far away
from her that she had never given it a thought. That was the
trouble though - now she was having to give it a thought. “Lick
Carla. Full, slit length licks, now.” Cindy had come to the edge of
the toilet and she had spread her legs extra wide to give Carla
access that she needed. And the thing was that Cindy was still
holding Carla by her hair and now she was pulling her in to her
closer and closer. It would have been at this point that Carla
would have needed some kind of reality check. This was her reality
check!

She
needed to get out of this rest room. She needed to get out now but
she wasn’t going anywhere until this psycho bitch had done what she
set out to do. Carla ‘felt’ her tongue contacting with Cindy’s
vaginal lips as much as she tasted them. There was the dregs of
urine that clung to and then trickled down the centre of her tongue
as she worked it up the groove between Cindy’s lips. Carla closed
her eyes - she preferred not to see what she was doing. It was bad
enough that she had to do it at all without having that close up
view of this young woman’s sexuality. “Open your eyes Carla, take a
good long look. I want you to see what you are doing as well as
tasting me.” It was like Cindy had known, like she had just ‘known’
that Carla would close her eyes. She was after all, a woman who was
being shown the depths of torment at this point. There would have
been this confusion and this horror in Carla’s mind about this turn
of events. And on top of that she would have had the reality of
feeling her tongue ploughing the soft plumpness of Cindy’s sex
lips. There would have been the feel, the texture, and the taste.
And there would have been the knowledge that she was ‘cleaning’
Cindy. She would have had that degradation of knowing that she was
cleaning this woman after she had taken a pee. And now she had to
look, she had to take a long hard look at what she was doing as she
was doing it.

There
might, that is ‘might’ have been the thought that it could have
been worse for her - had this girl done the other, that is had she
taken a shit instead of a pee. But one had to doubt that. Carla
wouldn’t be thinking straight, let alone thinking of another step
worse a situation than she was already in. She was just getting
through this. She was just trying her best to get through it at the
same time as keeping her sanity, just. “Lick deeper Carla. When you
leave here, I want you to have tasted the ‘deeper’ me. I want you
to have cleaned me, but I want you to have given me just that
little bit of pleasure as well. Don’t worry, I don’t want you to
eat me to orgasm. You don’t deserve that, yet. But I do want to
feel your tongue slide as deeply into me as it will go. Think you
can do that for me Carla, hmm?” And there was this little tug she
did with the hair. Tugging Carla in closer and making her ‘kiss’
her lips. And then she felt it. Then she felt the tongue slide,
take one more long lick of the length of her slit and then slide
all of the way in. Cindy’s eyes rolled although Carla could not see
that. She was busy between Cindy’s thighs and she was sliding her
tongue in deep and one had to wonder what this woman thought about
that. What can she have thought about her down this low, on a
toilet cubicle floor and with her tongue sliding deep into this
young woman’s sexuality?

What can
she have thought about what Cindy had said? About what she wanted
her to do? And about the hint - the pointer that this wouldn’t be a
one off meeting at all. Cindy had said that Carla didn’t deserve to
give her an orgasm with her tongue ‘yet’. What did that even mean?
How was this woman supposed to process this? How was she supposed
to function in this world that she was being dragged into? There
was something in the back of her mind that was telling her to just
do what she had to do for now and get the fuck out of that place.
She could decide what to do in the bigger picture once she got back
into her own space. Once her head and face were not surrounded by
Cindy’s impressive, stockinged thighs. Once she was in her own
space she could think. That was it, once she was in her own space,
at her own desk she could take all of this into consideration. She
could just breath., for now she had to get out of this place and
before she could do that she had to do what Cindy
wanted.

“Mmmm you’re very good at this Carla. Have you done this
before?” Cindy was smiling at the same time as rolling her eyes.
Carla was actually pleasuring her with her tongue. But those
weren’t the words that Carla wanted to hear. They disgusted her. It
disgusted her to think that she was encouraging this woman to say
these words or anything like them. And yet she still had to do it.
Better that Cindy be pleased with what she was doing than not. And
so, even though she was deeply offended and disgusted that she was
in fact pleasuring Cindy with her fleshy wet tongue, she put more
into it. It was like the ying and the yang. She didn’t want to do
it, but at the same time she did. She slipped her tongue into the
warm wet confines of Cindy’s sexuality and she twisted it whilst it
was inside. This meant that she was agitating the juices and
tasting more as a result. And she was curling her tongue back. In a
way, Carla was exploring the sexuality of this sick bitch Cindy.
She would prefer not to be, but she was. And she was pleasuring
Cindy - again she wished that she wasn’t but then she was taking
into consideration that this was better than her displeasing
her.

Cindy
shifted herself on the seat so that Carla could have unhindered
access to her, and again Carla would wish this wasn’t the case. But
she was licking and she was penetrating Cindy’s sexuality and
because of that nature was taking its course. Cindy was producing
more and more of the wet slippery juices that happened as a result
of her being sexually pleasured. Carla was trying to think what was
more obscene - her being forced to do this, which she was, or the
thought that Cindy was actually being pleasured from what she was
doing? It would be fair to say that as Carla licked and tasted the
deeper Cindy, that her mind was melting. She knew what she had to
do, and she hadn’t lost her mind at all, but, there was this
confusion and this degradation in equal measure. One had to have
the feeling that Cindy knew what she was doing. One had to think
that she knew the effect that she would have on this woman. That
yes, she had put the fear of god into her with that well aimed,
precisely delivered punch to her abdomen, but that since then,
things had moved on and that she was in her head more now. Cindy
must have known that - she just must have. How could a woman like
this, with her history and her damage not know what she was doing
in a situation like this?

“I may have to take you into consideration Carla. I mean, you
know how to lick cunt don’t you?” Cindy was standing now, and she
was looking down at Carla who was now licking the toilet bowl. By
far this had to be the worst thing for her to do. Licking and
tasting Cindy’s sexual flesh and urine was one level of humiliation
and degradation. But having to get down low and licking around the
toilet rim, where countless women had sat and pee’d and done other
things was something else. And now she had this young woman talking
down to her as she did it. Now she was feeling that she had done
too good a job in what she was told to do. Now this young woman,
this psychopath was telling her that she had done so good that she
was now under her consideration. Whatever that meant.

That
pretty much mortified Carla - and yet it didn’t stop her from
licking that toilet bowl. It didn’t stop her not wanting to
displease Cindy. Cindy was giving her a compliment, kind of, in her
world, in that she could ‘lick cunt’ and so she was compelled to
show her that she could lick toilet bowl as well and so she was
attacking that very task from all angles. She was moving her head,
turning it, bending her head and getting down lower so that she
could extend her tongue more, and so that she could lick under the
rim. Carla really did not want to displease this girl. There was
something inside her that was telling there that she couldn’t do
that at any cost. That she simply could not displease this girl.
And that was a weird, almost like an out of body experience that
she was feeling. She was disgusted with herself for what she was
doing - and yet she wanted and needed to do it at the same
time.

“And I ‘love’ what you are doing with that toilet Carla. And
because I love what you did with my cunt, and what you are doing
with that toilet, I have to ask myself if you can lick like that,
can you ‘eat’ like that as well? I have a feeling that if I wanted
you to eat me to orgasm, you could do that and more Carla and so I
am going to keep that in mind. I am going to be keeping you under
observation. I mean, I don’t want you to think that this is the end
of the matter here and now. I don’t want you to think you are off
the hook because you’re not. You my dear Lady, are very much on the
hook. But everything else I said applies. You say nothing to
anyone. You say nothing even to Davina about this. You say nothing
to anyone. I will watch you and I will assess you and I may well
bring you into my circle. Or I may not. This is not something you
have a choice over. It’s something that I and I alone will decide.
You simply need to learn to live with what I decide. The same as
Davina has to do that.”

Cindy
talked on and on and each and every one of her words was filtering
into the psyche of Carla. If this poor woman had been mortified
before, then she was more so now. In the space of a few minutes
this young woman Cindy had got her claws into Carla. And one had to
wonder if Cindy was making it up as she went along, or was this
deeper hold she was getting over Carla on the cards all the time?
There had definitely been the need for her to scare this woman half
to death. There was more than the need for her to get a level of
control over the older woman that couldn’t be ignored or reversed
by the woman herself. And there had to be a degree of Cindy
learning from what she was seeing and then adapting to what she was
seeing. There had to be a degree of her modifying her plans for
Carla as she went along. It had to be that she intended simply to
put Carla into a metaphorical box and keep her there, but with how
things were going, that she was to a degree, thinking again. And
this had to be of deepening concern to Carla herself.

“Please Cindy, please, I promise I won’t say a word to anyone
at all about anything. I promise. I promise on my life I promise.”
And there was this sincerity in Carla’s begging that was almost sad
to hear. She was still on the floor and she had licked the rim of
the toilet bowl over an extended period of time. There would have
been that sincerity, that she meant what she was saying that would
have rung true with anyone from the normal world. Except that Cindy
wasn’t from any kind of normal world was she? “I know. I know you
mean what you say Carla. But you will understand, or you might not,
but you must understand that I have come across women like you in
the past - that I trusted and who then betrayed me on a monumental
level. So I have to ‘control’ you. I have to make sure that all the
bases are covered and there is nothing I am leaving to chance. To
do that, I have to keep you where I want you and where I need you
to be. This wasn’t planned - Davina I planned - her fate is sealed.
But you have been drawn into this as well and unfortunately I
cannot leave anything at all to chance. I have to control you, and
you WILL be controlled. I just haven’t decided to what extent as
yet. But trust me when I say that you WILL fall into line. Just
like Davina is falling into line.”

And now
it was all making more sense to Carla. Although not making more
sense at the same time. Carla had been right to think there was
something wrong the moment she had seen Davina that day. The moment
that her boss had strutted into the pool, all heels and tits, and
nipples and legs she had known there was something not right and
now she kind of knew why. Or now she had some kind of explanation
why. It didn’t help her though. It just didn’t help her. She didn’t
say anything, she just nodded up to a smiling Cindy.

 



Chapter 14

 


REST ROOM - Conclusion

 


Carla
was straightening herself out. She was out of the cubicle now and
she was at the wash basins. Cindy was behind her watching her. For
a long time nothing was said. Carla was having to come to terms
with a turn of events that was incredibly hard for her to get her
head around. She was a grown mature woman and she was more than
able to adapt to things. She had the skills necessary to do that,
in the normal world. But it was this that she couldn’t come to
terms with. And on top of that, she had this young woman, Cindy,
piling on core shock after core shock. “I want you to do something
for me Carla. I want you to practice a vacant, expressionless look.
I want you to practice ’nothing’. Do you think you can do that for
me?” Cindy was in thoughtful mode. She was to an extent basking in
the memory of having Carla’s tongue deep inside her and pleasuring
her. For Carla there were more words for her to contend with. “I
don’t know Cindy. I just don’t know.” And there was this desolation
in Carla’s voice that was more than evident. “Let me rephrase that.
You WILL practice it, and I want to be able to give you full marks
for trying. Does that make it easier for you to ‘know’ Carla, does
it?” And this time there was a bit of an edge to Cindy’s voice.
“Yes, yes of course. Yes I understand.” And in the space of a split
second Carla had gone from not knowing to fully understanding.
“Good girl. I knew you’d get it. But you won’t discuss this with
Davina, or anyone. Davina will ‘know’ but she won’t discuss it with
you either. You’ll both exist in this vacuum and that will be a
torment enough for you. Now off you go Carla. And remember I will
be in touch and I will be watching, all the time. Oh and yes,
remember Carla, expressionless - that’s what I want for full marks.
And if I don’t get full marks…” And she left her words hanging
right there. She didn’t need to elaborate.

Davina
watched through her glass partition as Carla came back from the
rest room. For some reason she knew that she had been spoken to by
Cindy. There was this vacant expression on Carla’s face. There was
this expressionless expression on her face and Davina knew about
that - she knew ALL about it. She watched Carla re-seat herself and
she was trying to get her thoughts back. Cindy was nowhere to be
seen and so she took the opportunity. She pressed the inter desk
intercom button. “Carla come here a second will you, please.” And
Carla looked at Davina across the pool and through the glass
partition. Then she got up again and went to Davina. All the time
she had this plain, straight face on her. It wasn’t a long coming
together though. “Carla is everything ok, you look like you’ve seen
a ghost?” And although there was this concern from Davina, there
was also this distance and this same vacantness. Carla didn’t say
anything, she just looked. Her face remained straight, plain,
expressionless. And then she turned and left. There hadn’t needed
to be any conversation. It was what it was and Davina sank back
into her seat. Then she saw Cindy coming back. She watched - she
watched Cindy bend and speak something to Carla. But again there
was nothing in expression terms from the older woman. A few seconds
later Cindy was back with Davina and there was this core shiver
down Davina’s spine. The plot had thickened already.

 


ONE MONTH LATER - NOW - from Chapter 1

 


Davina
was topless, except for the ‘thing’ that was tight to her upper
torso and breasts, and she was in this room that was only lit via a
window that allowed in sharp shards of sunlight. And because of
these sharp shards of sunlight, there were dust particles just
hanging in the air. “Thank you Miss Cindy, thank you Miss Cindy for
the pain. Thank you for treating me as I deserve to be treated. I
am in your debt Miss Cindy. I will always be in your debt.” And now
there was this difference in her voice that seemed to be a natural
follow on to what she was going through or had been going through
so far. “You most definitely are in my debt Davina. And you most
certainly are grateful for what I am putting you through. And for
me coming into your life. Just think, if I didn’t come into your
life you would be like a wandering soul now and not able to
function on any proper level. You wouldn’t be able to be who you
really are, and who I want you to be. You would just be this
‘shell’. Like a shell without a purpose in life. And then I came
along, and now you have a purpose. You have a reason to live. And
that reason is ‘me’. You exist to please me - gratify me in every
way. You exist to accept and absorb all of this pain that I give
you because this is what you are for. It’s what you need to do
because without what I offer you as a life, you are
nothing.”

And the
truth was that it was getting more creepy, more weird with every
word that Cindy spoke. She was talking more normally now as she
stayed looking out of that window. She didn’t turn to face Davina -
it was like she didn’t need to. It was like she just knew that she
had the woman’s full attention and that each and every word that
she was speaking was filtering into the ears and the psyche of
Davina. But it was like Davina was being fed a false truth. This
woman was self-made, a successful ultra executive who’d made it up
the ladder herself. She was a woman who had been doing anything but
walking around a shell of herself. She was a woman who had sought
and found who she thought was going to be here saviour - her girl
Friday. And that girl Friday had turned out to be Cindy. The PA
from hell. Maybe even the PA from the depths of hell itself.
Nothing that this girl said made sense in this place at this time.
And as one zoomed out, to take in the whole scene in this room
infested with suspended dust particles, there was still no
explanation as to why this woman could in in so much pain. At least
not at first.

Only
Davina would know, plus the girl herself of course. That thing
around her torso, and her breasts - like a skin tight, industrial
latex thing that seemed to have been ‘poured’ over her. That seemed
to seal her flesh. It hadn’t been poured over her of course. Rather
it had been fitted to her and then adjusted and tightened onto her
and sealed. Where she had enjoyed being topless - where she had
been able to ‘enjoy’ if that was the right word, the freedom of her
unbra’d breast, now she couldn’t. Her breasts had been enclosed and
sealed into this rubber ‘thing’. That rubber thing completely cut
her breasts off from the outside world, although where there had
been those hyper extended nipples all coated and hardened with
cosmetic help, now they weren’t. Now there was just a more subdued
yet still hardness showing through the rubber,. Just a slight
imprint from the inside of the thickness of the nipples. Just a
slight concave roundness that hinted at these nipples. But that
thing fitted to her, like a garment, like a crop top that took in
the fullness of her breast globes but also that took in her whole
breasts and down her torso to her belly button.

And
there was this skin tightness to that garment, the neatness, this
almost erotic quality to the way it fitted and shaped Davina that
forgot, or that made anyone who saw it forget, that it was causing
this woman so much distress. If one looked closer, if one took the
time, or even the inclination to look closer, there would be the
tell-tale signs of what was going on inside this ‘garment’. The
shiny black rubber was perfectly smooth, perfectly formed and it
shaped an already impressively shaped Davina to perfection. But
that closer look would reveal those little ‘dots’ which appeared at
first as imperfections in the perfect rubber. It might take the
average person a little while to do the maths as to what they were
seeing. Or what was going on here. It might take a little time for
the pieces to fall into place. All over the glorious globes of
Davina’s rubbered breasts, under them, down the front of her torso
and round her back, and down her spine - all these 10s or even 100s
of ‘dots’. Each one of those dots representing one inch long
needles or ‘spikes’. If such a horror entered into the
comprehension of a normal person then it would have to follow that
those needles or spikes were sunk into the flesh of this woman
under that rubber. And that alone would be the cause of enough pain
to make anyone cry, or cringe and twist their faces. But not
Davina. There was the pain but no cringing, no twisting of the
features. Just almost like a serenity, and definitely
expressionless!

And that
was it - trying to comprehend what was happening under that rubber.
If one was to consider that each and every one of those dots
represented needles or spikes, and that every one of those needles
and spikes was pushed into, and held deep into the flesh of Davina
by the tightness of the rubber, only then would the true horror
begin to reveal itself. The fit of the rubber, the tightness of it,
the skin tightness of it, the elasticity of it, the design and
built, and fit of it, making sure it was held in, and making sure
that each and every one of those spikes was held into the flesh and
yet at the same time making sure there was no leakage. That is no
leakage of blood, if any existed. Like Davina was this
self-contained ‘unit’ of unadulterated pain. The pain of the spikes
alone would make anyone wince if they tried to imagine how it felt
to be sealed inside that ‘garment’.

But then
a deeper insight would reveal that through the hollowness of these
hypodermic spikes, solution could be injected into the flesh that
would cause yet more distress in the form of dire pain. And if one
was to look closer still, on one shiny black rubber shoulder of the
garment was a tiny little flashing red light that was built in to
the garment. This little red light signifying that fact that it
could accept remote control instructions and that those
instructions would bring the garment to life in one of numerous
ways to cause Davina the kind of hell that she won’t have come
across until now. Indeed, the longer one looked at this garment,
the longer one looked at Davina, the more complex it became. On the
face of it, it was simple. Davina’s rubber garment and spikes sunk
into her flesh would equal pain. But that was just the immediate
face of it and didn’t even hint at the deeper anguish that this
woman could be subjected to.

There
may have been the possibility, the chance for Davina to think where
it had all gone wrong. Maybe the slight possibility of the chance
for her to wonder how she had got to this place. If that had been
the case then she would have known that this young woman, this
Cindy had just crept in under her skin, under the radar, and then
into her mind. But that was just it - it wasn’t under the radar. If
Davina could have really thought about it, which was doubtful, she
will have known and accepted that Cindy had taken charge from the
get-go. That it wasn’t all that gradual or all that under the
radar. She would have realised that this young woman had ‘excited’
her from the get-go. From the time she saw that little video clip
attached to her electronic CV. And then there had been that little
‘role-play’ that they had indulged in. There had been something
about her and that something had proved to be more exciting than
she had at first felt. And it was like a snowball that had started
small, running down the hill and gaining momentum and size as it
went. And eventually it becomes too big to stop by normal means.
Likewise with Cindy - she had started almost, almost but not quite,
understated and now she was unstoppable. Now she was an unstoppable
force. Now she had complete and utter control over Davina. Now this
girl, this devil in disguise had complete and total control over
the super executive.

Once
that first weekend was done and dusted. Once that first Monday
morning was out of the way - once the ‘change’ in Davina had been
seen and accepted, then it was plain sailing for Cindy to get
further and further in. The instructions, the specific instructions
for Davina to simply absorb what she was going through - for her to
remain expressionless no matter what she was going through and no
matter how much pain she had to take was like its own natural
camouflage. It was like Davina hiding her own agonies. And because
she was doing that - because she was doing that expressionless and
silent thing, she could be taken deeper and deeper. It gave Cindy
the tools and the blank canvas she needed. Once she had this hold
over Davina, once she could instruct her like this, and once Davina
had managed to attain the level of expressionlessness and of
silence that Cindy demanded - then this young woman could take her
deeper and deeper. And she could take her to the areas of the mind
that she had herself been taken to all those years ago by mamma.
Now she was mamma to Davina, and there was only one way that would
go.

“I know it hurts honey. But it’s better this way. And you
know, you KNOW I am so proud of you. I am so proud that you can
take those nasty needles in you and not show it. That is the most
important thing, that you don’t show it, ever.” And it could have
been taken that this was the weak link in Cindy’s actions. If
Davina not showing it, not crying, not screaming and not twisting
her face in agony was the key to how Cindy could do what she was
doing to the extent that she was doing then, all Davina had to do,
was the opposite of what was expected. All she had to do was scream
the place down - call for help and show the world what she was
going through. Then it would all be over, right? But it wasn’t as
simple as that. Cindy had this hold over Davina and that hold had
been established over Davina on that first weekend. From the first
time that Cindy had strolled in to her office, there was only a one
way trip to go on for Davina and she was on it. From that first
time, from the first words spoken there was something there that
simply sucked Davina in further and further.

It was
like the coming together of the perfect storm. It was like all of
the flailing loose ends had been tied off and all that was left was
this subdued and controlled super executive woman who had no
defence against Cindy. And this was no accident - the scary thing
about this was that it was planned and executed by Cindy. This was
this young woman who had been through a form of hell herself now
getting her own way. This was her now reaping her brand of hell on
a completely innocent woman. Ok, yes if Davina had just screamed
out instead of remaining silent and expressionless then it would
have been over. But she didn’t do that. And she didn’t do that
because she couldn’t. And she couldn’t because Cindy was inside her
head. Inside her mind. And all it was for Cindy now was a nut
tightening exercise. The hold was there, and all she had to do was
tighten the nut. Tighten it a little bit more each day. And in
doing that she was simply taking and possibility of escape for
Davina further and further away. Cindy was fucking up mamma, just
like she said she would.

“Those nasty tits of your mamma. They have to suffer right?”
And Cindy was smoothing her hand over the rubbered, needled, spiked
breasts of Davina. And that action, that simple almost gentle
action in itself must have been causing absolute desperate agony
for Davina, but she didn’t show it. There was no expression of the
pain she felt. Nor any noise. Only Cindy would see, if she looked
closely, the slight, the very slight flare of Davina’s nostrils as
that hand almost hovered over that rubber but not quite. “Yes Miss
Cindy. Yes Miss Cindy its tits must suffer. Its tits must suffer.”
There was that almost manic repeating of herself but more worrying
was Davina reducing herself to ‘it’ status. One had to wonder what
was going through this woman’s mind for her to do that. What was
going through her mind that would make her reduce her own status to
that of ‘it’. What can this younger woman have done to her, how can
she have got lodged so inside Davina’s mind that this was the
result? There were more questions than answers.

“And that nasty, nasty cunt of yours has to suffer for mamma
as well, right?” And Cindy was lowering her hand, her fingers, off
the skin tight fitted rubber to the flesh above Davina smooth,
hairless sexuality and she was smoothing down the lips of Davina’s
sexuality with her fingers. She was doing it so lightly, she was
doing it so almost imperceptibly that Davina herself wouldn’t have
known what she was feeling in her mind. What she was actually
feeling at that point was the pleasure that Cindy could administer
to her nether regions. But her mind couldn’t work that out. Her
mind wouldn’t be able to work it out because it wasn’t supposed to
be able to do that. “Yes Miss Cindy, Yes Miss Cindy, its nasty cunt
has to suffer as well. It has to suffer for you Miss
Cindy.”

This was
Cindy getting Davina ready for work again. This was at the end of a
another weekend. This was another Monday morning and this was
Davina more mind fucked than she had been so far. It was her just
another degree mind fucked. Her just another notch on the bolt
tighteners around her mind. One had to feel sorry for her. One had
to feel for her in general. That expressionlessness and that
silence garnered more sympathy but only from anyone who might know
what she was going through. And that was no-one of course - no-one
knew except her and except Cindy. And there was no sympathy from
Cindy. All there was from Cindy was this knowledge that she could
now undertake all she wanted to do - now she could do absolutely
anything with Davina that she wanted because there was nothing that
the super executive could do to stop her. Even if there was
something in the depths of Davina’s mind that was telling her that
she needed to get out - there was a bigger impulse in her not to
displease this younger woman. Not to displease Cindy. If it had
been Cindy’s intention to fuck with Davina’s mind as well as fuck
it up, then she had succeeded completely. Yet again she had
succeeded completely. And she smiled at that thought.

 



Chapter 15

 


NOW - DAVINA’S work

 


“I know, I know it hurts so much doesn’t it? But you KNOW it’s
for me and that is what matters most. That you suffer for me - that
every microbe of your being suffer for me. THAT is what you have to
learn to do Davina.” And there was this cruel cleverness in Cindy
which saw her, every so often drop in Davina’s real name, instead
of referring to her as an ‘it’. When she did that, it tugged at
something deep inside Davina that made her want to please this
younger woman more and more. It was like this slight
acknowledgement that she had a name was like a morsel of kindness
and this older woman would hang onto for all it was worth. “Yes
Miss Cindy, it knows, it knows that it has to suffer for you. It
knows Miss Cindy.” And these were the saddest lines of all. Pure
cruelty being applied by this young woman on the older one and yet
sadder still, the acceptance of what she was being put through and
the way that she simply absorbed it without expression and without
sound.

“That’s right ‘it’. It does know that it has to suffer for the
rest of its life, for me.” And now Davina had been fitted with more
rubber. Rubber pants that were skin tight and which left just the
narrowest of strips of bare flesh between the pants and the rubber
crop top. These rubber pants, skin tight, like a second skin, and
again peppered with those little dots that signified the little
hollow spikes and needles. And for some reason these pants,
bringing home the fact that the crop top had those dots all over
its back as well, and so those needles and spikes would be piercing
this woman from all directions. The difference in the pants was
that the dots existed over the buttocks, and around the hips and
into the upper thigh area, and then the very lower belly, above the
pubis, but then the dots finished. What there was at the crotch was
a larger imprint, like a round raised ridged imprint. And there was
a similar one at the anus. It might take some longer than others to
work out that Davina was penetrated by thick appendages that were
part of those pants. There could be no way that anyone from the
real world would know to what extent she was penetrated or what she
was suffering as a result of those penetrations.

Only
Cindy would know the full story of those pants and what was going
on inside them, and inside Davina. Even Davina herself couldn’t
give it away, even she couldn’t give away anything because being
expressionless and silent was natural to her now. No matter what
she was going through, it was natural. Her being able to function
was also natural for her. There was this little switch somewhere in
her mind that could be flicked and in flicking that switch she
would be allowed, she would be able to function at somewhere near
full capacity. That is, she would be able to function somewhere
near a full capacity that would be dumbed down somewhat by what she
was going through. And the beauty of those tortuous garments that
she was wearing were that they could be hidden under everyday
clothes. They could be hidden, worn without them being seen, under
the corporate clothes that Davina had to wear for her job. The
corporate ‘uniform’ that Cindy had decided that she would wear and
that were now part of the new Davina as it were.

This was
the deliciousness of what Cindy did. The deliciousness of how she
could ‘design’ Davina and how in that design she could torture
Davina to the utmost. How she could torture her at the same time as
making he appear normal. There was no way that what this young
woman did to Davina could be explained off - or described. And if
one tried to find a reason for it then one would come up blank. A
nice black silk blouse over that rubber crop top hid the rubber to
perfection. There was no sign of it. Just the uplift of breasts
that were always in the process of being tortured, even when they
were not being tortured. Those needles deeply embedded in the
breasts and torso flesh even when further torture was not being
applied. And the beauty of the black, silk top was that whatever
was going on under it was invisible - totally invisible. And this
invisibility was aided and abetted by the fact that Davina was
expressionless and silent. That in fact she was complicit in her
own never ending torture.

And
then, a fitted skirt over the pants. Those rubber pants, skin
tight, and containing, so tight that they provide no tell-tale
lines through the tightness of the skirt. And so it was a fact that
this poor woman could have her femininity invaded, penetrated and
tortured with no limits. Yes no limits - the appendages up inside
her, pressing against her colon and her cervix respectively - and
then inflated so that she was stretched. And once inflated to the
maximum, more hollow point needles activated via the remote control
ability, springing out from the shaft of each appendage and so that
she was pierced deep inside her most private feminine flesh. One
could try to imagine the pain that involved. One could try to just
comprehend what Davina was forced to endure the way she was but
no-one would be able to comprehend it. And that was the thing.
No-one would be able to make sense of what they knew, if they knew
it. One could explain and describe what was happening to this woman
at any given time but there would be no-one from the real world
able to comprehend the actualities of it. There wasn’t a person
living, or dead who would be able to get their heads around it.
No-one except Cindy that is.

And yet,
at the same time as all of that continuous never ending pain, those
pants, those tight rubber pants containing a button - a precisely
positioned button which when fitted and then activated, pressed
against the clitoris of Davina - and then stimulating the clitoris
to maddening levels. This is what Davina had to endure. The pain,
and then the pleasure being applied at the same time. One would
think that the pain would drown out the pleasure, or hopefully vice
versa. But this wasn’t the case at all. This wasn’t how it went
down. If anything, the pleasure that created this background throb
inside the clitoris of Davina simply enhanced and amplified the
pain that she felt. And at the very least it, produced this
confusion inside her that was a torture in itself. That question of
whether it was pain she was feeling or pleasure, or both. Or even
neither. These confusions and this contradiction weren’t something
that happened by accident - rather it was something that was simply
there - something that she simply had to endure. Something that she
had to contend with and something that she had to live with. It
seemed that the tortures applied to her were something that became
permanent. It wasn’t as though she had to endure one torture then
another and another in a linear fashion. Rather it was something
that was simply added to. Like an ever increasing amount of torture
and pleasure that she had to adapt to.

The
seamed stockings were simply there for aesthetic appeal. Pure eye
candy! Davina’s legs were astounding. They were long and they were
shapely and they suited leg wear - any kind of leg wear, especially
when enhanced further with the highest and the spikiest of high
heels. “A creature like you has got to look right doesn’t it, hey.”
And this was the strangest of all contradictions. Davina being
enhanced and underlined as a feminine, a human feminine entity and
yet, her being objectified and reduced to an ‘it’ and a ‘creature’
at the same time. He makeup perfect, her look perfect. And the
silence, and the expressionlessness also perfect. This was almost a
surreal thing that was happening to this woman. Something that was
surreal and yet existing in the real world and something that she
was totally unable to escape from - even if she wanted to escape
she couldn’t. “Yes Miss Cindy, a creature like it, has to look
right. It has to look right all the time Miss Cindy. All the time.”
And it was as though she was desperate to let Cindy know that she
understood her new place in this world. It was as though she was
beyond desperate for this younger woman to know that she more than
understood her place in this world.

 


There
was barely a raised eyebrow when Davina and Cindy came in through
the office pool now. There might have been the odd look. Even the
odd extended look from someone who didn’t get it. From someone who
had tried to get it, but didn’t. This was the city for gods sakes -
things changed, people changed. Davina changed and whilst at first
it was an alarming change, and a disturbing one, the longer that
change was evident, the less anyone took any notice. And the more
that Cindy appeared to get on top, the more people thought that was
normal and the less people cared. Davina had become this almost
sexualised, vacant person. Who knew or who cared why? There was
only one woman who looked, one woman who looked intently when
Davina and Cindy came in and that was Carla. She was on it intently
- and that was because she was inside her own particular hell. She
had been weeded out by Cindy and she had been nullified. Nothing
would be more true than to say that Carla was petrified of Cindy.
Nothing could be more true than to say that Carla had been partly
brought into Cindy’s world unbeknown as to what it contained. And
nothing could be more true than to say that Carla was as fixated
with Cindy as her own boss Davina was. Nothing would be more true
than to say that Cindy had created this perfect world - her brand
of perfect world, in which her ‘creatures’ her ‘its’ could exist in
agony and ecstasy, and in plain sight. This was Cindy’s perfect
world right here right now!

“You see Carla, if you could only imagine what Davina is going
through right now you would understand your own predicament. You
would understand what I could do to you. You don’t have a clue
though. Look at her, getting her presentation ready. She looks
beyond stunning doesn’t she, and yet she is in agony. You wouldn’t
think she is, but she is. She’s not allowed to show it. If you knew
what was happening inside her sexuality right now, and inside that
fine silk top she’s wearing, and under that skirt. Oh then you’d
know.” Cindy had gone to Carla and she was talking to her. More
like she was gloating to her. She was boasting of Davina’s agonies.
She was at the same time layering another level of control into
Carla’s head and her mind. “Look, when I play with this, I can
create all sorts of added bedlam for her you know Carla. I mean
she’s in agony all the time but she isn’t allowed to show it. But
when I press ‘this’ button for instance, I can send an electric
current through her that would stop anyone in their tracks, but not
her.” And with that Cindy pressed the little button on the remote
control unit she was holding. And Carla’s eyes shot across to look
through the glass partition and into Davina’s office. And right at
that precise point there was just, only just a hint of a little
pause in Davina’s otherwise fluid movements.

That was
when the electric shot through her. That was when that shock was
sent through the anal and vaginal appendages in tandem and when
just for that very brief split second, Davina was brought to a
standstill. That was when it hit her. A close look at Davina’s
perfectly made up face would reveal no expression. She would have
felt that shock - there would have been no way that she could do
anything but feel it. And that shock would have made everything
inside her tremble and then tighten. It would have just for that
split second, knocked her ability to think straight, or think at
all out. That little micro second that she paused wouldn’t be
something that would be able to be trained out of her. That was
something that was unavoidable. It was something that simply
happened. Like a little ‘disturbance’ in the proceedings. The only
thing that could be trained into Davina was to make the disturbance
less and less - until it was that micro split second.

“Delicious, isn’t she Carla. And don’t tell me you’re not
jealous because I know you are.” What Cindy was taunting Carla with
was ironic to say the least. Carla had always been jealous of
Davina and what she had achieved and when it had become clear that
she would never reach the same dizzy heights as the single named,
ultra executive herself then she had to content herself with being
in her orbit and trying to make herself indispensable to her boss.
So what Cindy was saying was as ironic as it was ludicrous. What
Carla was involved with now, what she had been sucked into against
her will, and wish she hadn’t been was different. Cindy was trying
to make out that Carla was jealous because of how Davina was now
suffering, and that couldn’t be further from the truth. Nor could
it be closer to the truth. In a way, Carla was in the worse
position of all. She knew what this younger woman was doing. She
knew there was something deeply twisted and perverted about Cindy
and this sadistic hold she had over Davina and yet she could do
nothing about it. She was kind of trapped on the outside, but
looking in. And again she could do nothing about it.

“And again Carla watch.” And this time Cindy had a smile on
her face. It was like she was going to reveal something that she
had never revealed before. And that in itself was like a torture
for Carla because every time this girl came close to her, she
wished she would get the fuck away. She’d had her card marked and
that was fair enough, but she just wished this twisted fuck of a
young woman would stay the fuck away from her. But Cindy pressed
another button on the remote and both sets of eyes went to Davina.
And again there was this pause. This time it was a longer pause.
“The shock this time was three times more powerful than the last.”
Cindy seemed to revel in telling Carla that and that would explain
the longer pause. That longer pause signifying that her systems had
been knocked out or interrupted by the shock for slightly longer.
And that it took Davina slightly longer to get back ‘on line’ as it
were. And again there was this expressionless expression in Davina.
And again there was this tall, stiletto enhanced elegance about the
way she moved. It was just that ‘pause’. That slightly longer than
split second pause - and it was in that tiny amount of time that
one would feel the most sorry for Davina.

“Please don’t do that to her anymore. Please Cindy, please?”
And there was no logic, or explanation as to why Carla uttered
those words. But even more illogical was that fact that this older
woman knew, even as she was speaking that she was saying the wrong
thing. The right thing would have been to say nothing at all but
she couldn’t manage that. Something had to come out of her
lipsticked mouth and they were the words she spoke. Cindy came
round to Carla’s side of her desk and she leant down to her to
speak. The surreal thing about this was that this vast open office
space was going about its business as though nothing was happening.
It was just ticking along whilst in this parallel universe in the
same office space there was Cindy creating this sadistic havoc. And
now she wasn’t stopping at Davina. “How fucking dare you plead for
‘it’. I hope you know what you’ve done Carla because now, instead
of keeping you out - instead of controlling you from the outside,
now I have to bring you inside. And you know what that means,
right?”

The
thing was that Carla didn’t know what that meant. She knew it
couldn’t be good. She knew that she probably shouldn’t have said
what she said. She knew that she shouldn’t have said anything at
all. But she didn’t know what Cindy meant by bringing her inside.
What did that even mean? She shook her head to let Cindy know that
she didn’t know at all. And Cindy stood up straight again. She
stood up all straight and couture like with one hand on Carla’s
shoulder. And now she spoke from that upright position. “Have you
ever experienced an agony so terrible that you wished you were dead
instead of having to feel it? Have you Carla?” And Cindy was
speaking in this low down voice in a way that she would never be
overheard in that place. And Carla was really wishing that she
hadn’t said anything at all now. She had just been compelled to
speak for Davina who was in obvious though practically invisible
agony. She suffered as she felt Cindy’s fingers stiffen and dig
into her shoulder a little “Well, I think that it’s about time you
found out right. We’ll find somewhere nice and quiet a little later
on and we’ll get you ready. You need to learn when to speak and
when to be silent. You don’t ever ask me not to torture my sweet
Davina, ever. And she won’t ever ask me not to torture you. You
will each have a mutual understanding and respect for each other’s
torture. And you will each respect me, to the maximum at all
times.”

“Look, Cindy I didn’t meant to interfere. I know that now I
won’t ever do it again, I promise. I promise Cindy.” And it was
unmistakable, that tone of deep, deep regret that poured from
Carla’s lips. And for a little while, some seconds any way, Cindy
didn’t speak. She was watching across the pool to Davina’s office
and she was watching Davina go about her work knowing the agony
that she was in. And there was this pride in Cindy of Davina. That
was it, pride. But what a bizarre, and twisted pride that was.
“It’s too late for that Carla. You’ve spoken out of turn. You had
the opportunity to know what you know and say nothing. But instead
you thought you’d speak up for your friend and the woman you have
been jealous of for years. And now it’s because of that, you need
to suffer as well. I hadn’t decided what to do with you, if
anything, but now I know you can’t be free Carla. Now I know that
you have to be brought in as well. And that suits me just fine.
Stay alert today Carla because you will be coming with me at some
point.” And with that Cindy tapped Carla lightly on the same
shoulder she had rested her hand and she walked away.

Carla
looked like she had seen a ghost. It was like as Cindy walked away,
she was realising fully, the mistake she had just made. The thing
was, why didn’t Carla just get up and scream the place down there
and then? She could have blown the whole thing open. She could have
alerted security, she could have got Davina out of it. She could
have ended it all there at that point but she didn’t. And one had
to ask why she didn’t? Carla watched Cindy walking away and it was
at that precise point that she knew there was no way out for her,
just like there was no way out for Davina.

 



Chapter 16

 


CARLA’S lesson

 


Carla
couldn’t have been more petrified. It was like she had reached the
end of the petrification tether. It was like she had been taken
there and just kept there. Like she had been take to that place of
petrification and then just told to ‘sit’ and wait! From the moment
that Cindy walked away from her in the pool, it was like she was on
some kind of fucked up death row. Every time she saw Cindy, every
time she heard her, every time she recognised the sound of those
distinct metal tipped stilettos she thought this was the time she
was coming for her. And it was like that waiting was a torture in
itself. It was like that was a deliberate ploy on Cindy’s part to
torture this poor woman’s mind. That was because that was exactly
the way it was. Cindy didn’t do anything by chance, or by accident.
She was inflicting a form of anticipation that was also a palpable
torture.

“It’s time Carla.” And the thing was that with all the time
that Carla had spent on alert, watching for Cindy, listening out
for her coming for her, when the younger woman actually did come
for her, she didn’t hear her or see her. It was like she had
switched off. Or like maybe her mind was thinking that she wouldn’t
come after all because she had waited and expected it all morning,
and then into the afternoon so she was thinking maybe this woman
wouldn’t come for her after all. Maybe she had just intended to
scare the shit out of her and that would be that - so because of
that, maybe she had switched off. And so when those words were
spoken softly into her ear, it was like a core shock to her own
system. She sucked in air, as though she was drowning. “Calm down
Carla. This isn’t something that will go away. Now just act normal
- act like everything is ok and come with me.” And it could have
been now that Carla raised the alarm again. She could have done it
before, she could have done it now. But again she didn’t. Again she
just seemed to withdraw within herself. Cindy had shocked her,
whispering into her ear like that, out of nowhere, and out of the
blue. And now she had to go with her to suffer god only knows what.
Maybe even god didn’t know!

Carla
did get up from her chair but her nylon sheathed legs felt weak.
Cindy was watching her, studying her closely. And out of the corner
of her eye, on the periphery, she could see Davina standing and
watching through her glass partition. As expected, Davina was
expressionless. She was just watching. But one had to wonder what
was going on inside her head. One had to wonder what she was
thinking. She knew Carla and she knew Cindy. And she knew what
Cindy was capable of. She knew that something had gone on between
these two, but not what. And to see Carla rise and then follow
Cindy, there would have been like a slither of fear, or sorrow for
Carla ripping through Davina somewhere. There would have been
something in Davina worrying for Carla. She hadn’t been permitted
to speak to Carla since that first day - not about this
‘situation’. Each of them knew about each other but neither could
discuss it with the other. It was like she and Carla had been
imprisoned in their own silence. And now she was watching Carla be
led away by Cindy. She was wondering where she was taking her.
Probably to the basement of the building. There was access there
and there was not a chance that they would be disturbed. And Davina
knew that Cindy had made a bit of a base down there. It was
somewhere that she could ‘work’. Davina knew this because she had
been down there. She knew it because she had spent time there
herself.

And the
problem was that Davina knew so much that she was more worried. She
wished she didn’t know so much but she did. There were times when
Davina wished a lot of things - like deep down inside her mind
somewhere was the regret that she had got into what she had got
into with Cindy. There had to be something in her somewhere that
ruled the day she got Carla to invite this girl for interview. For
Davina to be able to continue working, for her to be able to
continue to work and suffer at the same time the way she did, there
had to be enough logic in her to know that she was trapped in some
kind of nightmare that she couldn’t get out of. Instead all she
could do was watch Carla be led away. That was a strange sensation
inside her mind. She wished she wasn’t in this position, but at the
same time she didn’t want to be anywhere else right at this
time.

Their
eyes met - Carla looked across at her and she could see the fear in
her eyes. She knew that the fear that she could see in those eyes
would not be there for much longer. She knew that Cindy would train
that fear out of her. She knew that Carla would be as expertly
expressionless as she was in the end. For some reason Davina knew
at this precise point that Carla was being taken right into Cindy’s
world. And there was a tear - just one tear that oozed from one of
Davina’s eyes and ran down her cheek. That was the sorrow for
Carla. And Carla could see that tear and that made it worse for
her. That made her fear worse for her. But then they were gone.
Both Carla and Cindy were gone! Cindy didn’t even look in the
direction of Davina because she didn’t need to. But what she did do
was pressed another button on the tiny, flat remote control she had
in her jacket pocket.

As Cindy
and Carla descended via the service elevator to the basement, or
the bowels of the building, Davina was suffering hundreds,
literally hundreds of tiny shocks applied through the needle like
spikes that had pierced and penetrated her flesh. And right at that
moment she was suffering untold, indescribable torture - it would
have been like she was being micro burnt through hundreds of needle
points. But she was absorbing it in that expressionless way that
she knew she had to do it. She could have screamed at this point.
Cindy wasn’t with her - she could have raised the alarm but she
didn’t. Any form of resistance had been weaned and trained out of
her. It was ‘natural’ for her to be expressionless now. Just like
it would be natural for Carla to be expressionless and silent
eventually. One had to wonder about the long terms effects of such
an enforced silence. One had to question whether that silence was
as bad or worse than the torture itself. There had to be something
in that - to scream or cry, or offload in some way would be like a
‘release’. To deny that release had to be a damaging thing surely?
“You could have said nothing Carla. But you had to say something
didn’t you? You need some discipline in your life and I am going to
provide that. You are going to learn through absolute agony, to
speak only when it is permitted.” And the elevator ground, and
bounced slightly to a halt. They had reached the basement. One
could try to imagine what Carla was feeling. What was in her head.
What was in her mind. What she was ‘feeling’. But one had to
suspect that there were no words sufficient to describe what she
was feeling. “I’m so sorry Cindy I’m so sorry.” That was all that
came out. And Cindy just smirked. “Not yet you’re not. You will be,
just not yet.”

 


Carla
was in some old armchair - god knows where it had come from - and
that was in a small, low ceilinged room with no windows. There was
a sound of water running through pipes and that was because at
ceiling level there were water pipes running parallel with the
ceiling and through the walls into other areas of the basement of
the city skyscraper. Carla’s skirt was off and her stockinged legs
were exposed, and spread. Her knees had been lifted and rested over
the arms so that she was spread wide. She wasn’t secured like that,
rather she had been told “Spread yourself and stay like that Carla.
Learn what having no dignity is like. Learn what it means to be
denied dignity. Take this as your first lesson.” Carla had stepped
out of her skirt not so much worried or concerned about showing her
long legs, and stocking tops, but worried about the pain she had
been promised. Nothing would stop that fear of the pain. It seemed
to be consuming her - that fear! Spreading her legs and lifting her
knees was more than a little dignity sapping though. She was smooth
and hairless and her pink, slightly distended labia hung as though
inviting attention. And the way her stilettoed feet just ‘dangled’
provided its own form of humiliation that Carla had to get her head
around but failed.

“You’ll feel yourself filling up, slowly. Don’t do anything.
Don’t fight it, don’t make a sound - just ‘feel’ it.” The other
dignity sapping thing had been the tube lubricated and then slipped
up inside her anus. That sensation of that smooth rubber tube being
slipped into her had made her lick her lips and Cindy had smiled at
that. She had smiled when she inflated the end of the tube so that
it was locked inside also. But then the feeling, the sensation of
something thick and oily, but also ‘cold’ being dripped into her
and that made her open her eyes wide - like shock but like an
amplification of that fear also.

And it
was a case of this stuff being dripped as opposed to being poured.
It was a slow process - a process that was a torture itself. A
process that hinted at an increasing pressure minute on minute. And
that pressure manifesting itself in little cramps, and spasms
inside Carla’s bowels that grew and grew. And then the little bulge
to her stomach - that little roundness that occurs with a full, or
filling bowel. But most of all the discomfort that just increased
and increased. Whenever it looked like it was becoming too much for
her, and whenever it looked like she would scream out, Cindy would
press a finger over Carla’s full lips to silence her with an
audible “ssshhhhh.” That was what she did - it was her chosen
training method. The physical act of pressing the lips, but the
psychological effect of that as well. And that little audible
“sssshhh”.

“When the pain gets too much, I’ll add a little something, a
little alcohol to make it easier for you. Though god knows you
don’t deserve to have it made easier. But later, when we go back
upstairs, you will need to be as expressionless as you can.” And
Cindy was layering another level of anxiety into the mind of Carla.
Carla would have been trying to contend with what she was suffering
and now she had the deep seated worry of going back into the
population upstairs. There would have been layer upon layer just
settling into her mind and this was not by accident. This was part
of the process that Cindy was determined to take Carla through.
Part of the physical and psychological torture that she was being
brought through.

Carla
made a noise, like a noise of distress but with ‘wetness’ attached
to it. The enema bag was almost empty and Cindy was just adding a
little colourless liquid - that being vodka. “This will help you
Carla. It will numb it out a bit. At least for a little while.” And
in that she was right, it would numb it out for a little while. It
would make it seem like it was a bit easier. What she didn’t tell
her was that after that very short period of it being easier, the
cramps would come back full strength several fold stronger and more
painful. Carla’s eyes rolled as the vodka entered her blood stream.
And it was whilst she was kind of basking in the little bit of
relief that was afforded her, that Cindy got her redressed. She
couldn’t have her panties back - she had to have special rubber
pants. Much like the ones that Davina wore on this day. Tight
fitting rubber pants that held everything in - even that enema.
Pants that fit snuggly and tightly over her hips and to the waist
and then over the buttocks holding everything firm. And appendage
then, that slipped up inside Carla’s anus, and once there was
inflated via a tiny little button on the outside of the raised rim.
And no hundreds of tiny dots this time - no inch long needle spikes
embedded in her flesh like those of Davina. This time perfectly
smooth rubber perfectly formed around the shapeliness of Carla’s
femininity.

“Deep breaths and breath Carla. Just absorb it.” Those had
been the words of wisdom from Cindy as that appendage had
elongated, and thickened inside Carla’s rectum. The poor woman
would have never felt, or experienced sensations like this in her
life. She would have never felt the indignity of having the inside
of her ass stretched, or her outer anus ring stretched and filled
the way it was. And it was easy to see that Carla even in her
slightly ‘drunk’ stupor was feeling the terrible indignity and
humiliation that she was being inflicted with. But that relief,
that temporary relief, or that temporary suspension of the absolute
agony of the cramps inside her was short lived and one only had to
look at her face. One could see the shadow coming across her face
that signified the return of the absolute agony. “That’s right
Carla, it doesn’t go away. I don’t go away! And now, you have a
little while to sort yourself out. A little while to adapt and
absorb what you can feel because when we get back upstairs, you
won’t be able to reveal to anyone what you’re suffering. If you do
- if you do, do anything stupid, the only one to suffer more will
be Davina and I know you don’t want that.”

Most of
what Cindy said and threatened was for show only - like she was
giving lip service. Like she was saying the things that she might
be expected to say in a situation like this. But that was a joke -
a situation like this! There was no situation like this or that
could be compared to this. Cindy was simply using every opportunity
to get inside this poor woman’s head that she could find. She was
using every trick in her extensive armoury to prepare this woman
for the life she would have seen that she made for herself. If only
she hadn’t said anything. If only she had kept it to herself. But
she hadn’t and now she was paying the price. The agony that she was
in was a total one. There was nothing incomplete about the agony
that she could feel having to retain that enema inside her. The
thickness of the oily solution that had been fed into her added to
the pressure that was created as she was filled. And the addition
of the inflated appendage simply added to the pressure inside this
woman. “Let’s get this skirt back on you Carla. We can take a few
minutes, let you get used to moving on your heels and then we’ll go
back upstairs.”

Cindy
talked and she acted as though she didn’t have a care in the world.
That was because she didn’t have a care in the world. She was a
psychopath - the only thing that mattered was her and what she
wanted. She wasn’t a murderous psychopath - but what she was, was
worse. She was a psychopath with issues who simply came into and
possessed her victims lives. And there was no grateful end of death
to be granted to her victims. There was just this drastic and
tortuous change in lifestyle. There was just this absolute change
in the way they lived and that change involved sexual, physical and
psychological tortures of the first order. It was such a complete
and contrasting change in fortunes for the victim that it affected
them mentally first and foremost.

It left
something of their old selves in there somewhere but only so that
what they were going through now would be recognised and be several
fold more severe. If Cindy took everything, if she turned a woman
into a mindless zombie drone, and one would suspect that this young
woman could do this, if she so chose to, then it would be pointless
because they wouldn’t now know what they were going through. And it
was like Cindy ‘needed’ Davina and Carla to KNOW what they were
going through. Like she would have wanted the woman with the short
hair, mamma, to KNOW what she was going through if she had been in
a position to wreak her revenge on the woman herself, who had put
her through all of that, all those years ago,

“Looking good Carla. Looking very good. I’m very proud of you,
you know?” And this was the contrast in Cindy, she could change
just like that. She could change from a sadistic villainess into a
caring, almost sweet young woman. She actually was proud of Carla.
She had expected to have a more audible crying, even a screaming
from the pain she was feeling but that hadn’t come at all. Instead
there was this steady ‘sound’ that came from between her lips that
told of her agony. “We’ll still have to dumb that down a bit Carla.
You’ll have to make excuses if you’re asked in the pool if you’re
alright, or not. You’ll have to use your imagination. Tell them you
have an upset stomach. That would be true to an extent. I have
upset your stomach haven’t I?” There was almost this mocking tone
to the words that Cindy used, and the way she spoke them. One thing
for sure was that she had no concern that her cover would be blown.
And that was the almost unbelievable thing. This was the normal
world. A normal world in which there was no place for someone like
Cindy - someone as cruel as Cindy. And yet here she was. This was
Cindy existing and operating and functioning in the real world that
she had no right to be in, not really. She was watching Carla
walk.

She
liked what the high heels did to this woman. She liked that they
uplifted her and enforced this slut strut even though she was in so
much pain. She liked that there was nothing that this woman could
do to ease the pain she felt. And liked the fact that her shoes,
enforced it even more. There was no doubt that ‘no shoes’ would
have been the preferred option for Carla right now. But instead she
was in spiked stilettos. She was in shoes that emphasised her, and
helped tighten everything up. She was in shoes that added to the
torment. It was like every step she took had to be a careful one.
She had to ‘flow’ on those heels with the enema sloshing around
inside her, so she had to modify her walk in those heels somewhat.
Modify them naturally but not visibly. It was like with Davina,
everything that Carla suffered was invisible. That is invisible by
design. “Perfect Carla, just perfect. And remember expressionless.
What I want to see is ‘nothing’. Nothing at all.” Cindy was smiling
as though she had just witnessed her first born taking her first
steps in this world.

 



Chapter 17

 


CARLA’s lesson, continued

 


Davina
had been watching. She had been watching intently for the return of
Carla and Cindy. They were gone for hours and she was beginning to
wonder where the fuck they were. She had even begun to fear the
worst, like something going wrong - whatever that meant in these
circumstances. Maybe Cindy being discovered by someone else for
what she was for instance. She had begun to wonder how that would
play out. And what that would mean for her, and for Carla. And she
had begun to wonder what of Carla? What could have happened to her,
what could she be going through? This was the time when to an
extent the pressure was taken off Davina. This was the time when
Cindy wasn’t with her - with all of the intensity that she brought.
It was like a time when she could ‘breath’. When she could just sit
back and ‘breath’. It was like it had been some time since she had
been able to do that, but now she could. She was still in this
‘bubble’ that Cindy had put her into. She was still in that,
looking out from it. But at the same time, at least she could
breathe - at least she had this respite, however brief it would
prove to be.

Carla
and Cindy had been gone for almost four hours and one had to wonder
if this ‘relief’ that Davina was getting was good for her in the
long run. Was it giving her a false sense of security? Would her
mind wander to the possibility that she might get out of this after
all? Cindy operated on that level of intensity that was impossible
to get away from. She operated on getting her mind into that of
Davina’s for instance. And then it relied on her keeping hold of it
and gradually tightening that hold. The relief might not be a good
thing. And it wasn’t. But it would be hard to believe that a
sadistic psychopath like Cindy wouldn’t know what was happening at
any given time. It was pretty much unthinkable that she wouldn’t
know that Davina was ‘breathing’ as she herself was spending
quality time with Carla in the bowels of the building. There wasn’t
anything that Cindy didn’t know. Cindy knew at any given time what
was happening - especially what was happening to Davina. Davina was
her pet, her project. She was the woman that Cindy was going to
destroy, wholly and completely. Oh, she knew alright! There wasn’t
anything she didn’t know.

 


But then
the far door swung open and Carla came through first. She was
closely followed by Cindy. Davina stood up - she needed to see
better from her office. Cindy looked straight across the length of
the pool room to Davina and then she smiled. And there was this
little grunt from Davina as the little nub pressed against her
clitoris was activated. The orgasm was instant and it was
debilitating. Davina held her breath as the orgasm gushed through
her. And that was it, it did literally gush through her. She had
felt the pain that these garments she was fitted with could inflict
on her with Cindy’s assistance. And now she was feeling the
pleasure and it was at this point that Davina forgot about her
fears for Carla, or the other countless scenarios of Cindy being
discovered and exposed that she had dreamt up as she had been able
to ‘breath’. Now nothing else mattered except that orgasm. Her long
stockinged legs almost buckled but not quite. She had been, in the
amount of time it had taken Cindy to press the button on the remote
control, been taken right back into that bubble fully. That ability
to ‘breath’ had been taken off her and it had been taken off her
with ease and now her breaths were coming in short sharp controlled
and expressionless bursts. Cindy smiled and she looked. She knew
what she had done and at the same time she was seeing Carla back to
her desk in the pool.

Davina
was expressionless. She was perfectly expressionless as the orgasm
raged through her. It could be said that she was ‘serene’ as that
measure of pure undiluted pleasure made its way through her
femininity. There was no sign of what she was experiencing. She was
rooted to the spot - it was like that orgasm was so intense that
she could do nothing but stand and absorb it. and, it was like all
of those needles embedded in her flesh, added to the orgasm. Like
before the orgasm there was just this constant pain of the needles
shifting and sinking then re-sinking into her, as she went about
daily tasks, and now there was orgasm, those needles and that pain
simply fed the orgasm more to make it more intense. It didn’t make
sense. It didn’t make any sense at all - but that didn’t matter. It
didn’t matter to Davina at all. All that mattered was that
pleasure.

And
Davina was this vision of beauty as she stood in that orgasmic
bliss. Expressionless and ‘grateful’ to Cindy for what she was
being given here. Now that ability to breath and was gone, and that
space in her mind to think was also gone, now she was right back
where she was supposed to be in the eyes of Cindy. Cindy smiled at
Davina through the glass partition to her office. She was smiling
as she made sure Carla was sitting and settled. And even though it
was clear to Davina that all was not well with Carla - she didn’t
care about that either. She could feel the wetness inside the
rubber pants. She could feel the movement of her sexuality despite
the tightness of those pants. She could feel the oozing fluid,
despite the embedded appendage in her vagina, and the protruding
needles that were piercing the walls of her vagina. And her juices
were assisting that movement and she could feel that throbbing and
that absolute pleasure and she didn’t want it to end. If it meant
that she stay rooted to that spot for an eternity, she didn’t care.
But then, as quickly as the orgasm had erupted inside those rubber
pants, it ended. And Cindy was still smiling. Davina visibly
relaxed her stance and that would be noted by Cindy but her face
remained in that expressionless, heavily made up mask. But then the
pain was back - only more so. And so was that deeper
despair.

“What do you say Davina, slut?” Davina had watched Cindy lean
over Carla and whisper something and there had been like a shot of
jealousy run through her central nervous system. Davina would never
have been jealous or even envious of someone like Carla and yet
this is what Cindy was able to do with a woman. This was how she
was able to affect and change her victims. It was ironic given
Carla’s own jealousy and envy of Davina and then of Cindy getting
the position that she had wanted so much. But all of that was out
of the window now. “Thank you Miss Cindy. Thank you for the
pleasure.” And Cindy would have ‘loved’ the passion that Davina put
into her thanks - as though she really did mean it. And there would
be no surprise to know that Davina did mean every single word of
it. She meant it from the bottom of her heart, or her soul. And yet
it was said with that expressionless look on her face, and Cindy
would have liked that as well. “Thank you indeed. I’m proud of you
Davina. I know you’ve had time to think whilst I’ve been dealing
with Carla. But you know, I was thinking of you all the time. There
wasn’t a minute that I wasn’t thinking of you.” And there she was
again, playing mind games. Tugging at the emotional heart strings.
Using her own position of obvious power to manipulate a vastly
weakened and vulnerable Davina. She had pulled her right back into
that bubble and now she was re-enforcing that control and that
ability to play with her mind. It was another, yet another, display
of this young woman’s ability to deliver cruel and telling
psychological and physical blows.

Carla
was at her desk. She should have been working but how was she
supposed to do that - how was she supposed to put her mind into
work when she had this other thing to deal with? She had the pain -
the constant spasm and the pain that the enema she was forced to
retain created and that seemed not only fill the entirety of her
body, but also her mind. She had the events of the day to deal
with. She had the fact that Cindy was lodged in her mind and
wouldn’t move, to deal with. How could she work? And Carla hadn’t
been given any pleasure yet. All she knew was this woman coming
into her life and taking over. She had the disbelief that she could
have let it happen. In between the spasms of pure pain, she was
able to think, able to question herself as to how or why she could
have let this happen and why didn’t she blow the whistle and get
Cindy the fuck out of there for her sake and the sake of Davina.
But she was able to think like that because Cindy hadn’t blown her
mind like she had blown Davina’s mind. At least she hadn’t blown
her mind yet - not completely. If she had, then she would be as
helpless and as mindless almost as Davina herself was.

So Carla
was stuck in this other place. This place where there was all this
pain and nothing else. She could feel her belly, her whole abdomen
just convulsing and it was like that convulsing made the pain
worse. Every time she looked across at Davina’s office, Cindy
seemed to be watching her. It was like Cindy was in the process of
getting into her mind. It was like she was just starting that
process of fucking Carla up. Cindy waited until she had that eye
contact and then she drew a finger across her face at mouth level.
She was indicating that Carla MUST remain expressionless. She
wanted Carla to know that she was there - that all the time she was
there and that she would be climbing right inside her head at this
time and any time she so chose to be. And then the worst thing
happened that could happen, another colleague came across to Carla
- a young girl who looked like she hadn’t long left high school.
“Carla, are you ok? Can I get you something?” And there was genuine
concern on her face. She was bent right down to speak to Carla and
the older woman would have preferred to have hidden her face,
rather than look at this girl. But this girl was in her face. She
was almost in her personal space and so Carla had to look back,
right into her eyes. If she hadn’t then it would have looked
odd.

“I’m fine thank you Linda. Just ‘that time of month’ you know
how it is hey?” And Cindy was watching all the time. If anything
she should have been worried that now was the time that Carla was
going to blow her cover and that it would all come tumbling down.
But there was no concern in Cindy at all - absolutely none. She
simply watched and then she smiled. She was impressed that Carla
had managed a reasonably straight face. That she had managed this
expressionless face - well almost. Even through that glass
partition, she could see there was ‘some’ expression. But it was ok
- she hadn’t even started on Carla yet. It was early days but from
this little get together of her and Linda it was clear that she was
already in her mind. She would have known if she didn’t have that
control or fear factor yet, then it would be all over. That was why
she worked quickly. That was why once the predator mode was done
and dusted, once she found a victim, she then worked quickly and
concisely to bring them into her world. Once they were there, she
was safe.

Carla
wasn’t making a sound. Not a loud sound anyway. But Cindy could
hear something coming from her. And she could do that because she
was down and close to her. Carla was trying to cope with the pain
that filled her abdomen but she wasn’t having much luck with that.
The pain simply filled her whole abdomen and for some reason the
degradation of this woman was so utter and so complete because of
that pain that she could almost ‘taste’ it. It was the fact that
the pain emanated from her bowels and because she knew that, and
because her ass was stretched open and holding an appendage that
was locked into her, it was that it seemed that made the
degradation hit home even though she was in so much pain. There
should have been no degradation felt because of the agony she was
in - but that wasn’t it at all. “I hope, like I really hope Carla
that you are learning a lesson here. You need to hold onto that for
the rest of the day. And you know, I can hear that noise you know?
I can hear that little tiny noise you are making. And before I let
you evacuate that enema, I will not want to hear it, do you
understand?”

And
there she was, the cruel, sadistic young woman again. The one that
could simply change in the blink of an eye. She could hear that
little ‘groaning’ sound, like wet groaning sound that was coming
from between Carla’s lips. It was only just audible. It would never
be heard in the larger pool of the office and Cindy had to get
right in close to hear it. She wondered though if Linda had heard
it when she got down close. She doubted it, or she may have. It
didn’t really matter. Cindy flicked her eyes over a few desks to
Linda and the young girl was looking at her. Cindy smiled and Linda
smiled back. “She’s having a rough day poor love. I’ll look after
her.” And Cindy said that with a smile. Linda just nodded and she
did that because she was seeing Cindy as ‘caring’ one. She was
seeing that this PA to the big boss Davina didn’t need to even get
involved with Carla, but she did and that was creating this caring,
kind thing about Cindy that was completely false. “I can see she’s
in good hands.” That had been Linda’s reply and Cindy winked at her
and smiled.

“That noise, coming from between your slut lips has to stop,
do you hear me? If I hear it when I come back later, you’ll keep
that enema inside you all night. You will go home with it and you
will come back here with it in the morning. Am I making myself
clear, slut lips?” And that was Cindy’s apparent pet name for Carla
now - slut lips. She was back down to her, talking close to her,
letting her breath wash over the older woman’s face. “But Cindy
I’ve got a husband, children…” and she let her words stop right
there. It was another of those moments where it was like she had
realised she shouldn’t have spoken. But what Cindy had said had
scared her half to death and the response to that was instant, and
without thought. She was dealing with the pain and she was trying
desperately not to make any noise at all because she knew that was
what she had to do. So the words had just come out of her mouth.
“You just don’t learn do you slut lips? I don’t give a flying fuck
about your home life. You won’t be giving him any sex tonight
whether you have the enema still inside you or not. You’re on a sex
ban from now on. I control you’re sex. Just get used to that idea.
Let it sink in. And before home time later, I want to see you in
the rest room. You really do need to learn to not speak unless I
want it. And not, definitely NOT say the wrong things when you do
speak. Your home life is your problem. You now have to adapt all of
that around me, and I know you will do that. But I’m taking control
of you Carla, all of you. Get used to that idea as well because
it’s not going to change.”

Cindy
left Carla at her desk with food for thought. And what food for
thought! She could hear herself making that noise with her mouth
and throat. She could hear the wetness of that sound as it almost
dribbled from between her lips - her slut lips that is. This young
woman Cindy had come into her life and in the shortest amount of
time possible had tuned her life upside down. It was like Davina
thinking, in the middle of that first weekend, that she could keep
a lid on it all, and that this roleplaying part of her life was
separate from her professional life - but she had been wrong. So
wrong! And now in similar fashion, Carla had begun this day with
the thought that she would keep her head down, and that she might
even move on - find a new job and then say nothing but leave. That
she would feel guilty for Davina yes, but it was something that she
would have to get out of and the only way to do that was to leave.
But now it was clear, very clear that she wouldn’t be able to do
that. And that was the thing. She was ‘knowing’ and accepting that
she wouldn’t just be able to walk away from Cindy. That this young
woman wouldn’t just let that happen. And not only that, but that
her control over her was now total and that it encompassed her
whole life, not just her work life.

“She’s in agony Davina. I can’t tell you how much pain she is
in - there are not the words to do that. But slut lips deserves it,
doesn’t she?” Cindy was back with Davina now, in her office. Carla
may well have been in pain, but so was Davina. She had those
hundreds of needles to contend with. And those ones inside her
vagina, as part of the appendage that was fully embedded, hurt the
worse. It was like the orgasm she had been given earlier had made
the pain worse. It wasn’t pain during that orgasm, but when it had
just stopped, when that orgasm had just been cut off by Cindy, then
the pain came back more acutely. And Cindy knew she was in pain
even though Davina was completely expressionless. Even though she
was standing upright and ‘proud’ she was proud, expressionless and
silent. Davina was in an agony that could not be described either
and yet Cindy didn’t want to talk about that. It was enough for her
to know it was there.

“Yes Miss Cindy, slut lips deserves that. She deserves all she
gets.” She didn’t mean it, and yet at the same time she did mean
it. Davina was now locked in the bubble that she couldn’t get out
of. She was established in that bubble and for her there was
absolutely no way out. Cindy’s hold on her was simply getting
tighter and tighter. Somewhere deep inside she might have had
sympathy for Carla, but she would never let that be seen. She would
never let it out. It would be something that existed deep within
her, but would never let it affect her to the point that she let it
out, or let her speak out of turn. She had to survive this herself,
somehow and she couldn’t make the same mistake as Carla had made.
Carla could have stayed out of it. She could have said nothing,
just kept her head down and Cindy wouldn’t have taken over her life
the way she was now doing. And now Davina was learning, she was
learning very quickly that she had to look after number one - and
number one was her. She had to appease Cindy but she had to look
after number one as well.

 



Chapter 18

 


DAVINA’S circumcision @ AN UNDISCLOSED location

 


Yes,
Davina had to look after number one. She had to go with the flow.
She had to place herself completely at Cindy’s disposal, because
there was no other way.

They say
there are things that change a woman forever. They say that women,
females in general are very robust, that their femininity remains
intact more or less whatever they go through in life. But there are
things that can happen to a woman, that can be done to a woman that
will change her forever. Things that change the core of her. Change
her in ways that are irreversible. Change the very essence of her.
And Cindy if she was ever in a position to be ‘interviewed’ about
this very subject would admit freely that it was this that she was
compelled to explore. That she would spend her life exploring. It
was something that gripped her in a way that could have been deemed
as unhealthy. That is unhealthy for her victims. Cindy was no
different to any sadist in that enough most definitely was never
enough. And that there was no depth that she would not plumb in
order to her next big fix, her next big buzz. Mamma had made her
suffer in ways that even Cindy had difficulty in coping with when
she got those flashbacks. And so it followed, in her mind it
followed and was acceptable that Davina suffer also. And again in
her mind, there were no depths that she wouldn’t plumb in order to
fuck mamma up. Or to fuck Davina up.

“You can choose Davina. You can choose to have your entire
clitoris circumcised. Or you can have , just the hood taken away.”
It was all Cindy said - she spoke the words in that chillingly
matter of fact way that she did and then she just let the words
settle. And she watched Davina in her expressionless way try to
weigh up the options. But before she could weigh up the options for
what they were, and then try to make a choice based on what she
weighed up, she had to try to figure out what it all meant. Like
what difference did it make if Cindy took the hood, or the entire
bundle of nerves? One was as equally as horrific as the other,
surely? But what did it even mean to her as a woman? She tried to
make sense of it in her mind. She remembered reading something, a
long time ago, about a woman who was controlled by a group of men
who had repeatedly allowed a large, fighting breed dog to have sex
with her. And the first emotion was one of horror that it was a
repeated thing - that it was time after time that this poor woman
was forced to endure what she endured. When in fact the damage had
been done the very first time. The first time she was knotted by
this massive bull type dog, she would never be the same again. That
it was repeated was a horror story to the reader of that story, or
that news item. But to the woman, that whole lot of horror came
with that first time. She was never the same after that. All the
times after that, it didn’t matter to her anymore because the
psychological damage had already been done.

The same
when a woman ‘goes black’. She’s never the same again ever. Being
impaled on a big black cock, by an unprotected black cock and then
facing the world after that - there was that psychological thing
again, that this maybe little white woman had been impaled on black
cock - and for some that was a burden that they had to bare. For
some it was more of a burden than for others. These were things
that were flooding the expressionless Davina’s mind. But the
clitoris - the taking away of the hood would mean that there was no
protection. It would mean that the bundle of eight thousand nerves
that made up the clitoris would be exposed and vulnerable all of
the time. They would be ‘touched’ all the time. Compressed all of
the time. And then aroused all of the time as well because of that.
She would be wet all of the time. Slippery and wet and she would be
needy all the time. “It’s true Davina, with just your hood removed,
you’ll be a slut, ALL of the time. ALL the time!” And as eerie as
it was, it was like Cindy could read Davina’s mind. Cindy had
simply put it into fewer words. She was simply more blunt than
Davina’s thought processes were. “Would you like to be my slut all
the time Davina? If that’s a yes then I just take your hood away.
But now you have to wonder what it means to lose all of your
clitoris altogether. You have to ask yourself what that
means.”

And as
Cindy was talking she was stroking Davina’s sex lips. Just stroking
them gently. Davina was already in this gynaecological chair with
her legs spread and held up, suspended in stirrups. She was
expected to make a decision that would affect the rest of her life
here and now. And it was like once she had made that decision there
would be no going back. And the decision that she made would change
her forever one way or the other. Cindy was pleasuring her cunt,
and although she wasn’t allowed to show it, although she had to
remain expressionless, she could feel it. Nothing or no-one could
stop her feeling it, not even Cindy. But then Cindy would never
want her to not feel it. And maybe therein lay the answer to the
question. In her cloudy mind she pondered what it meant to lose her
clitoris. She wouldn’t ‘feel’ pleasure then. And she would never
experience an orgasm like she knew that Cindy could give her again.
She would never experience another orgasm at all if that bundle of
wide open receptors and nerves was taken away. Maybe that was why
Cindy was stroking her - so that she was being led, or directed to
the right decision. It was her choice yes but she had to be led, or
guided to that right decision.

“Let me help you a bit more Davina. If I take your clitoris, I
will get it embalmed and wear it as a necklace, mounted in white
gold. I’ll do that even with your hood. But if I take your clitoris
in its entirety, you will not be a complete woman any longer. You
will not really be a woman at all. You will be less than a woman.
You’ll still be mine, but you will be little more than a ‘creature’
Davina. That is what you will be, a creature. Without a clitoris
you’ll have the psychological effects of that to deal with. Without
a hood you’ll have the same, but at least your femininity will be
still there - at least the core of you will remain. At least you
will still be ab le to feel pleasure when I give it to you.” And
the way that Cindy was speaking, the words she was using were
showing more and more of how cruel she could be. How sadistic she
could be. The way she was talking and the tone she was using was
certainly showing the depths of her cruelty. Certainly showing what
she was capable of, and hinting at even more of what she was
capable of.

And
Davina was thinking now deeply now - she was having it given to her
in uncompromising tones and facts - she was having the reality of
the choices she had to make given to her in that same blunt, almost
obscene way that Cindy was able to do almost without blinking.
Davina was expressionless on the outside but on the inside she was
filled with this trauma. She had flashbacks of that role-play they
had done the first weekend. How she had been immersed and how she
had wondered, or asked herself how she would be able to carry on
with being the woman she had been, and keep the role-play going.
That seemed so long ago now. Everything seemed so long ago. Now
there was no choice of whether she managed it or not - she simply
had to. But now it was like she knew she was being changed at the
very core. Certainly Cindy was talking about changing the core of
her femininity. And the sadist was stroking her, pleasuring her. In
a way she was encouraging her, leading her on. “You do want full
marks don’t you Davina? You do want to be my pet? You do want to be
my needy pet right?” And all the time she was stroking Davina’s
slippery wetness. She was stroking it and she was hinting that if
Davina chose the right option then, she could have more of that
pleasure - or even an orgasm. But even in that there was all this
contradiction. There was this contradiction that was tearing Davina
apart. If she could think about it in one way in particular then
she would realise that it was only sexual pleasure and orgasm that
she had left. But her mind was cloudy now - she was uncertain.
There was enough of the old Davina left for her uncertainty to get
in the way.

“I don’t know, I don’t what to choose Cindy. It’s too much for
me. I can’t think.” And there was that bemusement in Davina’s voice
that told Cindy all she needed to know. This Davina was actually
far removed from the super executive that Cindy had moved in on,
infiltrated and then set about destroying. But even Davina herself
when she got those brief moments of clarity and lucidity was
shocked at how she had been able to keep it all going. She
constantly remembered Cindy’s words. “It’s up to you to keep your
double life going Davina. If you fail, you are simply reduced to my
pet full time, and all that entails.” She had only said the words
once but it was like that had been enough. She didn’t need to hear
those words again. It was like she got it. That it was down to her
and that she could only keep it going herself because she would get
no help from Cindy on that. It was like it was part of Cindy’s game
to keep this woman on the edge. To keep her there for as long as
she could. But there was also the thought, or the knowledge in
Davina’s head that at some time or other she would fall off the
edge. And then her ‘nice life’ would be over. So it really was all
down to her.

“I’ll tell you what I think shall I Davina? I think, we should
take your hood and keep your clitoris intact. Make you a ’slut’.
Make you a needy slut. And then we can take a view. If you get full
marks, on an ongoing basis, then you can keep the pleasure. If you
fail me, to the extent that I have to rethink, then we take your
clitoris and your femininity away from you. Does that sound like a
deal?” And it was like Cindy considered that she was doing Davina a
favour coming up with this solution for her. When in reality she
was showing how cruel she actually was. There had been no choice
really. Davina would never choose to have her clitoris taken away.
She would never choose that. And to be slippery and wet, and needy,
and a slut all the time was something that was huge in the bigger
scheme of things as well. But this is what she was having to come
to terms with. This was what she was having to accept was going to
happen. “Yes, yes I think you’re right Miss Cindy. I think my
clitoris hood should be taken.” And that was all she said. She said
it in that expressionless and emotionless way. Cindy smiled - she
smiled wide.

“Ask me then slut. Ask me to take your clitoris hood so that
you can be the slut you deserve to be.” And Cindy was still
smiling. From her smile she had just given Davina another set of
full marks. But she wanted more. The cruelty of this young woman
knew no bounds that was clear. “Please Miss Cindy, please take my
clitoris hood so that I can be the disgusting slut I deserve to
be?” And there would have been more full marks in there as well.
Davina was emphasising that she would become a disgusting slut like
she deserved to be and that was a good thing. Even Cindy was taking
into consideration the way and the volume of change that she had
forced this woman to endure. Certainly Davina had been a woman who
would have never entered this kind of pseudo world that she was in
now, not willingly. That pleased Cindy - it pleased her to know
what she had done. And of course how much more she had to do. “But
of course Davina. I want you to be what you ‘deserve’ to be. And
you deserve to live like a needy, wet slut, all of the time. In
your private life, in our private life and in your work life. A
desperate and needy slut, for me. Mine!” And now Cindy wasn’t
smiling. That was the enormity and the arousal what she was talking
about was giving her. “Yes Miss Cindy, thank you Miss Cindy.”
Decision made!

 


“No anaesthetic Davina. I want you to ‘feel’ you’re clitoris
hood being taken. I want you to ‘feel’ that little bit of you being
taken away.” It sounded yet more cruel coming from Cindy. And yet,
at the same time it sounded like this young woman was looking for
the ‘profound’ in what she was about to do. The scalpel was so
clinically sharp, so acutely sharp that there would be very little
effort or pain involved in that taking away of the hood flesh. That
she ‘could’ have injected a little local anaesthetic was where the
cruelty lay. But this was Cindy not being cruel in a sadistic way
but rather she was being cruel because she wanted the deeper more
meaningful understanding of what she was doing to an older woman.
She wanted that little bit of pain and discomfort to be there
because she wanted Davina to know, and to understand what she was
putting her through. She wanted that little bit of ‘sting’ as she
used that scalpel and skilfully took away that little bit of flesh.
She wanted and needed Davina to get the whole picture. She didn’t
just want her to feel it, down there, between her legs, but she
wanted her to feel it in her mind as well.

There
was something to be said for the analogy of a woman never being the
same again, for instance after being knotted by a canine. Or if one
were to have her clitoris taken away wholly, if she were to have
the core of her femininity taken away like that. True she would
never be the same. But if a successful, former confident woman was
to have her clitoris hood taken away, if she was to be turned into
that needy, dripping slut, who was needy and dripping all the time,
she would never be the same either. There was something about one
woman taking another in such a way that it was no longer her choice
to be aroused or not. That also had a profound and debilitating
effect on a woman. Truth be known, the little ‘sting’ was something
that didn’t scare or frighten Davina. She could cope with that. It
was what the sting signified that would do the damage inside her
mind. It was the fact that as that sting progressed, as Cindy used
that little scalpel and removed that flesh, that little bit of
‘protection’ was being taken away from Davina. That little bit of
flesh that would stop her from being a permanent slut, a permanent
dripping, needy slut, was being removed - it was being taken away
and that was a process that was irreversible. And it was THAT that
actually affected this woman. It was affecting her even as this
procedure was underway - but she remained silent, expressionless
and ’spread’ for Cindy to do her work.

It was
the psychological thing really that hit home the most. Davina had
already been changed, and taken over by Cindy. She had already had
her sexuality manipulated and controlled by this young woman - she
was already ‘needy’ to a point. She had been since that first
weekend. Ever since that weekend role-play had developed and
progressed she had been needy to a point. But this was different.
This was something being removed from her so that she had no choice
in the matter. This was her having something surgically removed so
that she would be different. This was the next big buzz for Cindy,
and it was the next step down into some kind of vortex for Davina.
And the skill, and the dexterity with which Cindy used that scalpel
was not only a wonder to see, and watch, but also a cause for
concern. How could this young woman, be so skilful with a surgical
instrument? How could she do what she did after she made that first
cut with the scalpel. How could she go on to twist her wrist, this
way, and then that way and pull that micro sharp blade through live
flesh like that. Removing the hood whilst in so close and personal
to the woman she was in the process of wholly fucking up. And it
was that skill, the way she could get in so close so that she could
almost smell and taste what she was doing.

There
was no rush for her to remove that hood. There was no apparent
urgency in her need to complete the task that she was undertaking.
It was as though the actual task was feeding the sadism inside her.
It was as though the actual task of slicing away that hood, in one
go, was her feed. And she was removing it in one. She was not
removing it bit by bit. She was cutting as close to the ’surface’
of the clitoris as possible. She was removing all of the hood away
so that there was no protection for that bundle of nerves that was
left. She was removing it in one so that she could keep the flesh,
so that she could conserve the flesh in a little phial so that she
could wear that around her neck. That was something that was
important to her. It was something that was creepily scary about
what was happening here. There was this ‘care’ if that is the right
word that the hood be removed as a single piece of flesh. This was
the emotional side of it for Cindy. It would have been a wasted
task if the flesh of the hood came away in little pieces. If that
had happened then she would have failed. And the thing about Cindy
was that, she didn’t fail. She didn’t fail ever.

When she
took that hood away, eventually, after uncounted minutes of her
skill using that scalpel she kind of breathed through flared
nostrils. Like she was sniffing at the air in the immediate
vicinity of Davina’s sexuality. Like she was ‘tasting’ through her
nose what she had just done. She placed the removed clitoral hood
into a little specimen dish that contained solution of some sort,
and then she dabbed at Davina’s sexuality, wiping away the little
blood there was - making sure that she disinfected the cut area so
that there was no possibility of infection. She spent time almost
lovingly cleaning Davina up. And throughout Davina remained
expressionless. She didn’t make a sound. She didn’t cry, or scream
as she felt the scalpel slicing through that most intimate flesh of
hers a little at a time. She didn’t scream out - not out loud at
least as that disinfectant stung her deeply.

Inside
her mind there must have been something going on. She must have
been screaming inside her mind and Cindy must have known she was
screaming inside her mind. Cindy knew everything. She knew all
about what Davina was going through because in those old days,
years ago, she had been through that, and more. And now there was
some respite for Cindy. It was like the baton had been passed on to
Davina. It was like there was this ‘release’ for Cindy, if that
makes any sense at all.

 



Chapter 19

 


NEEDY slut

 


Cindy
was deep in thought. She was thinking about Carla and she was
smiling as she did that. She was peeling off the surgical latex
gloves after completing the procedure of removing Davina’s clitoral
hood. That procedure had ‘pleasured’ her. It had pleasured her
sexually, but it had sexually pleasured her mind as well. If it was
even possible for a mind to be sexually stimulated and pleasured
then, it had happened. But now she was thinking of Carla. She was
delighting in the dilemma that she had put this older woman into.
Carla hadn’t been planned but she was very much part of the bigger
picture now. She was trying to think how she could fuck this woman
up - yes she was thinking like that, but she was trying to think
how she could do it more spectacularly. She was already of the mind
that with Carla being married and with children, that her downfall
could be beyond spectacular. She would need to start doing some
homework on Carla. She needed to look into her background, and her
history. She had the ways and the means to do that and she would.
She needed to look as well at the husband - who he was, what he
was. She needed to delve into him fully, and completely because she
was seeing him as ‘key’. He was the reason that she stayed away
from married women - because the husband or partner were the
potential problem. The husband or partner were the reason that it
could all go so spectacularly wrong. And it was that, that she
avoided like the plague, usually.

But
Cindy smiled to herself. Just like she reasoned, Carla hadn’t been
planned but the ease with which she had been able to control her,
scare her, and assure her that it would be in her best interest not
to resist, told Cindy that there was promise. The husband would
have to be dealt with - and she would decide on the method of that
once she knew more about him. Then there were the children. She
needed to find out more about them - ages. The age of the offspring
would be another key point. Actually, the ages of the offspring
would be more than key given the size of the task. So much would be
determined by what Cindy found out about the husband and the
children. That Carla would be fucked up was not a question or
query. That would happen - it would happen one way or the other. It
was just the manner of her eventual fucking-up, her eventual
demise. It was just the depth to which she could take this older
woman would be decided and what she dug up about the family. Cindy
smiled to herself again. Things had taken on a wholly unexpected
path and it was exciting her. She squeezed her thighs, and then she
was thinking about how Carla had coped with her enema torture. She
was remembering how ‘bemused’ this older woman looked. She was
remembering just how ‘shocked’ to the core this woman was, at what
was happening to her.

 


Earlier…..

 


“You want to get rid of that nasty enema don’t you slut lips?
You’re desperate for that to be out of you, right, Carla?” Cindy
was taunting Carla but she was doing it in the most cruel and
complete way that she could. She knew what agonies had and were
infesting this woman and yet she was treating it as though it was
‘nothing’. She was acknowledging the pain she was in, but at the
same time she was dismissing it. As though it didn’t matter to her
what pain Carla was in. The fact was that it did matter to her, it
just appeared that it didn’t. It was part of the process that Carla
was being taken through by Cindy. They were in the rest room now
and the door was locked. And ‘out of order’ sign had been put
outside the door so that Cindy would not be disturbed when she was
with Carla. “Please Cindy, please let me let it go, please,
please.” Cindy would have been impressed with the begging. The tone
of it, the content of it, and the way that Carla held her arm
across her tummy in obvious and pure agony. But there was still the
subject of her being expressionless to be perfected. “Not so
quickly slut lips. I told you what I want from you. Silence,
expressionless, and stillness. You haven’t managed that yet. Now if
you can manage that for a period of fifteen minutes, then, then I
might allow you to release the enema. How does that sound, slut
lips?” And there was that dismissive sense again from Cindy. The
torture of that enema was possibly now at its most acute and
although the main of it would be anal, and rectum, that arm across
her tummy told of the real torture being inflicted with ease on
this woman and within her.

Carla
would have been retaining her bowel contents all day and she would
have suffered the increasing pressure of that from within, and all
that it entailed. She hadn’t managed the completely expressionless
state that Cindy insisted on, although she had come close. But now,
at the end of the day, when the torture was at it most acute, when
the pain was at its most terrible, she had to attain that
expressionlessness, that silence and that stillness for a period of
fifteen minutes before she could let go of the enema. Fifteen
minutes didn’t sound a great deal of time. But it was. In the
situation and in the pain that this woman was in, fifteen minutes
was like an eternity. She tried to pull herself together. She tried
to ignore the pain and stand like she was posed for some weird,
semi fetish picture. She was down to her stockings and heels, and
against the glossy pastel, high key shades of the rest room there
was like this unintentional erotic quality to it. And especially so
with how Carla was forced to stand, and how she moved whilst she
was like that.

There
was no doubt that Carla was an impressive looking woman. Very
buxom, very mature in her appearance and yet very polished as well.
A mane of thick almost auburn hair that seemed to erupt from her
head and then cascade down either side of her face. Her makeup
perfect and that seemed at odds with the pain she was obviously in.
And now she was standing in her stockings and heels. And she would
have been trying to cope on several levels. She would have been
trying to cope with the pain - yes of course she would. But she
would have been trying to cope with everything that was happening
to her, everything that had happened to her. She would have been in
constant dismay at how she could have ended up in this position
with this young woman. And she would have been in constant dismay
at what ‘this position’ was. She wasn’t being able to come to terms
with it. She wasn’t able to get her head round it. Maybe if it
weren’t for that complete and absolute agony that she was in, she
would have been able to think more clearer. Maybe she would have
been able to understand what it was she was caught up
in.

“Fifteen minutes, slut lips. Silence, expressionless and
stillness. Once you do that, I’ll let you push that nasty enema out
of yourself. And that’s the best deal you’re going to get, trust
me.” Again, Cindy spoke matter-of-factly. She spoke almost like she
was disinterested. She didn’t need to be told what agony Cindy was
in - she already knew that, she had created that agony. Now all she
was interested in was results. That was what she was interested in
now - seeing the results of her labours. Carla was just about
managing to understand what she had to do. She didn’t think she
would be able to do it. Indeed she thought she was going to fail.
But at least she understood it. But Cindy hadn’t finished yet. “And
when you manage that, because I know that you will, I’ll give you
an orgasm your husband could never give you slut lips. A little
bonus for you.” And that had been like another shock to the core of
Carla. This ‘thing’ with Cindy hadn’t been sexual as such. There
had been undertones of undiluted bullying sexuality, but never
directly.

And this
unsettled Carla all over again. She couldn’t even get her head
around the thought of an orgasm at this point let alone a better
orgasm than her husband could ever give her. The fact that Carla
wouldn’t be able to remember a time when her husband had made her
orgasm at all, was by the by. This was Cindy attacking her
sexuality directly. And she was pretty much taking for granted that
it was her that controlled it now. Just like she said she did.
Carla tried to conquer the pain. She tried to get over it and stand
still. That was what she had to do first. She had to stand still
and so she had to rise above the pain but she wouldn’t have been
the first one unable to rise above the pain that this young woman
was able to create and maintain with ease. She wouldn’t have been
the first one to try to reach that head space where she could rise
above it. It came to her pretty quickly that she couldn’t do that
and that she had to do it another way.

“I know what you’re trying to do slut lips. I will help you by
telling you that it won’t work. You have to deal with the pain not
by ignoring it, but by conquering it. You have to do what you have
to do, despite the pain and not by pretending it’s not there. You
have to accept the pain and then be still. Be still first and let
the rest follow.” And there was this sense that this young woman,
this sadistic young woman was helping Carla - or that she was
giving her some very valuable advice. And it was valuable advice
that she was listening to. Even as Cindy was speaking Carla was
ignoring the pain, she was doing what she was told and she was
becoming more and more still. More and more motionless. And then
she achieved that. She achieved that perfect motionless state and
Cindy was watching her. “Good girl slut lips. Good girl. Now the
face - plain. Just a plain face so that if anyone was to see you,
they would have no idea of the agony you are in.” It was like a
trick that Cindy used, to remind Carla of the agony that she was
in. But there was like this curtain, like this shadow that came
down over Carla’s face and it did become plain. It did become
serene. But there was just this knowledge that there was all this
pressure and this pain inside her abdomen - inside her rectum and
bowels - and that made that expressionless expression more profound
if that makes sense.

Carla
had been allowed to spread her stilettos wider, to aid her
stillness. And she was slightly twisted at the hips, something that
she had preferred to do. Maybe it afforded her a little bit of
relief from what was going on inside her but that relief would have
been imagined as opposed to actual but once she got like that, once
she adopted the position she gradually and painfully ground to a
halt and there was this ‘posed’ quality to her that enhanced her
femininity. Then, her arms hanging at her sides. And then that
shadow of expressionless coming down over her face. And there it
was, stillness and expressionless. “Good girl slut lips. I like
it.” Now the silence. It’s not there, not properly - just that one
step more. Just the complete silence to get to and then the clock
can begin the countdown.” And Carla would have even aware of the
noises from the back of her throat. She would have been more than
aware of those little bubbling sounds that she hadn’t been able to
prevent ever since early in the enema process. And now she was more
aware of them. Now it was like they were noises that were amplified
inside her own mind and so she tried to silence them. She swallowed
and she concentrated. One couldn’t be sure of the benefit of the
deep concentrated effort that Carla was putting in. Quite simply
silence meant silence. All she had to do was not make that noise.
All she had to do was silence her throat. Silence those bubbles of
despair that came up her throat and into her mouth and then from
between her full, slut lips.

And then
she did it. Then she did the whole silence, expressionless,
stillness thing and Cindy stood back for a better look. For a
longer look. She hadn’t started the clock yet - she was waiting -
just waiting to see if Carla had obtained a false start. She was
just waiting, just holding that start to the countdown of the clock
from fifteen minutes to nil. Cindy ran her eyes over Carla from top
to bottom and because of what she saw, because of how she was
seeing Carla, and the future for this woman, she liked what she was
seeing. She liked that Carla was fit, and attractive. She liked the
attractive ones the best - they were easier to control - easier to
degrade because of their looks. Somehow these woman thought that
they were beyond degradation because of their looks. That was the
impression that Cindy had got all those years ago, from mamma. In
her mind mamma had been beyond degradation. She had thought she was
too good for it. In Cindy’s mind - wrong! Cindy liked the almost
exaggerated pose of Carla as well. She liked the way she was
‘trying’. She first and foremost liked the way this woman accepted
her fate, kind of. But she liked the effort as well.

“Clock on slut lips. Fifteen minutes to go and you can empty
that nasty stuff out of yourself.” Fifteen minutes - it might as
well have been an eternity. One could try to describe, try to
explain the task at hand but that would be impossible - more than
impossible. It wasn’t a task for Cindy - all she had to do was
watch. All she had to do was immerse and enjoy what she was seeing.
But turn that around to Carla and everything, the whole weight of
it all was on her. That pain inside her that was excruciating by
this point. The urge to push that thick oily stuff out of her would
have been huge, just to ease that pain. But she couldn’t do that.
Physically she couldn’t do that. She was plugged and locked. That
enema was inside her until Cindy decided it could be released.
Nothing would alter that but Carla had to deal with it. She would
have been able to deal with it better if she could scream out, and
cry. But she couldn’t do that either. If she did, if she made any
noise at all the clock would be reset back to fifteen minutes. Even
in her indescribable agony she got that. Even in that absolute pain
she understood that. She might have been able to deal with it
better if she could simply move her weight from one stiletto to the
other - if she could just do that movement then the agony might
have been relieved a little bit. If she had been able to do that
then at least it would have been something that she would be able
to do as that pain ravaged her.

As it
was though, all she had was the pain. That was what she had been
given and that was what she had to deal with for fifteen minutes.
That was it, the bottom line as it were. She was allowed tears, and
she could blink those tears. Cindy liked to see tears because then
she knew that the pain was at its absolute worse and then she knew
that Carla was at, or very near the edge of her limit. “Tears are
good, slut lips. Just nine minutes to go.” And that would have been
a setback for Carla. Not the permission to shed tears, but the
knowledge that she had nine minutes left - that reminder of the
clock which had slipped from her memory as she coped with the huge
task at hand. It already felt like she had gone above and beyond
the fifteen minutes but she wasn’t even half way.

But she
could cry silently. That was something that she could do - she
could shed tears quietly. And that is what she did do and there was
a point that she reached, in her mind when she could feel the pain
she was in, but that she stopped willing down the clock - that she
just simply accepted it and absorbed it. There was a point that
came that Cindy wanted Carla to come to - that acceptance and that
absorption. That point in her mind when it wouldn’t be any other
way. When all she had was what she was being given. And this was
it. This was what she had been given and this was all she had.
Cindy smiled to herself when she realised that this woman would
soon know that it was all she had full stop. At the moment all she
had to do was fifteen minutes. But that time meant nothing. Soon
she would be knowing that it was all she had full stop. Soon there
would be no fifteen minutes, soon she would know it was every
minute of every day, or every week, month, year!

But the
orgasm helped. It helped her to cope with the relief of pushing out
the enema contents. She was still dripping when Cindy’s fingers
went between Carla’s legs and found her slit, and her clitoris.
Cindy smiled when she felt the fleshy hood of the clitoris. Another
piece of flesh for her to wear as though a trophy at some time in
the future - she might even get the husband to watch before he was
despatched off to somewhere else. And it was easy for Cindy to coax
the juices from Carla. She was a woman who knew women - she knew
them inside out. She knew how to use her fingers and she knew how
to use her breath to wash over the older woman’s face. Maybe there
was this thing inside Carla that was grateful for having her focus
redirected. For having the pleasure as opposed to the pain that she
couldn’t control. Cindy fluttered her fingers over Carla’s wetness
and she did that until there was this undulation in the sexual
flesh. And then she concentrated her efforts around the clitoris
hood and then under the clit hood to the bundle of nerves itself
where she hovered and hovered and fluttered and fluttered until she
knew that Carla was ready to orgasm.

Actually
it wasn’t that Carla was ready to orgasm so much as it was Cindy
that was ready to let this woman spill into the absolute pleasure
that she could give. “There’s a good girl slut lips. You cum to
your heart’s content. You cum like there is nothing better in the
world. Because for you there is nothing better in the world.
Nothing that will ever match an orgasm that I can give you.” She
was letting Carla know that there would be nothing except orgasm
for her - nothing to look forward to that is. Nothing that would be
granted on a daily basis. Rather her daily life would be one of
pain and some kind of perverse servitude. The orgasm that was
making her squirt at this time was something that she would be
granted very rarely. It was something that would be like gold dust
for Carla to be granted. Something that she would have to suffer
for in order to earn it. Carla was as fucked as Davina was. But not
as fucked as they were going to both be.

 



Chapter 20

 


SLUT lips

 


Carla
was breathless, more than breathless. That orgasm, despite the
agony she had been right before it, had blown her mind. She had
thought it would never end. She had though it would never ‘peak’
because the intensity of it just rose and rose the more it surged
through her. She thought she must surely have some kind of heart
attack, or something, anything that would bring that pleasure to an
end. She had never known pleasure like it, ever. It was as that
orgasm raged through her that she realised what she had been
missing all these years. It was the first orgasm she had ever
experienced but what an introduction to orgasmic bliss! She had
erupted in that pleasure and the eruption hadn’t stopped. It had
just kept coming and coming. There was a build-up, of sorts. Like a
build-up under her clitoris hood and then behind the clitoris head.
Behind all of those wide open receptors. But when that spilled out
- when Cindy made that spill out there was all of this pleasure at
one time and then it had been like she was being made to overdose
on it. Then she held her breath and kept it held. But she squirted
as well and Cindy didn’t say anything. She didn’t say anything at
all. She just smiled that pretty smile of hers into the older
woman’s face as she controlled her orgasm, and as she controlled
sexuality. She had just smiled as she obtained the absolute peak -
and she did obtain the absolute peak of her orgasm, and she had
smiled all the way through it.

For that
long, for however long it took Cindy to decide to take Carla down
the other side of that wave of pleasure, the older woman was able
to forget the absolute pain she had just been through. And it was a
blissful thing. Being able to forget that pain. This was a woman
who had been through childbirth, twice, and so she knew what pain
was all about. Just not the pain that Cindy had created for her.
That was pain that she didn’t ever think she would be able to move
past and forget. It was pain that etched itself on the mind as well
as scarring itself inside the femininity of this older woman. And
yet, with just a little fluttering of her fingers, Cindy was able
to allow her to forget all about that pain. As though it didn’t
exist. As though it had never existed. And that was the thing. That
was what Cindy did - this was the ‘magic’ if magic is the right
word, about Cindy. When she took Carla back down the other side she
was looking into her eyes. Her fingers were still moving over the
dripping saturated sexual flesh, but she was coming down. She was
coming down gently. And as she came down there were the reminders
then of the pain she had been put through and that she had been
forced to endure. The pain from the muscles, the aching from where
she had put the effort in to deal with that pain but also to keep
still, silent, expressionless. It was like it was all coming back
to her now. It was like the things that had been etched into her
mind were also etched into her body. And right there she wished she
was back in the middle of that orgasmic bliss. But she wasn’t -
because she had to come down.

“You don’t have to say anything slut lips, not yet. You can
thank me in a little while. But for now - I want you to know
something. I want you to know that your life, as you know it has
changed. It won’t ever be the same again.” Carla was thinking that
Cindy had got that right. She wouldn’t ever forget that orgasm, and
that pain would be with her literally forever. She was breathing
more shallow as Cindy brought her down. Her chest was rising and
falling, rising and falling. “That won’t mean much to you now. But
I want you to know that I am going to fuck you up mamma. I am going
to fuck you up real good.” And Cindy was in her own zone now. She
had taken Carla to the zone that she needed to be in and she had
taken her back out of that now but she was in one herself. She was
tasting another level of sadism that she was focussing onto Carla
and she was inside her own kind of bliss. It was easy to tell where
Cindy was because of those lines she used. The way she referred to
Carla as ‘mamma’. She had done the same or something similar with
Davina. She was in that special place in her mind but one had to
worry. With Davina the link had been the short hair. Carla didn’t
have short hair. Carla was just a woman. She could have been any
woman. Oh yes she was stacked and she was attractive - but the
disturbing sign about this was that she was now seeming to be
directing her ‘revenge’ on ‘any’ woman. It seemed there didn’t have
to be a similarity or indeed any connection with the real, old
‘mamma’ at all.

If Carla
could have found the words she would have asked Cindy what she
meant by what she had said. But she was panting - she was catching
her breath and Cindy was still bringing her down - she was still
using her fingers, lightly ploughing the slightly swollen labial
flesh of Carla. “It’s ok, I know what you want to know slut lips.
All will become apparent in due course. For now - tell me, how old
are your girls? You have two girls don’t you?” That might have come
as a shock to the system of Carla that this younger woman knew that
she had two girls. She had told her she was married and that she
children but she hadn’t told her anything else. But the fact was
that she wasn’t shocked. There was this state of mind of Carla that
would be difficult to describe or define. She had just had her mind
blown and now she was coming down the other side. That and the pain
wasn’t there anymore - just the aching so she could afford to let
her mind be free. “They’re sixteen and eighteen.” She managed to
get the ages out and Cindy smiled. “Ah now they are beautiful ages.
You are going to introduce me to them you know slut lips - they are
going to get to know their Aunty Cindy.” And all the time Cindy was
stroking and bringing Carla down. The older woman was in this space
that was neither the zone, nor the real world. It was just this
‘space’ in her mind. She was telling Cindy what she wanted to know
because she had asked. It was as simple as that. And even though
there should have been a concern in what Cindy asked and then the
way she responded, there wasn’t.

“And you husband slut lips, what about him. Is he always at
home - doesn’t he work?” Cindy wasn’t pushing too hard she was
talking gently. She didn’t want to alarm Carla - at least not yet.
Alarm would be a big part of Carla’s life in due course, just not
yet. Cindy was sinking into her own zone again. The girls ages were
‘delicious’. She could work with that. “Oh he works overseas, a
lot. It’s why I can work full time now. The girls are more or less
grown up, and I can do my own thing.” And in Cindy’s mind it was
all coming together for her. “Yes you can slut lips. Or, you can do
MY thing.” And Cindy smiled wide as she leaned up, to kiss Carla on
her slut lips. The future was looking rosy for this psychopath.
Rosier than it had ever been. “Now thank me for your orgasm,
there’s a good girl.”

 


DAVINA - the new woman

 


Davina
wasn’t the same now. Her confidence wasn’t the same. Her ability to
take control wasn’t there. Ever since her clitoris hood had been
taken and she had been turned into this dripping, needy slut, she
wasn’t the same. She JUST wasn’t the same. But it was no accident
that she wasn’t the same. That was a deliberate thing that Cindy
had done to her. The younger woman had known what taking the clit
hood would mean. She knew it would mean that Davina would crave
attention all of the time. She knew it would simply be something
that ate away into the psyche and the sexuality of this woman to
such a point that nothing was more important than sexual attention,
sexual gratification - any kind of sexual contact. Any kind at
all.

Cindy
smiled as she watched Davina fidgeting at her desk. She knew that
under that tight fitting ‘uniform’ skirt, Davina was saturated. She
knew that her exposed, vulnerable clitoris was pressed again the
inside of the tight silk panties and was just ‘rubbing’ there. She
knew that the permanently swollen, clitoral bundle was almost raw,
and craving that touch, any touch. And she knew that there was
nothing that Davina could do about it. She knew that it was just
another thing that this woman had to endure, for her. And she
smiled because of that. Davina was trying to work. She had her
screens open, and she had the work in front of her but she couldn’t
concentrate. “Miss Cindy can I go to the rest room, give myself an
orgasm, please?” And there was this tone to Davina’s voice that was
most definitely not the corporate Davina of old. In fact there was
none of that Davina left at all now. What it was now was a
dripping, needy tone that begged a lot, but begged control as
well.

“Now you KNOW you can’t do that, don’t you. You KNOW that you
cannot orgasm ever without my permission. And you KNOW that I will
rarely give permission. You KNOW that Davina.” There was this
sternness of voice from Cindy - like she scolding Davina but in a
gentle way. “I’m sorry Miss Cindy. I can’t concentrate. I can’t
focus.” And in return there was this almost desolation in Davina’s
voice. “I know. I know I can’t orgasm without permission. I know
that. I don’t know how I am going to get through the day that’s
all. It’s so hard, so hard.” And that desolation was joined by this
acceptance of the new way of things. Like this absorption of the
way it is now. “But I tell you what you CAN do. Go down, find the
janitor in the basement. Go give him a delicious blow job, all the
way. He told me how much he’d like to slide his big thick cock into
your mouth and I told him I’d arrange that. I don’t think he
believes me but he’s waiting for you anyway. Go down to his
basement workshop and give him the blow job of his life. And don’t
spill any, swallow it all. You hear me mamma?”

There
was this little eye roll from Cindy as she instructed Davina. It
was like the sort of things she had to do for the old mamma - give
blow jobs to perverts. And now the shoe was on the other foot. Now
she was immersing in giving those instructions - now she was
getting her own back on mamma. Except it wasn’t mamma it was
Davina. One might have thought something would kick in - something
would make Davina snap back into the real world but that was long
gone for her. The real world that she used to live in was long
gone. Now she had this world. And because she was so needy, because
she was so dripping for sexual arousal and contact all of the time,
ANY sort of sexual contact would do. The fact that her mind had
been tilted so far off kilter that any kind of sexual contact would
do. Anything would feed that need that she had. “Do you mean it
Miss Cindy? Do you mean I can really go down into the basement and
suck that big black cock until he shoots his load down my throat?”
There was like this disbelief in Davina’s voice. The old Davina
would have been kind of mortified and then she would have kicked
Cindy’s ass out of the building. But that would have been before
that first weekend of role-play. Not now though. Now it was a whole
different ball game.

The
whole of Davina had changed. It was the same woman, the same shell
of that woman but inside she had been rewired. Her mind had been
rewired yes, but so had her body. Her mind was needy, yes, but so
was her body. It was like this younger woman Cindy had injected
some kind of sexual crack into her system and now nothing else
mattered except that hit, any hit of sex. “Of course I mean it
mamma. And if I hear that you’ve got full marks from the janitor,
that big black janitor, then, well maybe later today you can have
an orgasm, or a mini orgasm - how does that sound?” And with that
there was this smile from Cindy - a wide beaming smile that was
sincere. It was like she was using what sweetness she had inside
her to coax and encourage Davina into this new life of debauchery
that was in store for her. Almost as though she was letting the
older woman know that there was nothing wrong with it at all even
though there was everything wrong with it. “Oh, I think I can get
full marks Miss Cindy. In fact I’m sure I can.” And Davina although
smiling back was already salivating at the thought of having a
hard, thick black cock inside her mouth.

“Oh mamma I have no doubt that you can get full marks this
time and every time. And that’s what you need to do. Now why don’t
you go put some more of that nice red lipstick on and go down find
the janitor. Give him a real good time because I don’t wanna hear
you’ve fallen short. Only full marks will do remember Davina. Only
full marks will do.” And Cindy had got all straight faced and stern
again. Like she was enforcing her position but in a slightly
playful way. “Only full marks Miss Cindy. Always full marks.” And
with that Davina got up and hobbled to the rest room. Cindy watched
and smiled. She liked the tightness of the skirt that she dressed
Davina in today. She liked that it impeded her walk more than a
little bit in conjunction with the ridiculously high heels she had
on.

In the
rest room Davina’s focus was on her lips. It was like for now, it
was all about her lips. Her lips would be wrapped around that black
cock and so her lips had to look right as well as feel right. She
applied one coating of the deep red lip-gloss and then waited for
it to dry. Then she applied another coat and waited for that to dry
off. Then she pressed her lips together, rolled them in and made
sure that her mouth, her lips looked perfect and all the time she
could feel that familiar throb in the base of her clitoral nerves.
Then she touched the corner of her mouth with her tongue. Her
tongue was important as well. Her mouth, her tongue and what she
could do with them in tandem. What she could do to that cock. She
had to pleasure the cock - she knew that. And the thoughts that she
was having were nothing like the thoughts that the old Davina would
have. That Davina would have been working, focussing on her next
big challenge, her next big task in the corporate world. But now
she was tasked with sucking a black cock. Tasked with pleasuring a
black cock with her red, sluttish mouth until it shot its load down
her throat. It was an ultimate come down for Davina but she wasn’t
seeing it that way.

And the
thing was that, it wasn’t a bad thought to her. It wasn’t a thought
that she didn’t want to have. It was one that she wanted to put
into action. It was one that she wanted to ‘feel’ for real. It was
one that she ‘needed’ to feel for real. She made her way to the
service elevator which would take her down to the basement. And as
she stood there, in that downward motion, she could feel the throb
of her clitoris - and she could feel her own oozing wetness as
well. It wasn’t like she didn’t remember the old her. It wasn’t as
though she had been brainwashed and all of the old stuff was gone
now. She knew it alright. She remembered it alright. And every so
often she had this shot of something, like ‘guilt’ maybe that
surged through her central nervous system. At least it felt like
guilt to her. What it was actually was knowing, it was like a
deeper understanding of what she was now. What she had become. Or
what she had been turned into. And maybe it was a grief at losing
what she once was. The elevator bounced slightly to a standstill
and the doors slid open. The first thing she saw when the elevator
doors slid open was the big black janitor. She didn’t have to go
find him at all. He found her.

“Hello slut. You here to suck my cock! Take your skirt off,
your top off. I want to see you. I want to see what’s sucking my
cock before you suck it.” And immediately inside Davina’s mind was
that this was not part of the deal. This was not mentioned. She had
thought it would be a simple cock sucking. She would go down onto
her knees and he would feed his semi flaccid cock into her mouth
which she would get full hard and then she would pleasure that cock
until he orgasmed down her throat. There was nothing about her
stripping off and showing herself to him. But then she remembered,
full marks, she had to get full marks. If this man, this big black
man reported back to Cindy with anything but full marks then she
didn’t know what would happen and she didn’t know how she would
cope without having gained anything but full marks. So she stood
for the man and removed her top to allow her bra-less heavy breasts
out. They bounced and swayed a bit as she stood in front of him and
at the same time her nipples perked, thickened and erected. And
inside she shuddered as the janitor’s hands came out and took each
tit, feeling for the weight of them and the texture of them. And as
he molested her breasts and fingered her nipples she stood and
removed her skirt stepping out of it to reveal herself in all her
long legged stockinged glory.

“Turn for me slut, let me see you. Turn slowly, I want to see
you.” There was this mixture of a deep African accent with regional
London. As though this man had been here for a few years but would
never lose the African accent totally. And so Davina turned slowly
for this man. This was a new world for her. A new experience. Even
now she was having flashbacks, or memories of what she had been,
what she had achieved, and of winning that award three years
running. But that seemed a different world now. Now there was a
different need in her. Now there was this other more urgent need in
her. There was this sexual need that transcended all other needs.
There was this sexual throb and this wetness. She turned on her
heels and there was this different excitement, this different
craving in her now. It had always been the craving for corporate
success and now it was cravings of a sexual nature that she was
feeling. And in this basement, right here right now those cravings
were strong. She needed that cock in her mouth now. She needed to
feel it there now. She needed to feel its thickness, she needed to
feel it hurting her jaws because it was so thick. And by the time
she’d turned around, the man had his cock out, and Davina’s jaw
dropped. It was a huge, thick, snake like cock that she had to
pleasure so that she could get full marks. “Knees bitch, and
suck.”

 


Up in
Davina’s office. Cindy was sending emails and making calls. She was
finding out all she needed to find out about Carla and family.
Davina was well on the way, now she had to reign in
Carla!

 


THE END
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