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PART ONE

 



CHAPTER ONE

 


Infiltration
& Initial Control

 


“My god, YOU
look amazing I have to say. My kids are going to love you.
Literally!”

Debra had
been in awe the first time she’d set eyes on Mary. There could have
been some relief in that, that at last she’d found ‘the one’ who’d
look after the enormous house and take the hard work out of
negotiating a teen daughter and a teen boy through those hormonal
years.

“Why, thank
you Ma’am. And may I say, you don’t look half so bad
yourself.”

And Mary was
smiling, and winking. And perfect white toothed smile, framed with
deep red lipsticked lips. Debra’s ‘amazing’ comment had to come
from the visuals that made up Mary. A tall, long legged woman in
her late twenties or possibly early thirties. She had curves but
she had a svelteness about her as well. Her makeup and hair were
immaculate, even if slightly over the top. But Debra didn’t mind
‘OTT’ for gods sakes - she was a former high profile model who’d
seen it all.

It was why
she was pleasantly surprised as opposed to shocked that Mary wore a
tight, fitted leather dress that contained but not tamed her
generous breasts. And then there were the ultra-high heels. The
last time Debra had seen heels like those it was on the catwalk.
Dangerously spike heeled shoes that forced the feet to arch and
made standing, let alone walking, an art form. Those shoes
strapless and not interfering with the line of sublimely shaped and
toned legs that were sheathed in the sheerest of transparent nylon
that was black, and yet allowed the flesh colour of this woman’s
legs to show through. This was a woman who knew how to dress, and
how to impress in equal measure.

Mary really
was immaculate from head to toe and that resonated with Debra.
She’d been used to that back in the day. The hours and hours in
makeup and styling. The hours and hours then hanging round waiting
for the thumbs up to go do her twenty second strut down the
catwalk. And there was something about Mary that got Debra’s
attention. How she was able to combine her stylish, sharp look with
what was to be her role as ‘nanny’. One had to assume that both
Debra and Mary knew the role would be slightly more than that
though.

Denise the
eldest offspring was almost eighteen years old and Denver was past
sixteen so they weren’t exactly kids. But Debra was emerging from
an abyss of her own. A dark period that saw her at rock bottom. And
now she was getting out and about again. Her diary was getting
busier. Her catwalk days were over and done with but she was still
a looker at thirty eight and she was still ‘of interest’ in certain
circles and she could have easily been labelled ‘a celebrity’ when
she put herself out there, which she was starting to do more often
now.

Debra’d been
a model since her mid-teens, and had been the first model on any
level to walk the walk with her pregnant bump when she was carrying
Denise. She’d broken new ground and had that ‘couldn’t give a fuck’
attitude that only came into focus with other models in later
years. She’d been a trail blazer even if she hadn’t exactly set out
to be that.

“Oh you know,
I have my up days and down days. Look Mary, I’m sorry to call you
in like this. I just wanted us to have an informal chat - you know,
see if we ‘click’, you know, properly ‘click’. I have to say I’m
getting good vibes, but I want you to feel the same way. Your CV
was perfect, and your references couldn’t have worked out better.
But you know, I just wanted us to have this little chat, some
girlie time….”

And Debra let
her words fade out - maybe she thought she was talking too much.
Possibly this was fallout from the insecurity issues she was
getting over.

“Oh god, yes
for sure Debra. I mean I’m looking on this as a huge opportunity
for me. And on top of that you need to trust me and vice versa.
Much better that we have this chat before you make your final
decision.”

Mary spoke
with a perfect, faultless English accent. There was no need to
doubt her education, or her ‘breeding’ because she out-styled the
stylish. Her attention to detail in everything she did or said was
on point. And yet she had this natural ability to make anyone she
was talking to or was with feel ok in her company. Debra liked her
and she was desperate for Mary to feel the same so that she could
continue her road to recovery. Debra had the feeling that if Mary
didn’t work out then it could be some time before she came across
another one like her - if that was even possible.

“Come
through, let’s have a coffee. I can show you around the house in a
bit. Although I’m assuming you don’t have to be anywhere else? I
mean we can always pick up at another time?”

Again Debra’s
slight insecurity was evident but only subtly so, in the way she
doubted herself at times.

“No no Debra
honestly. I have ruled out my entire day for this meeting with you.
I don’t want blow it by overlapping with my nail lady now do
I?”

And Mary was
smiling - that wide perfect smile again. She was reading the doubt
in Debra and she was instantly making her feel relaxed again. This
was probably the final ice breaking moment that Mary needed there
to be with Debra.

“That’s
perfect Mary, just perfect.”

It was clear
that Debra liked this woman already and that she was seeing her as
some kind of saviour as she climbed out of this abyss of her’s. But
at this point it was all courtesy and polite. It was all something
that was in the making - something that was forming. Debra didn’t
do big steps in life these days lightly. It was almost as though
she’d had to learn again after learning the hard way the first time
round.. It was almost like she was taking baby steps as she came
out into the big wide world again.

They walked
through the vast, expensively designed house and into an open plan
kitchen area where each of them pulled out tall bar style stools.
Mary slipped up, and crossed her amazing legs to the sound of nylon
rasping against nylon. And Debra did the same. She was not dressed
or made up for the day yet. She had a silk housecoat wrapped around
her and tied at the waist. When she crossed her bare legs the silk
fell away to expose almost all of the leg. She gathered up the silk
and covered the leg almost embarrassed. She didn’t notice the fact
that Mary had noticed it. Mary didn’t say anything though. It was
as though she was taking mental notes that she might refer to at a
later time.

Debra reached for the
coffee machine which always seemed to be on the go.

“How do you
take it Mary?”

Her tone was
relaxed - probably the most relaxed she’d been for a long
time.

“Oh as it
comes, black thank you, that would be great.”

There was this ease
between the two that seemed effortless and Debra was relaxing more
and more convinced that Mary was the one.

“So, I’ve met
you a couple of times now and I keep coming back with the same
question. What brings you to me Mary? I mean I’ve read up on your
career, and quite amazing that is. But I’m wondering why here and
why now?”

Debra wasn’t
delving or prying and her tone told that. She just wanted to know
as much about this woman as she was willing to give. It was like
she was a sponge wanting to suck in as much as Mary would let
her.

“Ah, you know
- I did my service training with the airlines. I did long haul with
probably every major airline in the world. And what a job! I began
as pretty basic cabin crew and worked my way up. Like I said, what
a job. But there came a time when battling jet lag and pure
exhaustion took its toll. I wanted to quit whilst I was still
fairly young. You know kind of slow down a bit and then take some
time off before looking into a new career.”

Debra spoke openly and
honestly and it was like she truly didn’t mind being questioned
like this.

“Ah right. So
that’ll be the year or so gap in your CV. I’d pretty much worked
that out.”

Debra sipped
steaming hot coffee as they spoke. Mary did the same.

“Exactly. I
just needed to take time to reset. I was ‘ok’ financially and
didn’t really need to work for that time so, I just took it out,
and chilled. I did a bit of travelling ‘on my own terms’ and felt
like I’d had a total reset by the end of it.”

Both women took their
time to respond to the other in that totally relaxed
manner.

“So what made
you take the decision to look for this kind of work? I mean
obviously you’re a people person and you have been for years, but
‘this’ is niche I would imagine?”

Mary ran her
tongue across the inside of her lips, across her front teeth as she
formulated a response in her mind before bringing the words to her
mouth.

“Yeah, a
people person, you’ve got that right. I mean I did the whole reset
thing in my year off, but I never lost the hankering to look after
people. I think that was something I was born with - that care and
nurturing instinct.”

Mary spoke
perfect sense. She took a sip of coffee with both of her hands
wrapped round the mug.

“I could have
gone in a different direction, into hospitality. That probably
would have been the obvious thing to do given what I did with the
airlines. But I don’t know, I wanted something more you know? I
wanted the ‘intimacy’ with the people I worked with, and to
actually get to ‘know’ them, rather than them just be ships that
pass in the night.

“And to be
honest, I fell into this nanny stroke PA thing completely by
accident. A Middle Eastern family that I’d been acquainted with on
the airlines contact me when they knew I’d left the industry. I
went to see them, to talk to them, to find out what they wanted
exactly and I realised this was precisely what I wanted in my
life.”

Mary stopped
talking to take another sip of coffee and Debra didn’t interrupt
her.

“That was
probably the best three years of my life, seriously! I’d not been
aware that there was this other world out there. Don’t get me
wrong, I’m grateful for my time in the air. If it hadn’t been for
those years I wouldn’t have the outlook on life that I have now.
Remember I joined the airlines when I was 17, I’m 33 now. Not
counting the year off I was in the air fourteen years. The three
years with the family in the Middle East, and pretty much up to
now, sitting here with you reminiscing.”

Mary threw
her mane of thick, rich dark red hair back and laughed
softly.

“I’m sorry
Mary, I wasn’t prying you know. I just think it’s good to talk, get
to know each other, if we are going to be in each other’s lives,
that’s all.”

And Debra had
that feel to her tone of voice where she might have been a little
bit sorry for appearing to pry. But Mary sensed the situation and
reached across to touch Debra on the hand.

“Seriously
Debra it’s fine. Frankly I’d be worried if you didn’t ask
questions. I don’t want to get this position by accident. I want
you to know me and feel that there is that trust. You know,
right?”

She slipped
her hand off Debra’s and sat back and smiled. Debra smiled back.
She was feeling better with each passing second she was with this
woman.

“For a woman
of 33 you’ve had a very full life. Did the settling down thing and
craving a family not appeal? Oh god I’m sorry, I’m doing it
again!”

“It’s fine
Debra. Uhm, basically ‘no’. I mean who knows what the future holds
and all that? But I’ve not felt broody, and definitely have never
felt the ‘need’ for a man in my life. I mean there have been men,
and even dare I say some other girls, but it’s just been based on
‘fun’ you know?”

And Mary was
giving Debra what she wanted to hear and Debra was smiling
wide.

“Look why
don’t I show you round the house, and let’s step this up a bit hey?
And if at any point you decide a position with me isn’t what you
want you can just say, and we’ll leave it there, no hard feelings
either way.”

There were
times when Debra spoke when she sounded like her old kick ass self.
They were the times she was working on getting more of. When she
could be ‘up’ instead of down or instead of neutral. She often
flash backed to those times. She’d had everything but the life had
taken over and controlled her rather than her controlling it. And
when she’d fallen she’d fallen hard. This woman Mary was all she
needed to complete her comeback. Someone who could take care of
things - who could organise her diary and basically, her
life.

“That sounds
like a plan. Don’t hold your breath on me backing out of wanting
this job though. I feel more like it’s a ‘need’ as opposed to a
‘want’ if you follow me. I really want this Debra, and I mean
it.”

And just for
a split second Mary had upped her tone from the calm, soothing
sound, to a more urgent one where she was telling Debra that she
really did want this job.

“I believe
you, I really, REALLY do.”

Debra was
overcompensating because she had these periods of severe anxiety
and insecurity when her ‘rock bottom’ hit her hard. Now they were
walking through the house - first the ground floor through an open
plan three reception rooms off the open plan kitchen.

“This really
is an amazing home Debra I have to say. Often big houses don’t feel
like ‘home’ but this does you know?”

Mary sounded
sincere as she took in each room in, in all its glory. She was
imagining back in the day, this house could tell some stories. The
wild parties where drink and drugs flowed. Mary had read up some on
Debra, of course she had.

“Oh, thank
you Mary. I’ve tried to hold it together for the kids. You now
after their father, you know…..”

And her words tailed
off.

“I did read
something. Don’t talk about it if it’s too painful. But just know
that I am here if you do ever want to talk about anything at all,
and I mean anything.”

Mary touched the base of
Debra’s back as they stood, and just rubbed her lightly.

“Yeah it all
went pear shaped after he died. I try not to dwell on it. I’ve
considered selling up and starting afresh in a new house or
apartment so that I can get that reset you know. But then I’m like
I don’t want to ‘erase’ my life before it all happened. And I think
I would regret that, so I’m staying put. But I do need to pull
myself together hence why you are here.”

Debra had
started sounding a bit dour but by the end of that little speech,
she was kick ass again and full of smiles. Her ‘moments’ seemed
erratic and this wasn’t something that was escaping
Mary.

“Exactly. And
I am the right one for the job.”

Mary winked
at Debra and blew a kiss with her perfect red lips. Debra had
absolutely no problem with women like Mary. The sexual innuendo was
fine, the lesbianism and the bi-sexuality was fine by her. The
sexuality had been a huge thing during her time in modelling. She
was used to it and this kind of made it nice for her as a flash
back to those times. It was like a bridge from that world to this
one and vice versa.

They walked
up the rather grand, curved staircase to the first floor where the
bedroom suites were. Each bedroom ensuite, sumptuous and huge. Mary
swallowed back a gulp each time she went into another room. She
knew that Debra had been at the top of the modelling game and
consequentially she knew that this woman was wealthy in her own
right. She’d seen wealth in her time in the Middle East, and had
dealt with people of money, during her time in the air, so she
wasn’t shocked by it, just ‘impressed’ one had to
assume.

“Every room
is a revelation Debra. Beautiful house it really is.”

“Thank you so
much. We did it together with a really famous interior designer who
cost an absolute fortune but, we were super impressed with the
results.”

Mary stood looking out of
a huge bay window looking out over extensive landscaped
gardens.

“I can
imagine! Well I can’t, but I hear you.”

And both
women laughed softly. They were standing closer to each other now,
seemingly happy to be in each other’s personal space. And now they
were heading back down the stairs and into the central reception
foyer of the detached double fronted property.

“Look Mary,
I’m sorry, I’ve just realised that I have to see my therapist at
midday. It completely escaped my mind. Why don’t we take this up,
say on Friday. Just come over, my diary is free and we can shift
this up a gear or two? As long as you’re happy to take things
further that is?”

Just that
hint of insecurity from Debra again, and maybe feeling a little
foolish for forgetting her therapy appointment. For Mary it was
fine - she was imaging that things would be chaotic at times
working for this woman.

“Absolutely,
it’s fine Debra. I’ll keep Friday totally free, for you. The more I
see here I have to say, the more I want to take it to the next
level. It’s probably something we both need to do. I’ll leave you
to get ready for your session now and look forward to Friday. I
can’t tell you how excited I am.”

And both ladies hugged on
the doorstep as Mary left.

 



CHAPTER TWO

 


Two Days
Later

 


Debra had
thought deeply about the last encounter with Mary. She was more
convinced than ever that she was the one. She’d talked with her,
asked her questions and answered some herself. And now there was
nothing that could have been mistaken for a doubt in her mind. She
would have offered Mary the position on the spot if she hadn’t had
to cut the visit short. And she had counted down the days and the
hours until Mary would be back. She’d regretted not giving Mary a
time to come, because she knew she would be watching the clock and
the drive for this amazing woman to turn up again. In the event she
needn’t have worried. At 08.30 sharp Mary came.

And this time
again Debra was dressed and made up fully. And there was just this
fact that didn’t need to be spoken about, that she looked stunning
in a fitted dress and heels - rather formal, and yet the fetish
vibe from Mary was something like a delicious contrast. This time
Mary in leather again but an all in one catsuit that was like a
glove in it’s fitting. The supple leather tight to the curves of
this breath-taking woman. That catsuit black, and high collared
which seemed to extend the neckline in a way that was erotic - that
collar fitted to her throat, and zippered closed.

The mounds of
her breasts were emphasised and the leather so tight, so fitted
that the thick nipple poke through was clear. There was no doubt
that Mary had this ‘other side’ to herself that was part of her
private life. And Debra didn’t mind that - she didn’t mind it all.
She’d been round some weird people during her professional life and
she above all knew that it took all sorts to make up a world. Her
good feeling vibes about this woman were on the increase - to such
an extent the incline was deep and steep.

For Debra,
Mary was this consummate professional who was a little bit out
there, and she liked that. She had no problem with it and no wish
to rock any boat. She loved her look, loved the way she could no
doubt hold a room in her enthral with very little effort. But above
all she liked how she made her feel. She loved how relaxed she felt
in her company and how she felt that she would be able to put her
full trust in Mary.

“Oh my god
Mary, you do know how to dress.”

“You can
talk, so do you, wow! Those heels, that dress! Were gonna have to
play dress up some time.”

And she was
indicating up and down the length of Debra with an extended finger.
This making Debra feel super good inside. They hugged, and this was
an extended hug like good friends might give each other.

“Ha ha you
know I might well take you up on that. Haven’t played dress up for
a long time.”

If Debra was
honest with herself she was beginning to get a bit of a girl crush
on Mary. She’d have to keep that in check but it did make her smile
to herself a bit.

“Careful now,
I’m going to hold you to it.”

And there was
that ‘wink’ from Mary again with that full red lipped smile of
hers. Debra smiled back.

“I want to
show you the annex. It would form part of my offer of the position,
if we go ahead.”

Debra led the
way and Mary followed, through the house and to the west side where
there was a door into a self-contained annex. Mary had a slight
puzzled look on her face because accommodation hadn’t been
discussed, but then she’d liked how this whole thing was developing
and forming organically.

“This is a
two bed annex. If you accept my offer, it’s yours, all bills paid.
I know we didn’t discuss accommodation being included and it
doesn’t need to be. It’s up to you - you can live here, completely
separate to us, you can come and go and this place is big enough
for you to have visitors to stay around with you. All included in
the package and no bills. Or you can travel to me every day. I’m
really open to suggestions, counter offers, anything. I think we
could have something really special here you know Mary?”

Debra stopped talking to
allow Mary to compute the words.

“I don’t know
what to say. I mean I have a flat in town. I had assumed I would
work from there. But this, this is beautiful. I could maybe rent my
flat out and stay here. It would make sense for me to stay here.
I’d be on hand for anything then? I mean I could fulfil the role
even better.”

It was like
Mary was working through the options in her head.

“I didn’t
mention the accommodation before, not until I was sure that an
offer was going to be made. But to be fair, this has almost been an
unspoken thing now. Although I don’t want to assume you’d accept.
It must be a huge thing for you, I know it is for me. And yes, rent
your flat out, make some more money. There will be nothing for you
to pay for here on top of a £50k salary. So…. What do you say
Mary?”

There was
nothing like shocking a woman almost to a standstill. Debra
couldn’t remember the last time she’d done that and it made her
smile. She could do it back in the day with her on the spot
generosity and that had always somehow excited her.

“Wow Debra.
I’m not usually stuck for words but……”

And Mary
stopped as though she were actually stuck for words.

“With the
bill free annex and the salary it’s got to be worth £70k plus
whatever I make from the flat? I mean, even if I was in two minds
about it, you’ve made it very difficult for me to turn down and
look for something else. But as it is, I’d decided I wanted this
position before salary and accommodation came into it, so, sure,
let’s do this.”

Mary had that
smile again and that was accompanied by the click of her high
heeled boots as she shifted her weight from one to the other. Her
joy was sincere, and it was evident. And there was nothing else
evident from this meeting of the two women other than they were two
women becoming close friends and becoming employer and
employee.

“Are you
sure? I mean I don’t want to pressure you or anything, but you can
move in like ‘now’!”

Debra was joking, and her
almost cheeky smile gave that away.

“Come here
you, this has to be more worth a cuddle than an handshake. Debra, I
am more than happy to take this position on the terms we’ve
discussed.”

And Mary held
out her arms for that cuddle and Debra kind of snuggled in,
allowing Mary to wrap her arms around her and hold her close. And
she held that cuddle for quite some time, their breasts crushing
together. And as they cuddled there was this smile from Mary. It
wasn’t her usual smile - rather there was this lopsided quality to
it, and an oddness about it that Debra wouldn’t have understood had
she seen it, which she hadn’t.

Eventually
the cuddle was ripped apart, by both women.

“Look, I
think this is worth a celebratory meal, tonight, here. You can meet
the kids, even if they’re not kids any more. What do you
say?”

And it was
one of the uncertain, almost hesitating invitations which Mary
picked up on.

“Sounds
perfect!”

Debra smiled
wide.

“I’m feeling
happier today than I have for a long, long time!

“Ok, I’ll go
out, get some stuff in. You hang around here, have a think, have
another look around the house if you want, the grounds. Plan the
annex how you want it, and if you want anything I’ll supply it.
I’ll be back before Denise and Denver get home. What say
you?”

It was like
it was all falling into place for Debra at last. Her episodes of
depression were getting less and less and longer between, and since
she’d decided to crawl out from under her rock after the shit few
years she’d had, she was on it. And now this day was the icing on
the cake.

“I’d say
‘perfect’ again! I need to catch a breath. Debra I can’t tell you
how happy I am for this to be happening. You know this is even
better than what I imagined.”

And again it
was so evident that Mary was happy from the inside of her
heart.

“Good. Then
it’s perfect for us both. I’ll be an hour or so, steak alright for
tonight.”

“Mmmmm a meat
eater like me. I love it, the rarer the better!”

Mary made
this growling sound to emphasise what she’d said, and then hugged
Debra again. She watched her leave the house and jump into a
convertible pink Porche 911 turbo parked on the drive. Mary smiled
but it was that odd smile again.

 


The roar of
that flat 6 engined Porsche had barely faded out when Mary was in
Debra’s study. She stood for a few seconds, looking around.
Everything was super tidy, super smart. She ran her fingers over
the desk top and it was smooth, no sign of dust, or dirt. There was
a 16 inch MacBook Pro, folded down on charge and she glanced over
that and made for the window that looked out onto the gardens.
Under the window there was a filing cabinet. Mary smiled thinking
they weren’t so common these days. Everything now was filed away
and saved in the cloud. But although Debra had come into the twenty
first century, there was something old school about that and Mary
liked that.

She pulled
the top drawer of the filing cabinet open and there was a rail of
files. It wasn’t crammed, but then Debra’d had a few quite years
where she’d done nothing. Mary fingered through a few of the file
holders - banking stuff. And her fingers were walking towards the
back of the draw where the folders of files were more populated.
Old clippings, tabloid stuff with papped pictures. Mary took this
folder out and she put it on the desk. She spread out the
clippings, some of them full, and even double page. And she sat so
that she could read.

“My
god!”

The more she
read, the more her eyebrows were raised. She’d known of Debra,
super model. Every woman knew of her. And she’d known of her
struggles, but not the extent of them. The problems with alcohol,
through to alcohol addiction. That leading into drugs and then drug
dependency. The paparazzi pictures showing Debra both at her exotic
and scrubbed up best, to the most unflattering pictures of her at
her lowest point after her husband had committed suicide. There
were times when Mary needed to do a second take just to confirm
that this was really the same woman. She left those clips spread
out on the desk but returned to the filing cabinet to thumb through
more of the folders of files. She picked one out labelled medical
and psychiatric. She took it back to the desk with her.

“Shit!”

She spoke out
loud as she started to read. With the alcoholism and drug addiction
had come the eating disorders and the mental health issues. Mary
could see that Debra was a woman who had been through the ringer on
medical, psychological and physical levels. And she could see the
amounts of money spent, and the levels of care that she’d needed to
be given. Mary spent more time reading through this file than she
did the cuttings. The tabloids simply tried their best, or didn’t,
to glorify her whole life, whilst at the same time ripping her down
when her addictions came to a head.

And yet Mary
spent the most time, the most intense time looking at the medical
and psychological stuff. She’d have to give it to Debra, she’d
managed to pull herself out of a huge, abyss like hole that had
appeared in her life. And she looked spectacular and that made Mary
smile. She moved her head side to side to the negative as though
she didn’t quite believe it all. And then she did something odd,
she took out her cell phone and began to take pictures of medical
and psychiatric reports. She was almost clinical in what she took
pictures of and what she didn’t.

She took
photographs of medication sheets and then zoomed in to the pictures
she took to make sure there was nothing blurred. This could have
been Mary just informing herself of everything before she got
involved. One couldn’t be sure how deep she needed to do this, but
she was about to throw her whole life into this woman who’d invited
her into her life.

She responded
to a simple advert looking for a ‘Mary Poppins’ like figure that
had made her smile wide. She’d been at something of a crossroads
herself and so there was just this urge to look into this more.
She’d stood back one day and thought she needed to do something
with her life but she wasn’t sure what that would be. She’d been to
some pretty dark places herself she needed to step out into the
light again. So in a way this was a healing thing for her -
although nowhere near as healing as Debra had needed to go
through.

At one point,
Mary stood up and looked down at the files and the clippings spread
across the desk and there was this puzzlement on her face - as
though she was asking herself what the fuck she was doing? But it
was like a momentary thing and then it was gone again. And then she
started to reassemble the files in the cabinet, putting everything
back where it had been before. She closed the cabinet and took
another scan around the study to make sure she hadn’t left anything
out, or left anything out of place and then she slipped out, just
leaving the door ajar a little bit as it had been before she went
in.

The sound of
Mary’s high heels on the marble floors was almost too loud. There
were no other sounds in the house. It was like it had been
deserted. No music, no television, nothing. Oh, there was a ticking
clock somewhere which was odd given that the house was styled very
modern, and minimalist. It was like an old style ticking clock had
no place in this house. But Mary smiled to herself as she went into
the centre of the three reception rooms and stood looking
around.

She loved
this place already. And there was this sense of belonging that
she’d not had for a long time. The three huge reception rooms were
all interlinked, all connected by huge arches. It was really one
big entertaining space. At the end of one room, there was a huge
plasma screen of one hundred inches or more and seating for events
like sport and movies. Such was the design of the house, such was
its implementation that the hi tech, high definition sound system
was all concealed.

In another of
the reception room was huge sliding wall that opened out on to a
patio and barbecue area. And it was easy to imagine a crowd here,
mingling and drinking chilled wine as the enormous industrial BBQ
was fired up and private chefs milling about doing their thing.
Over the patio there was this huge electrical awning that when
opened provided light and heat for parties that went on late into
the night, and even early into the mornings. There were external
speakers partly submerged into the lawns that provided the surround
music for any such parties. Mary wandered through these areas
almost aghast at what she was seeing. But then not at the same
time.

By the time
Mary got to the annex again there was more to her strut again. It
was like she’d spent the best part of an hour looking into the
woman who was about to employ her, and now she was taking this deep
breath before she took the deep dive into this new life of hers.
But there was this sense that there was more to this than just a
new job for Mary. Granted - it was a generous job, and one that a
person didn’t just fall into on a daily basis. And then there was
this undercurrent of something else going on. And this wasn’t so
easy to explain off, or get to the bottom of.

She looked
around the annex - it was more like a small family house and she
was already seeing what was possible with it. She made a mental
note to herself to get onto an estate agent and get her own flat up
for rent. And it was just about that time that she heard the
Porsche coming back into the drive. She smiled, Debra had Porsche
written all over her. They were usually cars reserved for men going
through a midlife crises, but fair play to Debra. She got one, got
it painted a bright pink, and then clearly sourced a tuning shop to
make sure it made the worse noise possible. Boy racer in disguise
and Mary smiled again.

“So, not had
second thoughts have you?”

Debra was
beaming as she came into the kitchen of the main house where Mary
was now waiting for her. She was holding bags and bags of stuff,
food, and the clink of bottles.

“No I most
certainly have not.”

And Mary was beaming that
lipstick smile of her’s.

“Good, I got
steak, all the trimmings plus, wine for you, and alcohol free for
me. I don’t drink, you know what with my issues before, but you
can, and the kids can share a glass or two with you as well. I
always say, it’s ok with food.”

And even in
recovery Debra displayed this subtle sign of recklessness that had
destroyed her life before.

“I understand
completely. And it’s ok, I’m here now I can look after you all.
Make sure you all stay on the straight and narrow.”

And Mary accompanied that
with a cheeky lipstick smile and a wink.

 



CHAPTER THREE

 


Dinner For
Four

 


“Hey, you
two, I want you to meet Mary. Mary’s going to be my PA, and
companion going forward. Mary this is Denise and Denver, the apples
of my eye.”

And Debra was
probably smiling wider than her two offspring had seen her smile
for some time, if at all. They’d both been at the centre of their
mother’s fame and infamy in equal measure. They’d seen her rock
bottom and they’d seen her riding the waves of euphoria when it was
all going to her liking, so this was new.

“Hmmm
‘companion’ mummy - how very twenty first century. Pleased to meet
you Mary.”

Denise’s
spoken voice was soft with an edge, some might say typical teenager
except she had that private school lilt to her voice. She was
smiling but at the same time she was running her eyes up and down
the length of Mary. That catsuit, the high heeled boots, the almost
theatrical makeup - and her dark red hair pulled into a high and
tight pony tail. One had to think that she was giving this new
woman in her house the once over which had to be
expected.

Mary smiled -
she detected the fact that at eighteen years old Denise wasn’t a
fool. Mary’d had the luxury of not being challenged on her
appearance, on how she looked by Debra and on that acceptance. But
she knew that Debra had seen it all in her time. But an eighteen
year old, that was a different thing altogether. Denise held her
hand out and Mary took it. And in that moment their eyes
locked.

“I’m very
pleased to meet you Denise, I’ve heard a lot about you. I hope we
can get to know each other, you know, all of us, to give your mum
the help she needs at this time.”

Denise
smiled. She was the prettiest girl. Mary had to imagine that this
teenager in front of her was the spitting image of what Debra had
been back in the day. There was certainly this similarity in looks
even now and her looks were striking.

“Oh I’m sure
we’ll get on just fine Mary. Just fine. It’s just good to see mum
out and about again.”

There was this kind of
protective tone that came from Denise and Mary got that.

“Pleased to
meet you as well Mary. Yeah mum needs loads of help.”

That was
Denver moving in for the shaking of hands and he was trying to be
all macho and shit but not pulling it off very well. and at the
same time he had that cheeky quality to him. All sixteen year olds
had that and he was no different. There was this absolute ‘bravery’
that came from him. It was like as though for the time being he
forgot he wasn’t surrounded by his friends and that he was all
alone taking the hand of this leather clad vision that was Mary.
And inside Mary smiled, and then her eyes pierced Denver’s. He
flicked his eyes to her’s for just a micro second. But he couldn’t
hold that gaze and he looked away.

He was pretty
much a pre-adult, if that is the right term. Mary was a grown up
vision that he probably masturbated to when he was in bed all
alone. And in those fantasies he would be the dominant force -
doing what he wanted to the ‘sexy bitch’. Fucking her any which way
he fancied at the time. But this was real life. He had this woman’s
hand in his and her eyes were drilling him as though she knew what
he was thinking. And he had her perfume filling his nasal senses.
This was him revealing himself as the boy he still was and the
thing was that Mary had experience and she had confidence on her
side - she knew already that she was on top of him.

“That’s all
good Denver. We’re all here to help and I’m sure as a team, we can
do it.”

Mary’s voice
to him was soft, almost seductive. And she was showing something
that was leadership. But it was that with an edge to it that was
hard to describe.

“Hey, will
you guys stop talking about me as though I’m not here.”

Debra spoke
out in mock outrage at what she was hearing. But those moments
aside, there seemed to be common census between Mary, Denise and
Denver that they would all get on and Debra liked that. Mary was
acting a though she would have to build a relationship with them
over time and if things were as they appeared this would be right.
There was this half-sense that she knew that she wouldn’t just
strut in, in her high heels and watch as the pieces of this
domestic puzzle fell into place. There was no such thing as a
perfect life, a perfect job, a perfect situation - she above all
knew that she would need to work on it. But there was this glint in
Mary’s eye. She liked what she was seeing. No-one else would have
seen that glint, but it was there. It was there in plain sight and
it was puzzling to say the least.

One couldn’t
help but wonder why Mary had taken those pictures in Debra’s study.
It was natural for her to want to know as much as she could. But
looking at it from the other side, there was this sinister vibe to
it also. And yet that sinister vibe was cut out in the fact that
had there been anything untoward, Mary wouldn’t want the kids
around. If there was anything dastardly in hand, the less people
that were around the better. If indeed Mary was a ‘baddie’ then she
would look for someone alone, and not surrounded by family. So if
anyone looking for something like this thought about it then there
was nothing to fear from Mary.

“So what do
you two have planned for the weekend? We’re just going to get out
heads together, and plan for the future.”

Debra was referring of
course to her and Mary.

“I’m staying
over at Jane’s all weekend. It’s her birthday so we are going to do
girlie weekend.”

“And I’m out
all weekend as well mum. Going clubbing, you know, getting high.
Chilling out.”

The cheeky
Denver was trying to wind his mother up with the casual reference
to drugs. Debra just tilted her head to one side, and then smiled
not taking the bait. She had that look on her face as though to say
that she would deal with Denver later but knowing that she never
would.

“Well enjoy
yourselves, the two of you. Mary’s taking the annex so will be
around quite a lot. You’ll need to get used to seeing her around.
We’ve got big things planned.”

Mary was
thinking, ‘funny that, ‘we’ve’ got nothing at all actually planned
yet. But she could go with it.

“Yes we’ve
got a busy few weeks ahead, and it’s much easier for me to work
from here, close to your mother. I hope you don’t mind me invading
your space like this?”

And Mary was
smiling as she flicked her eyes from Denise to Denver and then back
again. Debra stood back watching and listening to the interaction
between her offspring and Mary. She liked what she was seeing and
so she didn’t step in.

“It’s fine by
me. I love your look, you’re cool. Might get some advice on leather
and heels for my next goth do.”

And Denise
was smiling wide. She was being mischievous but she wasn’t being
unpleasant. She was simply showing that she had a sense of
humour.

“Oh I’d love
that! Dressing up an eighteen year old in leather and heels. Be
careful what you wish for young lady.”

Denise was
smiling and she flicked her eyes to Debra and winked, just to let
her know that she was kidding. Debra didn’t care. With her career
and with her circle of friends back in the day, the sexual innuendo
was always there. And Denise was a young woman now. She wasn’t a
child any more. And frankly, Debra was thinking that if Denise did
do another of those gothic nights that she sometimes did, she could
do with all help she could get - and that was on makeup alone. She
kind of liked Mary talking about her look openly like this. It was
like it was out in the open and that was a good thing and now she
had Denise to thank for that. It got better and better for
her.

“And what
about you Denver. What do YOU think?”

Mary looked
directly at the boy. She was challenging the cheekiness that he had
in droves, with her mature ultra-femininity. He couldn’t meet her
eyes with his. He just couldn’t and she smiled inside having
already conquered his teenage spirit.

“I’m cool
with it.”

That was all he said - as
though if that challenge hadn’t been there, that he would have had
more to say.

“Excellent.
So, dinner’s almost ready, steaks cooked order. Let’s eat, then you
two can get on with your weekend and myself and Mary here, can get
on with ours.”

Debra had
this wide smile on her face that would tell anyone she was happy
with her life right now. The bits were falling into place. She knew
that her kids were just about readying to fly the nest and so she
was going to have to go largely alone on the next stage of her
journey in life. But she was more than sure that she was ready for
the challenge. She’d done all she could to prepare for it. And now
she had Mary on her side, by her side to guide her through and she
was more than sure that this woman was up to the task she was
setting her.

 


Dinner was a
civilised affair with surprisingly decent conversation between the
adults and the young people. Mary took the opportunity on several
occasions to flick her eyes from one to the next and then the next.
At times it was like she was deep in thought as they sat around a
large round dining table. She sipped wine and seemed to savour the
taste of it in her mouth before swallowing each time. Denise when
she spotted Mary looking at her openly smiled and made eye contact.
She was a typical young woman who was confident in herself and her
ability to interact with full blown adults as well as those closer
to her age.

She was a
stunning young woman and it was like she knew that. Mary could see,
from the mounds of breasts under a thin top, that she was going to
be as developed as her mother and that she wasn’t in the least bit
bothered by that. She looked at the makeup, perfect understated and
those full lips with a slightly matted sheen to them. Then the
hands, the nails, perfectly manicured with stiletto nails painted a
deep red colour. Mary wondered how much of her ‘goth’ jibes were
for real. Mary came to the conclusion this was a ‘woman in waiting’
and that had all sorts of good things going for it. Mary pushed out
her full lips, as though she was thinking of something much much
deeper.

When she
flicked her eyes at Denver, it was different. There was almost this
stark contrast between him and his sister although, there was two
years difference in their ages so Denver had some growing up to do.
It was clear that, apart from his own family members, his mother
and his sister, that he was not comfortable in the company of
females. At least he was not comfortable in the company of older
women. Mary did that thing with her tongue again, where she pushed
her lips out as she brushed her teeth with it. And as she did that
she kept her eyes fixed to Denver’s. It was like she was trying to
attract his attention with that subtle movement of her lipsticked
mouth. Whatever, he was avoiding that eye contact and that made
Mary smile. It was almost as though she was coming to the
conclusion that this ‘boy’ would be no trouble. No trouble at all,
but she already knew that.

And then when
she flicked her eyes to Debra, it was on her that her eyes rested
the most and for longer. Her tongue ran across the width of her
mouth when she fixed her eyes on Debra and she held that look until
Debra looked back at her. Immediately there was this smile from
both women. It was like they were two women who had ‘clicked’. And
yet from Mary there was this intensity that was pretty stark, and
raw. Her smile had appeared, but it was a slightly lesser smile, a
nuanced one. And she watched Debra taking sips of iced tonic water
whilst her offspring and her, were sipping real wine. There was a
certain awe in her that this woman who’d battled her alcoholic
demons, was able to have a dinner party at which everyone except
her drank alcohol. Inside her mind she smiled wider.

For Debra she
looked at this vision in leather across from her and she was
wondering if there was more to this than the nanny, the PA or the
‘companion’ thing. She was a woman who was mature and wasn’t easily
shocked. She’d had ‘things’ with other women in the same way that
Mary had confessed during their chat, so she wasn’t oblivious to
the possibilities of attraction. She tried to weigh that up in her
mind. Like she was trying to work out the dynamics of having an
affair with a woman who was also her closest aid. Would that work?
Wouldn’t it? But it made her smile that she was even able to think
about an affair of any kind and in the moment she was deciding that
she would just see how things progressed or developed. It was early
days. But still she was smiling at the thought. Mary was certainly
a striking woman with this fetish style of her own. She wondered
where that came from and then concluded that maybe she would find
out, in due course. Even that thought made her smile. There was so
much about this woman that she wanted to know and wanted to soak
up.

Denise and
Denver got up from the table and more or less exactly the same
time. It was as though they’d made eye contact and decided to make
their respective escapes silently.

“Ok adults,
we’re going to get out of here and leave you guys to it. I’ll catch
up with you probably sometime Monday. Gotta prepare for uni on
Tuesday.”

Denise spoke
so well and so confidently. She looked right at her mother and
right at Mary, and with that smile of her’s she made for a very
stimulating sight. Mary was noticing and it was her turn to give
the once over.

“Yeah same,
I’ll be back maybe Sunday night, so I’ll catch you all
then.”

And this time
Denver did find the courage to lock eyes with Mary but only for a
short time, then he looked at his mother.

“Ok well
enjoy and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do right?”

Mary responded first but
she did so with a mischievous and winking smile.

“Yeah you
know how to get hold of me if you need me over the weekend so, take
it easy you two.”

Debra spoke
in that mother tone that she did sometimes even if her kids were on
the cusp of adulthood themselves. She wasn’t unaware of it and she
had long since come to the conclusion that she would always have
that tone in reserve for her kids. Just like any other mother. Both
her and Mary watched Denise and Denver leave.

“There y’go,
all alone, shall we break out the drum and bass and the E’s now, or
wait a little bit?”

Mary was
teasing Debra a little. And Debra always knew when she was doing
this because she had that look on her face. One could question the
appropriateness of such ‘jokes’ given what Debra had been through
but, it was what it was.

“You know, I
used to worry about them. I mean like really worry about them. They
were both here when their father did it, you know, ended his life.
That was the worse weekend ever. I don’t know how we got through
it. And yet looking back they seemed to cope better than me at it.
I mean they grieved, of course they did. But where my life crumbled
around me, they seemed to work through it you know. And I can see
now that they are going to be ok.”

And Debra stopped talking
as though she was pondering her words.

“Kids are
resilient Debra. They’ll never forget their dad, but they will get
on with life. For you it’s different, that’s why it’s taken you
longer to climb out of your pit. They’ll be fine.”

And Mary’s
words were soothing and kind. Her words and tone hit the spot with
Debra because she broke down crying. There was this sense that Mary
could find the right words at any given time.

“Look Debra,
I know all this is still a bit raw for you, I can see that. You
know, I wouldn’t normally suggest this, but why not have a single
glass of wine with me, just one, just to take the edge
off?”

And there was
this casualness to Mary’s suggestion that seemed to make what she
was saying right. It was only when one analysed what she was saying
that the outrage would come through.

“Oh, you know
Mary, I can’t tell you how close to the edge I’ve been where I’ve
almost reached for the bottle but I daren’t, I just
daren’t.”

And Debra let
her words trail off, as though she were ‘that close’ to falling off
the wagon. Mary snaked her hand across the dining table and touched
Debra’s.

“I know what
you’re saying Debra I really do. But just think about it that’s
all. It’s just about taking the edge off - making it easier for you
to cope. That’s all. You don’t need to do a week long binge. Just
one glass that’s all. Look why don’t we go get the comfy seats and
chill out a bit. I just want you to know I’m here for you always
now, always.”

 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


Four Hours
Later

 


Debra was
clearly drunk. One glass had turned into a bottle, and then another
one. Mary’s words had coerced her into having that one glass, and
then her soft sensual words had coerced the second and subsequent
glasses. In comparison, Mary was not drunk, not in the slightest.
She’d done that thing that people do, she’d sipped her wine and
watched Debra gulp her’s down - and more pointedly, she hadn’t
tried to stop her. On the contrary, she’d poured each offending,
damaging glass and even at one point had held the glass to Debra’s
lips so that she could suck in that poison all over
again.

Once Debra
had got the taste of that dark rich red wine, she’d not needed to
do anything else, much. And now there were those question marks
over Mary. She’d known what she was doing when she’d persuaded
Debra to have a glass. She’d known that any alcoholic would never
leave it at just one glass. And then she’d just sat back, crossed
her leather, and booted legs and watched. And watched. But Debra
couldn’t handle the drink like she used to. She just couldn’t. And
Mary smiled - this time not to herself, but openly. There was this
malevolent thing there, in her smile, in her eyes. It was a casual
malevolence that Debra would never see because of the state she was
in.

“Time for bed
for you, don’t you think?”

She directed
her question at Debra not really thinking she would get any kind of
intelligent answer. And she was right. Mary helped her up and took
her up that long curved staircase to the master suite. She took the
wine and Debra’s glass with her.

“You know I’m
so pleased we got to come together Mary. You’re my friend and I
love you.”

Debra was
struggling and slurring her words as Mary undressed her as best she
could and lay her on the bed. Then Debra had a fit of the giggles
which Mary joined in on. She didn’t put Debra into bed, she just
lay her on top, semi dressed, tits out, legs splayed rather
inelegantly and then she took pictures of her, on her cell phone,
in that state. Debra wasn’t asleep she was awake but she was
heavily drunk.

Now the
question marks over Mary were like big neon ones above her that
begged to be answered. What the fuck was going on here? Who was
this woman?

“You’ve
fallen off the wagon haven’t you Debra - you’re a bad, bad girl for
doing that. But it’s ok, I’ll help you.”

Debra just
giggled.

“Yeah I’m a
bad girl but I’ve got you now, to help me through it all don’t
I?”

Her words were barely
decipherable.

“Oh yeah, I’m
going to help you alright. I want you to know, it’s going to be all
good. Here, let me help you now.”

And she was
on the bed with Debra now, straddling her and holding another glass
of wine with one hand and her free hand behind her head lifting it
up so that she should hold the glass to her lips. Debra’s nostrils
flared and then she tried to suck wine through her lips. But it
spilled all down her chest and tits, and Mary helped this
along.

“Time for you
to sleep it off Debra.”

Mary was
whispering to Debra as she was lowering her head back down. At the
same time she was cocking a leather and booted leg over her,
climbing off her. And as she stood over Debra she had this look on
her heavily made up face that couldn’t be described or explained to
anyone. One would have to see it. But at the end of that look there
was this smile. Or more like a smirk. She leant down and Debra now
was beginning to wane and fall asleep but not quite. So there was
the distinct possibility that she would have been aware of Mary
over her, feeling one breast and rolling the nipple between her
thumb and forefinger. But in her addled drunken state she would
have been looking on this as another step in the direction of
having an affair with the woman she had just hired to be her
PA.

She may have
even been aware of Mary’s perfectly manicured hand slipping between
her legs and pushing her panties to the side so that she could
sexually assault her. But her mind was gone and she was in this
semi sleep come drunken comatose state. Maybe even the last thing
she thought about was the finger sliding inside her vagina. It
would be difficult to know what she knew and what she didn’t. If
there was any awareness there at all it would have been simply to
enhance her delusions that she was embarking on a passionate affair
with this sexy leather clad woman. And she giggled again, but then
she was asleep and out of it.

 


When she
began to come round she didn’t know where she was or what had
happened. She lay for a long time and didn’t even open her eyes.
Her head throbbed and she felt rough. But she felt familiarly rough
like she had done back in the day after days and days of binging.
She lay there for a long time not doing anything, just lying,
keeping her eyes closed tight. She wasn’t even aware that Mary was
still with her. It took her a long time to even remember Mary. And
then the self-loathing took over when she began to remember the
dinner party the kids, and then the glass of wine that had turned
into more than one. And then some. She was remembering that she’d
fallen off the wagon. And she was getting that guilt that all
alcoholics got when the buzz of the hit had gone.

“Here baby,
take big deep breaths of this. I’ll make this all so much easier
for you.”

What Mary had
done was use Debra’s alcohol addiction to weaken her. At this time
she was severely hung over and dehydrated. Mary was waving a little
brown phial across both of Debra’s nostrils. And as the aroma of
whatever was in the phial hit, those nostrils flared widely and she
took in deep, deep breaths. It was then that her eyes opened wide,
bulging as she took the popper hit. At the same time Mary was using
her free hand and she was sliding her fingers in and out of Debra
again. Debra couldn’t get her head round what was happening. She
was aware of her own wetness, and then she remembered that Mary had
slipped her fingers into her before she’d passed out. But now it
was different.

“That’s right
lover. You just go with it, let it take you and I’ll make this nice
for you.”

Mary was
using her voice like it was a sex toy. She was fingering and
penetrating Debra and she was up to her third knuckles with three
of her fingers. Debra sniffed in the poppers and then she sniffed
some more. Mary had weakened her and now she was weakening her even
more. The sexual pleasure didn’t come straight away, but it did
come. Mary wasn’t giving Debra the chance to recover from the
alcohol when she was attacking her with sexual pleasure. There was
more than the notion that the woman was doing something to Debra
that was not pleasant and was not ‘nice’. And yet, she wasn’t
trying to cover up what she was doing. She was simply ‘helping
Debra through the worse hangover ever, and at the same time
pleasuring her’. What she was actually doing was fucking with
Debra’s mind.

“I’m sorry, I
fell off the wagon didn’t I? That’s my fault. I shouldn’t have had
the wine. It’s all my fault.”

Debra was
sniffing poppers and slurring her words at the same time. And Mary
was just about coaxing the bundle of clitoral nerves from under the
fleshy hood and she was manipulating and squeezing and rubbing
those nerves between her drenched finger and thumb. That hangover
now was fading away, it’s place being taken by this sexual pleasure
that was intense. The effect of poppers was as familiar to Debra as
the effects of alcohol. This had all formed her addictions back in
the day. And Mary wasn’t just gently pushing Debra off the wagon,
she was rolling her off it, to the edge of that abyss
again.

“Be a good
girl for me and you can have an orgasm, and some more wine if you
want. You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

Mary was
gently testing Debra. She was taking her to a point and then seeing
if she wanted more. Debra took a deep hit of poppers and her eyes
rolled but then she focussed.

“Mmmmm sounds
too good to be true.”

She spoke a
little clearer this time but she was as out of it as she had been
halfway through her wine binge the night before.

“I promise
you euphoria, if you’re a good girl for me.”

There was no
doubt that Mary was not what she had purported to be now and that
there was something deeply flawed about her as a woman and
something deeply nasty about her. She was using what she had found
out about Debra to gain a control over her. And it was clear that
this wasn’t a game that she was playing. Mary was in the process of
re-addicting Debra. And she was doing it in a way that promised to
be irreversible. She was doing it in a way that didn’t allow any
form of escape for Debra should she at some point come to her
senses.

At this
moment in time she was having her sexuality manipulated to the
point of orgasm by a woman she thought she was now having an affair
with and a sexual relationship with.

“I promise, I
promise I’ll be a good girl. Please make me cum. Please give me
more wine.”

And now there
was this breathy tone and texture to her voice. She’d woken into a
severe hangover and then melted into this intense sexual pleasure.
That sexual pleasure so intense that she could feel the nerves of
her clitoris throbbing. Her lips were dry and she needed to peel
them apart as that pleasure intensified.

“I know you
will. I know you’ll be a good girl for me. You don’t have a
choice.”

Again Mary
was testing Debra to see how far she’d taken her, dropping a hint
that there was no way out of this for her - whatever ‘this’ was.
But Debra had barely had time to get her thoughts or emotions
together. It was like her head was in a spin but all that mattered
for this precise time was that sexual pleasure and that promise of
an orgasm. She knew all about this ‘sub and Domme’ stuff from back
in the day. She’d never indulged herself in that kink, but she’d
witnessed it from her drunken, drug fuelled euphorias. It had never
appealed to her, but she’d loved that image, that vision of
domination and submission, especially girl on girl. And there was
this sense that Mary was using all of this to control Debra - all
of what she’d seen and taken part in, maybe or maybe not, to make
it all come flooding back to her so that she could immerse in what
she was now doing to her. There was no doubt that Mary was in the
process of fucking with Debra’s head in a severe way.

When the
orgasm came it was like nothing that Debra had ever experienced
ever. It came in all consuming waves that seemed to melt her mind
and seemed to rush through every sinew of her femininity. She’d
taken a final deep double hit of poppers and then Mary had slipped
her finger back inside leaving her thumb to manipulate the
clitoris. And when that orgasm came, Debra squirted - she squirted
and squirted as he leather clad Mary half sat and half leaned over
her. She pressed down on Debra giving that sense that she was being
held in place and that sense that she couldn’t move or escape that
raging orgasm.

And then when
it was done, Mary took her down out of it gradually very slowly.
She let Debra get the most out of that orgasm and at the same time
she was whispering to her, almost breathing her words into the
psyche of Debra.

“Mmmm such a
good girl. Now here, just like I promised, more wine for
you.”

Mary was not
only being relentless in her attack on Debra’s addictions and her
psyche, she was being ruthless. She was holding the glass to her
lips and tilting very slightly so that Debra could begin the
process of getting drunk again. Even with the come down from the
orgasm now there was no second thoughts from Debra of refusing the
alcohol or coming to her senses. As soon as she sniffed the glass,
sniffed that hit of dark rich wine, her lips were trembling to get
attached to the glass so that she could sip and get that alcohol
into her bloodstream again. Mary didn’t attempt to talk to Debra
again until that first glass full of red wine was gone. She’d fed
it between the sweet lips of Debra and then when Debra’s eyes were
rolling at the hit, she was filling another glass.

“It’s slumber
day for us today ‘lover’. How does that sound, just you and me, and
this bedroom? Sex and alcohol all day, and all night again
hey?”

The cruelty
of Mary’s words was palpable. The way she was manipulating the mind
and the emotions of an addict, in her addictions to gain that
control.

“Mmmmm sounds
like ‘heaven’. I don’t know what’s going on. I’ve been a naughty
girl though haven’t I?”

She was
beginning to slur her words again, and now she was trying to sit up
a bit on the bed. Mary let her do that and she watched as Debra
formed her long legs and her body into a more dignified state than
she had woken up in, or that she had ridden that orgasm
in.

“And you
called me lover. Does that mean…..”

But she
tailed off her words in favour of taking another large gulp of red
wine. It was eight o’clock in the morning!

“Does that
mean what? Does it mean that we are lovers? No it doesn’t, but it
does mean that I am open for you to be a play thing of mine. You
know, like a ‘toy’.”

Again that
testing by Mary. Using that mind blowing orgasm she’d just given
Debra, the poppers, and the alcohol to her own detriment. She was
testing how far the re-addiction had penetrated the mind of this
woman. Debra giggled, the wine was hitting the spot
again,

Mmmm I like the sound of
‘toy’. I like it very much.”

And again she was
giggling.

“Well you
don’t need to worry because you are going to be the ultimate toy, I
promise you.”

She was
pouring another glass of wine as Debra was finishing that
one.

“Come on,
have a drink with me, please come on have a little drink with
me.”

Debra was simply topped
up. What she had drunk now had caught up with what she’d drunk last
night.

“No, it’s way
too early for me. I’ll have one later. But I want you to have as
much as you want. I want you to be so gone for me, you’ll do
anything for me.”

Mary used her
words in this leading way. That slight put down that it was way too
early in the day for her to drink wine and intimating that such a
thing was for women like her, alcoholics. Just a seed being sewn
maybe. And then subtly hinting that the use of wine to make Debra
so far gone she would do anything for her. All the time this woman
was testing Debra. Testing her and pushing her further and further.
What was happening in this house in this bedroom was something that
was evil. But to what ends?

Mary topped
up Debra again until she was pissed beyond the normal. Her eyes
were bulging but she wasn’t focussing on anything. And now she was
on her side, within easy reach of the bedside table so that she
could reach the glass and the bottle. Mary had left her and sat
down on the smart chaise at one side of the bed where she could see
and hear everything Debra did. The thing was there was no sign of
any concern or worry in Mary for what she had done, or was doing.
She was acting in plain sight.

What she was
doing was not for the eyes or the ears of anyone else. But the most
shocking thing was that what she was doing was not known or even
suspected by Debra. There was this thing - this absolute notion
that she might have had snippets, like split seconds of clarity,
even in her drunken state, where alarm bells might have been
ringing but she was so far gone that she was not in a position to
do anything about it. And then those alarm bells were gone again to
be replaced by the need again.

“Here ‘toy’
take nice deep sniff of this. This will get you ready for more
sexual use, and abuse.”

The testing
of Debra by Mary was taking an altogether more daring turn in the
extreme language she was using. But there was no worry, Debra was
so out of it and now so tuned to the smell of the poppers that she
wanted that buzz as much as she wanted to the buzz of the alcohol.
She sniffed deeply and lengthily and her eyes rolled. Then the wine
glass was at her mouth again and she sealed her lips to that so
that she could suck the poison in. Mary held the glass there and
let Debra slowly drain it, then she put the empty glass down on the
table.

“Can I have
some more, please? Some more wine, please?”

Debra sounded pathetic
and Mary smiled.

“Not now
lover, it’s time for a little sleep now and then I promise when you
wake up again, it’s going to be fun time.

 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


Wakey,
Wakey!

 


There was
that familiarity of hangover and guilt again, but again Debra
didn’t open her eyes for fear of what she might see.

“Ah you’re
with me again, good.”

The sudden
sound of Mary’s voice was like a hooter going off in her head and
she opened her eyes. She was still on the bed, and again she was
spread eagled inelegantly which was a sign that she had been
interfered with by Mary again. She could feel a gentle throb to
both nipples and her clitoris and again there was that slippery
wetness which told her that she had been further
penetrated.

“I have to
say, you were ‘good’. You’re much better poppered up and full of
alcohol. I don’t know why you ever gave it up. You need to know
this is your vocation in life.”

There was the
subtle cruelty to the words she whispered to Debra as she came
around. But this time it was different. She could feel something
pulling, pulling at the inside of one elbow and for the life of her
she didn’t know what that was and it disturbed her like she
couldn’t describe.

She’d missed
it all of course - she’d been out for the count as Mary had taken
out her bag of tricks. Her bag of medical tricks, that is, and
produced a brand new kit of intravenous tubing, hollow needles and
syringes. Debra hadn’t even stirred when Mary had used the back of
a spoon to tap at her veins so that they would stand out and so
that the cannula could be pushed in. This was so that drugs, any
drugs could be administered to Mary at any time without the need to
relocate the vein. She had taped the cannula in place and that was
what Debra could feel pulling.

At first she
looked at it blankly. She was still fairly out of it or she would
have shown some kind of concern. But it was like she was looking at
the taped needle not really understanding what it was all about but
then at the same time knowing exactly what it was. It was like
there was this puzzlement running through her and she was trying to
deal with that and with the effects of the alcohol and poppers as
the same time. To say she was confused and bemused would be
something of an understatement.

“It will be a
cocktail of your favourites. Morphine, diazepam, heroine, some
crack, and I know you like crack, I’ve seen your records. So, you
know the usual suspects, right?”

The thing was
that Mary didn’t even offer a reason. Rather she uncrossed her
leathered legs and approached the bed with a syringe already
prepared. And it didn’t look like she thought she needed to offer
any kind of deeper explanation as to what she was doing. But the
words she did choose were designed to cut into the psyche of
Debra.

“Ride this
out and you can have more alcohol, maybe something a bit stronger.
Maybe even an orgasm if you’re really, really good. By the time
today is out I want you re-addicted and, over in my annex where I
can look after you a little better.”

This was it
now. She was talking openly and not being careful how she tested
Debra. An there was this edge to her voice that hadn’t been there
before. It was that she sensed she was on top and that she could be
more herself. It was like she knew what the stages of addiction
were and where Debra would be at any given time, in her mind, such
as now. And now she could work to her heart’s content without
having to hide anything. That was the thing about Mary - she could
hide the trueness of her sadism - she could hide that under all the
layers of herself. But she couldn’t hide herself totally and that
came out in how she dressed and made up, always that fetish tinge -
that fetish layer to herself where anyone might ask the questions
about her deeper self. But Debra had accepted her, she’d even been
pleased by this woman who wasn’t afraid to express herself in
leather and heels.

“Just blink
twice if you want this now, ok honey?”

And she was
holding the syringe up so that Debra could see it. Debra’s eyes
were wet with tears but she blinked twice anyway and then she
closed her eyes as Mary slipped off the cap to the cannula and
introduced the syringe. Once she had pushed that into the tube as
far as it would go, she pressed the plunger and pushed the drug
cocktail into Debra’s bloodstream. Immediately Debra’s eyes
reopened and this time the pupils were heavily dilated as she went
to that other place that she was familiar with from back in the
day.

Mary took out
the syringe and capped the cannula and then she reached for the
poppers bottle waving it under the nostrils of the decimated woman
who’d hired her. At this point there had to be deep sorrow for
Debra as her body and her mind were reintroduced to her demons. And
her nostrils twitched as the poppers aroma went up inside her nasal
passage.

“Good girl.
Let’s get those legs wide, wide open. Show me what you’ve got
there’s good girl. We are going to have so much fun. So much
fun!”

She was
manipulating Debra on the bed so that she could slide her fingers
into her again. Much as expected there was not much reaction from
Debra. She was too far gone with that cocktail mix that was doing
the rounds of her bloodstream. By the time Mary had transferred
Debra to the annex the cocktail was at its most potent and her eyes
were rolling and she was half giggling and half out of it
altogether.

“There, you
can stay here, ride this out, and then begins the first day of the
rest of your life.”

Mary was
whispering and hissing her words as she helped Debra to the single
bed in one of the two bedrooms. She knew that Debra wouldn’t sleep
as such, and that she would just be in that euphoric state and be
floating. And there would come a time when she was at the peak of
that euphoria, much like the peak of an orgasm that would then
begin to subside. So would her high begin to subside until she sank
into some kind of cold turkey desperately needing another hit. Mary
smiled when she thought about that. She smiled when she thought of
the despair, and the sheer ‘need’ to be given what her body was
crying out for.

Now that
Debra was away from the main house Mary could work in a more
clinical fashion. It had been handy the ‘kids’ being away for the
weekend - that had allowed her to start the ball rolling. and it
was even more convenient that Denise and Denver wouldn’t arrive
home at the same time. Denver would come first on Sunday night and
then Denise some time on Monday. She would be able to take the two
of them out at her leisure. She had something special planned for
Denver. And something even more special planned for the ‘princess’
Denise.

For now she
needed to get Debra where she needed her to be, and that was
dependant on her. She needed her to be dependent on her in every
single way. What she was doing was re-addicting this woman in the
most cruel and base way. It wasn’t that she didn’t know the effect
of what she was doing to Debra, because she did. She knew that she
was plunging this woman into the deepest and the most addictive
nightmare that she could possibly inflict. And there was something
about that. Something about why she was doing it. The re-addiction
wasn’t the objective - it wasn’t the final nightmare. It was as
though it was simply a tool to bring Debra to another place -
another place beyond hell maybe.

Mary took a
seat in the corner so that she could watch and listen to Debra.
Debra may have appeared to be asleep but she wasn’t. Her eyes were
closed most of the time but there was movement under those eyelids.
It was like her eyes were darting around as she approached the peak
of her high. As though there were demons appearing and disappearing
and she was trying to keep up with them so that she didn’t lose
track of them. Because if she lost track of them then they would
get her. But as that high reached its peak, then she opened her
eyes. And it was like they were out on stalks, bulging. And there
was this weird, serene like smile on her face as she absorbed that
peak of euphoria that she had been used to back in the
day.

There was a
smile on Mary’s face as well. Her smile was for different reasons -
her smile was because she knew that she was being evil. It was
because she was living out one of her all time fantasies and
because Debra was the living embodiment of that fantasy. It was
because she could relax a little now because she had gone past the
point of return, meaning there was no way back for Debra, and she
liked that thought. It made her smile like that. As Debra’s eyes
bulged Mary knew that she was at the peak which would last for
maybe thirty minutes and then she would begin to come down the
other side.

Mary would
know when Debra was on the way down the other side because that
delirious smile would fade and then she would filter in and out of
sleep. And when she eventually came around with something far worse
than a hangover from alcohol, that was when she would begin to talk
to her. That was when she would begin to rewire her so that she
would make a good ‘pet’, a good ’toy’ - actually the best
toy.

 


“Please,
please Debra, I need another hit. Or some wine? Please, just a
little hit, a little drink.”

Debra was
curled up on the bed in the foetal position. It seemed this was the
natural position as her body and mind tried to deal with this new
set of addictions. Mary didn’t answer her straight away, instead
she just watched her, looked at her. For Debra, time must have been
going on a loop in some kind of ultra-high definition slow motion.
Her mind must have been racing, going at a hundred miles an hour,
but the world around her was in this weird slow motion. And this
was her coming down from that intense instantly addictive high that
she didn’t want to end. And yet in her mind she would be knowing
that she was coming out of it. That she was coming down.

Maybe even
those demons of cold turkey were all around her. Yes she was addled
with drink, drugs and poppers, but she’d been there before. She
knew what it was to have to come down and have nothing to hand to
keep her high. She’d know how that hurt her, physically and
psychologically. Arguably, this bout of addiction was several
levels worse than what she had been through in the past. And with
her coming down out of it now, she knew in a partly functioning
mind, what was ahead. She’d be doubting that she’d be able to get
through it. Or that she would come through it intact.

“You can have
some in a little while. I want to talk to you though. I want you to
know what is happening, and why.”

Mary bounced
her booted foot from her crossed over leg, and she was relaxed.
Even the way she spoke was relaxed. Debra was awake now and
starting to hurt, but she was out of it enough for the words being
spoken to her filtered in so that the rewiring could begin. And she
wanted to know why this woman, this woman she had trusted and
invited into her home and life, she was doing this but she couldn’t
formulate the words in her mind or propel those words to her mouth.
She just nodded as her mind was whirling in superfast mode but the
world around her was creeping in super slow mo.

“I’ve watched
your career, all of it - the ups and the downs. And I’ve wanted you
for some time.”

It was as
though Mary was talking utter shit. At least in Debra’s mind this
was the case. She wanted to ask her what the fuck she was talking
about but the drugs weren’t letting her do that.

“And now I
have you, exactly where I want you.”

Again in Debra’s mind
‘what the actual fuck are you talking about?’

“I don’t want
you to be this ‘addict’. This isn’t the point. The point is that I
want to control you. I want to control every facet of your life. I
want to decimate you but I want to look after you as
well.”

Mary spoke
like she was in some kind of business meeting about to crack it.
Again in Debra’s mind, ‘what the actual fuck are you talking about
you nut job? Just give me some more of that lovely stuff.’ But she
couldn’t get those words out. She couldn’t get those words anywhere
near her lips. But at least now she had some idea, however fucked
up that idea was, of what she had to deal with. All she could do
was shake her head as the need for more drugs and alcohol began to
bite into her.

“I know it’s
a lot to take in. But if we fast forward through all the stages I
will take you through, to the end result, then you will be a
mindless, controlled doll. A ‘toy’ to be played with. A toy to be
abused and used at ‘my’ leisure. You won’t crave drugs and drinks
because I will keep you topped up, just enough for you to want to
do everything and anything I require. You will pleasure me and you
will pleasure others. But you will also suffer for me and for
others.”

It was
getting more difficult for Debra to compute the words that were
being delivered as quickly as her mind was whirling. And yet she
was computing them. This was exactly what Mary had planned - this
was exactly how she knew how it would go. This was another stage,
another process she had to go through.

“You won’t
control anything to do with your life any more. I will control you
on a micro level - to the point that I say when you piss and shit.
I will control you to the point that you will be petrified of what
I can do to you if I detect you trying to take any control back.
And your real addiction will be sexual. You will crave orgasms but
you will be denied orgasms until I deem that you deserve
them.”

Debra had
started to shake so Mary was up, and was at the bedside now sliding
another syringe into the cannula. This was a weakened cocktail, not
like the full instantly addictive mix that had done for her a short
time before. She watched Debra as she emptied the syringe. There
was that roll of the eyes, and the shaking subsided. This was
ultimate, ultra-cruelty and evil being inflicted on this poor
woman.

“I know, I
know you must be thinking that I couldn’t possibly achieve all I’ve
set out to. But I can. I know what addiction to drugs, drink and
sex can do to a person. And it’s worse for a woman. I’ll have
Denise and Denver under my wing as well. I will control them as
well, in ways that you cannot imagine. And if you fail me, they
will suffer.”

And Mary was
timing that little snippet of fear inducing information for when
Debra was getting that little high from the cocktail of drugs. She
snaked her hand between Debra’s legs and stroked soaking wet,
hairless smooth lips of her cunt.

“And you
already know about those orgasms I can give you. Here sniff
this.”

She seemed to
produce the poppers phial from nowhere and was waving it under
Debra’s nose. The cocktail mix together with the poppers hit made
her produce more wetness and returned that throb to her nipples and
clitoral bundle. And Debra’s eyes were rolling again.

“You see how
my words are more acceptable to you with you sexually needy like
this. Your drug and alcohol dependency will take a second place to
your sexual addiction, in due course.”

Debra’s
tongue slipped out of her mouth and swiped across her lips. But
they were trembling a little bit. She was hearing every single
word, and she was processing them. She just didn’t have the power
of stringing a sentence together yet, not quite.

“Please. Not.
The. Kids. Please.”

Her words forming single
sentences of their own.

“So, you
understand how it has to be right? If you want the kids to remain
even remotely ‘intact’, then you won’t resist what I do to you.
You’ll just go through the phases with me, let me do it to you, so
that you become what I want you to become, right?”

And now Mary
was holding up a bottle of vodka, just as a little incitement to
Debra to fall into line. She managed to ‘nod’ with her
eyes.

“Good
girl.”

And she
smiled as she helped with supporting Debra’s head so that she could
tip some of the vodka straight from the bottle and into Debra’s
mouth. She let the vodka in slowly just a little splash at a time.
And this was better for Debra than the wine. The vodka was a more
potent hit and she swallowed gratefully. All the time Mary’s
fingers were stroking Debra’s cunt. She was just beginning to fuzz
the lines of where addiction to alcohol and drugs fused with the
addiction to sexual pleasure. And she knew that the sexual
dependency would work because this was all that Debra would have in
her life because the kids would be lost to her.

 



PART TWO

 



CHAPTER
SIX

 


The
Offspring

 


“Denver, you
‘raped’ my mouth and I cannot let that go! I’m going to have to
tell your mother, and decide if we take this further. You do
realise what happens to monsters like you, don’t you? You actually
carried on raping my mouth after I pleaded with you to stop. You
fucking dirty animal.”

Denver was
shaking and he was terrified in front of Mary, but what on earth
had happened to bring about these circumstances?

 


By Sunday
evening Debra was in this ‘place’ that saw her stable but generally
wallowing in her renewed addictions. She was in this ‘vibe’ that
saw her turn and toss on the bed, in this slow motion state. She
was in a constant state of craving and not craving at the same
time. This was due to the skill of Mary being able to balance the
drugs, the drink and the sexual intensity. She’d taken Debra to
this state expertly over the course of the weekend and she’d simply
let the situation unfold organically.

At something
like 4pm on Sunday Debra’s phone pinged a message. That message was
from Denver who was letting her know he was on the way home. That
was something he did because he didn’t want her to worry about him.
Mary didn’t answer the message. She’d deal with Denver, in more
ways than one, when he got back.

“I’m going to
the main house lover. To greet your little boy home. You be a good
girl now, y’hear?”

Mary filtered
her words into the psyche of Debra by pressing her lips to her ear.
She knew that Debra was incapable totally of doing anything about
it. To those ends Mary had been successful in reaching her end of
weekend target. She smiled as she made her way back into the big
house.

“Where’s mum,
she didn’t answer my message?”

Mary could
tell that Denver was still as high as a kite, and still drunk as
well. The plan would have been for him to sleep it off, and then
carry on Monday morning as though nothing had happened. He knew he
had his mother wrapped around his little finger and so he wasn’t
bothered that he was still under the influence.

“She’s gone
to New York, for a big meeting or something. It all happened
quickly. News of your mother coming out from under her rock it
seems travels quickly. She’s in demand already. This was something
she couldn’t turn down. But I’ve told her I’ll deal with everything
here and she doesn’t need to worry about a thing. I think it’s
important that she comes out of herself more.”

Mary smiled a
thickly lipsticked smile. She could tell that Denver was a
different animal in this state. That he was more brave, more ‘one
of the lads’. For her that was good. For her that played into her
masterplan. She’d dressed for him to notice her, for his arrival
back to the house. She had all night to work on him, and she was in
no rush, at all. And she looked beyond stunning, and a vision of
what a teenage boy would need to blow his load when he was alone in
his bedroom.

“Look, this
is great. It gives us a chance to get to know each other, you know?
Why don’t we have drink, send for a pizza. You know just chill and
talk a bit. What do you say?”

Mary put on
that soft cooing voice of her’s and Denver smirked. Yes he was
still high, still drunk, and still brave. And Mary could sense that
he was expecting, or hoping for something sexual to
happen.

“Sure. Sounds
a blast. Who knows where it could all lead?”

It wouldn’t
have been an accident that he was thinking he had a chance here of
laying this ‘slut’. And he was looking right at her now, his pupils
were dilated, a sign of the drink and drugs in his system. Mary
smiled because by whatever means she was wanting him to feel like
this.

“Indeed, who
knows? Excellent! I’ll get the beers, you make yourself
comfortable.”

Mary was
leading the way. She was sending Denver to sit so that he had the
best view of her as she prepped drinks. He’d be able to see the
length of her nylon sheathed legs, the severe arches of her feet in
those high heels. And the short silky dress she chose to wear.
Nothing too fetishy this time. Just ultra-feminine in a way that
controlled the eyes of a teenage boy. This was probably the only
time that he had been in the same room as a real woman where there
were these sexual overtones. Of course they were overtones that
Mary had seeded herself. But they were overtones that were
emphasised by Denver’s mindset at this point.

“Mind if I
sit next to you Denver?”

Mary smiled
at him and he must have thought all his birthdays had come at once.
How fucking good would it be for him to be able to rant off to his
mates how he was fucking his mother’s new PA? And this was what he
was feeling right now, that he had this woman where he wanted her
and that he could do what the fucking hell he liked with her and
there would be no comebacks on him because she was just the hired
help. This was the mindset of an almost adolescent boy who’d been
spoilt all his life. A ‘little boy’ who’d been able to ask for
whatever he wanted right though his life and didn’t know the
meaning of the word ‘no’. He was this spoilt ‘child’ who was
becoming a man. But what kind of man?

“Sure you can
sit right, here.”

And Denver
patted the seat next to him on the big sofa. And Mary was letting
it all unfold. She smiled at him and just for a second or two let
him see the full length of her in front of him. Truth be told she
towered over the boy even if he had been standing. But she provided
him with this sexual image of femininity. Maybe an image that he
understood. One of availability. Not one of submission to men but
one of availability that would be telling him that he didn’t have
to work for this at all, and that she was here for the
taking.

“Tell you
what, let’s not eat. Let’s just drink and talk hey.”

Mary smiled
as she sat and crossed her breath-taking, nylon clad legs. There
was the sound of nylon rasping nylon and as well as that there was
the fact that Denver’s senses were invaded by this woman’s perfume.
This was all new ground for him. He’d never been in this ‘older
woman’ situation before even though him and his friends had often
talked about it and fantasised about it. One or two of them had
apparently even had that very experience. Denver had existed in
that vibe where it was accepted that girls and women were there for
men and boy’s benefit. Very old school take on it - not a modern
approach at all. It all resulted in these boys, and Denver in
particular actually believing their, or his,
entitlement.

Mary sat
deliberately close to Denver. She wanted him in her personal space.
And this was the first time that maybe he dropped his eyes. Now he
was this close that he could smell her and if he wanted he could
touch her nylon clad legs, but that inexperience and nervousness
was cutting through the bravery and the drug fuelled
confidence.

“It’s ok
Denver you can touch my leg. I know you want to. Here just flatten
your hand, and ‘smooth’ my leg. Feel my flesh under the micro mesh.
It’s delicious I promise you.”

Now Mary was
leading the way. Maybe she sensed his slight nervousness now that
he was this close.

“Here have a
drink first. It’s ok I know you’re nervous.”

And she
handed him his beer which he gulped noisily. He’d never tell his
friends about being nervous like this. He’d never actually admit
that he was petrified. But he had enough of that bravery left to
let this woman lead the way. He had enough of that maleness left
for him to feel his cock twitching in his pants. And he had enough
left to want to know where this would lead.

It was like
the first time he’d had an orgasm. He didn’t know what the fuck was
happening. He’d been masturbating and knew he had to go on and on
with all that pleasure piling up. It had been nature leading him to
the orgasm then but he’d not known that. There had been this build
up, then this release of orgasm as he’d masturbated to images of
women that his mind had come up with. Then that explosion of orgasm
and that first time him thinking he was going to die or something
because nothing could feel this good without there being some kind
of payback for it.

His eyes had
been screwed tight shut when that ejaculation came and he’d thought
that he was bleeding to death right there. He was getting the
pleasure but there was no way he, or any boy would be ready for
that intensity. And he’d lay there for an age, after that
ejaculation, with his eyes screwed shut thinking he was bleeding to
death. He’d always remember that first time but he’d never relay it
to anyone, least of all his friends or a girlfriend. He’d become a
bit of a masturbation addict after that. It was all of the pleasure
without the need to court a girl, chat her up and seduce her. It
was the answer to his almost crippling shyness and experience and
it was the easiest solution to his growing need for
orgasm.

Mary guided
his hand to her crossed over leg and placed it on her thigh just
above the knee.

“There see.
See how smooth the nylon is right? Feels delicious doesn’t it
hey?”

And she was
smiling at him, and leaning in closer. Mary was seducing Denver,
that much was clear. And although she was going in hard, she was
also going in, in a way that didn’t scare him off. She didn’t want
to scare him off so that he would think he could run to Debra and
tell her what a slut she’d hired. She just wanted to lead him on.
To get that cock of his rigid so that ‘it’ controlled him and not
his decency.

“Yeah that
feels nice that does.”

And he was
moving his hand very slowly, just making sure he could feel that
mesh of the sheer nylon. This was the first time he’d ever done
this with a female let alone an older woman. This was the first
time he’d been this close to doing any form of sex act with a
woman, but it seemed it was how he had spoken about it with his
friend. ‘Oh yeah the bitches are always up for it. The sluts are
always up for it’. That was a common line of conversation that
Denver and his friends had. The bravado, and the man talk from
‘boys’. And at the same time having no essence of the
reality.

“You look
nice.”

That was the sum total of
his chat-up.

“Thank you
Denver. You want to feel higher? You can you know. Just take a
drink, let yourself relax a little bit and I can make this real
good for you.”

She was using
that soft seductive voice of hers in the way she knew how. And
inside Denver’s pants his cock was doing impossible things,
erecting and thickening and filling with blood. Mary let the dress
fall down her crossed over thigh and she lifted slightly to let
that happen. And then she was guiding his hand higher and higher.
The harder he got the more brave he became again. It was like in
his mind he had come to the conclusion that yes, this was exactly
how him and his friends had spoken about it. This was exactly as
they decided between them that all women were sluts, there for the
taking. He felt higher up the thigh and he squeezed a little with
his fingers to emphasis the feeling that the nylon had on his
fingertips.

“Are you
wet?”

It was a
basic question that Denver asked. And he asked it in that almost
neanderthal way as his cock became harder, that twitch in his pants
creating friction and pleasure. Now it was the beginning of his
sexuality controlling what he did and said. The beer was hitting
the spot and that was lubricating his bravery.

“Very! Do you
want to feel it, through my pantyhose?”

And Mary was
very good at what she did. Very good at seduction and sexual
manipulation. She’d know that he was being led by his cock now. She
lifted her leg further and she just let her knee fall to the side
slightly to spread her legs. And she took his hand and took it
between her thighs and then up to her crotch. Denver would have
been not surprised that this slut hadn’t worn panties. Him and his
friends talked about that all the time. The sluts who went out
without panties on so they were easy access. And here he was with
one of those very sluts. His mind now working overtime.

Mary guided
his fingers to the seam of nylon that followed the line of her
thick lipped cunt. And already her wetness was soaking through the
nylon making it slippery. In Denver’s mind she hadn’t lied. She was
‘wet’.

“You like me
doing his, feeling your snatch like this hmmm?”

He was
rubbing under his own steam now and Mary rolled her head back on
the back of the sofa they were sitting on. She licked her deep red
lips and she knew that he was watching her as he rubbed her
crotch.

“Mmmmm It
feels beautiful it really does.”

Mary coo’d
and she moaned as though he was hitting the spot. He was hitting
the spot of course but not in the way he would have been thinking.
He was so close to her that she could feel his breath on her and
that breath was getting quicker and quicker as his arousal
grew.

“You want to
suck my cock, slut?”

That was the
surest sign that his arousal and his vibe on women was controlling
him now. But she went with it. One had the feeling that this woman
could snap him like a twig if she wanted to, or needed
to.

“Ohh some
dirty talk hey? I like that Denver and YES, yes I want to suck your
cock. You wanna give it to me hey? You want me to deep throat your
cock?”

And she was
squirming now a little, sliding down the sofa and spreading her
legs at the same time. She was leading him on, feeding off his own
twisted ideals and then feeding them right back at him. And at the
same time she was taking his hand from between her legs and she was
guiding it to her lips. His fingers were drenched with her juices
and she layered the juice across her own full red lips and then she
snaked her tongue out and licked her own juice off and consumed
it.

And he was
watching mesmerised because he had only seen things like this in
his mind and in internet pornography. He was one of the ones shaped
and guided in how women should be portrayed by what pornography he
watched. Mary smiled to herself inside because she knew this. She
was a clever woman who’d been inside the heads of many - had lived
in those heads rent free, so she knew.

“I want you
to suck my cock and take all of my spunk down your throat. Think
you can do that, slut?”

Denver was
speaking openly now. He wasn’t nervous anymore because he thought
that what he spoke about with his brain dead friends was all true.
And he was even beginning to wonder what he’d been so shy and
afraid of in the first place. In his mind this was this first day
of him becoming a real man. A man that could pick up sluts and do
what the fuck he wanted with them, because that was what they were
for. That was what they existed for.

“Mmmmm ok.
How do you want me? How do you want me to suck your
cock?”

“On your
knees like a good slut.”

Mary smiled
inside to herself. Oh she couldn’t help but like this one. She was
deciding that Denver was on course to being some kind of monster.
Except not now.

“What like
this you mean? On my knees like a servile slut, ready to take your
cock into my mouth and pleasure it for my Master?”

And her words
would have been feeding Denver, leading him on and feeding that
notion of women that he had.

“That’s right
slut, on your knees for your Master.”

He wasn’t
sure of the master bit, but it sounded good. Master would assume
that he was in charge of this bitch about to suck his cock and it
would further assume in his mind that she was there to do his total
bidding. That all females had to do that.

Mary slid to
her knees and spread them on the floor. She was in front of him as
he sat on the sofa and he spread his legs either side of her as he
undid his zip and took out his cock. Mary licked her lips when she
saw it and she made sure he knew she was licking her lips because
of the sight of his thick cock. She hadn’t been expecting a cock
this big, but she was going with it. She was pleasantly
surprised.


CHAPTER SEVEN

 


“Take your
balls out as well Master. I want to lick those balls like a
lollipop. I mean a good slut has to do a good job of licking her
Master’s balls, right?”

For Denver,
this was all his deepest fantasies come true. All his friends
seemed to talk about sinking their cocks into squishy wet cunts.
But ever since that first orgasm he’d wanted to feel a mouth, and
lips around his cock and he’d imagined how it would feel being
sucked off like that. He’d never experienced it though.

For him
somehow this was more intimate - more intimate than a simple
fucking. To fuck a woman she just had to open her legs, lie back
and think of England. But for a woman to suck a cock, she had to
put some effort into it. It was an act that she had to start and
then follow through to the end using the intimacy of her mouth and
her lips. And this was something that he’d thought about time and
time again - or imagined time and time again - to have a girl’s or
a woman’s mouth around his cock. And now it was just about to come
true for him, and his mind was racing away with itself.

“Mmmmmmm
you’re dirty slut aren’t you? I wonder if mum knows what a dirty
slut you are?”

It could have been that
Denver had dropped a bomb on Mary, but she didn’t bat an eyelid.
Instead she smiled at him.

“Oh, mum
doesn’t have to know, does she? It can be our secret and we can do
this, and other things time and time again. Don’t you think? We
could have a real good time Denver. A real good time. And you could
learn lots from me. You could learn how to get the most out of a
slut like me.”

And again she
was using that soft cooing voice of hers that was now a little
throaty. And she was labelling herself a slut. She was going along
with his outlook on women. In other words she was fulfilling his
fantasies of what women and girls should be. For Denver it was like
he had hit the nail on the head. That he had found this woman’s
weak spot - that she didn’t want his mother to find out about this
at any cost. And because of that his confidence and his sexual
aggression would only grow. It was like a light went on in his
mind, and now he was seeing past the drink and drugs he had
consumed.

“Yeah we can
keep it to ourselves as long as you can suck my cock real
good.”

The thing
about Denver was that he wouldn’t know if he was getting a good
cock suck, or a bad one because he’d never had one before. But oh
yes, Mary would give him a mind blowing cock suck and she would
then reel him in. She had plans for Denver. She’d had plans before
this encounter with him, but the way things had panned out, the
revelation of the flaws in Denver’s psyche had made things very
easy for her going forward. And it would all start now.

And first she
licked his balls. She pushed him gently back on the sofa with his
cock and balls out ready to be serviced and she started with his
balls. She slithered her large, flesh wet tongue out and she looked
up at him using her most sheepish, subservient expressions. She
made that eye contact with him because this was important - to make
that eye contact and to make it like for him, that he was in
charge. And she wanted to know he was looking down savouring the
sight she was giving him. This mature older woman licking his balls
like a bitch dog. And that was something that would feed him
more.

For him he
was feeing his balls being licked by a real woman for the first
time and he would still be in that head space where he didn’t quite
believe his luck. There would still be this adolescence in him -
not believing his luck and revelling in the sight and the sound of
this real life slut doing his bidding. And he was just lying there,
letting this woman lick his balls. He had his fist wrapped around
his cock and as Mary licked and wetted him down there, he was
slowly wanking his cock like he did so often when he was on his
own. The only difference was that there was a real woman between
his legs and she was licking him, wetting him and slowly but surely
working her tongue, her lips and mouth to the shaft of his
cock.

And there had
to be this time, like a flicking on of the light again, when
because of Denver’s sexual education so far, he would change. That
his desire and arousal would be such that he would become more
aggressive, more violent even. Mary knew it - she knew how it went
down with men. That was why she had largely changed her allegiance
to other women. But the thing was that she knew men and she could
adapt her strategies in how best to handle them because she knew
them.

“Suck me real
good bitch, or me and you are going to have a problem.”

And those
weren’t the words of a teenage boy. More like Denver had heard them
in some internet clip, or film he had logged onto. And now he had
twisted Mary’s dark red hair into his fist and he was guiding her
moth on and off his cock. He’d waited until she’d soaked his shaft
with her tongue. And that was what Mary had done, she’d drizzled
her salvia up and down that shaft of cock and then she’d felt that
twist of hair into Denver’s fist. This was him being a man in his
own mind. This was where he made the transition from boy to man.
And now at least he would be able the boast about taking an older
woman slut in the way that would make him something like a hero to
his friends.

“Mmmmmm yes
Master, I want to blow you off like the cum guzzling slut I
am.”

Far from
wanting to make like she was trying to calm Denver down so that she
could suck his cock in that glorious way she knew she could, and in
a way that would blow his mind as well as his balls, she was
feeding that aggression in him. She was feeding him with lines
that, in another life he would be able to use in order to further
his mistreatment of women and girls. She was doing this
deliberately and she was doing it in a way that Denver’s mind was
sure to be fucked. She wanted him to be so far gone in this twisted
arousal of his that there was no way back for him.

And as she
slipped her mouth over Denver’s cock head he took in a deep, deep,
almost gasping breath. This was the first time he had felt a
woman’s mouth slip over his bell end. She’d peeled his foreskin
back to expose the glans and then she’s just teased his glans with
her tongue. She was wrapping it around those glans and she was
teasing them - she was waking up those nerve endings so that they
were wide open to what she was doing with her tongue. She was
giving that cock head some friction but it was like a teasing
friction that would just make Denver want more.

He was now
out of his comfort zone because even when he masturbated and
fantasised about a woman like Mary sucking his cock, the only thing
he couldn’t imagine, not accurately, was what it actually felt
like. All he could do was just ‘imagine’. But now he was getting
the real thing. And the intention in Mary was to make Denver want
more of the real thing. She was making him more aggressive with her
deliberately and this was a sign of a woman who knew what she was
doing.

This was a
sign that Mary could handle herself. That she knew was she was
doing to the point that she wasn’t worried by what a boy like
Denver could do with her. There was this ability in Mary to play
the role that Denver fantasised about and that was what she was
doing as she slipped her mouth over the whole of that swollen
pulsating cock head. And she did that slowly whilst holding his eye
contact.

Oh, Denver
could do the eye contact now because he was in charge of this slut,
because he was calling the shots. And the way he was looking at her
as she slipped her lips over that cock head of his was like
contempt. He had twisted her hair in his fist and he was holding
her tight, like a bitch dog might be held tight on a short leash.
And he was starting to guide her mouth and thrust his pelvis at the
same time to the point that he was fucking her mouth, and he was
fucking her face as opposed to her giving him a blow off that would
blow his mind.

Denver just
got braver and braver. And his hip and pelvic thrusts just got
firmer and firmer until that became harder and harder. And at some
point there was the undeniable fact that he was raping Mary’s
mouth. And during that time, at some point, Mary became more limp.
She became like a rag doll for him. She became what he wanted her
to be. Like a living, real life rag doll that he could do anything
with. And whilst she was sucking his cock, he was making sure he
was shoving that big cock head further and further down her
throat.

He was doing
that in fucking motions until he could feel the head of that
massive cock hit the beck of her throat. And what Mary was ensuring
was that she was looking up at him all teary eyed, her mascara
running and ruined. She was making sure he could see her all limp,
and all pliable and crying. She was making sure that he could see
that he was in charge and that he was doing things to her that she
wouldn’t want, not really.

That was the
thing about Mary. She could morph herself into these different
people. She was a mature, super smart PA. She was an evil, deeply
disturbed woman who could use another woman’s weaknesses and
phobias against her, and now she was this ‘victim’ who was having
her mouth and face raped by this ‘boy’. And she was playing that
part very well. The performance would have been Oscar
level.

“Please,
please Denver, you’re hurting my throat, hurting my
hair.”

And those
words had come in spurts and spits. They were soft words and yet
had more than amount of despair and fear in them. This was where
Mary was beginning the process of reeling Denver back in although
he wouldn’t have known it. As far as he was concerned, he was in
charge. He was the man. He was the ‘dude’ who was teaching this
older slut how to please him, and how to gratify him. And in
response to that soft wet pleading of Mary’s just as she’d managed
to free her mouth of the cock head, Denver had gripped her hair
tighter and slightly tilted her head to the side and rammed his
cock in harder. And this time it slipped past her lips, past her
teeth and down into the confines of her throat. And when he did
that, her eyes popped open as though they were on stalks. And
instead of fucking her face like that, he forced his cock deep and
then held it right there, cutting of Mary’s breathing and he was
holding her so tight that she couldn’t move.

And yet Mary knew what
she was doing.

“You’re a
slut. You were made to be hurt. That’s what you exist for. This, to
suck cock and be used like this.”

He was
rambling words that were super charged by his own desire and his
own twisted sick sexuality. But Mary knew, she knew that if she
laid on the victim role thick enough, that it would serve to turn
him on but it would only turn him on until he had shot his load,
until he had orgasmed and then something else would slide into his
psyche. But for now she wanted him to have the time of his life.
She wanted to blow his mind by being this ‘victim’.

“No, no
Denver stop. I don’t want this. I don’t want it.”

But of course
he was beyond the point of return now. Who knows if she had pleaded
with him earlier, if he would have stopped or not? She wouldn’t
think so. The first signs of his aggression had been in his words,
calling her a slut, things like that. And those words had come
earlier. His mind would have been whirling and all he would have
thought about was his pleasure, his orgasm. The first orgasm he
would have had with a real woman’s mouth wrapped around his cock.
There was nothing that was going to stop him getting the fullest of
pleasure from this slut. She could object and say ‘no’ all she
liked but she had to learn that she was a slut and that this was
what sluts did for their Masters. And there would have been all
this going on in his head as he fucked and re-fucked Mary’s mouth
and face.

The fantasies
that would have been manifesting in his mind as the orgasm began to
build in the shaft and tip of his cock would have been even more
extreme than he’d had before. Those fantasies of the future and the
things that he would be able to do with Mary, now that he was her
Master. There would have been no logic to how he thought, or no
sense as to what he thought he could do with another human being,
being wrong, or even criminal. All that mattered was his sexual
pleasure - his orgasm and his ejaculation down her throat. And
Mary’s face, her mouth became a mess as he fucked it. Her saliva
and drool coming out with every out stroke of that thick cock. That
saliva and drool dripping down her lower jaw and at one point
pouring out of her nostrils. That saliva mixed and blended with the
pre-cum of Denver.

Mary made
herself limp, to the extreme as this boy who thought he was a man
approached and then spilled into orgasm. And as he did that, he
gripped Mary’s head with his both hands and he rammed himself into
her throat and ejaculated at the same time. For Mary she just
needed him to see her like this. She needed him to see her as this
victim being abused for his pleasure and only his, and having her
mouth raped so that it fed that desire even more. She was planting
seeds that would stay with him always, and that’d twist him even
more. But she needed it to resonate with him when he came down from
that orgasm - she wanted it to hurt him when he came down and
realised what he had done. And this was the thing, it would
resonate when he came down from that orgasm and it would hurt him
psychologically. Once he had drained his balls and once that
pleasure had subsided, then it was Mary’s turn to ramp it
up.

 


“Denver, you
‘raped’ my mouth and I cannot let that go! I’m going to have to
tell your mother, and decide if we take this further. You do
realise what happens to monsters like you, don’t you? You actually
carried on raping my mouth after I pleaded with you to stop. You
fucking dirty animal.”

Mary was a
mess and was still wiping her mouth. She could taste spent semen
and her jaws ached from the extended time that Denver’s cock was in
it. Her throat hurt from that pounding and she could feel a copious
amount of semen slopping around inside her digestive tract. But
inside she had a wry smile, an invisible smile.

“I’m sorry.
I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

It was clear
to hear that Denver was distraught at what he had done. It was
clear to see he was in shock. But what was also clear was that he
was understanding what Mary was saying. What the actual fuck was he
thinking? And this was a question that ran through his mind on a
loop. But it was one that he couldn’t answer. At this point he knew
he was in some kind of trouble but it wasn’t the kind of trouble he
thought he was in. He was on the point of crying. Correction, he
was crying. And the despair that he was in was something that was
incremental. It had started round about the time when he was
thrusting his cock down Mary’s throat for the last time. Round
about the time when he was spurting the last of his semen down her
throat.

It was then
that he’d looked down at her again and realised what he’d done. Or
realised what he’d done was not a good thing. For him, Mary’s
desolation wasn’t an act - it was the real thing. And it was
something he was immediately regretting. It was something he was
immediately sorry for. Something that he would never forgive
himself for. And yet, at this point, those fantasies, those visions
in his mind of treating a slut like Mary the way he had would come
back to haunt him and come back to make his cock twitch with desire
again. There was no doubt that Mary had done a number on this boy
come man. But there was no doubt either that she had only just
started.

 



CHAPTER EIGHT

 


“You’re
sorry? Is that all you’ve got to say, you’re sorry? I don’t think
you really know what you’ve done. I should call the police, right
now! Never mind when your mum comes home. I should call them now
and get you locked up, where you belong. You pervert.”

Unsurprisingly, Mary had regained her composure now. Of
course she had. Her act had been a success and now she was using in
stature again as Denver began to fall to bits in front of
her.

“Please,
please don’t do that, please don’t do that. Please?”

His tone had
changed now and it was clear to see, and hear, that he was very
sorry for what he had appeared to have done. It would be safe to
say that he was out of his comfort zone now - that he would have
never been in this kind of mess before because he’d been so
shielded from it.

“Why the fuck
should I believe you’re sorry Denver after what you just did? I
mean, what the actual fuck were you thinking? Were you even
thinking, or were you just so horny you thought anything
goes?”

And Mary put
her fingers to her throat as though she was having difficulty
talking and swallowing her outrage because of the raping her mouth
she’d received courtesy of Denver. Oh she was good it had to be
said.

“Look, I
promise, I promise, I won’t ever do anything like that again, I
promise, please Mary. I don’t know what happened to me. I don’t
know why I did that. I just get like that sometimes that’s all. It
comes over me.”

Denver was
crying and snivelling but Mary had expected that. But what she
couldn’t abide was that this little cunt was now coming across all
victim, or trying to. As though he had some sort of mental defect
that saw him do this to girls and women. Or that made it ok that he
did it. That made it an acceptable excuse. And that was annoying
the fuck out of her.

“Don’t try
that crap on with me Denver. You’re not the victim here. And why
should I believe you, that you’ll never do it again? I was trying
to be nice to you, and that was what I got. Why should I believe a
word you say now? I have to call the police, and your mother. If I
don’t I won’t be doing any other women you come across any
favours”

Mary was
laying it on thick now even though technically she was the one in
the wrong. The intention from her was to make Denver feel, and
believe, that he was in a deep a shit as it was possible for him to
be in, even though in reality, all he’d needed to do was pull
himself together and turn the tables back around. But for Mary -
what she was doing wasn’t such a difficult thing - to make Denver
feel trapped and helpless. In fact it was a second nature to her.
Denver was getting into an agitated state of panic and regret all
rolled into one.

“Look, I
promise, I PROMISE that I won’t do anything like that again ever. I
PROMISE. I’m so, so sorry.”

In fairness
to him, with all the tears and the snot, and with him almost
stamping his feet in terror at the fact that this woman could
actually call the police AND his mother on him at any second, he
couldn’t exactly hold himself together. And he was visibly
crumbling now.

“You’re only
sorry because you’re being called out on it now, aren’t you? You’re
only sorry because you could be taken away and locked up with men
that will make you their little bitch. That’s why you’re sorry,
isn’t it Denver you absolute cunt? You think you’re a man but
you’re not, you’re a cunt.”

It was safe
to say that Mary was in control again now. Even if, from where she
had been on her knees taking that cock in her mouth and throat, the
nylon of her pantyhose had ripped and holed and made her less than
the slick bitch she was. She still had on her high heels though,
and her dress. She looked a bit of a mess because her makeup had
run as that cock had slid in and out of her mouth. But otherwise
she was back on top.

“Look, I’ll
do anything. Anything at all for you not to dob me in. I promise
nothing like it will happen ever again. I swear Mary. I swear I
don’t know what came over me. I don’t know what happened in my
head.”

It could be said that
Denver was bemused as well as more than a little terrified by what
was unfolding here.

“I think it’s
for your own good that I report this to the authorities. And after
all your mum has been through, she deserves to know what a shit she
has for a son. And god only knows what your sister will think of
you now.”

Yes, Mary
could lay it on in spades and she was doing just that. She was not
only bringing Denver back into the real world after his sexual
encounter with an older woman, but she was also reminding him of
other real world things. She was also reminding him of his sister.
And the collective thoughts of what she, and his mother would think
of him and this was almost too much for him to
contemplate.

“I have to
Denver, I have to report this. I’m sorry.”

And she
produced her cell phone which she held up for him to see. Denver
did everything that a crumbling person would be expected to do,
except fall to his knees.

“Unless…..”

And Mary let
that word hang there so that it filtered into the psyche of
Denver.

“Unless what?
Please tell me, please anything, anything?”

And it was
his turn to leave his words hanging. To be truthful, he was at the
end of his tether and didn’t know what else to say. But since there
was this little shard of light, or of hope, at the end of a very
long tunnel Mary had his full attention.

“The problem
with you Denver, is your cock. It will get you into a lot of
trouble in the future. You showed yourself for what you are, and
girls and women are not safe with you, or around you. It’s probably
all that porn you watch and all that shit talking you do with your
so called friends. But it’s your cock that’s the problem. And it’s
that we need to do something about.”

And Mary
stopped talking so that her words could sink in. Denver sniffed his
snot and tears back.

“You can help
me? Help me not to do this again?”

The trouble
with Denver was not just his twisted outlook on sex and women. It
was the fact that he had never been said ’no’ to in his life. He’d
got everything he ever asked for and he didn’t know what to do with
himself when he was in deep shite because he’d always been
protected from that. And now that he was in deep shite that mummy
couldn’t get him out of, there was this bare, raw fear that was
residing inside him that saw him in this pathetic state. And this
didn’t just make Mary smile inside, it made her wet through, to see
this young man like this. It turned her on. It turned her on nearly
as much as the fact that even as she was speaking to Denver like
this she had his mother at her absolute mercy in the
annex.

“Oh, I can
help you alright. I can make sure you never touch another woman
like you did with me, again ever. But…..”

And she let
her words fade out again. It was the ‘but’ word she wanted to
resonate on his mind. She wanted him to believe there was a way out
of this mess for him even though he didn’t have a clue, not even a
single clue what it was that he would have to agree to. As far as
he was concerned, anything would be better than him being led away
in handcuffs, and his mother and his sister knowing what he had
done to the hired help. There could have even been a bit of
cockiness coming back to him, at least in his mind, that he was
going to get out of this after all. But Mary was able to turn that
on and off at will.

“I don’t know
Denver. What you did to me was really, really bad.”

It wasn’t,
not really but Denver didn’t know that. He wouldn’t know that Mary
had taken her fair share of thick cocks down her throat in her
time. Or that she wasn’t as shook up as she made out she was. But
that was her plan. And now she could further that plan.

“I think your
cock should be locked up. So that you can’t masturbate and so that
you can’t do this to another woman. I think, if you agree to having
your cock locked up, and agree to wear ‘panties’ as a reminder of
what you did here tonight, then, that will be a start. Just a start
mind you, of me helping you to be a better person.”

She was
testing Denver now, in a similar way that she had tested Debra.
Denver stood there, weeping one minute because he thought he was
going to spend the rest of his life in jail and in ridicule, and
now this. He processed Mary’s words but for the life of him he
could not work out what she meant by locking his cock up. He
couldn’t even think that such a thing was possible,
physically.

“What do you
mean, lock my cock up? I don’t understand?”

Mary was wet
through at the thought of locking this young pervert up and him
having no control over his sexuality, or his pleasure at
all.

“You’d wear a
‘device’ that would prevent you from committing or completing a
sexual act. There would be no more orgasms for you, except maybe as
a treat when I thought it had been earned. And I would control
that. In fact I would control everything.”

Again she
stopped to let her words sink in again. Denver sniffed as he tried
to process those words.

“A device? I
still don’t understand. But, ok, if that’s what it
takes.”

There was
puzzlement written all over his face but he was literally willing
to do anything to get out of the shit he was in.

“But panties,
can’t we give that a miss, please Mary?”

It was like
he thought he’d worked his way out of his predicament but that the
panties were a step too far. He was trying to top from the bottom
and Mary, as a fetishist, would recognise that
immediately.

“No Denver.
It’s a package. It comes together as a package. The device and the
panties. No-one has to know, just you and me, for now. And this is
a start of a range of measures that will help you with those
disgusting urges you get. There will be others. But the choice is
yours. You agree to this, or I am calling the police to report an
oral rape first and then the second call I make will be to your
mother. It’s not a difficult choice for you Denver, it’s one or the
other - no in-between.”

Mary was
gradually reducing Denver to a sex criminal in his own mind. And
she was working in such a way that he was slowly coming to terms
that this was what he was. And it was like an unfolding situation
for Denver. But at least he was getting out of the criminal rapist
vibe that had been attaching itself to him at this time and for
which he could be arrested.

But at the
same time, the ‘device’ and the wearing of panties was not the end
to it. He was fucked up in his mind. Firstly he couldn’t get his
head round the ‘device’. He wasn’t that sure that such a device
existed that would prevent him from doing what he’d done for years
- masturbate profusely and often. Part of him was thinking that
Mary was winding him up and that any second she would say ‘gotcha’.
And yet, she had laid this choice right out in front of him and it
was like she wasn’t just expecting a response but demanding
one.

“Ok, ok I
want to do this. I want you to help me.”

And he meant
that. He really meant it. Mary had scared him with her reaction to
what he had done to her. And yet at the same time, he could feel
the blood rushing back into the head of his cock again and for the
life of him he didn’t want Mary to know that he was getting a hard
on. For some reason that would be another bad thing. That would be
on a par with what he’d done to her, for her to discover that he
was hard again. For him, if that were to happen, it would convince
Mary that he needed to be taken away by the police because he just
couldn’t be around women and girls ever again.

But Mary was
an experienced ‘pervert’ who was also an advanced one. She knew
what she was doing to Denver and she knew what would be happening
in his mind and between his legs. She hadn’t dropped the sexual
vibe with Denver, she’d just injected it with a bit of criminality
and now she was letting it fester. And now she was letting it play
on his mind. All she’d needed to do was lay this guilt shit on him,
make him believe he’d done something very very bad, and that the
only way out of it was to do it her way. And she succeeded. He hung
his head and nodded at the same time. He knew it had to be her
way.

 


“Ah god Mary,
god I can’t wear this, I just can’t.”

There was a
lot going on for poor Denver. Mary had left him to wallow in his
new found despair whilst she went to the annex to retrieve the
‘device’ and a suitable pair of pink silk, pink panties for him.
When she was there, she checked on Debra. And she spent some
minutes just stroking her cunt which Debra responded to. And she
gave her a quick sniff of poppers before topping up her drug
cocktail. She was gradually weaning her off the harder stuff and
replacing her needs with the need for sexual pleasure. And from
what she could see, Debra was falling in to line much like Denver
was beginning to.

“You just
relax slut. I’ll be back with you before you know it. I’m just
dealing with your youngest offspring right now.”

And she
smiled as she took one last deep finger stroke of Debra’s cunt and
then sucked her finger clean. Debra’s eyes rolled and tried to
focus on her. One thing was for sure and that was that Debra
somewhere deep down inside was knowing that she had been stitched
up by this woman. But she would also be knowing that there was
nothing that she could do about it now.

And when she
returned to Denver, she got him completely stripped so that she
could fit the device. And now it was fitted.

“Nonsense
Denver. You’ll get used to it. But if you want to bail out without
even trying, then you can. And we’ll revert to plan A - calling the
police and your mother. I’m easy either way. You just say the
word.” And again Mary was leaving him to choose his own destiny.
But now it was clear that he was in shock. Even being faced with
the fact that there was an actual device had shocked him. And
because of the shape of the device, the nature of it, he didn’t
need to be told how it worked. Or to a lesser point what happened
once it was on. What had deeply affected him was that the stainless
steel ‘cage’ that would be fitted around his cock would have a
curved steel urethral tube that had to slide down inside his penis.
He would be able to piss through this, but he would not be able to
get a hard on.

“The desire
will still be there. Your cock will still try to get hard and
erect, of course it will, but you will learn many painful lessons
about this along the way. You made the right choice I assure you
Denver.”

And she spoke
as Denver just looked down at this ‘thing’ that was attached to his
cock. The urethral tube had been an ordeal for Dever but Mary had
lubricated it and then slid it in as though she had done many such
procedures before. And she blew on his cock, as a tease as it was
forced into that downward curved into the cage. The ‘cuff’ part of
the device then locking behind the testicles, all finished off with
a little brass padlock which clicked into place.

It wouldn’t
take Denver long to realise that there was no way he could get
pleasure, or pleasure himself with this cage in place and locked
on.

“And here,
some nice pink panties for you, as a reminder of what you did to
me.”

Mary’s tone
was different now. There was a hint of the cat that got the cream
about it. As though, now that the cage and the tube were all locked
in place, it was another milestone that she had reached and passed.
She smiled as she pulled the panties up Denver’s legs. And this had
to have been the second worst thing that could ever have happened
to him. The worst being what he had done to Mary. And now this! And
yet, he was remembering that her mouth had felt good wrapped round
his cock. It had felt so good - so slippery, so wet, so warm as
he’d shot his load down her throat. And it was like Mary was
reading his mind.

“No more
orgasms. Not unless you’re a good boy for me.”

 



CHAPTER NINE

 


Mary was
sitting casually at the breakfast bar when Denise returned on the
Monday morning. She’d dismissed Denver with,

“You can go
to your room and stay there, unless I tell you to come out. And you
need to think what you’ve done and spend some time being ashamed of
yourself.”

And she’d
smiled as Denver had sloped off to his room in that dejected way.
She wanted him out of the way for now, when Denise came back. It
was time for her phase three. She’d got mummy and son where she
wanted them for now and now all she had to do was deal with Denise.
She’d been a teen girl herself so she knew how headstrong they
were, and how difficult they could be. She wasn’t expecting as easy
a ride as she’d got with Denver. She had more than a feeling that
Denise would be a different kettle of fish altogether. But then
she’d been wrong before on such things so she was taking it as it
came.

“Hi honey,
how was your weekend?”

That was
maybe a bit familiar to call the daughter of her employer ‘honey’.
And yet she didn’t seem bothered about it, even Denise herself
didn’t do a double take.

“Where’s
mum?’

She spoke as
she went to the fridge to retrieve a bottle of juice. The thing
about Denise she always looked pretty immaculate. Even if she’d had
a big, hard weekend she always looked fresh faced and ready to take
on the world.

“Oh. Didn’t
she message you? She went to New York, for a meeting. Something
about her coming out of hibernation and getting seen again.
Apparently this was something she couldn’t let go. She had to go,
just for a few days, and she’ll be back”

Denise didn’t
respond straight away and Mary got the impression the teenager was
suspicious, or was at least about to question what she’d been told
in a little more detail. Denver hadn’t done that - he’d been as
pliable, and as ‘whatever’ as fuck.

“Really? Now
that is strange because she tells me everything before it
happens.”

Denise pulled
a stool and sat. By this time she was watching Mary take some
coffee cups from a stand and then take the jug off the
heat.

“Yeah really.
It did happen very quick though. She only had just enough time to
pack a bag and the car was here to take her to the airport. I’m
sure she’ll be in touch. Coffee?”

And she held
the jug up.

“Mmmmm yes
please, a nice strong black one.”

“Ah hard
weekend hey? You’d never know it looking at you. You look as fresh
as fuck. If you don’t mind me saying.”

Mary poured
two coffees and she made sure Denise didn’t let her see her pouring
some kind of dissolving powder into the black coffee. She stirred
it and then took it to Denise. It was becoming more and more clear
that Mary was some kind of psychopath. It wasn’t like she couldn’t
help herself, it was more like she didn’t want to. It was like she
was on a roll and for that reason she just would not
stop.

“Oh that’s
kind of you to say. I don’t mind saying I don’t feel great, but
hopefully by the end of the day, I’ll be back there.

Mary smiled
because she knew that using the ‘f’ word around teenagers made them
relax more, with the real adults.

“Oh by the
way, university called, putting off your start date a couple of
days. They didn’t say why. But at least you’ll have a couple more
days to get over the weekend.”

And Mary
returned smiling to the breakfast island in the middle of the vast
kitchen space.

“Hmm that’s
odd. You’d think they would send a text or something wouldn’t you -
like direct to the students? Ah never mind. I could do with at
least one day’s rest with the weekend I’ve just had.”

The thing
about Mary was that she was so casual, so easy going and natural
that real questions wouldn’t arise. Yeah ok, Denise thought it was
odd, her mother jetting off like that without a word. And she
thought it was odd the university phoning her home rather than
pinging her a message direct to her phone. Inside herself she
shrugged, ‘what the fuck’. Both Mary and Denise wrapped their hands
around their coffee cups and sipped. For a moment each of their
eyes met and there was nothing. But then Mary smiled.

“It’s ok
sweetheart, I’m gonna be around all day. Your mum left me some
stuff to do for her. But either pretend like I’m not here, or give
me a shout if you want to talk. Either way is cool with
me.”

Mary was
smiling wide. She’d changed now, she wasn’t in her dress and ripped
pantyhose and high heels and there was no sign of her mouth and
throat having been ‘raped’. She too looked immaculate. She was in
leather jeans with tight fitted knee length boots. The top she wore
was questionable in that it could have been chosen by a stripper to
enhance her set in the early hours of the morning at some dodgy
sleazy club. Except it wasn’t the early hours of the morning and
this wasn’t some dirty sleazy club. Her impressive breasts
threatened to spill out. It didn’t escape Denise.

“You know I
love the way you dress, and makeup. It’s like you don’t give a fuck
and that’s a good thing.”

She said it off the cuff
- like she didn’t put much thought into at all. But Mary
smiled.

“Hmmmm I
think that’s a compliment, so thank you. Come on drink up and you
can go get yourself showered. I’m around if you need me, just
holler.”

Mary was
smiling just as Denise realised what’d she’d said.

“No I mean it
as I said it. No bullshit, you look hot and I love your vibe. I did
the first time mum introduced you to us.”

And it was
like Denise had gone into a mini panic thinking she’d offended
Mary. Mary simply held up her hand,

“I know, I
know. But I mean it as well, if you need me, just
holler.”

And with that
Mary seemed to simply get on with her day. Denise took a few
seconds and then she was off and up the big, curved staircase to
her own bedroom suite. Mary watched her go, and there was this
smile on her face that was like a blank smile. And yet in her eyes
there was more than that.

 


Denise
stripped off and got into the steaming shower and she just stood
there, letting that water cascade over her. She held her head back
and let it pour over her face. Her nostrils were flared and it was
like she was in a world of her own. She really was this stunning
girl who had her mother to thank for her looks. She was this tall
wiry girl but she had curves and my god did she have her mother’s
breasts? Those breasts still developing but it was like the
explosion had already happened.

She didn’t
wash or do anything. She just stood there. It was as though the
events of the weekend had caught up with her. Inside she was
thankful as fuck that she didn’t have to do the university thing
this morning. She briefly thought that she wouldn’t be able to
handle it and that she’d fuck it all up. And she didn’t want
that.

She had
plans, to get her degree and then take a year out - a gap year, and
go travelling. It was something that she’d always wanted to do, and
it was like now that she’d left higher education and was going into
university, the end of the tunnel was in sight. She’d do her best
for four years and then she get the fuck out of here for a year.
She’d come up with this master plan all herself and hadn’t even run
it past her mother. Why would she? Anything could happen in the
space of four years. Indeed it could.

‘What the
fuck?”

Whatever Mary
had put in the coffee was slow acting. There was no sudden hit of
it. Just a gradual waning and erosion of brain function. For a
start she didn’t know how long she’d been in the shower. And just
for a second or two she didn’t even know where she was. She had
enough in her mind to think that it was just like the after effects
of what she’d taken over the weekend. She knew, after what her
mother had gone through, that she shouldn’t do the drugs thing. But
the world had changed since her mother had hit rock bottom. The
scene was different, the drugs were different. Besides, she’d
needed to do it all herself - make her own mistakes and pick up her
own pieces when it all went wrong. And this was all part of her
growing up.

“For fucks
sakes…..”

She stumbled
out of the shower without a towel, water just dripping from her.
And she went straight down to her hands and knees. Her vision was
all fucked up. It wasn’t so much double vision as treble or
quadruple vision. And she could feel herself trembling. She tried
to get up again but she couldn’t. There was no strength left in her
and she just flopped down again. It was like she just couldn’t get
to her feet so she settled for her hands and knees
again.

She was
thinking in her mind, if she made it to the bed she would be ok,
she’d just climb onto the bed by whatever means and then sleep
whatever the fuck this was off. But when she came to try to put one
hand and then one knee in front of the other to crawl, she couldn’t
do it. She looked up and the room seemed to be revolving round her.
She was thinking that must have been some good shit she’d taken at
the weekend.

‘Uhhhhhh
Mary, Mary fuck help please.”

She thought
the words but wasn’t sure if she’d actually spoken them, or shouted
them at all. It would have needed to be loud that she shouted
because this house was vast. So she stayed on her hands and knees,
naked with her tits hanging and swinging under her because she
couldn’t do anything else. All she could do was stay there like
that, unable to crawl, unable to get up. Like she was paralysed or
something.

“It’s ok,
just stay there, take deep breaths. Slow deep breaths. Don’t try to
get up, don’t try to crawl, just take deep breaths.”

Denise wasn’t
even sure that she’d heard Mary speaking or if it was just in her
imagination. It only became apparent when the high heeled metal
tipped boots of Mary’s appeared in front of her. Even they were
revolving like something manic was happening in her
head.

“What the
actual fuck is happening…..”

She didn’t
get the words out all in one. They were punctuated by extended gaps
and pauses.

“You’ve taken
something and it looks like it’s working through your system now.
You’re going to have to let it run its course. But don’t move until
you’re sure you’d got the strength. Just stay there.”

Mary’s voice
didn’t sound normal to Denise. She was reasoning with herself that
it was her, because she could see those boots in front of her. She
tried to lift her head to look up at Mary but that didn’t work. All
that produced as another level of swirling rotating room. She got
down onto her forearms. That is she more or less collapsed onto her
forearms with her ass still high the air. And she was aware of her
breasts crushing into the carpet. And that was weird, her nipples
being extra sensitive, very sensitive. That didn’t usually happen -
she usually had to roll her nipples between her thumb and
forefingers before they erected. But here now it was just that
contact with the deep pile carpet and ‘ping’ they were thick and
up.

“I told you,
stay still. Don’t do anything. Just chill this out and you’ll be
fine.”

Denise could
hear the words - she could hear the voice and she understood but
she was feeling like she was in the middle of this psychotic
episode. Not that she knew what a psychotic episode looked like or
felt like. She was aware of those boots walking around her. It was
like they were surrounding her, but walking around her at the same
time. Her head was fucked up. But the thing was that she knew her
head was fucked up. It was like she was having his super huge high,
but knowing every split second of it. But that was a thing - time
was meaning nothing to her right now. Everything was on slow motion
and nothing seemed real.

But this
weird way she felt, that was real. Her mind wasn’t working as it
should and the thing was that she knew this as well. But she was
trying to work out why the fuck she couldn’t do anything about it.
She could feel herself smiling. What the fuck did she have to smile
about? Nothing was making any sense to her and yet everything was
making sense to her as well. Oh yes that must have been some good
shit she was on at the weekend.

“Just relax
darling. This will be over before you know it.”

Denise was
down with her now, at her side and she was stroking her side. And
then sliding a hand under her to feel her breast - the one nearest
to her. She lifted that breast and was like she was testing it.
Then she let the nipple slide down between her fingers and she was
scissoring it. The thing was that Denise knew this was happening.
At least she thought something was happening with her side, and her
breast. But was this another effect of whatever it was that she‘d
taken at the weekend? The answer to that was simple if she could
have worked it out. It wasn’t what she’d taken at the weekend at
all - it was whatever Mary had put into her coffee. And now that
drug, whatever it was, was swimming around her system and whatever
that was, was fucking with her brain.

“What… what…
what…..”

But she
couldn’t get anything else out as Mary sexually assaulted her.
Somewhere in her mind she was aware of what was happening - but it
was the reality that was challenging her. And she was putting it
all down to the hangover or the come down of what she’d taken the
weekend. Mary was thinking this wouldn’t be so hard after
all.

“I’m going to
fuck both of your holes with a strap on, black cock Denise. Don’t
fight it, just go with it and I’ll make this really nice for
you.”

Did Denise
even hear that right? Of course she did but she didn’t know she’d
heard it right or whether it was a figment of her fucked up
imagination. She was trying to process the words but she wasn’t
having much luck with that. The words were in there, tumbling
around but in the wrong order. ‘Cock, black, holes, fuck your,
strap, on,’. It was all fucked up in her mind but somehow she knew
that this was sexual. There had been that moment in time when she
became aware that this was sexual but that was all blending in with
the fact that she was on another planet right now.

“Ok
ok.”

She managed
to get that repeated word out. She was working out that the best
way through this was to just go with it. She found if she tried to
fight the drug in her, it just came on harder and stronger and the
room then just revolved around her faster. She squealed when she
felt Mary’s fingers between her ass cheeks and then stroking down
to her sex lips.

“Good
girl.”

Why was this
woman that her mother had taken on, calling her a good girl? That
was weird and she was thinking that. But then had she really called
her a good girl? And was she really feeling those fingers playing
around with her most sensitive delicate flesh, or was this another
trick that was being played with her mind?

And then the
lubrication being applied. It felt like warm oil being spread all
over her most private flesh. And then those fingers sliding inside
her with the oil. And each time, each stroke the finger slipped
deeper and deeper inside her. She felt that she should have
shrieked out when two fingers slipped into her ass, but nothing
came out. But she could feel her ass gripping those fingers, so
that had to be real. And then she was aware of those same fingers
coming out of her as locating her clitoris. This was real, it had
to be.

She buried
her head into the deep pile carpet as Mary sexually molested her
and penetrated her. She knew this was somehow wrong but for the
life of her she couldn’t work out why because her brain just
wouldn’t work in the way it was supposed to. If she opened her eyes
then she could sense the room revolving around her even if she knew
this couldn’t be the case. But then time as well was meaning
nothing to her at all. At some point Mary left her but Denise
didn’t know that. It was like she was gone and back before Denise
could even put the pieces of the puzzle into place.

When she came
back the big black cock dildo was strapped to her via what looked
like an industrial harness. That dildo was not for the faint of
heart so one had to assume that it was not for an eighteen year old
girl. But Denise wasn’t looking or taking any notice of Mary even
though she was aware of her still being with her. She hadn’t missed
her at all.

“I’m going to
do your ass first. So try to relax, if you don’t it WILL
hurt.”

 



CHAPTER TEN

 


That was the
thing. Denise was hearing the words, every single one of them and
she knew that they were bad words that this woman was coming out
with. And yet she couldn’t correlate those words with her reality.
She knew it was wrong what this woman was talking about and yet she
knew it wasn’t wrong at the same time. It was like the drug that
had been put into her coffee had melted away her entire logical and
moral compass.

“Just go with
it, yeah ok.”

She got those
words out clearly and Mary smiled.

“That’s right
honey, you just relax so that you don’t spasm. If you spasm it will
hurt. It will hurt like hell with all that crap in your
system.”

It was like
Mary was getting some sort of sick pleasure out of explaining and
describing to the prose, vulnerable eighteen year old what would
happen if she didn’t relax. Then she was behind Denise and she was
getting down carefully behind her. She’d gently kicked her knees
apart wider so that she could kneel in closer to her ass cheeks.
And for Denise, there was this sense of bemusement and yet she was
giggling at the same time. And then there was that nudge to part
her ass cheeks and Mary was playing the massive dildo head up and
down the valley of her ass cheeks, each time just glossing over the
tight puckered ass. And she did that for some time to make like she
was preparing the teenager for what was to come.

The advice to
relax was good but it didn’t cover the fact that such a relaxation
under such circumstances was very hard to achieve. The fact was
that it did hurt her with just that single nudge to her actual anal
ring and she tensed. And with that tension came the spasm of pure
pain. And it was when Mary sensed that spasm happening that she
guided the thick, big bulbous headed dildo into the depth of
Denise’s ass in one go. One firm movement and it was already
nudging up against the teen’s colon. One click past her sphincter
and there was this wall of pain that made her wince, scream and
twist her pretty features into a mask of despair.

“Eeeeeghhhhhh
ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh.”

At least,
Denise thought she screamed. The pain she was in warranted a scream
with the most available decibels. Yes, it was painful like she’d
never had before. But more alarming to her was the way her ass felt
stretched and clinging to that dildo. And the fact that the
lubrication meant that there was no resistance from her anal flesh
to that forward motion of the dildo. No lubrication would have
meant that the dildo cock just would not slide in. But that oil
based stuff wiped all the resistance out. And that meant that the
pain was total and all consuming. So not only was Denise existing
in this fucked up pseudo-real revolving world, but now she had all
of this pain as well. And that was what was fucking her
up.

And as Mary
now began her slow, but firm fucking motions, there was this loop
that was happening where the pain was renewed with every in stroke
of that dildo cock. But for some strange reason there was this
feeling of comfort for Denise that she could feel Mary’s hands,
gripping her by the hips as she anally fucked her. That pain loop
would lessen, but so to would the drug that was in her system. And
that drug would only gradually, very gradually lessen. And as it
did that, Denise would come back down into the real world and the
realisation that none of this was in her imagination and that what
this woman was doing to her was the real deal.

If there was
such a thing as normalising the drugging and then the rape of a
teenage girl, then this was it. Mary couldn’t have been more ‘ok’
with what she was doing if she tried. For her, this was pleasure.
She’d had the harness she was sporting with the dildo specially
made so that there was a ‘nub’ that pressed into her clitoris
through whatever she was wearing - in this case, leather jeans with
no panties underneath. And this nub stimulated her, and kept her
aroused through what she was doing to Denise. She could fuck her
ass in different ways so that she was stimulated in different ways
from different angles as Denise simply remained on her knees and
elbows taking that length time after time.

And she would
do this until the teen began to come down from the drug she had
administered her with. And she would know when this happened, from
the way Denise ‘felt’ as she fucked her. And the way she made her
different noises. At the moment there was that semi-euphoria that
she was existing in - knowing that something was wrong, but not
fully aware of what it all meant. Once that drug wore off the
despair would set in and Mary would know when that was. Then her
work could begin on Denise properly.

Mary fucked
Denise’s ass until that drug began to wane. She wanted to still be
fucking her ass when Denise became all ‘aware’ again. She wanted to
still be fucking her ass when the despair began to take over and
then she would expertly begin to sexually stimulate her. She would
do that before the drug wore off. She would reach around, and begin
with her nipples. She’d slide her hand in palm up in the carpet and
under the breasts and find both nipples at the same time and then
she would erect them. There would be no thought from Mary that she
wouldn’t be able to make those nipples stiff, thick and long. It
was like a given that Denise would react and then as the last of
the drug wore off, all that would be left was the sexual
stimulation and a very confused eighteen year old girl.

And of course
Mary was right. She got those nipples as stiff as they would go.
Probably she got them as stiff as they would ever go or had ever
been before and that fact would be eating into Denise as the last
of the drug wore off.

“Mary, Mary I
don’t understand what the fuck is happening. What the fuck are you
doing to me?”

And there it was, that
utter confusion and bemusement from the eighteen year
old.

“Shhhhhh
baby. You asked for this remember? Oh don’t tell me you don’t
remember asking me for this?”

Mary was
straight on it, further confusing a girl who was already confused
to the hilt. Denise remembered ‘things’ as she came down from that
weird high. But she didn’t remember everything - or necessarily in
the right order. And she certainly couldn’t separate what had
actually happened from what she had imagined was happening. And now
this woman was behind her impaling her on this thick dildo. And she
remembered that dildo - she saw it before it went up inside her
ass, swinging from the harness strapped to Mary. So she must have
asked for it! That was the only thing that she could
conclude.

But there was
the fact that she was impaled on that cock - that her ass was
stretched around it. The fact that she felt full of that cock, and
the pure humiliation that she had ‘taken’ it up inside her back
passage. The worse thing of all though was that she was excited.
She knew when she was excited by the state of her nipples and she
could feel that they were rock hard. That they were long and that
they were receptive to stimulation. And Mary was doing this to her
- she was already transitioning that high of the drug she had
administered to the sexual stimulation. In effect she was replacing
the drug with the stimulation and that required skill and balance
in how Mary did this.

“I remember
bits, little bits. But yes I guess `I must have agreed to this,
with you.”

There was
doubt there and Mary would have been expecting this but she kept
the dildo moving inside Denise - kept that fucking motion up and at
the same time she was now reaching around the girl’s upper thigh to
her groin and then her crotch and she was looking for her clitoris
which she found with ease. She also found the wetness which Denise
felt at the same time. She was saturated and this was further proof
to her that she must have been in this predicament because her and
Mary had ‘clicked’ in some way or other.

“I want to
make this nice for you, like you asked me to. So just go with this
Denise and it will all be good for you.”

Denise tried
to work out how she felt about this. She was on her hands and knees
getting anally impaled and fucked. She wasn’t a prude, but this was
an older woman behind her doing this to her. She must have agreed
to it, right? This was what she was asking herself in her mind. She
MUST have agreed to it. So why was she feeling ‘odd’ about it?
Humiliated by it, degraded by it? It had to be because this was the
way it was supposed to be although she would never know that. She
didn’t want to cry wolf on Mary because she was convinced that she
must have agreed to this. So she had to see it through. And Mary
would be knowing exactly what Denise was thinking at this point and
she smiled. She loved it when a plan came together.

And besides,
now Mary had felt her clitoris and there was that pleasure there.
This wouldn’t have been how Denise would have wanted to do it. But
for some reason she felt, at the moment at least, safe with Mary.
And she was doing things to her clitoris that she’d never been able
to do herself. For her this was something she could get through,
even enjoy, but then forget about it afterwards. That was the way
it had to be. This would have to be one of those things, one of
those events she would be ashamed of and never speak of ever again
and for that reason she could enjoy what Mary was doing to
her.

She didn’t
know what it meant, for the future that she was in this ‘thing’
with Mary. She didn’t know anything at this point but for now she
just had to do what she could to get through it.

“That’s my
girl. You like this don’t you? You told me you did. You told me you
‘liked it up the ass’. Those were your exact words. And you said
you wanted the biggest dildo I had - a black one if I had one. And
I did have one.”

Mary was
lying of course. She was making it up to deepen the shame that
Denise would be feeling and as she whispered to her, and as she
continually moved that dildo cock in her ass she was manipulating
her clitoris as well. She needed to bring Denise to a fuller more
wet and immersive arousal. And she seemed to be able to do that
with ease.

Denise was
trying to wrack her brains to think of what she’d seen and what she
thought she’d imagined and then the things that Mary said she said
and that she couldn’t remember a thing of. That was mashing up her
mind more than a little bit. But she was finding it harder and
harder to try to work it all out as Mary upped the sexual arousal.
Denise blew down herself and licked her lips as she tried to absorb
an amount of sexual pleasure she had never experienced
before.

“Can you slip
the dildo up inside my… you know, my….”

But Denise
couldn’t say the word ‘cunt’. She hated that word, she always had
and yet she wanted to say it so badly now because her arousal was
driving her.

“Say it
Denise. Ask for it. You want to feel this fat black cock dildo
sliding up inside your ‘cunt’ right? Say it.”

Mary’s body
was moving in this vertical ‘wave’ as she continued to fuck
Denise’s ass. It was almost an organic thing that she was doing and
in a way it looked beyond beautiful.

“Yes, yes,
please slide that big fat black dildo up inside my cunt. Yes
please. Please do that. Slide it deep into my cunt.”

And as Denise
whispered that hoarsely, Mary was squeezing and rubbing the bundle
of eight thousand nerves endings that made up the clitoris. And
this was making that pleasure that Denise could feel, more
so.

“I will, if
you suck it clean of your ass first. Think you can do that for me
sweetheart?”

Mary was
moving slower, but her fucking motions were still just as deep. And
she was pressing and rubbing her clitoris deepening her sexual
mire.

“Mmmm yes,
yes I can do that. But will you fuck my cunt hard with that dildo,
please will you?”

And Mary was
smiling. Princess Denise was a real live wire. A real hottie that
she was having some fun with. And it was fun for Mary because she
knew what the future was for Denise and the rest of this little,
happy family.

“Good girl.
Good girl. Give it a real good sucking. Taste yourself off it. The
taste of slut, right?”

It was
another word that Denise detested, ‘slut’. But she was having a
hard job rejecting it under the circumstances.

“Mmmmm yes,
slut. Dirty slut.”

Denise almost
spat the words out from between her trembling lips as she wrapped
them around that dripping dildo cock. She didn’t know what she felt
about licking and sucking herself off that dildo. It was a level of
kink that she had never been vulnerable to in the past. If it
weren’t for Mary it was unlikely a girl of this age and background
would ever come across such kink. But here it was, and she was
eagerly sucking herself off that dildo just so that she could feel
that same appendage stretch and slip up inside her cunt.

“That’s
right, a dirty, dirty slut.”

Mary was
deepening the degradation for Denise. She knew that she would be
receptive to the dirty talk and the ultra-kink now, when the
arousal was high. But she knew also that when she came down from
that arousal then the degradation would really hit home. The answer
to that of course would be to retain a level of arousal all the
time and not let it die altogether.

Mary looked
down at Denise as her full, flawless lips wrapped around that cock
head. She was putting her all into it and Mary liked
that.

“Make sure
you get all of yourself off it slut. And then I’ll give your cunt a
good seeing to, just like you asked me to.”

Mary didn’t
let an opportunity go, where she could plant those seeds deep into
Denise’s psyche. By the time she’d finished this little session she
needed the eighteen year old in a certain frame of mind, and in a
certain ‘state’. And there was no reason to believe that she would
fail in this. She watched Denise’s large fleshy tongue snake out
and wrap around the dildo that was coated with her anal juices and
she watched her take those juices in and consume them and that made
her smile.

“What would
mamma think of her little princess now, hmm?”

And this
showed the utter cruelty of Mary. She already had Denise’s mother
in the annex addicted to fuck knows what or to what ends. She
already had her brother detained in his own room, his cock locked
up and debilitated, shaking and blubbering because of what he’d
been through. And still she wasn’t done. Still she couldn’t tell
herself enough was enough because that was just it - enough was
never enough.

She was in
the process of decimating a family for no apparent reason other
than because she could. She was in the process of cruelly returning
a single, widowed mother of two, to a dark place that she had not
long climbed out of. And what she was doing to her offspring,
couldn’t be imagined, not even in the most fertile of
imaginations.

“Please don’t
tell mum, please?”

And that
seemed to be a spark of reality hitting Denise. That little comment
about what if her mamma knew what her little princess was getting
up to? That seemed to grate on wide open nerve endings.

“Oh don’t you
worry about mamma she has her things going on right now and you
will be the least of her concerns. But I’ll keep quiet about this
as long as you’re a good girl. A good slut.”

Mary lied of
course and she spoke in riddles because she wanted to cloud the
waters even more for Denise. And there was this point that had been
reached where Mary changed from being the Mary Poppins PA, to this
almost evil bitch, ‘Mary Poppers’, who was out to ruin this girl
and the family in the most decimating way imaginable. And there was
something about that, that would dig at the psyche of anyone who
knew it. But that was the thing - Denise didn’t know because she
was so wrapped up in this ‘thing’ that she’d been sucked into that
she couldn’t even think straight, let alone logically.

“That’s right
slut, deep breath now as I slide this big black cock into your
needy, dirty slut cunt.”

Mary fed
Denise with obscene words constantly as she continued the process
of rewiring the eighteen year old. And the cock slipped into her
vagina a lot looser than it had slipped into her ass. And it didn’t
hurt. It especially didn’t hurt because Mary had slipped her
fingers around again and was manipulating and stimulating the
clitoris of Denise and the eighteen year old was reacting to that.
And she was welcoming that thick long dildo into
herself.

 



PART THREE

 



CHAPTER ELEVEN

 


The
Devastation

 


“Ahhh god,
god what have you done to me? Fuck what have you done to
me?”

Denise had
just been brought to a mind warping orgasm that had shook her to
the core. It had been a wet, squirting orgasm that had infected and
affected every little, tiny bit of her femininity. And now that she
was down from it, now that that orgasmic bliss was not there
anymore and she was dumped back into the real world with that dildo
still slopping in and out of her ‘slut cunt’, she was looking for
someone to blame. And she had this feeling of utter devastation to
contend with, which was a drain on what little resolve she had
left.

Reality was a
paralysing thing when it hit home. It was a terrible thing when it
involved sex and sexuality.

“What have
‘I’ done to you? Are you serious Denise, you lapped it up every
little bit of it. You asked for it. Damn, you pretty much begged
for it. And I obliged. I’m not going to deny that I enjoyed you.
But you are going to deny that ‘you’ enjoyed ‘me’? Well that’s fair
enough, so I’m not going to say sorry when I tell you that I filmed
the whole thing. At least the most interesting bits. You can deny
it all you want. You can blame me all you want, but I have it in
high definition colour. These smart phones are amazing things and
you know what they say about camera never lying, right?”

Mary spoke
casually and in a relaxed way. It didn’t bother her that she was
fucking up an eighteen year old girl more than she had already.
There had to be this sense that when Mary worked her ‘magic’ if it
could be called that, she did it with precision and that she had
all the i’s dotted and all the t’s crossed. Denise just looked at
her.

“But why, why
are you doing this?”

It was all
Denise could say. And as those words came out of her mouth, so Mary
was waving a bottle of poppers under her nose.

“Just sniff
this honey, it will take the edge off it all for you. I need to
talk to you. You know some straight talking that will come easier
with a bit of help.

“Uhh get that
stuff out of my face you absolute bitch!”

She tried to
recoil away from the aroma and the effects of the poppers little
but with no success. She was still impaled on the dildo and with
her free hand Mary was still manipulating her clitoris.

“Now now,
play nice Denise because you wouldn’t like me when I angry. Now
take a nice deep sniff and hold it down, let it take you all over
again. I’m sure it will be easier for you to understand what’s
happening if you have this little bit of help.”

And Mary
increased her grip and her ‘vertical wave’ fucking of Denise as she
held that bottle. As Denise sniffed, she visibly weakened and Mary
smiled to herself.

“Good girl.
Now again - take more and take it down deep and hold it down there.
Let it work on you. Let it fuck with your mind some more before I
do.”

There was
this wet slippery noise that came from between Denise’s legs, where
the dildo was slipping in and out of her ‘slut cunt’ and there was
this sense that the more she sniffed that poppers bottle the more
she moved on that dildo. Oh there was the constant vertical wave of
Mary fucking her, but there was also the sense that Denise was
moving on it also getting the most out of it.

“You’re a
bitch Mary, if that’s even your real name.”

And Denise
was speaking as though she was angry and yet that anger was subdued
at the same time. It was like she’d worked out that she’d been
duped but also that she couldn’t get enough of this black dildo
cock inside her either. Her ass felt loose and slack from having
that very same dildo embedded in her and now it was the turn of her
sexuality to get the damning effects of what Mary could do when
armed with a harnessed, thick black dildo.

If the truth
be known she was probably chastising herself in her mind for how
turned on she was when she shouldn’t have been. In all honestly she
should have been angry beyond acceptable levels and yet she was an
eighteen year old girl dealing with something so advanced that she
couldn’t get to that point where she could separate the anger from
the arousal, so that she could let it pour out.

“Oh, yes
thank you, I am a bitch. And Mary is my real name. You know, ‘Mary
Poppers’, a play on Mary Poppins. I came floating down into your
life holding an opened umbrella and a little brown poppers
bottle.”

And Mary was smiling at
the same time as she was moving that big fat dildo in and out of
Denise’s cunt.

“Now sniff
the fuck out of this bottle and I’ll give you another orgasm, just
to help you along a little bit. You know how it goes. I might even
give you another one after we’ve talked a bit.”

Mary spoke casually as
she fucked the eighteen year old into another form of
oblivion.

“Grrrrrr I
hate the fuck out of you for this.”

It was like
Denise knew that she was losing the battle between the anger and
her sexual arousal. And that her anger although pushed to the back
was more intense because she knew that Mary knew what she was
doing.

“Oh there’s
plenty of room for your hate of me, don’t you worry pet. Now sniff,
there’s a good slut.”

There cannot
have been anything worse for Denise than knowing what she was going
through and why. It would have been better for her if she was still
out of it, high, and in that place close to euphoria - where she
had been before this. For an eighteen year old to know deep down
what the older woman was doing and not having any defence against
it, had to be cataclysmic. But soon she would be squirting another
orgasm.

 


“Ok I wanted
to talk to you.”

They were
sitting now, Denise on the edge of her bed and Mary on chair near a
dressing table. Denise was flushed and embarrassed by yet another
orgasm that she this time really didn’t want.

“Talk about
what? You’ve taken my dignity and pride. What more is
there?”

Denise
sounded as decimated as an eighteen year old would sound. Mary
threw her thick mane of hair back and laughed softly.

“Your future.
Your mother’s future and your brother’s future. Oh and just of
note, there is much more than your dignity and pride I can take
from you, you’ll see.”

That was all
she said. And all of a sudden Denise was alert.

“What the
fuck do you even mean by that?”

Denise was genuinely
bemused all over again.

“Where is
Denver anyways? I thought he’d be back by now.”

Mary didn’t
respond straight away, she just let Denise ponder in her
bemusement.

“He is back
and you can see him in a little while. But for now let’s
concentrate on you.”

Mary spoke
matter-of-factly as though she was discussing a walk in the park on
a Sunday afternoon. Denise was silenced by this apparent
‘infiltration’ of her family by this woman.

“You’re going
to be my toy. My doll. That is my sex toy and my sex
doll.”

It was like
some kind of ludicrous announcement that she made. But Denise
swallowed dryly. She was already aware what Mary could do with her
sexuality and with that little phial of chemical. She just shook
her head to the negative like she didn’t believe what she was
hearing. But also like she knew that Mary was believing what she
was saying.

“Again what
the fuck does that even mean? You sound like a nutter.”

“Oh I am a
nutter. But reserve your judgement for when you’ve seen what I’ve
done to mummy and bro.”

And Mary was
smiling.

“But. Mums in
NYC….. isn’t she? What the fuck have you done to her? Where is she?
I want to know NOW!”

And now there
was alarm, and distress in Denise’s eyes and across her face. It
was like she was realising that her mother wasn’t in New York at
all. And there were signs of the cogs going round in her head and
coming up with terrible images of what was happening to their
lives.

“Calm down
princess, all will become clear in time. Here sniff some more of
this. It’s going to help you I promise. And a little something else
to take the edge off. Pop this pill. I know how you like to pop
pills. Like slut mother like slut daughter I guess,”

Mary smiled
again as she sensed that she was beginning to break Denise down.
The teenager sniffed deeply and she palmed the pill in her hand to
her mouth and swallowed.

“Please,
please…..”

And Denise’s
words tailed off as she didn’t realise what she was asking for. Or
even what she could ask for.

“Please what?
Just relax let the pill and the poppers hit home.”

And just then
Denise’s eyes rolled as she went back into a place that she didn’t
feel too wretched in.

“Good slut.
Good slut.”

 


“What the
actual fuck have you done to him? What is that thing around his,
you know his…cock.”

Denise was
shocked at the sight of her brother in his cock cage and the pink
panties that had been crudely moved to the side to show off the
shiny steel cock cage and the big, cuffed balls.

“He raped my
mouth Denise and now his cock is locked up. No more orgasms for
him. He’s a dirty pervert but he knows that already.”

Denise was
dumbstruck but not as dumbstruck or decimated as her brother. He
couldn’t bring himself to look up. He just sat on the bed in his
room looking at the floor. Denise span her head to Mary but she was
having trouble being cognitive. The pill had hit the spot and she
was horny as fuck. But the words that came out of her mouth were
truthful - and reflective of what she’d say if she was with full
faculties. Just without the outraged tone.

“He what? He
‘raped’ your mouth. Are you serious?”

Denise was
naked except for a silk wrap that Mary had thrown her to wrap
around herself. And she was agitated on her feet, she kept shifting
her weight from one to the other. It was the distraction of the
arousal that was doing that and it was a constant.

“I’m deadly
serious - he forced his cock into my mouth and emptied his balls
down my throat. There I’ve said it, are you happy now? Ask him. Go
on ask him what he did, and how he feels about it.”

Mary spoke
openly. She didn’t have anything to hide or disguise any more. She
had both of Debra’s offspring where she wanted them and where she
needed them at this point in time.

“Denver,
Denver, tell me she’s wrong. Tell me she’s lying and this is all a
sick joke.”

Denise’s
voice was cracked. It was like she was struggling to be a big
sister at the same time as being a horny slut. And that she knew
the horny slut was winning that particular battle. Denver didn’t
even raise his head.

“I did, I
raped her mouth, and her throat. I emptied my balls down her
throat. I’m so ashamed of myself. I deserve for my cock to be
locked up. It was my fault. All my fault.”

Mary was
impressed by Denver for even uttering the dreaded rape word. The
time on his own had worked wonders, working on his psyche and
letting the guilt flow freely into him. Denise was just dumbstruck.
She was trying to put into words in her own mind that ok, he’d done
something awful to this woman, and that maybe he did deserve his
cock to be locked up, but surely not like this? Surely there was a
legal process that should be gone through.? But now she was
beginning to feel just as trapped as Denver. And now her ability to
be a big sister was beginning to be drained from her.

“Spread your
legs Denver show your sister what a locked up slut looks like. And
b proud about it.”

Mary was
pretty direct with her words and her tone. Denise flicked her eyes
from Mary to Denver who proceeded to do exactly as he was told. He
spread his legs, letting the caged cock and the cuffed testicles
hang low and heavy. One had to wonder what was going through his
poor mind. He just looked at the floor but he sat upright at the
same time, a though he was at least partly proud.

“Look up
Denver, look at your sister. Look her in the eye now that she knows
what you did.”

Again Mary
was direct and there was this pause, like a hesitancy in Denver to
do as he was told. But he did it. He took his head and his eyes up
and looked at Denise. He was drained of emotion - like he’d had it
all sucked from him. And she could barely look back. She didn’t
want to look at him at all, knowing what he’d done.

“But we’re
going to put you right aren’t we Denver, slut?”

Mary spoke
again but to Denise she was talking in riddles. Surely Denver was
not a ’slut’? He’d forced oral sex on Mary, that made him a sex
criminal, didn’t it? In the normal world that would see him given
some kind of custodial sentence in a court of law. But this wasn’t
the normal world. Denise had been brought head first into Mary’s
world, but at least her feet were still out of the downward spiral,
or so she thought. At least she could think logically in short
bursts. But even she would admit that these bursts were getting
shorter and shorter.

“Why are you
calling him a ’slut’? That doesn’t make sense!”

Denise was
trying to work it out and she was talking loud to herself more than
asking the question though.

“And why is
he wearing ‘panties’? I mean this is really fucked up and I don’t
get it. I mean this is truly fucked up.”

She couldn’t
take her eyes off Denver, but not his eyes that were vacantly
drilling into her, but off his caged, downturned cock. Her tongue
slipped across her lips as she struggled with her own
horniness.

“Well, he’s
ruined his chances of being a ‘man’ by what he did to me. I’m
thinking his best chances now, are as a partially sex-changed, cock
sucking slut. Maybe a whore for me. A young boy come girl like this
could make a lot of money. I mean a lot of money. There’s a market
out there for deposed sex criminals of tender teenage years who are
in transition.”

Mary spoke as
though she was saying nothing out of the ordinary. And she was
flicking her eyes from Denise to Denver and then back again. Denise
was trying to process and compute what she’d just heard but she was
busy shifting her weight from one bare foot to the other because
she was wet, and horny. Deep down she wished she wasn’t, but she
couldn’t help it. And the poppers and the pill she’d popped were
helping her along on this wave of fucked up euphoria. But what she
was hearing Denise say about Denver becoming partially sex changed
was blowing her mind even though she was geared up to the max
already.

“You can’t be
serious. He’s going to be a man, very soon. That’s not going to
change. That’s just the way it is. You can’t interfere with nature.
It’s impossible.”

Denise spoke
in short sharp bursts as though she was struggling to get the words
out.

“No dear.
Your brother will become your sister, via various processes,
physical and psychological. And then he will become a proficient
cock-sucker. He will be requested in various circles to provide
sexual pleasure to specialist clients. And he will do it because
that’s all he will have in life. That’s all I will allow him in
life.”

It was like
Mary was not in the mood to discuss it really and like she was just
saying it as it was. Denise flicked her eyes to Denver again and
then she clapped her flat hand to her mouth to stifle a giggle. The
pill was at its fullest strength in her system now and the giggles
were a side effect of that. And yet the horror of what Mary was
saying had not escaped her.

“This is too
fucked up for me. I can’t take this.”

Denise sounded like she
meant it until Mary interjected.

“No, you want
more orgasm don’t you. You want more of what I can give you because
you are a horny slut, and you need it. And don’t forget you like to
beg for it. I have it on my phone. Those clips will look good
posted online.”

Mary was
going for the jugular of Denise. She’d already been showed how
entrapped Denver was, and she’d already heard the possible life he
had in front of him, or her, as the case may be. Now she was
feeling just as entrapped. Mary watched Denise as the eighteen year
old struggled with her thoughts.

“But you
don’t need to worry. You’re not going to be hired out the highest
bidder. You’re going to be my ‘personal’ toy. You are going to
gratify me. You are going to please me in every way that I choose.
I am, let’s say, complex. But you will learn to please me,
sexually, in every way. I’m not going to say your life will be
easy, because it won’t. But you will learn to live your best life,
with me.”

Denise was
doing her best to process the words but she wasn’t having much
luck. And now she was stroking herself between the legs. Her hand
had slipped inside the silk wrap and then her fingers found her
saturated cunt and she was stroking herself and letting her tongue
run over her lips as well. It looked as though she was turned on by
the sight of the locked up cock of her brother. But that was an
optical illusion almost. She was horny because she had been made
horny, and it was a fact that anything would feed that horniness.
Anything!

“And on that
note, I am going to leave you two alone for a while. You must have
a lot to talk about, and I understand that. I have things to
prepare for you, for later. But I’m hoping that I don’t need to
tell you, not to leave this room. Not to make any phone calls, not
to tell anyone what is happening in this house. If you
do…….”

And she let
her words hang right there, unfinished. She’d applied the mental
bondage to the two offspring of the woman she was going back to
now. She didn’t lock the door because she was confident that she
had the two where she needed them. She wasn’t sensing that they
would stray from her instructions or that they would cause her any
problems, so she left them.

 



CHAPTER
TWELVE

 


“You need to
be on your best behaviour. The kids are coming to see
you.”

Mary used the
kids word deliberately because it resonated more perversion in this
setting and in this situation. Debra’s eyes popped open and seemed
to bulge. Mary was just topping up her drugs, keeping her at that
level where she was easily controlled and where the addiction
didn’t let go of its hold on her. It was a different scene now.
Same room in the annex but different.

“Mmmmmmmpphhhhhhh.”

Debra made a
noise but she couldn’t do anything else other than make a noise.
She was skinned in semi-transparent smoked latex from head to toe
which gave her this almost ghostly appearance. And she was on this
raised platform which made her already substantial height even
higher. To her feet and lower legs were boots with ballet heels
that were thin and spiked. The arches forced to her feet were
extreme and it was as though her entire weight was baring down
through her spine to the tips of her toes. There was no bend back
of the toes to take that weight off. It looked like something that
was agony and it looked like it was something that was a continuous
torture.

“You
sssshhhhh now, you’re doing absolutely great. I’m proud of
you.”

And Mary was
using this tone that hadn’t been heard before. This tone of
‘caring’ and nurturing and one that would get into the mind of
Debra, and make her hang onto, as she sank into a new renewed
oblivion.

The thing was
that Debra’s clitoris had been pulled through a slit in the crotch
of the latex, and that in itself was a shock to the system. That
clitoral bundle looked as though it had been sucked up. And that it
had been sucked out to such an extent and under such pressure that
it was swollen grotesquely. It was swollen to such levels that it
didn’t look natural.

And to this
swollen bundle of sexual nerve endings was attached a sucker cup
that was completely transparent so that it could be seen what was
inside and what was being done to that clitoris. There was a
constant movement of the clitoral flesh - like a constant
manipulation of it and constant stimulation of it. And to add to
this part of the image there were her sex lips, all chubby, and
swollen and pulled out as well, through a slit in the latex, just
to be left hanging there. It looked grotesque, but it looked
obscene as well. This wouldn’t be what a grown, mature woman, and a
mother would want to be seen like.

There would
have been the desperation of Debra to move her feet - just to
transfer the weight from one to the other so that she could at
least try to get some relief from the pressure on her spine, her
legs and her toes. But she couldn’t do that because they were
secured to the base she was standing on via ankle chains and locks.
And then, to make her discomfort worse, her arms had been pulled
behind her and secured high up her back in some kind of reverse
prayer formation. This meant that she couldn’t use her arms, or her
hands in any way - to say that her limbs were debilitated would be
something of an understatement. And yet at the same time, she had
to put in the effort to stand. Correction, she had to put in a
great deal of effort just to stand there on that one spot and with
her feet parted about eighteen inches.

“Mmmmmmmphhhhhhhh.”

There was
that noise again. A terrible noise that might remind someone of an
animal in distress. In effect Debra had been reduced to that status
- an animal in distress. And the effect of the way she was secured
and immobilised was that her latex skinned breasts were thrust
forward and this stretched the latex to the limit. But through tiny
re-enforced holes her nipples had been pulled through and had been
give the same treatment as her clitoris.

Little
transparent suction cups applied and then those nipples sucked
under such pressure and for such a length of time that they were
swollen almost to the point of non-recognition of them as nipples
at all but rather as simple sexual organs that had been sensitised
to the maximum. That sensitivity so great that every little
attention to them brought renewed, absolute undiluted pleasure
through Debra’s sexuality.

And that was
the thing, like her clitoris, there was this constant movement -
this constant cajoling and this incessant stimulation of those
nipples that cannot have been good for Debra psychologically and
that reflected in the noises she was making.

“You look
spectacular darling. And more than ready to receive your visitors.
But you need to be a good girl. If you are you can have an orgasm
in front of your offspring. I know you’d like that, we’ve spoken
about it, haven’t we?”

She was right
they had spoken about it, often at the height of her orgasms when
the seeds of perverted taboo would be planted. The horror that she
could even think about orgasming in front of her offspring, like
this, was drowned out by the addictive need that Mary was
inflicting on her. That need and those orgasms were the only thing
that kept her going now. Those and the slow drip of drug cocktail
that Mary was feeding into her. That drug cocktail now being
administered via a cannula into a vein in her upper, inner thighs.
And into one of her wrists another cannula that took a constant
drip feed of cocktail to keep her from dehydrating.

Over her head
a tight latex hood that had pads pressed into the eyes to blind
h2:er,
denying her the sense of sight. And a cut out on the crown to
extract her hair and place into a high tight pony tail which was
pulled up high, and seemingly tight, to be plaited into a hook
above her and that aided her balance. That hood, skin tight to her
face, to her head, so tight in fact that the pressure above and
below her lips, forced her full, deep red lips out. But those lips
kept apart by a horse like steel ‘bit’ that was clenched by her
teeth. It was like she needed to clench on something because of
what she was going through. It was like that was put there, not to
gag her as such but to give her some comfort in what was happening
inside her body and inside her mind.

“Mmmmmmmm.
Mmmmmmmm. Mmmmmmmm.”

It wasn’t a
‘pleasant’ sound that she made. It was like one that showed she was
at the end of her tether. One that showed there wasn’t much more
she could take before she would topple off the edge she was on and
into some kind of abyss.

“I know
darling, I know. But you know, you’re living your best life now,
the same as your little ones will live their best lives. Don’t you
worry I will make sure they live their best lives as
well.”

And with Mary
there was this sense that everything she did, every movement she
made with her exquisite body, everything she did and everything she
said, was to further the torment of the person she was talking to.
And that came to the fore with Debra. This poor woman knew what was
happening to her. And consequentially, she knew what it meant when
Mary spoke of her living her best life. This was her best life. And
to hear this woman saying that her kids would also live their best
life, that she would make sure they did, was like an utter torment
being applied to the psyche. It would have been like Debra would
have been wishing that she didn’t know. Like she would have been
wishing that she was kept so far under, so in that drug and sex
fuelled euphoria that she had no clue what was happening on the
‘outside’ so to speak.

But this was
what Mary did. She inflicted the addictions but at the same time
she made sure the awareness was kept intact. It was a balancing act
but one that she knew she could do. But what of this creature -
this Debra creature? There was this magnificence about her, about
‘it’ but there was also this wretchedness about her. The
magnificence of her height, her stature. The way she was
‘displayed’ and sexually addled was almost beautiful to see. And
yet the actuality of it was that she was wretched. Inside her head,
inside her mind and inside her sexuality she was this wretched
sexually addled, drug and drink addicted fuck up. And she knew
this. This was the torture, that she knew.

She could
immerse in the sexual pleasure and the orgasm when this psychopath
‘Mary Poppers’ was kind enough to give her one. But all other
times, she was fully aware, with full clarity of what she was going
through and it was this that made her wretched.

“Mmmmmmm.
Mmmmmm. Mmmmmmm.”

Over the
front of her mouth and nose another transparent mask like thing,
through which tubes were fed through, and then into each of her
nostrils. And this was the slow drip of alcohol, and the compressed
droplets of poppers. Drip drip drip to keep the levels up. It was
like wretchedness layered on top of more wretchedness. And this
whole set up made Debra appear more like this creature than
anything. Taken as a whole, the image of her, the visuals were
supposed to be disturbing, and supposed to be devastating and they
were that with interest. One had to feel that both Denise and
Denver would be devastated. But then they had their own shit going
on. Maybe they could be all devastated together?

“Bringing you
down now lover, I want to build you up again. You know, I want to
build and build that orgasm so that I can make your need for it is
all the greater. Bring you up, and down and then orgasm so you go
to that special place of yours again and then, prepare you for your
offspring. How does that sound, lover?”

Debra had no
option but to listen to every word that Mary spoke. It was like
literally all she had. She was in this with her and no-one else. It
was like she was detached and separated from the rest of the world
- or from the real world. And it was like she was dependent on Mary
in every single way, which of course she was. So she had to listen
to every one of those words or it would, be to her
detriment.

But she
didn’t want to see her Denise and Denver. She just didn’t. Well,
she did, but she didn’t want them to see her like this. This wasn’t
a good look for them, she was sure of that. And that horror was
mounting in her mind and it was doing all sorts of bad things to
the inside of her head. But she knew that she couldn’t avoid what
Mary was going to do to her either. She was helpless, literally
where she stood, anchored to that base, unable even to take a step
in any direction and with her suspended by her hair. She knew that
Mary was now going to reduce the drugs that made her high and
replace them to an extent with a more intense sexual
pleasure.

She was going
to take her down, and there would be that very short but
indeterminate time that she would be in the despair of having
‘nothing’, literally nothing. And that that sexual need would creep
in. And it would be that sexual need that would infest every fibre
of her being. And when Mary said she would bring her up and down
into orgasm, what she meant was that she would torture her with
denial. She would edge her time and time again until she was a
shivering, shaking, trembling latex skinned wreck of a woman. And
only then would she allow that orgasm. It was the torture of denial
- being brought there, right to the edge time and time again.
Almost believing that this time she would be allowed to orgasm, but
then being brought back from that edge into more denial.

“Mmmmmmm.
Mmmmmmm. Mmmmmmmm.”

Those noises
getting worse and worse. And throughout this process Mary acting
weirder and weirder. Coming close to Debra so that she could press
an ear to her latex skinned tummy - as though she was listening to
those noises inside her. As though she was needing to listen to
what was going on inside Debra as she forced this edging nightmare
on her deeper and deeper.

“You sound
delicious darling. It’s like I am as one with you. It’s like I know
you inside and out.”

And what
Debra could feel was the high of the drug cocktail being drained
back. She wouldn’t be taken down altogether because that would be
dangerous. It would invoke some kind of reaction like cold turkey.
If there was anything that was certain in this, it was that Mary
knew what she was doing. She would take her right back to the edge
of cold turkey but never let her go into it. If she did then Debra
would become unmanageable, or unfit for purpose. She would become
in a way unworkable because of her need for drugs and she would
then cease to be of any use to Mary.

“Mmmm, you
can feel it. Can’t you lover? You can feel all of those lovely
drugs coming out. But I’ll leave just enough in you, to make your
addiction work harder.”

Mary sounded
completely mad. And yet she sounded real as well. Debra sounded
distressed because she knew what was ahead. Mary had done this to
her a number of times since she’d been in this annex. She’d told
her,

“This is all
so that you become, and act like I want you to be slut. You know
right, you’re not going to have to worry about a thing going
forward. I’m going to take care of everything.”

And the worry
was that whenever Mary spoke like this, it sounded like this was
the long game. Not like this was something that this woman would do
to Debra and to this family and then move on. It sounded like she
was in it for the long game - in fact, that the long game was the
whole point.

It didn’t
matter what state of mind Debra was in, there had to be the
questions of how this woman, this psycho of woman, could do what
she did. She was a woman who seemed so normal, and so capable in
the real world, but then there was this monster inside of her that
when unleashed was capable of unspeakable things. Ok there was her
leather, and her high heels, and her fetish vibe, but that was
alright. Plenty had those vibes about them but weren’t
monsters.

Debra grunted
as she felt herself coming out of the ultra-high of the drugs and
into the sense that it was now just about her sexuality being
manipulated and cajoled. Mary would want her to concentrate and
focus on the pleasure without so much of the high and this was
working now. If she could have shifted her tippy toed feet on those
boots she would have. She would have been agitated but instead she
was just anchored there and forced to stand on the spot as this
pleasure was forced onto her.

There was
this sense that she was being raped by pleasure. That had to be it.
There had to be this knowledge that if Debra had a choice, then she
wouldn’t be suffering like this now. But there was also this sense
that she needed it as well. It was at times like this she could
feel her breasts heavy, and the tips of her nipples soaking up all
of that sucking and movement in the suction cups. That intense
pleasure through her nipples then spreading like heat to the larger
globes of her voluminous flesh.

“Mmmmmmm.
Mmmmmm. Mmmmmmm.”

“Good girl.
Good girl. Now a little more alcohol. It will give you that feel
good vibe.”

That was
something at least, a little drip, directly into her blood stream,
of alcohol. And now Debra chewing on the bit between her teeth
because that was all that she could do. That was all that she was
able to do. Those noises echoing the pleasure that was being forced
into her extremities, and yet they were also noises of distress
because she knew how this was going to go down. She knew that by
the time she was given an orgasm, if she was given an orgasm,
because it wasn’t always like that, she would be at the edge of her
madness.

And it was
when she was at that edge of madness that she wasn’t sure she would
recover from it. Quite where in Debra’s mind she was taken when she
was edged like this couldn’t be imagined or guessed at. It was like
something that was a dark place, but also a place where she needed
to be, but didn’t want to be. That’s how fucked up it was. And then
those questions even so often, about how this could be happening to
her. And about Denise and Denver, what was happening to them. And
so far gone was Debra when she was on that edge that she sometimes
forget their names. Like she could see them in her mind but for the
life of her she couldn’t remember their names. That was what a
severe ‘edging’ did to a woman’s body and her
psychologically.

At these
times all she wanted, all she needed to do was orgasm. But that
wasn’t in her hands. Nothing was in her hands. She may be given an
orgasm or she may not. She didn’t know and that made the torture
all the worse. Only Debra knew what she was going through. All she
could do was stand in that one spot on that base. All she could do
was go through with what Mary wanted to do to her. That was all she
could do, all she could exist in was what Mary wanted

“Ready for
the orgasm, slut lover.”

 



CHAPTER
THIRTEEN

 


“Denver,
Denver you’ve got to snap out of this now. You have to.”

Denise was
trying to talk to Denver but she was fighting her own demons at the
same time. She was fighting the fact that she was wet through and
horny. So much so that really she should’ve been sorting herself
out with an orgasm, but she was fighting with this nightmare that
was unfolding as well. This woman who’d come into their lives had
come in to fuck them up, and she had. But the overriding feeling
was that she had barely started yet and Denise had to get her head
round that. She had to fall in line. Her greatest urge was to pick
up her phone and call the police. But she resisted that,
just.

“If we do
anything she’s told us not to do, she’ll finish us off in some
hideous way. I know she will.”

Denver spoke but he was
like a drone.

“Did you
really do what she said?”

This was
Denver’s chance to tell the truth of what happened, and yet he
didn’t which showed the level of brainwash that Mary had applied to
him.

“Yes, it was
my fault, all of it. I did it and have to pay the
price.”

Denise just
looked at him. Mary had certainly wormed her way into his mind and
was now living there rent free. And because of that, Denise could
feel her own resolve slip away. She sat on the chair and her silk
wrap fell away showing an expanse of long shapely leg. Denver’s
eyes dropped to her legs and she saw that. Denise and Denver had
always been close in that brother and sister way. They had their
ups and down and they didn’t invade each other’s space and yet they
always had each other’s backs. But there was this sense, in
Denver’s room right now, that the relationship had changed
irreversibly.

“Don’t look
at my legs like that Denver.”

He’d admitted
that he’d raped Mary’s mouth so what else was he capable of? This
was what Denise was thinking and she could feel her skin crawling
at the thought of her brother looking at her like that. She just
wished that she was stop leaking and dribbling between her legs.
And she wished she could stop that incessant throb from her
clitoral bundle.

“I’m sorry I
can’t help it.”

And he was
being truthful this time. He couldn’t help it. If he had been under
the misconception that the cock cage would take away his desire
then he was wrong, but then Mary had told him that. That thing,
that cage, that tube thing fed into his bladder through his urethra
was something that concentrated the mind - he was mindful of the
fact that he had no ability to gratify himself sexually and that
knowledge made him desire all the more. The simple thing was that
cock cage was going to eat into his psyche and into his
maleness.

Where the two
siblings should have been working out that they’d done nothing
wrong and that they could just up and leave that place and contact
the authorities, they didn’t. So why didn’t they? This woman, Mary
Poppers had done what she set out to do to them. She’d fucked them
up in the heads and now they were just doing as they were told. For
a long time neither of them spoke.

“What about
mum? What’s she done to mum? We don’t even know where she is. We
have to behave I guess. See where this goes.”

Denise was
being reflective but at the same time she was now stroking her cunt
openly and Denver was looking and he was licking his
lips.

“We’re not
going to get out of this Denise. We’re fucked. I know we are. I
know what she’s capable of and so do you. Fuck knows what she’s
done to mum.”

Denver was
watching Denise stroking herself. He’d never looked at her or
thought of her in this way before but he could feel his cock
twitching in the cage. And his stare, his look was so intense that
he was dribbling over his bottom lip. Mary had fucked him up but
she had fucked up Denise as well. Whatever she’d given her in that
pill, together with the poppers had made her insatiable and the
more she stroked her wet cunt, the more seductive she looked or
came across. To the point that she didn’t mind Denver looking at
her. In fact it heightened her pleasure to feel his eyes crawling
over her in that dirty filthy way.

Of course
deep down she knew how she was acting was wrong. There was no way
that this could have escaped her. But she also knew that the sexual
need was strong. She slipped her fleshy wet tongue across the
fullness of her lips and she looked at her brother.

“You wanna
help me out Denver, just this once, with your mouth, and
tongue?”

And those
words were like a bombshell. But it wasn’t like they were bombshell
to Denise herself. She was on a one track path to another orgasm
and she was thinking of the most taboo way to achieve that orgasm
and getting hotter because of it.

For Denver,
he just looked at her. He heard the words and he knew what they
meant but his cock was twitching and filling the cage, his cock
flesh squeezing through the bars. He’d never be able to get an
erection. But what he would get was pain from his cock attempting
to erect. He wanted to. He wanted to desperately, but there was the
physical inability to do that. And the more his cock tried to get
hard and erect the tighter the cuff around his balls
became.

“You want me
to lick you, make you cum?”

His voice
wasn’t as incredulous maybe as it should have been. This was a
brother and sister who’d had their relationship changed by this
woman, this Mary Poppers. And he was dribbling more profusely
now.

“Yeah yeah I
do. It won’t do any harm, it’s not like we’re having actual sex are
we? You’re just licking me and you can’t, you know put your cock
into me, so……”

And as she
was speaking she was spreading her legs wide so that Denver could
see more. She was smiling at him like maybe she shouldn’t have been
doing. It was ok, she’d justified what she was going to let Denver
do in her own fucked up mind, so that was ok. Denver didn’t really
need a second invite. Since that cage had been fitted to him, his
desire and ‘need’ had grown and grown. Having the ability to orgasm
taken away was one thing, but having the desire increased because
of that denial was a torture in itself.

Denver was a
little sheepish as he got closer to Denise. She should have been
sheepish as well but she wasn’t. She only had one thing on her mind
and that was to get herself off. The thought of a wet, warm tongue
doing that for her far outweighed the knowledge that it would be
her brother doing it. She simply opened her legs wider, and used
the fingers of both hands to spread her sex lips apart to show
Denver the inner pinkness and swamp that was her cunt. There was
that bubbling, pool like wetness that was partially filtered the
pinkness, but at the same time invited attention.

“Come on,
lick me like you love me.”

And she was
smiling as though she was seducing someone she’d met on a night
out. Denver got down to his hands and knees and crawled between the
perfect, long legs of Denise and by this time his cock was
straining in the cage. And he was leaking pre-cum that would only
ever be that. But he was hungry for it as well. He wouldn’t be able
to come but he would be able to taste sexual fluids, and he would
be able to taste real girl cunt - something he’d never done
before.

But this was
as close to a fantasy that he could get now. Back in the day there
would have been those obscene fantasies of girls and women he
conjured up with his so called mates and he could feed on them to
an extent. But there was no cock cage then - there was none of the
taboo debilitation. And he had never, NEVER fantasied about his
sister before. But what he was getting into now was a whole new
thing. A whole new taboo thing that as a young man he would never
get over as such.

He sniffed
Denise’s cunt first. One would have to suspect because he didn’t
believe he could be this lucky. He so wanted and needed to wank his
cock and get some more intense pleasure for himself but he
couldn’t. The best he could achieve was to tickle his balls and
make like it was a woman, Denise even, licking his testicles. And
as he parted his sister’s sex lips with his tongue she let out a
big moan. And then he dived in deep and was eating hungrily. As he
did that Denise attempting to hold her legs wider still, to welcome
him in. This was something that neither of the siblings would get
over. Mary hadn’t left them alone for no reason. She knew the state
of each of them, and what would likely happen in that
room.

At times
Denise closed her thighs to the sides of Denver’s face and head and
she squeezed tightly. That seemed to intensify the pleasure for
her. She could feel her brother’s tongue squirrelling into her cunt
and she could feel that tongue scooping the juices from her inner
walls. She would remember thinking that she didn’t realise that
Denver’s tongue was so thick and so long and that made her more
horny. The thing was that everything seemed to make her more horny
and it was like she couldn’t get enough. This in turn made her feel
a bit guilty as she lapped up that licking she was getting. She had
to give it to Denver, he could lick and he could eat
deep.

“Uhhhh
deeper, harder you fucker.”

Denise hissed
between gritted teeth and she was pulling his head in harder and
she was grinding her pelvis and her pussy into his face purely to
get as much pleasure as she could get. To say that she was being
selfish, and greedy, and pretty obscene would be an understatement.
But the fact that she was showing no signs of concern, or of giving
mutual satisfaction to Denver was also stark. Maybe she just had
this knowledge that Denver’s cock was locked up, so it couldn’t be
gratified.

“Come on
Denver you fucking pervert, eat me out. And I mean EAT
ME.”

It didn’t
sound like Denise. She sounded somehow deranged. And for Denver,
that cock of his was rigid but bent in that cock cage. There was
that pain associated with it being stuck in something it couldn’t
burst out of. But there was also that thing where the tube that
went down the centre of his cock, into his piss tube and down to
the bladder was creating its own pain. And that was a pain that was
almost too much to bare. And yet Denver had this strong, like
addictive desire to eat his sister out. And he was doing that. He
was eating her out despite the pain. And with the taste of Denise
came the absolute need to eat deeper and deeper.

They didn’t
know it. But the siblings were fucking each other up, in their
heads. At the moment there was this addictive desire to do what
they were doing. But all the time there was this sense that a
little bit of each of them was being eroded away by the eager
tongue of Denver. Denise was helping, and was pressuring her
clitoral bundle. She was reaching down, between her spread legs and
rubbing and pressing her clit with her fingers as Denver ate her.
And when she erupted into orgasm it was all over Denver’s face, and
down his throat. He coughed and spluttered and yet he felt her
intensity.

Denise
tightened up, she was tort, and trembling as an orgasm of massive
proportions raged through her. And this was an orgasm that was new
to her. She’d had orgasm before, Mary fucking Poppers had given her
an orgasm. But this was different. It was intense both in its peak
and then after it had come down again.

“Uhhhh fuck
what have we done?”

Denise
sounded distraught and decimated. Like everything had come to her
in one rush. That was the thing, it had come to her in one rush.
Denver was sobbing.

“What the
fuck just happened? What’s the matter with me? What have I
done?”

Both siblings
were destroyed by what had happened. For Denver he had that guilt -
the same guilt only more, that he had when he had ‘raped’ Mary’s
mouth and throat. Only now he had gone a step further with his own
sister. In his mind, in his world, his life was over. And when Mary
found out what he’d done with Denise, there would surely be more of
a price to pay given that he hadn’t paid the price yet, for what
he’d done to her.

Denise was
trembling. The journey down from her orgasm was longer than it took
for Denver’s guilt to paralyse him.

“I don’t
know. I don’t know what the fuck is going on. Who the actual fuck
is this woman, and what does she want with us Denver?”

Denver had
collapsed in a teary heap between Denise’s wide open legs, and
where she simply lay with her legs lazily opened to expose herself,
to absorb the disgust in herself, Denver was in a heap between
those long soft legs. It was like a scene from some kind of fucked
up taboo film made in the cesspit underground of vice and sex
slavery.

“We’re fucked
sis. I tell you we’re fucked!”

Denver
sounded like he was accepting of his fate - whatever his fate was.
He was casual with Denise even though that guilt was now entrenched
in his psyche.

“We need to
find out where mum is and once we do that we can get out of here
and get that Poppers bitch into some kind of secure detention. She
shouldn’t be allowed out on her own. I mean she is one sick
fucker.”

Denise was
livid with anger because her voice was shaking even though she was
still coming down from that orgasm. It had been like the rush of
despair had washed over them both at the same time, like a huge
tsunami that took in everything in its path.

“How the fuck
are we going to do that? Look at us! Look at me? What do I do, pop
into the nearest A&E and ask them to cut this thing off me? I
mean Den, look at me will you?”

And yes
Denver sounded like he had more than the weight of the world on his
shoulders. Denise was angry but she wasn’t so angry that she didn’t
know what had just happened, or what it meant. And for what seemed
like a long time they just stayed where they were and said nothing.
There was like this weird silence that came over them but over the
entire bedroom as well. It was like what more could they say? What
more could be said? It was like they wallowed in each other’s
despair. And very slowly, very gradually both fell asleep where
they were. They fell into deep, but troubled sleeps where they
could maybe escape their despair for a little while.

 


“Well well. I
don’t need to ask what’s been going on here now do I.”

Denise and
Denver were woken suddenly and for a few seconds neither seemed to
know where they were or what had happened. And it was only on sight
of Mary that it came back to them. And both of them sat upright.
Denise had to lift one leg over the shoulder of Denver and the
redness and the ‘eaten’ flesh of her sexuality could be seen. How
long had they been asleep? What time was it now? What day was it
now even?

“Oh fuck,
fuck fuck. I’m sorry Mary it was my fault, all of it.”

Clearly
Denver couldn’t hold it together any more. He was admitting
something that was not true at all.

“No no, it
was MY fault not his. I needed to, you know…..”

And that was Denise eager
to take the wrap.

“Ah, I know,
the old ‘I am Spartacus, no I am Spartacus, no I am Spartacus’
trick hey? It’s ok. Let me solve this now once and for all. You are
BOTH to blame equally. You just can’t help yourselves can you? And
Denise, YOU should know better. You KNOW how weak Denver is. You
KNOW that he has urges.”

And Mary was
playing with them, it was as simple as that. She had this sadistic
smile on her face as though yet again her plan was falling into
place. The siblings didn’t say anything else. Probably they were
both thinking, what would be the point?

“Anyway
darlings, I’ll deal with this later. For now I want to take you to
see your mum.”

And she said
it with what was more than a smile. But both Denise and Denver were
now alert and upright. Denver looked the most relieved that his mum
had been mentioned. Denise looked at this woman suspiciously. She
was a woman herself - at least she was crossing that threshold into
young womanhood and she knew what other girls and women were
capable of.

“You’re
fucking with us, right? You’ve got no intention of letting us see
mum, right?”

Denise was
holding it together, but what she was feeling inside couldn’t be
described. She was as decimated as Denver, just in a different
way.

“I am fucking
with you, yes. But, I have EVERY intention of showing you to your
mother. Every intention. Now Denver we need to pretty you up, you
know, more feminine than just pink panties, and Denise is going to
help you with that. And Denise, I want to see you dressed and made
up as the most debase slut that you can imagine - I’m sure you know
the kind of thing I mean. You have blank canvases for you and for
Denver but when I come back, say a couple of hours, I want you
ready to present to your mother. She needs to see the new
you’s.”

And Mary
Poppers smiled at both as she reversed out of the door and closed
it behind her.

 



CHAPTER
FOURTEEN

 


And when
Debra orgasmed, it was like she had been taken into orbit and on
top of that she was more than slightly drunk. Mary had edged her,
and edged her until that madness was ever closer and then she’d
given an extra hit of alcohol through a drip. Poppers were being
fed to her slowly through one of the tubes in the transparent
facial mask also.

Debra didn’t
know how long she’d been on that base, or how long she’d been
shrink wrapped in that latex, chewing on that bit, or forced to
stand in her tippy toes, partly suspended by her own pony tailed
hair. All she knew for sure was that if she didn’t orgasm this time
then she might as well give up. But what was give up? And yes, it
was doubtful that she would be permitted to ‘give up’. Mary
wouldn’t allow that, not at all. Not under any circumstances.
Whatever Mary decided was the way it would be for Debra.

“Mmmmmmm.
Eeeeeeeeeeeee. Mmmmmmmm. Mmmmmmm.”

But in the
event, the orgasm came and it came like a freight train. Her
clitoris sucked up and swollen in that little cup and the fluid
oozing from her distended hanging sex lips dripped to the base
between her feet and simply added to the obscene, sexual vibe that
seemed to emanate directly from Debra. Mary didn’t interrupt this
orgasm by talking.

She needed
Debra to soak the whole thing up. She needed her to experience what
she could do for her so that her dependence on her grew and grew.
So she just watched. She watched her intensely as Debra coped with
that mega orgasm whilst completely debilitated and
helpless.

Mary knew
what she was doing. Of course she did. She was melting a little bit
more of Debra’s mind before she moved on to the next phase of her
infiltration of this family’s life. And because of that Debra’s
eyes were rolling. They rolled because she was sniffing the poppers
- she couldn’t do anything but sniff them because they filled the
mask she was wearing. Poppers was like her breath - it was like her
fresh air. It just so happened that her ‘fresh air’ weakened any
resolve and fed an already desperate sexuality.

And Mary held
her at the peak of that orgasm for as long as she could without
Debra passing out. She wanted to see her actually take more than
she had ever taken in the peak of an orgasm. She wanted to see that
total despair there - that awful desperation in her eyes, first for
that orgasm to peak and then the absolute desperation for it to ebb
and flow away. It was that few seconds at the peak that she wanted
to see. The few second where Debra just needed it to stop. When she
needed the pleasure to just fucking stop because it was bordering
on pain that she was feeling. And she could to that could Mary. She
could get to that peak and hold Debra right there inside it. She
could hold her there until she passed out if she so desired. But
she didn’t. She just needed to see that look of desolation on her
face and then she could take her down.

She made her
come all the way down until there was another desolation there
tormenting her psyche. She took her all the way down and then she
spoke.

“I’m going to
fetch the kids now. They need to see their mom.”

And she put on that fake
American accent as though she were trying to be funny. Instead she
just came across more psychotic.

 


And then
Debra was alone. She couldn’t see that she was alone she could just
sense it. The eye pads were inflated and pressed into the eye
sockets of the latex hood so she was still completely blind. But
what Mary had said had frightened her. She wanted to see her kids
but she didn’t want them to see her like this. Mary had topped up
her drugs again now so she was high. That and the mingle of the
alcohol, and poppers applied the high but it also tickled the
sexual arousal that was with her all the time. She didn’t want
Denise and Denver to see her aroused. That wouldn’t be
right.

And she had
no problem thinking what was right and what was wrong but she
couldn’t switch off her high, or her arousal, or her need for
sexual orgasm. She just couldn’t. It was like she had been
completely altered by this woman and she was desperate not to be
seen by her offspring. But at the same time she knew she would be
and this had a baring on the state of her mind.

She knew how
she looked. And she knew how her big nipples had been pulled
through the latex holes and then worked on. She knew that her
clitoral flesh had been sucked out also, and then worked on to make
her like this - and then her sex lips, her labia. And she knew, she
just knew that what she looked like at this time was not what she
wanted her children to see. Yes they were in their teens and
probably un-shockable to most of what the world could throw at
them, but not this. And this was having a detrimental effect on her
mental state. It was just the images being conjured up by her
fucked up mind, that she couldn’t cope with.

But at the
same time she couldn’t cope with herself. Or couldn’t cope with
them seeing her ‘now’ because of how she had been changed and
altered. How would they feel about her ‘needing’ those orgasms? And
how would they feel about seeing her dripping from her swollen
distended sex lips? She could only think that her answers to these
questions would be ultra-negative. Whatever she came up with in her
mind wouldn’t prepare her for the reality of what would happen when
Mary returned with her kids.

 


“Oh, fuck,
what have you done to her?”

That was
Denise. She was the only one of the two who could come up with any
sort of response to what they were both seeing. Debra had gone
rigid in her bondage, and in her drunken, drug fuelled and needy
state. They were here with her now, and she was hearing it, not
seeing it.

“Oh your
mother fell off the wagon I’m afraid and I’m helping her. She
couldn’t do anything about her re-addictions I’ve helped her with.
But the other thing is that she showed her real colours to me. She
showed me how sexually addled she is. How needy. So I am helping
her with that also.”

And for Debra
listening to this, she was somewhere more than mortified. She could
sense her offspring there. And she could feel them, that she was
near to them. And she wanted, and needed so much to feel them
cuddle her. But she had the feeling that she would never feel that
again.

“She’s
dripping. Mum is actually dripping.”

Denver spoke
as though he was in some kind of fucked up, obscenely sexualised
world, which of course he was.

“She is slut.
And why do you think that is? It’s because she is a disgrace. She’s
a disgrace as a mother and a disgrace as a woman. So I am helping
her. Just like I’m helping you both. But take your time, have a
good look at her. Have a good look at your mother - see if what you
see and hear changes your perception of her.”

Mary was
dripping poison into their heads. She was manipulating the way they
would think about their mother. And she had already started the
process of changing how Debra would think about them and when she
pulled out those eye pads that process would be full on in
motion.

Denver didn’t
look like a sixteen year old boy any more. He looked like a whore.
His sister had dressed him and made him up and she had put some
thought into it. Layers of nylon, a silk slip, one of her own, as a
dress, ripped to reveal more. And then a full face of makeup,
including red lips and dark eyes. She’d re-arranged his shaggy mop
of hair to be more feminine, and even slipped high heels of her own
onto his feet. He didn’t look like a teenage boy any more. He
looked like a more than capable whore. Mary had congratulated
Denise when she’d come back to take them both to Debra.

“I’m
impressed. Very impressed, I have to say.”

Denise had
managed to dress and makeup Denver in a way that concealed his
locked up caged cock, even though it was still easily accessible.
And for Denise herself, she had slutted up to perfection. For some
reason she’d known what Mary meant when she told her to make
herself look like the most debase slut ever. There was just this
feeling that judging by what Mary herself dressed like and looked
like, that she could come up with something, like she had for
Denver, from her own wardrobe of old and new. And so she was in
shiny purple leggings, and heels. And crop top that only just about
held in her developing tits. She’d plastered the makeup on,
something that she never usually did and definitely not the red
lipstick effect.

And this was
an eighteen year old girl who looked like she could give the best
blow job on the planet. And because those leggings were a garish
purple, her wet spot, between her legs was clearly visible, due to
her own constant arousal. How she looked was certainly not what her
mother would approve of, or even be able to comprehend. Although
she would recognise the signs of ‘addiction’. Maybe she would see
herself in Denise.

“Now mama are
you ready for the big reveal?”

That simple
question, that simple line from Mary was enough to worry Debra half
to death. One might say that she would have been willing to give
anything, or do anything not to be in this position now. She’d kill
for her kids, any mother would. But this was a nightmare that she
couldn’t avoid - that she couldn’t get out of.

“Of course
you are, don’t bother to answer.”

Mary answered
her own question and all Debra could do was clink the steel bit in
her mouth as she felt the tug of the eye pads, and then the rip of
the velcro as they were taken right out.

It took some
time for her eyes to become accustomed to the light again. At first
her huge eyes hurt but they eventually got use to the light and
then she began to see again. But that was the thing, what she was
seeing was Mary, yes she was there. But who were these two other
people with the leather clad Mary? It took some time, maybe a long
time even for her to begin to put the bits together in her mind.
There was no sudden penny drop moment. It came to her gradually,
very gradually.

And Mary did
nothing, nothing at all. This was the bit she wanted and needed to
see the most. She needed to see all of what she had done to this
family so far to come to this peak. It was a different peak to an
orgasmic one. For a sadist like Mary there was just this need to
see another woman, an older woman in her deepest despair. And to do
that she needed to simply step back and be quiet.

Denise and
Denver did likewise. It was like for them they were simply stuck
for any kind of words and they just stood there. Maybe they had
thought that their mother would be the first to ‘greet’ them or
something. But instead all Debra could do was drip all over the
base she was fixed to. All she could do was tremble in whatever
movement she had available to her. All she could do was wallow in
whatever high, or arousal or inebriation Mary was feeding through
her at this point. And that was the thing - Mary had finely
balanced what was happening inside Debra’s body and inside her
head. Yes the drugs had been turned down but kept her mind off
needing a bigger fix. The poppers though, they fed her need
together with the constant stimulation of her nipples and her
clitoris.

Denise simply slapped her
hand to her mouth as though she was stopping something coming
out.

“But, her…
her…. Between her legs, and her nipples. What the actual
fuck?”

Denise wasn’t
normally a girl given over to melodrama but this was different.
When her brain finally confirmed that it was her mother she was
seeing, there was this shock wave that went through the whole of
her and that shock wave just kept on coming. There were no
circumstances in existence that would prepare a daughter for seeing
her mother in this space and so she was having to deal with it live
and Mary watched this as well. She was interested in the family as
a whole. Oh yes, Debra was her main focus, but it was how the
offspring dealt with what was happening to her and also to
themselves that she needed to see and process in her
mind.

“It’s quite
simple darling. I’ve taken her weaknesses and re-applied them. She
had been on the road to recovery - well on the road in fact but
that won’t happen now. I’ve taken her back to that bad place she
used to be in. That dark place. And she won’t ever climb out of
that abyss again.”

And Mary was talking as
though she were proud of what she’d done to Debra.

“But, why.
For fucks sakes why? I don’t understand why her, why
us?”

And Denise
was truly aghast and bemused that she couldn’t work this out. She’d
known what this woman had done to her, with that thick black dildo,
and she’d seen what she’d done to Denver. But seeing her mother
like this was something that was breaking her brain. It was
something that didn’t sit right in her mind. Something actually
that didn’t sit in her mind at all. It sat on the periphery trying
to get in and settle there but it was like Denise wouldn’t let it.
That she wanted to but that her mind was rejecting it. This was
pretty much expected by Mary, so she let that bit run its
course.

“No real
reason other than I saw your mother in her modelling days and I
thought, ‘I want to ruin her. And I will ruin her’. It’s as simple
as that really. You two, the offspring are simply collateral
damage. If she didn’t have kids, if she didn’t have you two, then I
would be simply ruining her. But well, when needs must, you two are
simply along for the ride and since it’s like that, your suffering
will further her suffering. It’s really not that hard to work out,
once you get used to the visuals.”

Mary spoke
casually and cruelly. Was she forgetting that she had two innocent
teens in front of her that she’d already partly ruined? That she’d
already partly brain melted? No, of course she hadn’t. This was
this biggest act of her sadism so far - bringing mother and
offspring together in this way. She was in control on micro level
so she didn’t forget anything or lose her head at all.

Denver didn’t
say anything. He’d gone pale under his whore like makeup and he’d
even at one point stumbled on his high heels because his legs were
a bit weak and wobbly. It really had been too much for him to cope
with and he was already on the verge of some kind of breakdown
because of it. There was this constant pressure of the cock cage
and that tube thing through his penis, and that caused the constant
arousal and need and at the same time prevented him from
erecting.

Now all he
did was lick his lips as he eyed his mother from top to toe. There
was no way his brain would be able to comprehend or totally
understand what he was seeing. The mish mash of latex that skinned
Debra, that indescribable sexualisation of the woman that had given
birth do him. He wouldn’t be getting it, and yet at the same time
his cock would be trying it’s hardest to get hard. That pony tail
of his mother erupting from the crown of that hood of hers and
woven into the hook helping to keep her balance in her bondage. It
was like it wasn’t his mother and yet at the same time it
wasn’t.

He looked at
her dripping to the base and it was this that he focussed on. That
wasn’t missed by Mary. She didn’t miss anything.

“Yes, she’s a
dripping slut, just like you’re going to be. You’d like to lick
that up wouldn’t you slut? You’d like to slut strut to mamma and
lick up her mess from between her feet?”

Mary was vile
and obscene in what she said and how she said it. What she was
suggesting was unthinkable - something too perverted and too
obscene to comprehend by anyone from the normal everyday world. But
this wasn’t that everyday normal world. This was Mary’s world. The
fact was that Denver would take any kind of sexual ‘happening’ that
was offered to him in the absence of him being able to gratify
himself. Denise looked at him as though expecting him to tell Mary
to fuck right off. But he didn’t. Instead, he began to dribble and
drool from his lipsticked mouth and he looked at this leather clad
woman as nodded. He wanted to do it, he wanted to go and lick his
mother’s mess up. Denise shouldn’t have been too disgusted with
what Denver had done for her when she’d been in that place where
she needed to orgasm.

 



CHAPTER
FIFTEEN

 


End
Game

 


At about the
time when Denver was making his way to his mother, to lick her
sexual drool up from between her severely arched feet, Debra was
computing was she was seeing at last. And that could have been a
good thing, or not. With that realisation there was this noise that
was coming from Debra. Firstly what had this woman, this Mary
Poppers done to her beautiful offspring? So much rushing round her
head at the same time as dealing with an intense arousal that
wasn’t going away anytime soon. It was like she was balancing on a
very narrow tightrope and because of that she was not moving in
either direction, backwards or forwards.

That
continuous stimulation of her clitoris and her nipples, working her
mind as well as her body and to a point that she was not partially
distracted from giving the reaction she should have been giving but
fully, and this was driving her mad. And because of this, she’d
been slower to understand what was happening and what she was
seeing. But when it all clicked into place in her mind she still
had the pure undiluted need between her legs as well. And that was
like a double stacked torture that was not only cruel but it was
relentless.

It was like
in there somewhere, in that dark mire she was in there was this
notion that she had to pick between her pleasure and her offspring.
If only she could have realised that there was no such choice. She
would always choose the orgasm because this was the way that Mary
had rewired her. It was just that her mind hadn’t caught up with
this yet. And when it did there would be this other torture for her
to endure. That she would always choose her orgasm over her
offspring.

“You go lick
it up slut. Show mamma how I’m gonna make you into the best girl
you can be. You know mum, he raped my mouth and throat and now he’s
gonna spend the rest of his life gratifying perverts of all
descriptions as the feminized slut that he’s going to be. You know,
I’ve already planned for him to have breasts almost as epic as
yours and that whore of a daughter of yours.”

Again Mary
was spouting cruelty and poison, and to Debra it must have been
just rubbish, it had to have been like, ‘what the hell is this
woman going on about?’ And yet at the same time all of that
knowledge, all of that perverted shit being drip fed into her mind
just like all of the toxicity was being drip fed into her blood
stream was telling her otherwise.

“Mmmmm mmmmm
mmmmmm.”

Mary watched
Debra take it all in and she smiled. That smile was slightly
lopsided and it was more than slightly feral in its appearance. One
had to wonder did this woman think of what must have been going
through the minds of all three family members? That had to be a
‘yes’ of course she knew what went through their minds. This was
what, as a sadist and as a psychopath, she would have been working
towards. This moment of reveal - where it all became very clear
what was happening and why. And the fact that this was their new
reality. That this was their new normal and that it was their best
life. Their best life that is, according to Mary
Poppers.

Of anyone,
Mary would have known the impact of what she was doing. And
although she knew that there would be more revelations and more
poison to drip in to all three, this was the biggest step so far.
Something to feed that psychotic need in her to hurt people, normal
people, not just deeply physically, but also
psychologically.

“That’s right
mamma you take it all in. Take nice deep breaths, let the poppers
take you there. Let the alcohol keep you buzzing and let the drug
cocktail keep you right where I want you.”

And there was
this sense of gratification in the tone of Mary’s voice as well as
a sense of giving the offspring of this woman more information
about what she was doing to their mother. And for Debra, Denise and
Denver this was a learning thing. They were learning more about
this woman who’d come into their lives but they were learning more
about and the future they had as well. There was no way they would
be able to get their minds around this ever. But all they could do
was go along with it. What else could they do? What other choice
did they have?

“Get down to
your hands and knees slut, and sniff the juices first. Sniff them
then lick them, then suck them all up. If you do a good job of that
then, there may be a treat for you.”

And Denver
was getting down, he was doing as he was told. His own never
gratified desire was making him do what he normally wouldn’t. And
what he would normally shrink away from in horror. He had a number
of things going on. He still had deeply installed in his mind that
what he’d done with Mary made him a criminal that could see him
locked up. He had the fact that he was more aroused, more in need
of an orgasm than he would ever remember feeling. And he had the
horror of the woman he was at the feet of, was his mother. And the
other woman there with him, the older one he would have to be
careful not to fall on the wrong side of. He had to try to please
her or he could end his life in worse way than it was being ended
already. This was one serious fucked up young man with absolutely
no way out that he would ever be able to see. He was beginning to
see Mary as his saviour, not his nemesis.

Debra was in
utter torment above Denver. If she tried hard she could look down
and see him at her feet, and between them, sniffing the juices that
she had leaked. Standing back was Denise who was speechless and in
some kind of trauma at what was happening. And yet a closer look at
her would reveal that behind her eyes, there was this acceptance
that her life, their lives were being pulled apart. That THEY were
being pulled apart as a family.

“Please Mary,
please stop this. Stop it now, please Mary.”

This was like
some kind of last ditch attempt at ‘something’ and it almost
whimpered from between her lips. She pleaded and yet there was no
conviction in that pleading. And on top of that she could still
taste herself - where she had licked and sucked herself off that
dildo after it had spent some time up her ass. And that was this
toxic reminder of what she had been reduced to in those moments
herself. It made her question herself. It made her try, even with
her fucked up mind, to analyse herself.

“Now, you
ssshhhhhhh, this is just the start and I want YOU to be a big part
in what happens going forward. I want you to be my right hand girl.
Come here lover.”

And Mary had
moved in behind and round the stunned, trembling Denise and she’d
slipped an arm around her waist and then turned her to seal her
lips with her’s. And she was kissing her deeply. Denise’s eyes
opened wide, and bulged as though they were out on stalks, but then
they melted back as she ate back into the kiss that Mary was giving
her. It was like she was giving in because of this absolute
undiluted sexual environment that she was existing in - much like
it was for Denver.

Mary was
rubbing Denise between the legs, making that wet spot spread wider
in the crotch of her leggings and then sliding her fingers up, to
the nipples under the top she was wearing. And then she produced a
phial of her number one weapon, the poppers, and she wafting them
under the nose of the eighteen year old.

It was like a
breath of relief that Denise let out. As though this was what she
needed to make it alright. She’d already got Denver, her own
brother, to lick her to orgasm once, so she was hardly the innocent
in this anymore. And now, here was Mary kissing her deeply and then
treating her to that cloud of aromatic poppers, just to take the
edge off it a little more for her. And that was sending her into
that euphoria again.

“Good slut.
My right hand girl. We can achieve great things, but you need to be
on the same page as me. You need to be beyond the point of outrage
and shock. You need to immerse. You can come out of this in much
better shape that these two…”

And she indicated towards
Debra and Denver.

“But you have
to forget you’re a family. You have to be what I want you to be.
You have to throw them to the wolves slut. Think you can do that
for me?”

Mary was
using that seductive but nasty edged voice of hers. And she was
also speaking so that Debra would be able to hear what she was
saying. For Denver, it was too late. He was in that other place
that he would always prefer to be in from now on - he’d had too
much bombard his mind. Too much to contend with. And already he’d
been relegated behind his sister. It was just too much for him to
negotiate - to please Mary ahead of Denise and probably ahead of
his mother. He was already thinking he was male and therefor down
in the pecking order. He had tasted his sister and now he was
tasting his mother and he sniffed and then licked the juices from
the base that Debra was secured to.

Mary broke
another kiss of Denise and left the eighteen year old standing
there in another state of bemuse. She wanted and needed to see
Denver and Denise up more close and personal and she had something
special for Debra as well.

“Let’s turn
you up, slut. Give you a bit more of what you want and
need.”

And there was
this upturn in the sucking on her clitoris and nipples through
those little suction cups. And the effect was immediate. This was
the pleasure that Debra needed. But she didn’t want it like this.
At least she wished that she wasn’t getting it, not like this. Not
with Denver down there, his cock locked up, and looking like he was
some kind of teen whore, licking that mess up between her severely
arched feet. But as the suction became more and more so, she had no
choice but to wallow.

That was
something that she had to accept. It was something that she
couldn’t help. There was the knowledge of what she shouldn’t have
been immersing in like this, that would always be there, but there
was this acceptance that she couldn’t do anything about it. That
knowledge would always be there. Mary could completely brain wash
Debra if she so chose. She could turn her into some kind of zombie
slut who remembered nothing about her previous life. But that would
be no fun, not for Debra. She needed all three, Debra, Denise and
Denver to know what they were going through at any given time. She
didn’t want them to forget, or not know. She didn’t want Debra not
to know what was happening at her feet right now. Didn’t want her
to not know that it was Denver down there. And she didn’t want her
to not know it was Denise standing watching on. This was her
sadism. This was Mary’s form of sadism.

The noises
coming from Debra now were of distress, yes but also of pure
immersion in the pleasure those little suction cups were giving
her. For Denise she was planted to the spot as she watched this
scene unfolding in front of her. She had her own throbbing clit to
contend with. And as Denver licked that base that Debra was
anchored to, clean, Mary spoke,

“When you’ve
cleaned up the floor slut, I want you to lick up each of your
mother’s feet, and legs. Work over the feet first, all the way up
the boots and to the latex above her knees. When you get that high
you’ll be able to see the splashes of her most intimate juices
waiting for you to taste. I want to see that latex super
clean.”

Debra was
hearing this and she was chastising herself inside her mind. About
how she was a rubbish mother. About how this was all her fault and
her disgust in herself for being like she was now. She was saying
sorry to Denver, again in her mind, but at the same time she was
going after that pleasure - she was immersing in it and letting
flow through her. There would be guilt when she came down but she
knew that. For now though and was aware of Denver licking the
arches of her feet in those boots. She was aware of the noises his
mouth was making. the licking, the slurping. And she was aware of
the high she was in, and the needy euphoria created by the
continuous feed of poppers to her nasal passage.

She could
feel the suction working on her clitoris and this was making her
wetter, she knew that. This was never something that she’d want to
or ask to go through in front of her offspring. But it was
something that she had no choice in, or couldn’t control. And for
Denver there was the strain of his cock in its cage. There was the
absolute desire in him to taste his mother. He’d tasted his sister
and now he was in dire need of tasting his mother because this was
his sex life now. That cage wasn’t coming off his cock any time
soon and so he had no choice other than to gratify that desire in
him in another way. And right now, that was by licking up his
mother’s mess.

Mary watched
as though she was in some kind of trance. She was a woman who had
set out to do something to this family. And those plans were now in
the advanced stages. She wasn’t done yet, not by any means, but she
was ‘in’ now and the family were under her control. She had gone
past the point of return and there was this ‘vibe’ that was
settling on her psyche in with she could work to make the rest of
their trip down into a one way vortex, like a living nightmare. And
when she thought about that she smiled. She smiled wide.

“That’s right
Denver, higher now to the latex.”

Mary beckoned
to Denise to come stand closer to her. And when Denise did that
Mary slipped an arm around her and held her in close. Denise didn’t
know what was going on.

“I need an
orgasm Mary.”

She’d leaned
in, put her head on Mary’s shoulder and whispered to her. Mary
tilted her head, all lover like, and held it there for a second and
then she responded.

“You can have
one the same time as your mother, how does that sound,
slut?”

She was
calling Denise a slut and yet almost treating her like a lover and
that was fucked up enough.

“Yes
please.”

Denise’s
response was simple. She was already working out that it was
pointless to be outraged or disgusted in what this woman was doing
to them. She was working out that it would be better to just go
with it. To just fall in with Mary’s wishes, wherever that took
them. She watched Denver, that cock cage hanging out of the dress
she had put on him. His cock straining at the bars, squeezing
between them, and that drool of pre-cum that had squeezed past the
tube into his urethra and was now hanging down, dripping from the
tip of the stainless steel bars to the floor. It was a scene of
sexual carnage, and a sexual kink that was way beyond these teens
to comprehend and so it was better for them to just go with
it.

When Denver
got to the thigh latex, it was like he could feel the flesh with
his tongue beneath because the latex was so thin, so skin tight. He
could feel the tremble of his mother as she was brought closer and
closer to that orgasmic place. And Mary had been right, there were
the leaking and the splashes of Debra’s juices. And he licked these
up as though his life depended on it. And at that point there was a
noise of utter distress from Debra as she realised that the
sensation of that tongue through the latex was an added feed to her
own desire. Mary adjusted the suction again and there was a deeper
more guttural groan from Debra behind that transparent mask she was
wearing. She sucked with her nose harder to get that buzz of the
poppers. She wished she could move her feet but she
couldn’t.

“Mmmmmmm,
ghhhhhhhh mmmmmmm sssssshhhhhhhhh.”

When Debra
orgasmed, Denver had worked his way up, and was licking the
bareness of her dripping sex lips. He hadn’t been told to do that,
his sexual depravity had taken him there and Mary laughed. She
threw her mane of thick hair back and laughed softly as she cajoled
the clitoris of Denise through her saturated leggings. And in a way
this was a scene of mutual sexual gratification. Denver got right
down and flicked his tongue over Debra’s hanging dripping sex lips
and inside her to own her. Debra was at the height of an orgasm
that she would never forget and she was squirting into Denver’s
mouth. She would never forget this for a reason. Denver her
youngest off spring was down there, lapping at her, feeding from
her. And that string of pre-cum dripping from him had become
thicker and more voluminous.

“You can come
now lover.”

And Mary
pressed Denise’s clitoris through the leggings and her eyes opened
wide as they both watched Denver and Denise. Seeds were being
planted in her head. Denise wouldn’t be less inclined to such
scenes in future. Rather she would crave more of them. And when
Mary began to drip feed in what she had in store for both Denver
and Debra, she would be fully on board. Fully immersed. Fully
needing of such depravity. Mary smiled again as Denise’s and
Debra’s orgasms raged.

“Ready to
turn Denver into a girl?”

 


THE
END

And as she
orgasmed Denise simply nodded, manically. Mary Poppers smiled
again.
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