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CHAPTER ONE

 











PART ONE - Infiltration

 
The otherwise darkened room was glowing with the feed from a 32 inch computer screen. On the screen was Jasmine, a full red lipped version of attractive, wholesome, curvy, sex-on-legs.
“Why did you choose me Dawson?”
She was in this constant state of motion - suggestive motion. Visible just from the waist up giving the impression she was squeezing her thighs, and that it was pleasurable for her to be doing that. Her enormous breasts were threatening to spill from the tight latex top she wore. Her eyes were narrowed, heavily made up, and every so often her fleshy wet tongue tipped the corner of her mouth and then slid back in out of sight. It was like she was in her own zone. Not on autopilot, but in a gear she needed to be in.
“I don’t know…”
“Yes you do Dawson. Tell me, or I can’t help you.”
Her voice was soft, low, her nostrils slightly flared, as though she was sniffing Dawson through the screen.
“It said in your bio that you’re a psychotherapist…..”
“But that wasn’t all was it? Tell me the truth Dawson, all of it.”
It was like in this soft, seductive and yet firm way, Jasmine was guiding him. Eeking information out of him slowly.
“I, I was attracted to you. The vision of you. I’m sorry I can’t help it.”
Dawson sounded pretty humiliated at having to ‘fess up.
“But again, that’s not all is it? You were attracted to me because I’m also a sex worker right? And tell me what this does for your ‘urges’?”
She ran her tongue the width of her flame red mouth slowly. All the time she was moving. Swaying, lifting her fleshy breasts - rolling them - filling up the screen with them. Dawson sighed, like he’d been cornered.
“Every time I see you, every time I hear you, get a message from you, my cock goes rigid hard. My bell end goes purple like it’s about to explode. I’m sorry I don’t know why this is. I can’t help it.”
Jasmine didn’t say anything at first. She just looked into the camera, effectively looking right at Dawson and she smiled. That smile was malevolent.
“You say that like it’s a bad thing? It’s not. In fact it’s a very, VERY good thing that I have this effect on you. I WANT you to be hard like this, for me, whenever we interact. I want you to be dripping pre-cum when I have you alone like this. I want that cock of yours throbbing with desire for me. I want it to be like I am the most important sexual ‘thing’ in your life.”
She sat back and crossed her legs and there was a slight glimpse of nylon sheathed knee. Not to mention the sound of nylon rasping nylon. Her words were designed to lead and reel in Dawson. And yet she spoke naturally, as though she didn’t have to put any thought into it. As though it came as second nature to her.
“I know you have one hand on your cock now. I can’t see it, but I know.”
“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry…..”
“No need to be sorry. I understand. Now, I want you to tell me what your home life is like. More to the point your sex life with your wife, Shelly?”
And still she looked in the camera right down the screen at Dawson. And he was visibly moved by this. The mention of his wife’s name, under these circumstances was like an electric shock to the soul. It was like the thrill of bringing Shelly into all this was an added kick for him.
“She’s perfect, perfect in every way…”
“I don’t think she’s perfect or you wouldn’t be here, with your hard cock in one hard, talking to me by live feed. But go on, tell me more about the perfection that is Shelly?”
It sounded as though she was gently mocking him just by pointing out the obvious. Dawson didn’t reply immediately, it was like he was trying to find the words.
“She’s sexy, and perfect. Everything about her. Her legs, her ass, her tits, her lips. The way she carries herself, the way she looks at me. She’s just perfect.”
Dawson droned a bit. He sounded dreamy for Shelly. That he was in love with her was not in doubt. But this was a lever for Jasmine to use. And she would use it.
“Yes yet, here you are with me, over a screen, rubbing your cock because of how I look, and how I sound. Rubbing your dripping cock because of the filthy halo I have around me - probably rubbing your cock at the thought of me being a whore. But that’s ok.  Tell me about when you have sex with Shelly? Tell me what it’s like?”
She got her accusatory words in and then she moved on quickly not giving Dawson a chance to respond. There was another brief silence before Dawson spoke again.
“She has this ritual. She gets everything nice - everything perfect. She lights a candle and makes herself beautiful on the bed like a princess and then she beckons me to her, to come between her legs. It has to be clean for her, not dirty. For the time I’m inside her, it’s just wonderful. But she is perfect though, I couldn’t want for any more.”
It was more like he was trying to convince himself.
“Once again though, here you are, now, with me. She’s not like me you mean? You can’t do filthy dirty things with her. But here now, your mind is free to wander into the pits of filth, right?”
She was searching and digging at Dawson, and yes accusing. He didn’t answer verbally, he just nodded his head like a goon as he rubbed his cock.
“Tell me what you’d like to do to me Dawson. Tell me what this freedom does to your mind and your urges? I want to know. I want a snapshot of your mind, right now.”
She was smiling at him, encouraging him and yet there was this edge to her voice. Like a sharp edge.
“I wanna rip your tits out of that top and suck your nipples until they pop. Then I wanna flood your cervix with my seed. After that….”
And he paused knowing he was letting his lust speak for him. And knowing he was going over the top with it.
“After that what?”
Jasmine didn’t let him off the hook though. She was on a roll but it was a gentle roll.
“After that I want to slip my cock into your whore mouth, get you to clean me off. Get you to suck me clean. I want you to show me my seed dripping from your cunt. I want to watch you scoop it up on your fingers and suck it off and I want to see your throat move as you swallow it.”
That was his hard dripping cock speaking. And it was like he was partially choking on his own words. Maybe he didn’t believe what was coming out of his mouth. But this session had got the better of him. Jasmine was hitting too many nails on the head. He didn’t know how she could actually know so much about him without him telling her. And now he was telling her more. Now he was filling in the blanks so to speak.
“I see.”
“I’m sorry Jasmine, truly I am…”
His words tailed off.
“There’s no need to be. You’re being honest and I like that. If you’re honest with me then I will be honest with you. I think your issues are at home in the shape of Shelly. She’s the reason why you are the way your are.”
She was prodding and testing Dawson. She was shifting any blame from him to her.
“No, no she’s perfect.”
“Do you want to do to her what you just described you’d like to do to me?”
It was a simple question.
“No, no I don’t.”
“And why is that?”
“Because she’s perfect.”
Oh yes, he was being honest alright.
“Meaning I’m not, and that’s the reason you want to do those filthy things to me - and have me do filthy things back?”
There was another silence, this time extended.
“I don’t know, maybe.”
“I think I can help you Dawson, but it will mean a change in your sexual preferences. And, I think I can help Shelly as well. Would you be up for that? Keep rubbing your cock Dawson and think of me helping both you AND Shelly.”
She was tickling the less than obvious triggers in Dawson - the subtle ones. He took deep breaths like he was reacting to the sound and the tone of Jasmine’s voice. The conversation wasn’t going exactly like he thought it would. He’d been made to face more than he’d ever faced in his life by Jasmine and his cock head felt like it would explode. The thought that he would be ‘soft’ at such an attack on his psyche just melted away. His cock was positively throbbing.
“You can help? Give me therapy? I’m not sure that Shelly would be up for therapy or ‘help’ of any kind. She knows she’s perfect.”
And there indeed was the problem. All of this was down to the perfection that was Shelly. Jasmine smiled and she rolled those mountainous breasts of hers.
“One step at a time Dawson. I want to take care of your sexual preferences first and then we’ll deal with the therapy and Shelly. I have to take care of your sexuality first and foremost - change its direction. Change your preferences and show you the kind of things that you’re missing out on, by being under the spell someone so ‘perfect’. You know it’s not healthy for you, to be so obsessed with this woman - this perfect woman, right?”
Again there was that slight mocking sense. And not at the same time. She was drawing him in. She was using her soft, inviting, feminine voice and she was seducing Dawson. At the same time she was making sure that his cock stayed solid hard, and kept producing that pre-cum.
“Do you understand Dawson. What I’m telling you is that I want to be in your life, and in your mind. And I want to help you. I want to ensure that I help you as much as I can. And Shelly.”
She was reeling Dawson in but at the same time she was ensuring that Shelly stayed in the conversation. She was slowly ‘including’ Shelly in the moment. She was making sure Shelly was not excluded. In a way she was at the beginning of letting Dawson know that, this help of hers, this ‘being in his life’ would only progress if Shelly was included.
But she was packaging it up in a way that would blow Dawson’s mind, but not all at once. She knew what a sexual obsession looked like. And she knew how she could twist that into something more. How she could twist and mould it into something more toxic.
Jasmine had always found it easy to manipulate men. Always found it easy to get what she wanted. It was something that had been in her for a long time. It had bubbled under the surface for a long time and it was only recently, maybe in the last year or so that there were urges to let it out and act on it. Jasmine knew that it was a one way rabbit hole she was taking Dawson down. And it would be even more so a one way rabbit hole that Shelly would be sucked into and devoured.
“Yes, yes I understand.”
“Good boy, now rub your cock, MY cock for Jasmine. Show me how important I am to you, just by how hard and dripping your cock is. Show me now. Stand up, show me that cock. ‘MY’ cock.”
And her tone had changed, ever so tinily. Almost an imperceptible change that resonated with Dawson as he got up and showed his cock to the camera. It certainly looked like it would explode. The bell end was engorged with what looked like black blood. And there was this dripping of thick fluids - his pre-cum. Jasmine knew he was on the edge. She liked edging men. She liked edging them so that they were mindless, and so that she could manipulate them and mould them.
She let her tongue slip out of her mouth across her red lips. She was a stunning woman. Yes she was attractive, pretty, and ‘dirty’ all at the same time. And at the same time she was everything that Dawson lusted after. He could never lust after Shelley like he lusted after her. She smiled to herself knowing this.
“Mmmmmm now this is how I like MY cocks to look. I want you like this all of the time. I want you to be ready to receive my help. And being ready means your cock, solid hard like this, leaking and oozing. I think I can be of great help to you and Shelly, and with an outcome that gratifies us all. Tell me this is how you feel as well Dawson - tell me as you stroke that cock. Show me how it all makes sense to you.”
Jasmine’s voice had taken a downturn in the tone. A deeper, more greedy tone. It was like she was prepping Dawson. And it was like that because that’s exactly what it was. She was prepping Dawson for the next stage.
 









CHAPTER TWO

 
Dawson’s Journey
 
With Shelly, Dawson had always been punching well above his weight. She was this image of feminine perfection and he was this slightly awkward little man with a hint of a stutter sometimes when he spoke. Quite how this 36yr old bagged Shelly had to be the mystery of the century. He’d always been awkward round women. It could have been down to the ‘primal scenes’ he’d been subjected to in earlier years. He’d never got over the sight of his father fucking his mother in the doggy position. How he’d posed her on the edge of the bed so that she could reverse into his thrusting cock. And how he’d spread her knees and told her,
“Dip your back. Arch it, push your filthy cunt-hole back to me.”
And then as his mother did as she was told. Probably that had been the biggest thing. His mother doing as she was told by his father. There had always been this patriarchal thing going on in that house and with Dawson not having any siblings, that he knew about, it all kind of centred on him. Somewhere along the line it all got twisted in Dawson’s head and there was no doubt that the primal scenes he witnessed were something to do with that. But instead of growing up, treating women like his dad treated his mother, the opposite was true, to an extent.
As he became sexually aware, as he discovered masturbation, and what went on when masturbation exploded into orgasm, he developed this obsession with women, seeing women and girls as some kind of sexual alter. He began to sexualise women’s legs when he saw pictures of long stockinged legs and high heels. And lips, red lipsticked lips with a cigarette dangling from them. That had been another primal scene. And breasts - the epitome of femininity. It was like sex became this ‘mystery’ to him. And as a result, women became like mysterious goddesses to him. There was no doubt he developed awkwardness around them as a result of this. Eventually he lost his virginity to Shelly, but getting to that point had been a long road.
The habitual masturbation became his sex life long before Shelly came along. And he had all this sexual information in the melting pot of his mind. The pleasure of wanking his cock to pornography and to images he conjured up in his mind. That thing, the mystery and allure of women forever at the fore. And yet in his mind he could play with them, use them for his pleasure. He could do things with them and to them that he couldn’t ever hope to do in real life. He lived in this fantasy world where, with the help of off kilter pornography he could tie them up, abuse them. Shoot his load over them, and make them lick it up. He could make them cry, and he could hurt them to his hearts content. And this was where he could do what the fuck he liked with them - in his mind. And this kind of life he lived didn’t bode well for a man needing to develop into an exceptional human being.
He had to live with the knowledge that he couldn’t deal with women or interact with them socially. And that all came about as his sexual fantasies grew and grew. And with that growing deviant sexual world he existed in, his real life awkwardness became a reality. His socially inept skills held him back. His self isolation became his life. The lonely wanker, the loser in his room flipping his man-clit off to the type of pornography he could never hope to partake in for real.
There was no real surprise that Dawson elevated and progressed to the live chats online. The less than salubrious environments that encouraged perverts and twisted fucks like him to ‘come in and relax’ and to be whatever he wanted to be within the anonymity of the internet and web.
Again there was no real surprise that Dawson ended up the way he ended up. And yet he had a good job. He advanced his career in finance in tandem with that melted mind of his. He was able to live a double life kind of. And it was that double life that brought him to Shelly. Only god would know what attracted her to him. It had been at a company do that she’d seen him for the first time. She’d watched him, observed his social awkwardness and even noticed his inability to interact with women while being barely able to with other men. Maybe she felt sorry for him, who knows. It was as though it was fate happening there and then.
“Mind if I join you?”
That had been her opening line and at first he’d thought she was talking to someone else. But no, it’d been him. Her huge eyes drilling into him. He was already fucked up when Shelly came along. But there was no doubt that she was going to fuck him up some more with that ‘perfection’ shit she had going on. It was that which fed into all that established ‘women as sexual alters’ that his mind was flooded with. This Goddess coming along was like something that he could delve into. The way she made him feel at ease. The odd way they had sex in that clinically clean way. The way she took his virginity. It wasn’t normal - far from it. It’s not wholly obvious if Shelly’s part in the fucking up of Dawson was deliberate or nasty in any way. It could have been that in a way she was equally fucked up. Who knows whether she’d been subjected to weird primal scenes or not, in her early life?
Whatever, both their paths were in one direction. Towards a woman called Jasmine. A psycho-sexual therapist, a sex worker, a dominatrix who encouraged and actively searched for fucked up souls to fuck up some more. And she did it in plain sight. She did it through social media and ‘fans’ pages. For legal reasons she dressed it up as playtime and fantasy, but she was one deep, heavyweight of a woman who wanted and intended to make real the fantasies. Her own fantasies.
 
“Good boy, get that cock nice and hard for me. Get it so that it’s dripping for me. And tell me - tell me another of those little fantasies you have about me. Tell me some more of what you want to do to me.”
Some days had lapsed since their last online face to face chat. But Dawson hadn’t been able to get Jasmine out of his mind. She didn’t make him feel ashamed of the things he fantasised about. Instead she encouraged him. She brought it all out of him in a way that he just wanted to explode, there and then.
“But don’t you dare cum now, you hear? Cumming is only allowed if I say so. If you’ve been a good boy. If I’m pleased with you.”
Her voice filtered into his psyche like liquid silk. And it had this effect on him that he couldn’t work out. That he wasn’t all that interested in working out. It was all about the edging now - the staying on the edge for Jasmine. That edging transporting him to that special place in his own mind. That threatened pleasure, that stroking pleasure the be all and end all of his immediate life.
“I wanna cane your tits, make you cry before you sink you whore mouth over my cock and suck me off.”
His perceived sadism could be disturbing for some people but Jasmine wasn’t ‘some people’. She let him speak, not interrupting him and not stopping him from saying what he wanted to say.
“Then when you’ve edged me with your slut mouth, I wanna slide it up into your ass. I wanna wreck your ass with my cock.”
“Why do you want to do that to me Dawson?”
She put on some kind of little girl lost tone to her voice, as though she’d stumbled on another of his triggers and his urges.
“Because you’re a whore and I get to do what I like to you. You’re just meat.”
He’d certainly been watching way too many of those off kilter porn films. But Jasmine smiled with those whore red lips, and she let her tongue slip out and then back in again. It was funny, and enticing the way her full lips framed her tongue when that happened.
“Keep stroking Dawson keep edging, keep dripping. I like it when you do this for me.”
It was back to her almost throaty tone.
“So you’re saying because I’m a whore, I have no rights, right? Because I’m a sex worker, I’m a piece of filth that you get to toy with and use like I’m nothing?”
She was leading him. She had all of Dawson’s triggers preloaded into her own psyche, to pull out whenever she liked. Or whenever the time was right.
“Yes, yes that’s right. All of it. You’re a fuck toy. A container for my semen. You’re a consumer of my semen and a dirty slut because of it.”
Dawson was almost hissing through gritted teeth. He was on the edge and he kept having to stop rubbing just so that denied orgasm could die back and fade away. And then he would rub again. Jasmine was getting everything she needed out of him and this made her smile. But she smiled inside. The vibe now was not an outwardly smiling one. The vibe was intense, and deep.
“I’m all of those things Dawson - you’ve got me. You’ve busted me! You’re using me now, slipping that delicious cock of yours into my whore mouth and fucking my face. Keep rubbing Dawson, I know you’re nearly there. I know you are. Keeping imagining what you’re doing to me, and then slow down your thought just a little. Just slow them to ultra slow motion and re-imagine, it’s not my whore mouth but yours….”
And Jasmine paused to let Dawson process the words she spoke. This was an experienced and mature woman, a sex worker, a dominatrix and a psychotherapist. She knew where Dawson’s mind was and that was in the gutter. She knew what made him tick now. She’d guessed a long time ago that he’d been with mommy and daddy issues and that it had been the primal scenes that drove his sexuality. She knew that his lack of male development, and drive probably at some time or other gave way to feminine feelings. She knew that that kind of things he envisaged doing to her, were the kind of things he wanted to be done to him. It was a gamble at any point to make this play. But Jasmine was good at what she did. It was natural to her, to play her cards at the right time.
Dawson was so edged and zoned that he could and did sexualise anything - he was gooned out. Swapping himself, in his mind, with the feminine role of sucking a semen dripping cock was ‘hot’ for him. It hit like no other vibe. Why hadn’t he done this before? Maybe he had in certain ways but not this way. And it was this way that blew his mind.
“Mmmmmm yessssss me, sucking cock, sucking semen off a cock like a whore.”
Jasmine smiled that malevolent smile of hers and she sucked her teeth a little, in that gratified way. She was gratified that she’d planted this seed into the mind of Dawson. And now that she’d done that it would be easy to further it, and progress it. She likened it to reeling a man in. The hook was caught in his mouth and now all she had to do was reel him in.
“Good girl Dawson…”
Another test. Calling him a ‘good girl’ and yet retaining his name. It was like an extended test to see how zoned and edged he was and how receptive he was to ultra kinky suggestion. This could be a game. Like a game that married couples played in the privacy of their own homes. Behind locked doors and closed curtains. Except this wasn’t a married couple. This was a service, at least an apparent service, that Dawson bought and paid for. That fed into the narrative that Jasmine was a whore, and that her ass was his for the duration. And Jasmine went along with that. She played along but only to draw him deeper and deeper into the rabbit hole. I reality. She knew how this ended, and the end game was ‘her’ fantasy.
“Mmmmmm Dawson’s a good girl, a good girl…..”
He wasn’t speaking to her as such. He was simply dribbling sexually charged words through his lips.
“She is. Now imagine Dawson the whore with red lips, and big tits, being used by men. Being properly used like SHE deserves.”
It was all about the planting of the seeds into Dawson’s mind. He wouldn’t forget this session. But not only would he not forget it, it would eat into his psyche in a way that would be irreversible. Where he had a dripping drizzling cock every time he thought about Jasmine, every time he heard her and every time she messaged him - now that permanent ooze drizzling erection would be fuelled in other ways. In the ways that Jasmine dictated. She was taking over the asylum - that much was clear. But this was no accidental taking over of the asylum. This was what she did beyond her professional persona.









CHAPTER THREE

 
The Jasmine
 
If any woman deserved the title ‘woman of mystery’ it was Jasmine. It was like she existed in a world she didn’t come from - but did at the same time. Physically Jasmine was probably every man’s dream, and every boy’s wet dream. There could be no doubt that she was also the kind of woman who appealed to other women.
The thing about Jasmine is that she’s a very sexual woman. For some reason she’s a woman who exudes sex and sexuality. That could be a misogynistic view of a woman. But for some reason it’s just true. Anyone who came across Jasmine had this view of her. They’d look and then look again. Hard to imagine that she didn’t or wouldn’t get most cocks in the world in a state of perpetual messy, dribbling erection.
She’s classically curvy - maybe something that belongs in the heyday of Hollywood. She has hips, and breasts that could only be described as ‘epic’. And because of her shape, her legs as well, long and shapely and suiting the highest, spikiest heels. Her facial features are stunning. Deep dark eyes, a cute nose that flares its nostrils at the slightest urge. And then those full lips - full as in thick and expressive. some might say cock sucker lips and who knows if she’d agree or not? Indeed there was this sense that her lips and her mouth in general were a big part of who and what she was. And those lips, the ideal base for the shades of red lipstick. Cock-sucker lipstick.
There was more than the sense that Jasmine ‘lived’ the life. That she immersed and lived the life she inhabited. Just like there was that sense that she lived close to the edge of the law. Or close to the edge of breaking it. Yes she sought and actively engaged with the vulnerable. But all dressed up as fantasy playtime. For the most part innocent, and yet there’s something dark about her. Something very very dark. Something that’s hidden, and yet again something that’s in plain sight. Like the kind of person she would want to attract, would know that she’s there and waiting for them. It’s behind the lipstick smile, behind the dark eyes and within the soft nurturing voice - that darkness. Almost an evil, and yet unbelievably so, because of her magnetism.
Her degree in psychological therapy is like the cover for her to delve deeper. Like her ‘licence’ to delve deeper. Yes she’s a sex worker, and she doesn’t hide that. she wears it with pride in fact. But it’s like she uses that as a cover for what she’s really up to. Yes she’s in plain sight - this magnificent woman, this sexual woman who’s on the net, who’s uploaded all those cute clips, that almost childish voice giving fantasies to all who look. And yet this is a woman who, when she comes across an ‘interesting subject’, pursues them, sucks them into her world. Is she a control freak, of course she is. But she’s so much more as well. She’s multilayered multifaceted, and multiskilled in the disciplines she needs to do what she does. What she will do to Dawson? And Shelly?
Where does Jasmine come from? Who knows? She’s known only by one name at least in this heady, sleazy world she inhabits. There is no surname and she uncheckable by normal means. One can’t be sure if this is deliberate on her part. Maybe being a sex worker she needs to watch her own back. And yet, her professional credentials check out. She has a surname but I won’t divulge that here. Her degree, her qualifications all bare her surname. What I will say is that her professional name ‘Jasmine’ is her real birth name. This is it about Jasmine - she’s full of contradictions. Full of what-ifs. And yet at the same time she seems to have this double life running in parallel with each other.
Jasmine is an enigma wrapped in a mystery and this is something that helps her be who she is. No-one gets close to her. She doesn’t have friends, to speak of. She has co-workers and clients, in the world she lives and operates in. But she doesn’t get close to anyone, or let anyone get close to her. If they try she closes them out and they are out of her life from that point and that could be a red flag raised. Those she sucks in, her ‘victims’ are devoured by her. And ‘victims’ has to be right and correct as a description of those vulnerable ones.
She has a reputation in the industry. She’s known and respected. No-one has a bad word to say about her. She’s Jasmine. Cute, sensual Jasmine. Those lipstick smiles, and the dirty talk. She’s a mistress of it all. She doesn’t pose a threat to anyone else in the business because she does her own thing. But no-one really knows anything about her. They don’t need to. She’s got her space and everyone else has there’s. And so she operates in that plain sight bubble. No one has the slightest clue about the kink in her - that little twist in her psyche. The way her brain has been rewired and the way she can hide that rewiring from the outside world. She’s a compete entity, like a self sufficient one - self sustainable. All Jasmine needs is herself, to survive and thrive.
 
“Mmmmmm good boy. Good bitch.”
Jasmine’s voice kind of coo’d and caaa’d
“Tell me the one about the black men coming to use me, whilst you watch and masturbate. Tell me how you make it longer because you want to watch and watch and edge to make it nicer for your cock. I like that one.”
She was whispering to Dawson through the screen, encouraging him to be the pervert she new he was deep down. The camera was close to her, so that her face filled the screen. It was easy to see she was still moving seductively though and every so often that epic cleavage could be glimpsed. She was as intense as Dawson was with the edging. He was almost dribbling but they’d been at this for hours and what he needed was to cum. He needed to badly. But he knew he couldn’t. He knew he wasn’t allowed to cum. He’d never been threatened with what might happen if he came and came in one gush, without permission. But somehow there was this sense that he just couldn’t cum. That if he did it would be bad. So now there was this vibe and intensity that was simply on another level.
“I wanna see some big black fuckers really put that body of your through it. I wanna see them use a white whore - drill you deep. Hurt you and, and use all of your slut holes.”
Dawson almost didn’t sound human. His tone was animalistic and it was like that because he was so needy, so desperate for that orgasm. He was at the stage where nothing else mattered than the orgasm. He was at the stage where everything was sexualised. This wasn’t what he ‘really’ wanted for Jasmine. But it was his sexuality talking. It was the simple thing that he was that close to sexual eruption that anything and everything took on that sexual vibe. Everything was a turn on for him.
“Mmmmmm nice thick black cock hey? The ones that hurt going inside me and keep hurting for the whole time they are in me. And you wanna orchestrate it to make it longer - more torture for me right? You wanna make it like I’m crying as you wank, right?”
She was making it sound so sexy. Yes she was making it sound brutal but that brutality was also sexy. Yes, what she was describing was exactly what he wanted to envisage in his mind. This was what she was doing to him. Using her sick fantasies about her to draw him in more and more. She was doing his until it was time to close him down.
“Yes, yes you white whore that’s what I want to see. That’s what I want to hear. That’s what I want to ‘feel’ as the big black men pass you round like a whore rag doll.”
Poor Dawson. He didn’t mean to speak about Jasmine like this. He certainly didn’t intend to play on the fact that she was actually a whore of sorts. It was the needy in him talking, or hissing his words. And now he really was drooling.
“You know the routine Dawson. Now have those fantasies again, but this time put yourself in my shoes. Imagine it’s you being used and abused. I want you to tell me how you can almost smell those cocks now as one sinks into your ‘pussy’ and the other reams your throat open so wide that it blocks your breathing and makes your eyes almost pop. Go on Dawson tell me how you feel about being on the receiving end. I can tell you, it’s ‘good’ to be on the receiving end, real good.”
Jasmine controlled her tone in ways that were nuanced. This is what she does. This is what she does with ease. It sounds random. It sounds like she’s making it up as she goes along, which she is. Except it’s part of a formula she uses. It’s part of the ‘voodoo’ that she is expert at. And for Dawson it’s all about the orgasm. He was envisioning his mouth being stretched and then settling around one of those black cocks. Except because of his needy state, now there was a queue of black man waiting to use her, waiting to use him, making him even more needy.
“Mmmmm yes, I’m the whore being passed around these black men. I’m the whore sucking and fucking and mmmmmm yes it feels so good. So so good to be used like this.”
He was living it in his edging mind. These were the actual acts of re-wiring the brain of Dawson. What Jasmine was doing was very nuanced. She was letting him feed her these interracial brutal images and then she was flipping them right back at him. She was appealing to Dawson, but to the femininity in him. She was testing the waters again. She was just about discovering whether he had that feminine side it’s claimed all men have somewhere deep inside.
These needs and urges were being fed to him when he was at his weakest. When the sexual need and desire was melting him from the inside. And this would stay with him once he got a come down. Those little seeds planted and they could now simply fester and flower. His time as ’the whore’, being what would stay with him. It was like another little victory for Jasmine as she fucked Dawson up just a little more. Just another notch down that vortex.
She smiled as she watched Dawson on the screen become her. She could tell from his almost dead pools of eyes that he was in the zone and that the zone was being most productive for him right now. Oh how he would crave to be in the zone going forward. How he would need to be there. How he would crave to be there because he needed to feel what he was feeling all the time.
“Good slut Dawson. Good whore. Just a little longer and I’ll let you cum, because you’ve been such a good whore for me.”
This was all mixed up. It was all contradictory and yet it was all so right. It was good for Dawson to have his mind all fucked up like this. All of his senses confused and dazed. It made him more pliable and more easy to manipulate. Jasmine simply watched him sink into this vortex that he wouldn’t be able to climb out of.
And now there was promising words of orgasm because he was a good whore. All of that, all of those words would have been serving to melt his mind a little more. They would be making sure that he was a good slut, a good whore for Jasmine because this magnificent woman had the key to his orgasm. He couldn’t cum without her. Or without her permission.  And this was all playing with his mind some more.
In order to cum he had to be a better whore. He had to take more black cock, and he had to suck it until his throat was sore and swollen. This was Dawson at his lowest yet. This was Dawson being taken down that rabbit hole that Jasmine had prepared for him. And this was the start of his deeper experience - his deeper submission to this woman even though he didn’t know it.
“Mmmmm you can taste that cock now can’t you? The salty pre-cum. You can feel the throbbing of big black cock inside your pussy, and you know it’s right. You need to be a whore. Jasmine’s whore. You need it because you are Jasmine and Jasmine is you. This is your world now Dawson. This is who and what you are. This is what you will always be.”
This was the nasty sickness in Jasmine talking and confusing a vulnerable mind. Just laying some more ground work, more prep for the reality of what was to come, this was very necessary. Like a vital step, a vital stage in what Jasmine did.
 









CHAPTER FOUR

 
From Fantasy To Reality
 
Dawson hadn’t been able to sleep, or eat since Jasmine’d taken him so far in. He certainly hadn’t been able to fuck Shelly, and that had made her suspicious. Maybe not suspicious but perplexed. The perfect her’d never had in any trouble getting Dawson between her legs. Even if she didn’t want the disgusting stuff ejaculated anywhere across her outer body and flesh and certainly not on her face. She took him in, made him fuck her with minimal touch and with minimal sensuality, and that was that. She’d been brought up where men were perceived as animals and that with the right treatment and encouragement could live barely as human.
But recently she’d been thinking he must be having an affair or something. He could barely look at her let alone be inside her. She thought she made it quite nice for him, with the candles and creating a vibe for him. But she was so focussed on her perfection that she didn’t see that she was abusing him in a way. Like she was devoiding him of any real sensuality and love. This in itself was twisting Dawson into something he wasn’t originally but was now.
Of course he was having an affair. He was having an affair with Jasmine. Not a conventional affair. But his sex and sexuality was being taken care of by her. By this virtual woman who was also real. She was feeding his mind the kind of sexuality he hadn’t known existed. And at the same time she was turning him into something he would not recognise himself to be. And yet he became addicted to that. He became addicted to it, needing it, and needing her. It was no wonder he didn’t want or crave Shelly any longer. That made him feel guilty. Of course it did. He loved her and she was perfect but whether he recognised it or not this was the changing of the guard. Every notch he went down that rabbit hole with Jasmine now was like another nail in the coffin of the life he’d been living all this time.
“I like how you got us this little flat, for us to play in Dawson. It’s been perfect, just perfect.”
What Jasmine meant was that this little flat that he’d purchased in town gave her the ideal opportunity to isolate Dawson and play with his head. It gave her unrestricted access to him so that her markers could be reached and stretched. This way there were no complications. There was nothing that could make her, or Dawson take their eyes off the ball.
“I had to. I’ve been needing our sessions so much, so badly that I couldn’t keep slinking off in the main house for fear of being caught out. It’s got deeper with us Jasmine. What you do for me, has been mind blowing. But she’d have found out.”
He was zoned but in a dumbed down way. And this was exactly what Jasmine wanted and needed to hear.
“Oh, it’s going to get much much deeper Dawson I promise you. I’ve grown fond of you. We’re meant to be together you know.”
And there it was, the tug on the emotional and romantic heart strings, like she was becoming his lover or something. This really was what Jasmine did best. She melded and combined that dirty perverted world in which Dawson’s cock was so hard all the time it would explode, for her, with the softer, loving side. Making him believe there was a real relationship between them - like something that was conventional. She smiled when she thought about that.
“Oh really? You really feel like that about me?”
And there was this stardust in his eyes. He could never have imagined this epic woman saying this about him and it made him feel good inside. Really really good.”
“Yes Dawson really. In fact, I want us to go a step further.”
And she left it at that for now, knowing that it would take Dawson a few moments to process her words.
“A step further Jasmine?”
“Yes I want to meet you real-time.”
She left it at that as well.
“Really? You want to meet me real time?”
It sounded like he didn’t believe her. And yet at the same time her words were so good that they had to be true.
“Yes of course Dawson. I want us to meet, and ‘more’ in real time.”
All the time she let him process the words before she carried on.
“But before we do, I want you to prove your love for me. I want you to prove yourself to me, by doing something for me.”
Yes, that pause again.
“Anything, I’ll do anything to prove myself to you, I promise.”
“It’s funny you should say that Dawson. But be careful what you promise.”
And she was playing with him. Laying riddles on him.
“Get your cock out Dawson and get it hard for me. MY cock!”
He’d not have to do much to his cock to get it hard that was for sure. It was always in a permanent state of leaking pre-cum. Just one or two strokes and his cock head would be purple and pulsating the way it always did when in the presence of Jasmine. Here she was using his twisted fucked up sexuality to take him further.
“I want to send men to the flat, to abuse you and use you. I want you to pleasure their cocks in the same way you envisage and fantasise about using and abusing me. I want you to be ME, for these men. I want you to be all your fantasise about me. Do you think you can do that for me Dawson, before we meet? I mean I want to be proud of you, and this way I can be proud of you.”
She was doing it again. She was planting seeds to fester in the mind of Dawson. He would be disturbed by what she asked of him. And yet excited as well. That was the idea of getting him fully into the zone again before hitting with him the rest, and it worked.
“I want you to be proud of me Jasmine. I really do. Yes I’ll do it.”
And all the time he was rubbing his cock, making it ache, making it juice up. Making his will melt even more.
 
When the men came there were three of them. Big men, one of them black. The other a bodybuilder type covered in tattoos. And the third strangely normal. Average build and yet he had this stare that was unsettling. Dawson didn’t think he’d be hard with these men at first. He thought he’d be too nervous - too ashamed even of what he was about to do. But Jasmine had seen him through the build up, and she’d stayed on camera all the way through. His cock’d been hard, juicy as the black man had guided him to his knees and told him.
“Sniff it bitch.”
And just those words had made him so hard. He said things like that to Jasmine when she was encouraging him to be dirtier and dirtier. And the act of sniffing this black man’s cock had made him whimper in ‘glee’. This was what he needed to be doing. This was what he was born to do and Jasmine had known that. She’d known what was best for him. She’d known what to do with him. And she had told him that she could help him.
“Slide your whore lips over my cock and suck, slut.”
And so his virgin mouth was put to work whilst the body builder tattoo’d one knelt behind him and began by spreading his ass cheeks. Then he spat repeatedly on Dawson’s hole. Then there were fingers there, lubing him up, using his hole. When the solid cock was slid into him, at first he didn’t feel anything. But that cock was huge, bigger than his shrimp of a cock could ever be, and it hurt him. He spasmed and then there was that awful shooting pain and he screamed out.
“That’s right bitch you scream as loud as you want. Don’t forget, Jasmine is watching.”
And this man speaking about ‘his Jasmine’ like this was like a moment. Just that simple sentence he spoke was bringing the reality him. This man from behind drove his cock in until it hit the bend in his colon and he made noise around the black cock that was sliding messily and noisily in and out of his mouth. The black man slapped his face with his cock then slipped it back into the warm wet confines of Dawson’s mouth. He was being spit roasted.
Jasmine smiled as she watched. She’d got the men to place their phones from different view points so that they could feed the footage to her as it happened to the live group. She was wet through. Seeing and witnessing her thoughts and fantasies come to life in front of her in high definition colour was like something that was mind blowing for her. Seeing this quite vulnerable man being used like this, being abused like this was quite something for her to process. She liked that he was vulnerable. She liked that he was in this zone for her more or less all of the time. She liked it that as of now he was fucked - in more ways than one. She watched all of these proceedings not wanting to miss a beat of it.
“Good girl Dawson. Good Girl.”
Jasmine practically purred over the link. She knew she was feeding Dawson more. Calling him a good girl whilst he was trying to ‘be her’. It was blowing his mind and making his cock ache. The more he thought about making Jasmine proud of him, the dirtier he wanted it to be. The more he wanted to do for these men. These strange men who’d come to use him and abuse him. He sucked that cock like he meant it, even if it was so thick that it made his jaws ache.
And that black cock sliding in and out of his pussy hole. He could envisage himself as Jasmine now. Yes he could do that quite easily as he was being used. He could never correlate with how he felt about Jasmine and yet how blasé he was with his fantasies about her. It was like a line in the sand that he’d never be able to get his head around. And now she had given him licence to ‘be her’. And this was what he was imagining as these first two men worked towards their own respective orgasms.
He was imagining his lips were full and red, just like Jasmines. He was imagining he was ultra feminine just like her. He wished his legs could be sheathed in nylon because he knew what her legs looked like when in stockings or pantyhose. He was opening up a whole new world of deviant behaviour just by being Jasmine - the way she wanted him to be Jasmine. It was all in the melting pot now - his depraved fantasies, her instructions, his explosive sexuality always hard, always leaking, all coming together to form this super perversion in his mind.
Jasmine smiled as she watched. She knew what was going through his mind. She was already on the next phase in her mind. She wanted to see these men finish with Dawson first. She wanted him to have a good feel of what it was like to be abused, and violated for the pleasure of perverted men. And she watched that other one - the ’normal’ one who wasn’t that normal after all.
“Good girl. Good Jasmine.”
She was fucking with Dawson’s head, she knew that. It was deliberate on her part. Everything was deliberate on her part. And then the tattoo’s man exploded up inside Dawson and there was shock written all over his face as he felt the pressure of that thick seed and ejaculation up inside him. At the same time, the black man with his thick cock exploded down his throat, and orgasmed. And the first gush went deep into Dawson’s digestive tract and he could immediately taste the semen. This was making it more and more real - what he was going through. What he was going through as Jasmine for Jasmine. It was a twist of reality that Jasmine herself had instigated. It was the gateway perversion for Dawson that she needed him to experience.
‘Jasmine Dawson’ worked his mouth on the black cock and her anal pussy on the thick white one. But in his peripheral vision he could see the other man, the normal one standing and getting ready to use him. He had a holdall with him and he dropped it on the floor and unzipped it. The black man was making him suck his cock clean. The tattoo’d man was emptying his load inside him. And now this other man was taking out a thin, white cane that looked like it was made from whale bone.
There was a stab of fear that ran through Dawson. But that fear was in no way diluting the sheer sexual urges he was feeling. He hadn’t orgasmed and he wasn’t allowed to. He was as triggered as it was possible for him to be.
“Time to cane the slut for her despicable behaviour I think.”
 









CHAPTER FIVE

 
Jasmine & Jasmine Dawson Together
 
Some time had passed since Dawson had been blacked, bitched and caned. He’d never imagine himself weeping like a little girl but he was now. That man had caned his thighs and his buttocks so hard he was bleeding. And now because of that he was imagining Jasmine crying after doing despicable things to her. That man had caned him and then fucked him. He’d hurt him and then he felt, raped him after. And that is what was making his cock so hard now, thinking of doing those despicable things to Jasmine. She’d watched. She licked her lips and leant forward with those heavy tits of hers to watch the carnage. And then she smiled because she’d known exactly what was going through his mind.
“You feel defiled right?  But you know what I feel, is ‘proud’ of you Dawson.”
It was like another thing, another concept that she was introducing Dawson to. If he was to be hers, then he had to go through the whole gamut of abuse. Plus some more.
“I do Miss Jasmine I do feel defiled. But you being proud of me makes it all worth it.”
And he had semen sliding out of his man pussy. And he had the taste of stale semen in his mouth. But he had the stinging and the hurt from the cane as well. And if anything had been the catalyst to him losing his dignity, it was the caning - what he’d been put through and what he’d had to endure.
“I’m going to be with you in a little while, for real. You are going to be in the same room as Me, aren’t you lucky? And you’re going to learn some more of what it’s like to be me. And what you have to go through. Make sure your cock is hard for me Dawson. MY cock. Make sure it’s solid for me, absolutely solid. And dripping.”
Dawson listened to her words. The men had gone and he was alone. He could hear his heart beating and the little whimpering sounds that were coming from between his lips. Those sounds were like normal for him now. He’d been with those men for hours as they sated themselves on him. And in him. The whimpering was like an outlet for him.
“It’s already hard, solid for you Miss Jasmine. Just like you like it.”
“Good girl, good girl.”
The way the words slipped out of Jasmine’s mouth was seductive. And for Dawson it was like Jasmine actually was feeling proud for and of him. And that made him feel good, kind of.
 
He spent the next, however long, basking in what he’d been through. He’d not orgasmed, or ejaculated, so his cock was still rigid because he was in the zone. He needed to cum - but he couldn’t because wasn’t allowed. Now everything was sexualised - this flat he’d purchased, existed for the sole reason of his urges and his ‘relationship’ with Jasmine. And he could feel his heart beating almost out of his chest at the thought of Jasmine being in the same room as him. That was mind blowing and some more. But mostly he was in his own world. The thoughts and the sensations of what he’d been through swirling round his mind. Those thoughts making his cock ache.
And then the sound of the key in the front door and the door opening with a single ’squeak’. The moment of pause and then the sound of high heeled shoes coming down the corridor to that bedroom that he’d made his isolation room. He’d sent Jasmine a key to the flat - like part of a game he was playing with her at the time. Part of a feed to his hyper sexuality. But he never thought she’d use it. That she would actually come to him and be here with him.
“You’ve made me so proud of you Dawson. So so proud. But now, get that cock wrapped in your fingers, and rub. We have to chat. And rubbing that slave cock of mine, is important.”
This had been the first words she’d spoken to him. She’d never referred to his cock as ‘her slave cock’ though. That was new. And it was exciting to think that she considered his cock to be hers and that it was a slave cock. He’d never know why it excited him but it did. The answer should nave been clear if he’d looked down and saw his fist gripping the shaft of his cock. And like on auto pilot, his fist sliding up and down that shaft feeding the spasms of acute pleasure to his bell end.
“Thank you Miss Jasmine. Thank you.”
They were the only words he could find. Having this woman, this epic woman in front of him where she’d only been an image on a computer screen was like another dose of high for him. He couldn’t take his eyes off her - off all of her, and she allowed him to look at her. It was in her interest to allow him to take all of her in, in this real life like this.
This was a milestone on this journey. She loved feeling his eyes all over her. She loved it because she knew what he felt about her now. She knew what she’d instilled into him and she was seeing the benefits of it now. She was wet through but Dawson wouldn’t know that. At least he wouldn’t know it yet. At some point she would allow him to ‘sniff’ her wetness. She may even wet his nose and his lips with her vaginal juices and sexual produce. But that was all to come, possibly.
“Do I meet expectations Dawson? I can feel your eyes crawling over me. I want to know do I live up to expectations?”
For Dawson she was like this dream that had morphed into the real world in front of him. Dressed in a short, tight shiny black latex dress that her breasts almost spilled out of. Everything hugging her curves and the pale, white flesh above black stocking tops, with her on her tippy toes in high heels.
“Oh, yes Miss Jasmine, yes you do. You so do meet and exceed my expectations.”
And that made Jasmine smile because she had an idea that right at this time he was probably making his cock drool at the thought of putting her through some sadistic sexual attack. It wasn’t like she didn’t know that. She’d had enough chats about what turned him on about her and what he’d like to do with her. She’d encouraged it and nurtured it and taken it further. She was responsible for what Dawson was becoming. But she knew that. She knew she had to take him to this place before she took him to his final destination. She licked her lips for him, like she did on screen so many times only this time he could hear her slithering tongue slip out and take her own saliva back in. She was on constant show for him. She constantly fed his desires with who she was and what she looked like. And this was her performing to her modus operandi. This was her in full predator mode.
And it had to be accepted that Jasmine was a predator.
“I’m going to get bars fitting to the insides of all windows Dawson. So that you feel suitably entrapped. You’ll be spending a lot of time here. Some of the time with me, some of the time with ‘others’.”
Jasmine was beginning to spell out a future, of sorts to Dawson. She was talking softly, and yet directly. And she didn’t take her eyes off him. Every so often her eyes would drop to the way he was rubbing his cock for her. She was continuously assessing him - seeing how deep he was in her zone. She couldn’t let him out of it. Her hold over him didn’t have to simply stay, it had to tighten onto his psyche. She would work towards him being totally dependant on her for everything - even to live. And this was a process that she had to follow stringently. She knew from other ‘projects’ that she couldn’t slack off. Once she had that hold she had to put the squeeze on.
For Dawson right at this time he was in euphoria. This woman who made his cock rigid more or less twenty four hours of the day was in the same room as him. He could see her, smell her perfume, he could touch her if he had permission. And all the time the perverse thoughts of what he could do with her were washing and tumbling round his mixed up psyche. But then a stab of reality.
The thought of being locked away and isolated in this flat was making him leak and throb so badly. But how could this be - how could he, or she make it so?
“But how can we Miss Jasmine. I mean, I’m married to Shelly. What about her? How would I explain me vanishing to her?”
He had a point.
“Keep wanking that cock of yours Dawson. I mean you do want me, and to be me don’t you?”
And she was all soft and sultry and hyper sexy.
“Yes, yes of course yes Miss Jasmine.”
“Then don’t worry about Shelly. I’ve got plans for her as well.”
Now this could have been something that shook Dawson out of his zone. But Jasmine was such the consummate expert in what she did that she knew when he was ready. She knew when she could feed him more extreme fantasies, and when he would respond in the  right way with them.
“‘Perfect Shelly’ will be just a shade under perfect once I work my magic. Now rub that cock Dawson, make it throb and leak for me.”
How Dawson edged and edged like that time after time, who could know? But he did it. Just when he was on the cusp of throwing it all in and giving in to the orgasm, he stopped. The devastation was in his own eyes. Like he was disappointed in himself but then one look at the Goddess like Jasmine in the very same room as him and he forgave himself.
“What’s going to happen to Shelly? Please tell me?”
It was like he was worried about Shelly in between uber-throbs being sent through his dick as he wanked his juicy cock.
“You don’t need to worry about Shelly. Let me take care of her in my own way.”
Jasmine was sounding kind, thoughtful and caring and that put the drizzling, wank infested Dawson back into that place of his - right into his zone. And Jasmine was quick to change the subject. If she knew one thing it was that he wouldn’t be ready for the full absolute minute details on Shelly - not yet. He would be on the same page as her - just not yet. It was a tad too soon.
“You know what Dawson, I think you’d be happier as a person who is neither male nor female. Rather someone who is a mashup of both genders. What do you think about that?”
And that was something that Dawson wouldn’t have been expecting. He was having to get his head around a lot of stuff - as well as dealing with this ever growing obsession and ‘love’ for this woman. But immediately his cock went to another level of rigid hard. And it oozed his pre cum in thick dribbles.
“Neither male nor female?”
“Yes. Do you think you’d like that? You can be me and you can be Dawson. It would be super nice for you.”
She was dressing it up, sugar coating it. And it was a way for her to do that because of his continuous edged state. It was easy for her to get him to agree and even buy into it.
“Y-yes, I think it would. I think that sounds beyond amazing Miss Jasmine.”
“Rub your cock for me harder then Dawson - make it sound even better for you.”
Jasmine was controlling him via his cock. She’d been doing that for some time and this was the physical proof of that. Just feed him a sexy, or not so sexy thought and watch his neurals take over and make it even more sexy. This was what she would do when it was time to tell him about what she had planned for Shelly. Except he would be on another level then. He would be craving for an orgasm he wouldn’t get and he would be beyond desperate to do anything for this woman who was showing him another side to sex and sexuality. He rubbed his cock, squeezed out some of that juice and Jasmine stepped forward.
In one smooth fluid movement she took a swipe of his cock head with her finger nail and scooped up some of that juice. And right in front of him she slipped out her tongue and dripped his pre-cum into the groove. She tasted and she swallowed. She’d love to have even the slightest idea about what thoughts he had now - what he would do with her, what he could put her through now that she’d made such a graphically sexual move right in his space?
“Mmmm yes Miss, this is so good. I want this so much. So so much.”
And there was this child like desperation in his voice as he dealt with the advanced throbs of his cock.
“It’s all or nothing Dawson. It’s with me all the way or not at all. Do you understand? I can take you places you’ve never been before. I can make you be everything you deserve to be.”
And there was this silence as Dawson rubbed his cock, produced some more pre-cum and processed Jasmine’s words. Jasmine smiled. She liked how this was going.
 









CHAPTER SIX

 











PART TWO - Under Her Skin

 
6 Months Later
 
“Hello, can I help you?”
“Is this Shelly?”
“It is, who is this please?”
“My name is Jasmine. I think we need to meet up.”
“I don’t know a Jasmine. Why would I meet up with you?”
“You’re the wife of Dawson, right?”
There was a pause. Shelly’d needed to think.
“I am. But still. What is it you want?”
“We need to meet up. It’s in your own interest. A public place of your choosing? This isn’t going to go away Shelly.”
There was silence on the line for more than a few seconds.
“OK, where in town are you?”
“I’m in west London, the same as you Shelly. Say where?”
There was another silence. Shelly had been crept right out but she was intrigued at the same time. She should have asked more questions before committing herself. No doubt she would ask herself why, a number of times going into the future. But for now, this ‘Jasmine’ had her attention.
“The big pub by the river. Do you know the one I mean?”
“Yes I do, 7pm suit you?”
“That’s fine, how will I know you?”
But there’d been a click and the call was hung up from Jasmine’s end. She looked for the number in her calls list. ‘Unknown Caller.’
Shelly looked at the phone for what seemed an age before she did anything else. Of all the things she’d been expecting today, this was not one of them. She was puzzled. And astonished at the same time. If it had been a man who’d rang out of the blue like that there’d be no way she’d have even spoke to him. She would more than likely have hung up the call. There would be no way she’d have agreed to meet. But it was this soft spoken woman with a northern accent who’d interrupted her day. She didn’t sound sinister and in fact she did sound that she had her best interest at heart.
This Jasmine knew her name and she obviously knew Dawson. Was this something to do with his odd behaviour lately? Indeed was this the woman she thought he’d been having an affair with? No, that was a stupid thing to think. Shelly began to wrack her brains trying to work out who Jasmine was and what she could possibly want to meet with her for. This was not a good thing.
For a start she had to get through the day, up to the time that she was seeing Jasmine. And this would work on her mind all day. She wouldn’t be able to think about anything else. This was a weakness in the bio of Shelly. She didn’t come ‘this perfect’ without some pitfalls. She was, most of the time OCD, and so this call out of the blue upset her routine. It wasn’t a coincidence that Jasmine called early in the morning. 07.09 to be precise. Jasmine knew at that time of the morning Shelly wouldn’t be asleep but she would be in the process of waking up, prepping her perfection to start her day.
And so without any trying at all, without any effort, she’d tipped Shelly off kilter. And this was something that Jasmine knew. She also knew that by the time seven this evening came, in that pub on the river, that all kinds of scenarios will have played out in her mind as to what this was all about. None of them good ones.
And the thing would be that no-one called this time of the morning with good news, or with good intent. In Shelly’s mind this wasn’t already going to end well. She didn’t know why, how could she? She just knew that this was not a good thing. She would scour the inside of her mind trying, unsuccessfully work out, what this was all about. She’d eventually know that there was no way she would have worked it out. There would have been no way she could’ve come up with the correct answers her mind was asking. In the event it was the cynical, doom mongering part of her mind that told her this was not a good thing. That this was not going to end well.
And that was the only thing her mind got right. It couldn’t fill in the little details. And in equal measure it couldn’t persuade her not to go to the meeting. It tried. Several times Shelly questioned whether she should go. And that little bird on her shoulder was even there telling her not to go. But she counteracted that with the fact that this was another woman she was going to meet so it couldn’t possibly be that bad. This was another woman, a sister in effect that she was going to meet in a public place. And so what could possibly go wrong?
So before Jasmine met Shelly, she’d begun the process of fucking with her. Of fucking up her life. She’d hung up that call with a wide smile on her face. And she’d hung up that call, wet right through. If anyone ever’d asked Jasmine what it was that sexually excited her so much about fucking up couples, she’d never be able to answer because it was one of the mysteries of life that never had a definitive answer. Same with why she got so excited by the time she got to the woman.
Like right after that call, she knew that she was going to fuck Shelly up more than she fucked Dawson up. But a woman hit the psyche differently. A woman provided a different challenge. No matter what state the mind was in, the psychological make up of a female mind was different to that of a man. There were different buttons to press, different switches to flick. There was this physical difference that resonated because Jasmine was a woman. If the truth were told, she just liked destroying other women. She liked ripping apart their world for no reason other than she could. Yes ok that made her a crazy woman - fair enough. But even that thought made her smile and made her wet at the same time.
 
Jasmine got up, and she strode over to a caged Dawson. Well it wasn’t really Dawson any more. The cage was small, too small for him to be comfortable in. He was bent up, like he’d been squeezed in. And when Jasmine approached the cage he became alert, but he also whimpered as well. Not a gentle whimpering but one that made him sound distressed. In six months he’d been changed. In six months the ‘relationship’ between him and the Goddess Jasmine had changed. She’d got him where she wanted him and now she didn’t need to pretend any more.
Her high heels on the stone floor seemed acute and loud. She bent down and unlocked the cage and opened the door wide.
“Out.”
It was all she said and Dawson immediately reverse crawled out of the cage. As his flesh cleared the bars so the new him unfolded. The transformation was astonishing and disturbing in equal amounts. He had no hair now - no bodily hair, he was smooth and effeminate. What had been a tidy dark brown head of thick hair were now bleached blonde locks that were growing and already over his shoulders. But this was odd, Jasmine wasn’t bleached blonde and she’d countered this by purring at him.
“I’ve always wanted to be blonde. And now I’m living that through you. You don’t mind, do you?”
And she’d kind of asked him this innocent question, as though butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth. Maybe that was a sign of her own mental state. Or her own condition.
“No, no Miss Jasmine. No I don’t mind. Anything for you Miss Jasmine.”
This submissive, subjugated voice from Dawson was almost pitiful.
Once he finished reversing out of the cage he unfolded the full length of his hairless legs.
“Should I stand Miss Jasmine?”
“Of course, I want you seen in all your glory. My glory.”
And she spoke matter-of-factly. And then watched as he stood. He was naked but there was something more startling about him than that. As he stood the breasts became his prominent feature. Breasts that had been delivered via hormone treatment. The eyes would be drawn to the breasts. Heavy breasts - ‘Jasmine Breasts’. One had the feeling that this was not the end product. That this was a process that maybe he was in the middle of. One that was nowhere near being completed. And yet already those breasts with big thick nipples were advanced. They looked delicious and yet at the same time they looked disturbing. They didn’t look right on Dawson - far from it. And yet in this context, in this setting they looked right.
“Mmmmm I’m liking those breasts more and more every time I see them. And you know right, I want those nipples hard, erect at all times. I want you to look as well as feel ready to serve.”
Jasmine poured her eyes over Dawson. This scene wasn’t right - it just wasn’t.
“Thank you Miss Jasmine. Thank you so much for your kind words Miss Jasmine.”
It was like he enjoyed using her name. As though he were privileged in being allowed to use her name so he would use it as often as possible. She smiled and made like one of those purring giggles.
“I just adore your cock now. A caged clitoris totally unable to function like a man’s cock. And yet fully primed and ready.”
She spoke almost sweetly about Dawson’s cock. And yet at the same time it was almost like a horror story unfolding in front of anyone who might see this. But of course no-one would see this.
Dawson’s cock had been modified. That was the only word that could accurately describe what had been done. The shaft was housed in a downward curved chastity cage. The cock had been trained to the cage. Kept erect and yet ‘bent’ gradually. A process that had been damaging and psychologically tortuous for Dawson. But in Jasmine’s words,
“You’re Jasmines’s little solider aren’t you? You know this is for your own good. You know you have to live like this don’t you right? That you DESERVE to live like this? You KNOW I want to be proud of you, right?”
She was mixing and morphing the words. Some kind, some brutal and some that gave away the way this poor man was being treated and the way he was being made responsible for what he was going through. Was he even a man any more? He didn’t look like one. And that cock trained to the downward curving chastity cage, on first look it didn’t look possible. A thick cock, fully erect, but curved, fully encased in this cage and creating this permanent pressure.
The head of that cock purple, angry and dribbling pre-cum. Essentially it was as Jasmine liked, except contained. And imprisoned. And where Dawson before would have been able to pleasure himself by rubbing and wanking - now he couldn’t do that. Instead he had to rely on the good nature of Jasmine to send radio controlled pulses through the cage to the drizzling, purple bell end.
When she did that he was in bliss. But he had to toe the line. He had to do things for her - endure things for her that he would never have thought he would. His life, HER life, its life, had changed dramatically. And even that was an understatement. Even that was like something that defied any kind of accurate description. He was a man who, judging by his own past urges and fantasies of what he wanted to do to Jasmine, should’ve been in a place called bliss. And he was. And yet there was also this disturbance that ran through him.
He was happy, in his element and yet he was troubled as well. It was like his deeper consciousness had gripped onto the fact that he was heading down a one-way hole to hell. Like there was a tiny piece of the mind he had left that was regretting it. But also that the pleasure that Jasmine could give him through the cock cage was too much to turn his back on, even if he could. It was like he was stuck in this halfway place that was both bad and good. But both bad and good in a bad way.
“Mmmmmmmmm mmmmmmmmm.”
That was the noise Dawson made when he was receiving pleasure to his deformed, hyper stimulated cock. Jasmine liked that noise. She liked it that he couldn’t stimulate himself any more. She’d managed to suck him in to such an extent that it was like he was a lost child now. It was like he’d regressed to a point. And now that he had, that she could take another step - take him to another level. There were a few levels that she had to cover with Dawson and each of those levels would deliver another form of hell for him.
Jasmine looked him over. He was standing all mute, trying to absorb those pleasure pulses silently but never really being able to be completely silent.
“I thought you’d be interested in how Shelly is coming along? You know, the ‘perfect woman’ you used to have sex with, right?”
And she was watching for any kind of reaction from him. And there was reaction. His eyes opened wide and he looked at her.
“My Shelly?”
Those two words were spoken almost melancholy.
“No, slut, MY Shelly.”
 









CHAPTER SEVEN

 
Time Check 19.09
 
Exactly twelve hours after the phone conversation and Jasmine was late. Except she wasn’t. She arrived at the pub on the river early. She’d wanted to do that because she wanted to see Shelly arrive. She’d wanted to observe her, from a distance before introducing herself.
Dawson had been right, Shelly was perfect. She was a woman who thought a lot of herself. That was easy to see from the way she carried herself. There was the stunning aloofness about her. It was like she knew that she could stop a room in it’s tracks, just by entering it. And at the same time it was like she couldn’t be bothered with all that. As though she didn’t need all the plaudits and compliments because she already knew how stunning, how beautiful and how desirable she was. Indeed, how ‘perfect’ she was.
Jasmine’d liked the way she glided on super high heels, like she was born on them. She liked the way her hips rolled in that dramatic, and yet unforced way. Liked the way her soft succulent breasts moved in a way that enhanced her femininity. Yes, Jasmine liked her. She liked the way she looked, and she was convinced that what she was going to do to this woman was the ‘right’ thing. That it was a fitting thing she was going to do.
She’d watched Shelly come in and pause, looking around for her. Of course she didn’t know what she looked like. At one point she looked right at her and Jasmine had just smiled. She watched Shelly go on to the bar, check her watch, order a glass of wine and then pick a window seat. She watched her every movement - like she was studying her movements because those movements would form part of her future, but in a different way.
Then as Shelly sat, she watched closer, her face. There were things that couldn’t be masked by the perfection. The makeup was perfect and Jasmine was impressed with this. But she needn’t have been. For a woman used only to presenting perfection to the world, Shelly was beyond simply capable of making herself look good. Jasmine’s tongue tipped the corner of her mouth as her own red lips parted. Shelly looked troubled. Behind that mask of perfect makeup and aloofness, she looked troubled. There was a frown line as she looked at her watch again checking the time. Jasmine was late introducing herself by design. But it was time now. She got up, brushed down her own fitted dress. And she kept her eyes on Shelly all the time. Then she strode casually over.
“Hello Shelly, I’m Jasmine. Is it ok if I join you?”
It was question she didn’t need an answer to because it was rhetorical.
“But, but you were over there. I saw you. You smiled at me. Why didn’t you introduce yourself then?”
Shelly seemed astonished that she’d been kind of tricked in this way. Jasmine simply smiled. She didn’t have to answer Shelly’s questions. But that was ok, Shelly didn’t know just yet, that Jasmine was driving the narrative here, not her.
“I know, me bad! I wanted to see you first, before we met. I’m odd like that.”
And she turned to look directly at Shelly, her heavily made up eyes piercing those of this ‘perfect’ woman. For Shelly, she had to get her head round the fact that this Jasmine woman was calling the shots here. She knew her, and she was working an agenda that she didn’t know about.
“You don’t like me already hey? I can tell from the way you look at me.”
Jasmine was right. She’d been studying other women for as long as she could remember. And women like Shelly who thought a great deal of themselves, to the detriment of others, had this look they gave that they couldn’t conceal, or hide.
“Is it because I’m a sex worker? Is it because I ‘help’ men with their issues?”
Jasmine was short and sharp, straight to the point and that seemed to take Shelly back a little. She had drawn a conclusion about this woman Jasmine. She had put her into that category just by looking at her. At the way she looked, how she was dressed and made up. But to think that this woman of lower class could almost read her mind was disturbing to say the least.
“Uh, no, no not at all. Not at all.”
She doth protest too much it seems. Jasmine smiled.
“It’s ok, I get it all the time. People thinking I must be from some kind of lower class, because of what I do for a living.”
And there was a sense that she was laying a guilt layer over Shelly in the first instance.
“I’m sorry. I just thought…”
“Oh I know what you ‘just thought’. You just thought that I’m one of those who gives blow jobs down back alleys, and hand jobs to travelling salesmen hey?”
Her tone remained just shy of neutral. And she was speaking with a smile across her red lips. She crossed her legs and there was the sound of nylon rasping nylon. And as that happened Shelly shifted on her feet, as though that nylon resonance had tickled a deeper neural in her mind.
“I didn’t think any such thing.”
She was lying of course. That was something else that Jasmine could spot a mile off - another woman who was lying to her.
“Really? You wouldn’t lie to me, would you? Especially before you know what this all about?”
At that point Jasmine’s tone had changed a little bit. There was more of an edge to it now. She was getting under Shelly’s skin.
“Ok, you win. What is this all about?”
Jasmine didn’t reply straight away. It was like she wanted Shelly’s words to echo round her own mind a little bit.
“I’ve been seeing Dawson. He has issues.”
Shelly remained aloof and yet there was this tiniest change to her facial demeanour.
“Excuse me, but what issues can he possibly have that would require the services of a hooker?”
She just couldn’t help herself. She’d lost the battle to be top bitch in this conversation already and this was like a last gasp attempt to elevate herself back up there. It didn’t work.
“I’m also a psychological therapist. And it’s in this context that I see Dawson.”
Jasmine smiled but Shelly had that look on her face that she wasn’t falling for that old chestnut.
“I knew he was seeing another woman. I just knew it. I’ll bet he’s got you shacked up in that basement flat in town as well hasn’t he? He thinks I don’t know about that.”
Ok, Jasmine had to give it to this woman. She wasn’t stupid. That she knew about the flat, which’d been pretty much Dawson’s prison escape, could have been a disaster.
“We did use the flat for a little while yes. But on my recommendation he’s checked himself into one of my facilities. His issues run deeper that even I thought at first.”
She paused to let Shelly process the words.
“Is that why I haven’t seen him for a week? I mean he goes away to work a lot, but never this long and never without telling me, even though we have grown apart just lately.”
“That’s correct, that is why you haven’t seen him for a few days. I thought it would be better that he submit himself to a secure facility, sooner rather than later for his own good. And ultimately for yours. I expect he didn’t tell you because he’s ashamed.”
Jasmine was an actress with skills. She’d sucked Dawson into her world and he was lost to that world now. But that’s not what she was talking to Shelly about. Jasmine called over a waitress.
“Could we have more drinks here please…”
The college aged girl nodded and smiled. She returned with two more of the same drinks.
“Are his issues part of the reason he’s putting on weight?”
Poor Shelly. She’d seen things and assumed things.
“In a manner of speaking yes. He is putting on weight but that’s because he’s developing breasts - large breasts.”
And Jasmine sipped her pinot noir wine casually as she dropped her first real bomb. Shelly immediately sat upright, and more aloof than ever.
“You have to be winding me up? I know it! Dawson isn’t one of those people and there’s nothing you can say that will change my mind otherwise.”
That was fighting talk of course but Jasmine smiled and recrossed her legs.
“I don’t do wind ups Shelly.”
And her face was dead straight, even to a point of dour.
“He sucks cocks as well. And take them up inside his boi pussy.”
Again she just sipped casually.
“He’s actually very good at sucking cock. And he’s getting better at fucking them, with my guidance.”
This was the point that Shelly would either lose it and flounce out or, not. She didn’t. It was like she’d just found herself in the middle of a nightmare that she couldn’t wake up from.
“I don’t believe you. Now what do you really want from me. What is this really all about?”
Shelly was unsettled she really was. Jasmine didn’t answer she just unzipped her designer bag and took out her large screen smart phone. She tapped in a passcode and then scrolled. She eventually found was she was looking for. It was a mashup of clips that had been made through her time with Dawson.
“Here, take a look at this. I have to go to the little girls room. Back in a few, then we’ll talk some more.”
She spoke as she got up. She looked almost serene now that she’d dropped the big bombs - some of them anyway. She sauntered away, towards the rest rooms leaving Shelly to look at the phone screen. What she was seeing was her Dawson with a big black cock in his mouth. What she was watching was Dawson pleasuring that cock in an eager and obscene way. What she was watching was that big black cock erupt in Dawson’s mouth, fill his mouth and then taste and swallow the load. All the things she would never do, as a woman.
Then she was watching Dawson being impaled on a cock. This time a thick white cock that had been circumcised. The head a deep purple and weeping pre-cum. That cock sliding into Dawson’s ass with ease. Him taking it, moaning like a girl as it penetrated him deeply. Shelly held her hand to her mouth to stifle the whimper at what she was seeing.
“Oh my god….”
Her words whispered out as she became numb, then more numb. Then the video footage of Dawson showing his developing breasts to Jasmine. She wished she didn’t see this, and she couldn’t un-see it. She tried to work out how she was feeling but she was simply numb. She somehow felt that she should look away from that screen because she’d seen enough, but she couldn’t look away. She looked at Dawson’s breasts. At the time of filming they weren’t quite epic but they were getting that way. The nipples thick and engorged. Some including Shelly would think they were obscene. That Dawson was obscene.
Then more clips of semen oozing out of his boi pussy. Him scooping it up, licking his fingers clean and Jasmine out of sight but her voice filtering in,
“Good girl Good girl.”
This was like an assault on Shelly’s senses. Jasmine had come out of the rest room and just leant against the wall watching her from across the bar room. She could see that now Shelly’s demeanour had changed. And her body language was all different. She was a woman who practiced her look to the point it came as natural but now it was like it had all been sucked from her. Jasmine watched her for some time. To be truthful it was like she was enjoying Shelly’s moment of distress. It was like she knew that this woman hadn’t had a moment’s real distress in many years as she lived her perfect life, but now it was different.
Jasmine tilted her head like she was looking at Shelly from an abstract angle and zoom level. She brushed her tongue across the front of her teeth and just for a split second there it looked like she was feeling Shelly’s distress. And that look on Jasmine’s face was one she might have as she was receiving sexual pleasure. That was it - that she was being sexually pleasured by Shelly’s clear and present distress. Like she was throbbing between her legs. She pushed herself off the wall and made her way back to the table. Shelly’d emptied her glass and got a refill. Jasmine smiled at that. It was kind of good to her that this woman sought some relied from what she was going through via a glass of red wine.
“The queue for the loo was longer than I thought. I’m sorry to have left you alone for so long.”
It was Jasmine announcing that she was back. In honesty she’d not been gone long at all. But it was a way to re-break the ice. She sat herself down and did that thing she did when she crossed her legs. She ensured the sound of nylon rasping nylon filtered to Shelly.
“I had no idea….”
It was like any snobbiness, aloofness or perfection had been sucked from her, at least psychologically..
“You wouldn’t have. That’s why women like me exist.”
 









CHAPTER EIGHT

 
Shelly, This Is Jasmine’s Tits
 
Outside the pub it was dark now. The early evening crowd had given way to the clubbing set. This was the normal world, normal life going on around the table that Jasmine and Shelly were sitting at. For Shelly it was like she’d been paused in the middle of some kind of sub space. And at that table, in that bubble, it was anything but normality.
“Tell me what you’re thinking Shelly?”
Jasmine did that thing again - she brushed her front teeth with her fleshy wet tongue and made a point of pressing her red lips together, then peeling them apart. She drilled her eyes into Shelly who seemed not to be comprehending what she was learning from the woman known as Jasmine.
“I don’t know what to say.”
“Try.”
Jasmine was quick to counter her.
“I don’t know what you want me to say.”
“Give it a go. If it makes it easier, just look at my tits. Let your mind go a little bit. Just drift off and tell me what’s in your mind.”
Jasmine’s voice had gone softer. It was like for this next phase she needed to use a specific tone.
“Your tits? Why would I look at your tits.”
It was like it was all becoming a bit much for Shelly.
“It was partly my tits that took Dawson out of his comfort zone. Now he’s perfectly comfortable with who and what he is.”
All the time Jasmine was planting seeds. She’d done it with Dawson and now she was doing it with Shelly. She’d shocked Shelly to the core and now she was moving on. Shelly had been this untouchable woman - this vision of perfect aloofness. And now that was more than a bit shaky. Her foundations were a little weakened by what she’d seen on that smartphone screen. She’d been of the opinion that ok, her and Dawson’d had problems, but they’d get over it. It was just a bad patch and once they got over that,  it would be all good again.
“I honestly don’t know what to say.”
She sounded contrite and yet she did as she was told. She looked at the uplifted cleavage of Jasmine’s tits. Jasmine smiled as she watched her.
“That’s a good girl.”
“I don’t know what you want from me. Or from us. I mean I don’t know what it is exactly that you do. Or where we go from here.”
“Just relax Shelly, keep looking at my tits. Let yourself go and it’s going to all unfold. Everything will become clearer to you.”
Again, Jasmine was using that soft tone, almost like she was nurturing a baby. Shelly did that, she focussed on Jasmine fleshy, soft tits and strangely she got some sense of relief from that. It was like the pressure in her head was not so great. Like that pressure was being washed away.
“That’s better isn’t it? It’s good to look at Jasmine’s tits. Jasmine’s tits will help you through this. They will help you work through what you have to work through so that you come out of the other side a better person.”
Now Jasmine was going into greater detail. Now she was beginning to fill in the gaps.
“Mmmmm a little better. I still don’t get it. I don’t get where I fit in though.”
She kept her focus on Jasmine’s tits and she processed her words one a time as they filtered into her head.
“What I do Shelly is ruin marriages. I use my skills to destroy lives.”
She used very simple sentences in order to get her point across.
“I’ve destroyed Dawson already. His life will never be the same again. And I’m going to destroy you next.”
She spoke in that soft hypnotic tone, yes. But she was also speaking matter of fact. What she spoke of, or what she implied was a massive thing - to destroy marriages, and lives. And yet it was just daily life for Jasmine.
“But why us? I don’t understand, why me?”
Shelly was drifting off into the trance like state. She could feel herself floating, but she wasn’t losing it. There had to be the fact that it wasn’t intended that she lose it altogether. There had to be the fact that Jasmine wanted her to keep all her faculties and that she just needed to soften the edges to make what she was telling her less abrasive to the mind.
“It’s what I do Shelly. I do it because I can, and because it gratifies me sexually.”
Again Jasmine was matter of fact.
“I think I want to go now. You’ve taken Dawson. It’s like he’s gone already. But you’re not having me. I’ll just leave and rebuild somewhere else. I’m not easily manipulated like Dawson. I have will power, and I have the strength to leave here and not look back.”
Around them the pub was buzzing. And yet they existed in this bubble that isolated them both. Jasmine smiled. She liked it when they resisted.
“Just keep looking at my tits Shelly and it will all become clear that this is the way forward for you. That there is no other way other than what I have planned for you. At some point, soon, you will have to accept this and take it for what it is.”
There was no concern that someone might overhear what she was saying to Shelly and raise some kind of alarm. Her tone and volume was just right to keep it contained within that bubble.
Shelly licked her lips and swallowed like her mouth had gone all dry or something. The weirdest thing was that Jasmine’s words were making sense and how could that be? There was this ‘warmth’ beyond what Jasmine was saying that filtered through her. Like a warmth in the brutality she was getting across.
“What do I have to do? What do I have to do, to get through to the other side?”
Now Shelly’s voice was soft. Yes she was in another place in her mind but she knew exactly what she was saying. She knew exactly where she was.
“You just have to let me do what I do Shelly. You have to let me work on you and you have to show little to no resistance. You have to trust me that what I do to you, is for your own good. That it’s the way it’s supposed to be. You have to believe that your new life is what you deserve. Think you can do that for me Shelly?”
And this was a trick that Jasmine used. She inflicted this part trance and then made like she wanted to work with Shelly. Like she couldn’t do it without her, which to an extent was true. And that it would be good if Shelly could help and assist her all the way. Innocently, Shelly got that, but questioned it as well.
“You want me to help you destroy me?”
She didn’t even know what ‘destroy’ in this context actually meant, but still, Jasmine smiled again.
“That’s exactly right Shelly. Good girl. You’re getting it. And see how my tits are helping you already, right?”
There were those moments of silence now as Shelly tried to process what she was being told. It wasn’t like she didn’t understand what Jasmine was saying. In a way she wished she didn’t understand. If she didn’t understand then she could play dumb. But that wasn’t an option. Jasmine had made sure she understood, and so playing dumb was just not an option.
“Yes, yes I’m getting it. I truly am. But, but I don’t know. I just don’t know…”
And her words tailed off. Jasmine didn’t respond straight away, she just looked at Shelly. It was like she wanted to soak up all of that absolute despair that she must have been feeling. The thing was that it wouldn’t just be the despair. There would be fear now as well. Fear of the unknown. It would be like a cold slice of fear surging through the core of her spine and then radiating out to take in all of her. That fear would be palpable.
“Keep looking at my tits Shelly. My tits will help you through this. I have to tell you that there is no option for you to walk away. No option at all. The fact is I am going to destroy you - destroy everything you ever were. Destroy everything you ever held dear. And there’s nothing you can do about it. There is no option for you to walk away. If you try that I will destroy you anyway. And it will be much more painful that way. Imaging your family and friends knowing what has become of your husband Dawson, and then of you? Your mind would never be able to cope with that.”
Jasmine was painting a picture of doom. She did that very well. She was painting pictures of horror that would settle on the mind of Shelly and do bad things to her psyche.
“Give yourself to my tits to look after, and I’ll make it nice for you Shelly. Give yourself to me, totally, and I’ll look after you. I’ll make sure your journey to ruination is a smooth one. And as pain free as it can be. Of course it won’t be completely pain free, but it will be the better of the two options. It will be the best way.”
Jasmine spoke in the seductive low voice of hers making sure that every word got through. And she was understating the pain that Shelly would experience.
“I still don’t know what it means. For me to be destroyed and ruined.”
Shelley’s voice was almost drone like. Jasmine was quick to filter more word in.
“You know now, you’re perfect right? Dawson always told me you were perfect in every way right?”
“Uh, yes, yes I pride myself on being perfect, of course.”
Jasmine smiled.
“What I do to you over the coming weeks, and months will make you less perfect Shelly. You’ll be reduced and made into something else. You saw what I did to Dawson, just from the clips I showed you. Well I have something else planned for you, something far deeper, far worse, for you.”
Shelley tried to compute the words. She tried to understand. The thing that made it like a nightmare for her was that she wouldn’t be perfect any more. That was like something she couldn’t comprehend. She’d been obsessed with being as perfect as she possibly could ever since she could remember. So having this taken away was something that was already doing bad things to her mind.
“I know how you had sex with Dawson. The almost ritualistic ways you made him have sex with you so that you didn’t become soiled. Did you think that was the right way to treat him given he loved you so much?”
Jasmine was hitting Shelly with facts now. She was beginning to lay the guilt trip on her. But this was not an easy thing to do. Shelley had already written off Dawson. To her he was already gone after what she’d see in those clips that Jasmine’d shown her. So Jasmine had to hold her accountable for what she’d done to Dawson.
“I’m sorry. That’s just the way it’s always been with us. He knew what I was like long before we married,”
“So not giving him a normal sex life was his fault?”
“No, no that’s not I’m saying.”
“So what are you saying?”
“I don’t know. I just don’t know.”
Jasmine smiled again.
“Concentrate on my tits Shelly. My tits will be your saviour, of sorts.”
She shifted and her tits rolled and shifted with her. Shelly’s eyes were locked on.
“I want to make it right, if I can?”
Jasmine sighed because this was what she wanted to hear. She didn’t respond for some extended seconds. But then she spoke.
“It’s a bit late to make it right Shelly. Dawson is gone. Any reparations you make will have to be to me, through me. Do you understand that?”
Jasmine was getting somewhere now and she knew that. She knew the signs, when she was making progress.
“Yes, yes I understand. I have to make it right through you. That you will do whatever you have to, for me to make it right. I understand that.”
“Now this is what I want to hear Shelly, now we are getting somewhere. This was why I wanted to meet you tonight. So that you can understand that there is a way forward from here. That it’s not all bad. I’m not going to lie and say that the future is rosy for you because it’s not. But I am going to help you through it. I am going to take that perfection away from you and make you live the rest of your life the way you deserve to live it. And this will be the reparations you pay - for the way you made Dawson live all this time. You have to realise that you have to take the responsibility for what he has become now. For the way he’d turned out - nether male or female. Just a ‘thing’. A sex addled, addicted, dribbling thing.”
She was really going for it now. Going for the jugular really. And she was flooding Shelly’s mind with more information than it could probably handle. Shelly put her hand to her head, but she kept looking at Jasmine’s tits as though it helped her. Jasmine smiled and she squeezed her thighs. It was sexually pleasurable for her to know Shelly was suffering already. It was even more sexually pleasurable for her to know that it hadn’t even begun yet.
 









CHAPTER NINE

 
The Taking Of Shelly
 
“We’re going to leave here now Shelly. You just smile and nod to everyone who makes eye contact. There’s nothing to see here, they’re just admiring your perfection, that’s all. Nothing wrong at all. You’re in the custody of Jasmine’s tits, so there can be nothing wrong. Jasmine will take care of you.”
Jasmine had taken Shelly into a deeper trance state. But it was bizarre how she spoke about herself, and her tits as though they were completely different and separate entities. One had to wonder if this gave rise to her own state of mind. Her own sanity even.
“Yes, yes of course. There’s nothing wrong here. Jasmine’s tits are taking good care of me. They just all like my perfection that’s all.”
Shelly could hear what was coming out of her own mouth and it was like she was playing along with that third person game. She’d been tranced into Jasmine’s world. And yet she was, at least in her own mind, completely lucid. It was like she could feel the words slipping from between her own lips. But that wasn’t all she could feel. She could feel that continuous stabbing of fear as well. That fear through the core of her. Like it was something that would not let go of her. Like something that would eat away at her. She didn’t know it, but her own journey had already begun.
 
Midnight - the Witching Hour
 
“You want to make Jasmine happy, don’t you Shelly? I mean you want to make her really happy right? She’s taken you out of that old life, promising to look after you, and to give you the life you deserve, so you want to see her happy in return right?”
Jasmine spoke that third person speak again, like it aided the psychological melting of Shelly’s mind. Shelly was panting, trying to catch her breath. Like she was trying to balance something on the edge of her psyche. Like she had to put in the effort to do that. Like she needed to do it, but that it didn’t come easily to her.
“Yes, yes, Shelly wants Jasmine to be happy.”
It couldn’t be any more bizarre, or disturbing that Shelly was doing it as well. Talking third person, and agreeing with that other third person. And if she’d been able to, she would’ve realised that all of this wasn’t what it was cracked up to be. There was Jasmine promising her the life she ‘deserved’, not the life she wanted. The hint of the nightmare was in the speak, it was in the words. But Shelly was in that place, that lucid trance where she thought everything was ok, but it wasn’t. Where she couldn’t see that she was being manipulated and exploited. Where she couldn’t see, or feel that she was being led down inside a deep dark, downward spiralling vortex that she wouldn’t be able to climb out of. For now she was all warm and fuzzy inside. And it was that warm fuzzy feeling that was enveloping her and dragging her deeper.
Even as Jasmine had immobilised Shelly, this woman was warm and fuzzy inside. It was like she’d taken a shot of something when in reality Jasmine had just massaged the right areas of her mind so that she would be pliable.
“You want to orgasm. You want to cum I know you do. But I’m not sure that would be right for you, at this point. We couldn’t have all that perfection slipping right now could we.”
Shelly had been rigged with her legs spread wide so that she was exposed. Quite how Jasmine had managed to get her stripped to her glorious stockings and heels one cannot imagine. But wait, the words had been,
“Let me look at that perfection in the flesh Shelly. Show Jasmine how perfect you are.”
And because of that warm fuzzy feeling Shelly’s been only to happy to strip off in front of this equally amazing and perfect woman. Likewise the bondage. Jasmine had purred,
“Let’s make that perfection even more perfect hey. I’ll bet you didn’t even think that was possible now did you? But you’ll see.”
Jasmine was the master of manipulation and control. She planted seeds that would grow and then fester. Like the one about making Shelly’s perfection even more perfect. Shelly had lived her life trying to do that - trying to make her perfection even more perfect. And here was the opportunity with the aid of that warm fuzzy feeling that Jasmine gave her.
She was in the sitting position with her long stockinged legs spread wide and her sexuality displayed - and her feet were still arched into the same high heels she’d worn in the pub earlier. Even within that warm fuzzy feeling there would have been some niggling doubt that she was doing the right thing. That she shouldn’t be rigged up like this with her private flesh just there, on view, on display. But Jasmine had told her,
“The bondage will ease your guilt and let you be who and what you are. It’s just a small thing Shelly and it’s just me and you here. What could go wrong? It’s just ‘us’ enjoying each other’s company, and exploring a little bit, that’s all.”
Jasmine was being ironic with herself. That had to be a thing. What could go wrong? Indeed! But again Shelly was prepared to be to herself in order to make Jasmine happy.
Even when her arms had been taken high, and then behind her head and suspended like that so that her glorious perfect breasts thrust out in front of her, nipples thick and hard, she was feeling good that she was making Jasmine happy. It could be said that as early as this, Shelly’s head was being inhabited by Jasmine. And that would only grow in intensity.
Then Jasmine had spent an intense and sensuous half an hour, removing any trace of hair from Shelly’s private flesh. That had been like a sex act itself. The way Jasmine used the wet razor, a genuine cut-throat type was both scary and sexy at the same time. And then her fingers to plough the folds of Shelly’s cunt flesh. And then the popping of the clitoris from its hood and the erection of that flesh. Jasmine smiled and made little cooing noises all the way through, just letting Shelly know it was ok. That it would all be ok. But of course that was a big lie. A bare faced lie. And behind Jasmine’s smile there was that benevolence. It was all going so good for her. She couldn’t have hoped for any better than this. It turned out she hadn’t needed to stretch herself in order to bring Shelly under control.
 
“I want an orgasm, yes I do. I do so much yes. Please.”
They were words that Shelly never thought she’d hear coming out of her own mouth. But this had got to her. What had got to her was Jasmine. The way she talked to her. The way she got her onside. The way she got under her skin. No other woman had done that before. And look at her now. Bondaged in a chair, her legs and knees wide open for all to see. Her arms up out of the way so that the full magnificent perfection of her mammaries and teat like nipples could be seen.
She would have called this obscene before and had nothing to do with it. And yet look at her now. And she wouldn’t have had anything to do with a woman like Jasmine either. She would have seen her as toxic and obscene, and of course she was right. Jasmine was toxic - to the core. And she was made up of sadistic obscenity.
“I’m not sure if you’ve been a good enough girl yet, to be given an orgasm. Do you?”
She was playing games.
“I need one though. I need it badly.”
And Shelly was being honest. She did need it badly. She’d never felt sexual urges like this. Her sex was always clinically clean sex. Sex that didn’t soil her and wasn’t messy - in her eyes ‘perfect sex’. When she got wet she discreetly dealt with it. But what Jasmine was showing her was something that blew her mind wide open.
“Do you need one enough to make me even happier than what I am now?”
Jasmine was smiling, using that soft tone of hers. That tone almost toxic in its ‘niceness’. It was like a quandary of conflicting sensations and emotions. For Shelly, she didn’t know that most of what she was feeling was due to the state that Jasmine had put her mind into. She couldn’t know that. She might work it out eventually but by that time it would be too late.
“Yes, yes I do. I want you to be happy with yourself and with me. So yes I want to make you happier than you are now yes.”
“Whatever it takes?”
Jasmine was sliding her forefingers up and down the saturated slit of Shelly’s. And she was pausing over the clitoral bundle and pressing and then running. She was encouraging Shelly to amass that orgasm behind the clitoris. Like storing it for later - building up its intensity and readying it for the explosion that she may, or may not allow Shelly to have.
“Yes, yes whatever it takes. I swear to god whatever it takes..”
Truth be known the perfection in Shelly had already begun to slip. This was her as she’d never known herself let alone how anyone else had seen her.
“What if it’d make me happy to cane your tits? You up for that? I mean, I would be happy enough after that to let you have a multiple orgasm. Think you want it enough for that?”
Jasmine was right up in Shelly’s personal space letting her breathe wash over her face as she played with Shelly’s sex flesh. It wasn’t like the word ‘cane’ didn’t register in Shelley’s mind because it did. In another time and place she wouldn’t have known what to do with that question. But now she did.
“Yes yes I want it enough. I do. I want it badly and I want to make you happy even more.”
She was talking in short gasps, like her breath was being taken away from her - because that’s exactly what was happening as Jasmine cajoled her sex flesh and rubbed the clitoral nerve endings. But never enough to spill Shelly into that orgasm she was craving so desperately.
“I like caning the flesh of other women Shelly - it makes me happy and I want to feel happy with you, knowing that you are trying your best for me.”
It was like Jasmine didn’t need to sell the caning any more because Shelly was already on board with that even though she didn’t know what she’d let herself in for. But it was like she liked talking about what made her happy. It was like she was underlining her desires when she spoke more words than she needed to. And the effect of her words on Shelly was to bring this woman in deeper into her world. That was the objective. Shelly couldn’t possibly know that her life from this point, or earlier, was all downhill and into a dark place.
“I want to try my best for you. I want to be the best that I can be for you. I want you to be happy because if you are happy then I can be reasonably happy.”
Jasmine couldn’t write this any better for herself. Her work with Shelly prepping her mind and her body - was making her say what she wanted to hear. Making her be in that place that she needed to be in.
“I’m not gonna lie Shelly, I cane hard. I’m going to cane the shit out of your tits and you will probably wish you was dead, until I give you the orgasm and then it will all make sense to you. Do you understand what I am telling you?”
Consent didn’t come into it. Jasmine didn’t need consent to do what she was going to do to Shelly. They weren’t in that world where she needed permission to do what she was doing. She’d taken Shelly out of that world already. She was talking, whispering seductively for effect. Letting Shelly know that it was going to be not very nice for her, before she got anywhere near an orgasm. And Shelly was buying into it more and more.
By this time Shelly was dripping. Far from the clinically clean perfection she was used to. But it was like she didn’t care about that. If she could have got her legs more open than they were, just get some added stimulation then she would have. But already it felt like her hips would dislocate if they opened wider. And she was looking down at herself, dripping. Probably deep down inside she was disgusted with herself - for how she looked and how she felt. And for the pleasure she could feel.
“Ready to go beyond the point of return Shelly? You know, that point where there’s no way back, not even if you wanted it?”
But Jasmine already knew that Shelly was past that point even now. The need in her for orgasm would be consuming her and the need for her to make Jasmine happy was another aspect of her being consumed.
“Yes. Yes, oh yes, yes, I’m ready. So, so ready.”
And she was. She just didn’t know what she was ready for exactly.
 









CHAPTER TEN

 
The Caning Of Shelly
 
That’d been it. Shelly didn’t or hadn’t known what she was ready for. She knew she’d been ready for ‘’something’, ‘anything’ even. But she didn’t know what that’d meant. And then she did.
Jasmine had produced the relatively short, arched bamboo cane. The way she handled that cane, the way she kind of caressed it before she used it, hinted at her expertise with it. Jasmine was not a novice with the cane. It was her implement of choice. It was her favoured instrument of dire pain. With that cane she could produce bursts of pain that were biblical. She could use it with the simple flick of her wrist or with more arched movements of her arm. It depended who and what was her target. With female breasts, the flick of the wrist and the angle that the cane came down and contacted with the flesh was what caused maximum damage to the flesh and to the mind of the receiver.
Jasmine wasn’t a ‘mild caner’. She was a sadist of the mind and she was a physical sadist. And the cane made her wet. The cane wasn’t just an instrument of corporal punishment, it was also an instrument of psychological carnage. And it was a sex toy for her. Jasmine could herself orgasm whilst using the cane. She didn’t need to touch herself or masturbate in any way - she could just use the cane to the best effect. And this ensured that each and every one of her canings was ‘perfect’. Perfect enough to make her cum. She tested the cane through the air and it whistled.
Shelly was all zoned out. Her sex was leaking, and drooling its juices. She didn’t know what she was in for. She was oblivious to the fact that in a few short minutes her mammaries would be filled  with the most indescribable pain. For now, Jasmine was providing her with that view of herself. The latex clad caning bitch that’d got her all excited and got her wanting more. The perfection in Shelly was slipping more and more. And the dirty slut in her was coming out. That dirty slut about to be furthered into a dirty pain slut.
“Jasmine wants you to be a good girl, a good soldier for her, you hear.”
There was that third person Jasmine again. And it was clear that when she was in a certain frame of mind that the third person came out in her. When she was sexually stimulated herself that was where the third person became known and to the fore.
“Yes yes. A good girl, a good soldier for Jasmine, yes.”
Again Shelly was talking in short, caught breaths like she was on that edge again. She didn’t know what a good soldier was. She couldn’t possibly know that Jasmine meant for her to take the caning and be quiet, make no sounds whilst she suffered it. She would learn that but it would be a slow lesson. A complete lesson delivered by Jasmine.
 
Jasmine’s canings were almost ritualistic. They were unhurried events. The anticipation and the build up were things that had a destructive effect before the caning event started. The sound of high heels, the strong smell of perfume. The visuals of Jasmine, seemingly perched on impossibly high heels and yet flowing on them, a consummate expert on them. The tightness of her latex dress clinging to her hourglass form. The movement of her breasts. The sweep of her hair across her back with every movement she made - every step she took.
Then her perfectly made up face, not stern and yet not soft either, as though she was perfectly comfortable with what she was about to do. And yes, the way she held that cane like it was an extension of herself. Like it was part of her. And her making sure she was being seen by Shelly before the pain started. As though she wanted Shelly to associate the pain she was about to get, with her, and only her.
For Shelly - yes those stabs of fear were growing in her. They’d been there all the time but now they were more. And they’d become sharper, more acute as they cut through her core. But this was Shelly in a place, a head space, that she’d never been in before. Yes she was shit scared. She knew what was about to happen even if she couldn’t comprehend the amount of pain involved. Of course a cane hurt, it had to hurt, but she was more focussed on the throb of her clitoris between her legs. And then there was the shame of knowing what she looked like. What she must have looked like.
“Ready to be a soldier for me Shelly? I want to be happy but I want to be proud of you as well.”
Jasmine spoke softly, tilting her head in an almost sympathetic way. That was one of those almost subliminal ways that Jasmine began the further destruction of Shelly.
“Y-yes, yes I am ready to be a soldier for you. And I want you to be happy and proud.”
Where Jasmine’s voice was smooth, calm, confident, there were cracks in Shelly’s. And with the lighting in the room emitting like a pulsing red, the ambiance and the vibe in there was tense.
Jasmine came to the front of Shelly, just to the side of her and she held and pressed the cane down across the tops of her globes. That short cane just about covering the width of both breasts. She pressed, indenting the flesh like she was getting a measure. Then she adjusted her feet a little and there was the little click of her high heels. She kept the cane pressed to the flesh and then lifted it, then brought it down again and pressed again. And there was this little whimpering sound from Shelly.
For the first time she was feeling the anticipation in fear form. The physical act of pressing that bamboo cane across her breasts was bringing Shelly into the reality of it. And that first stroke, lightening quick before she could even suck in a deep breath. There was the little whistle of the cane speeding through the dead air, and then the crack into the flesh. Then a moment of silence as Shelly’s brain computed what’d just happened. Then the scream. Shelly could never explain what she’d expected to feel when that cane was brought down, but the reality was like terrible, terrible agony that was cane shaped yes. But it radiated and penetrated her orbs of mammary flesh to the very insides of them, both of them.
“Sssshhhhh sshhhhh now Shelly remember what Jasmine said about being her soldier right.”
Of course Shelly had forgotten. A burst of pain like that would make everything else in the world pale into insignificance. The second came down perfectly parallel with the first welt that was beginning to rise on the soft pale flesh. And there was the second scream from Shelly but this time it was like she was at least trying to mute it. Jasmine altered her footing every so often because of the perfectionist she was in the art of the cane.
This time she changed her angle of attack and still using her wrist, came in under the breasts. Where the breasts were joined to her chest, in that little crease. And this was a different kind of pain. It couldn’t be described as worse, just different and again there was this diminishing scream and Shelly tried to cope by biting into her red lip. Jasmine tilted her head and looked as she did that. She liked that. She took it in and pressed the cane across her own lower tummy that was latex encased.
“One hundred strokes Shelly. That is what you have to get through. By the time I have reached fifty I want you to be taking it in silence. No screams, no whimpering, nothing. Think you can do that for me? I’ll be very happy if you can.”
Now a conversation with Jasmine under such duress and pain was like other worldly. Just four strokes in of one hundred and it already felt like her breasts were on fire. Shelly breathed heavily before she even attempted to answer.
“One hundred? I don’t know if I can do one hundred Jasmine. I really don’t.”
And she sounded genuine. She sounded shocked by what she’d felt so far and what was left to come. It was like she was ready to give up already. But of course that was not an option.
“I can change the amount, but not to less. If I change it, it will be to double it to two hundred. Would you like that instead?”
She was playing sadistic games with Shelly. It’s what she did. Even the thought of taking two hundred was enough to make Shelly queasy.
“No, no Jasmine, one hundred is fine. I promise one hundred is ok.”
And there was that slight panic as though the realistic proposition of it being doubled was about to happen. But that slid back as Jasmine smiled. She wanted this woman to agree to the one hundred. It was part of her game. Part of what she did to Shelly’s psyche. The next fifty four strokes of that cane to the undersides and across the globes were delivered over a period of an hour or so. And as they were delivered the sounds coming from Shelly got less and less. From those screams to lesser screams, to whimpers and then to sucking in of air as that cane was brought down, or up into her flesh.
By stroke fifty one she was in dead silence and this made Jasmine smile. This had been a woman, perfect in every respect, now taking intense pain from another woman whilst her sexuality drooled her own produce. She wasn’t feeling sexy right now - anything but. Or perfect. Jasmine brought that cane down time after time. Sometimes she paused, sometimes she did them quickly like machine gun quickly, but Shelly remained quiet, absorbing that pain like the good soldier Jasmine wanted her to be.
Jasmine loved the ‘ripple’ that her cane produced in the flesh. She likened those ripples to ‘tsunamis of flesh’. Someone could ask how she would like to be treated like this. How would she like to be caned like this, in this manner whilst she remained perfectly silent? But it would be a non question because there was this feeling - this sense that Jasmine knew exactly what she was doing to Shelly. That she knew exactly what one of her canings felt like. As though maybe she’d been through something similar herself in her time. Like she had been taught by the best, had been caned by the best and now she was passing it on.
By the end of one hundred strokes, Shelly’s breasts were not so perfect any more. Far from it. They were a mass of welts and bruises. That cane, the perfect weight for cutting the flesh or bruising it depending on how it was inflicted. And she’d mixed it up a little. Some of each type of stroke. Where the skin of the breasts had broken, there was just a little dried scabbed blood and where there were bruises, they were multicoloured bruises, black, yellow and everything in between.
Shelly herself was in a zone. Her eyes were glazed over and she was showing that she’d been taken to a place that she’d never been to before. She trembled and she looked like she wanted to burst out crying. But she didn’t. And then that cane was between her legs, stroking her wet sex lips. And immediately she was brought back into the real present. That cane gliding between her sex lips and pressing to her clitoris hood making her salivate.
“There, that’s better isn’t it Shelly? That’s nice for you. You see, pleasure because you’ve pleased me and made me happy. That orgasm isn’t far away I promise you.”
Shelly was rocked to the core that she could feel all of the pain filling her tits, but that she could also feel the pleasure that cane was giving her cunt. It was inconceivable that this cane could cause carnage level pain, but that it could produce sensuous pleasure as well.
“Thank you, thank you Miss Jasmine thank you…”
She was rambling of course but Jasmine smiled. She liked when her victims began calling her Miss Jasmine. It always happened. It was a sign of them breaking, finally. Although in Shelly’s case she would not be allowed to break so quickly. But she liked being called Miss Jasmine - it kind of gave her status and she liked that.
“Now, ten extra strokes Shelly. I’m going to take your hands and arms down so you can lift your breasts for me so that I can cane your nipples. You’d like that wouldn’t you?”
It was an horrific revelation as to Jasmine’s next move. It was almost a barbaric thing that she was suggesting.
“Yes, yes Miss Jasmine, your little soldier would like that. Thank you Miss Jasmine.”
Inside she wanted to scream ‘no no no no’. But that didn’t come out. Shelly was already being introduced to survival mode. Just when she thought it was over for her, she had ten more strokes to absorb and stay silent through. Jasmine smiled, and she squeezed her thighs as she lowered Shelly’s hoisted arms and un-cuffed her.
 









CHAPTER ELEVEN

 











PART THREE - The Darkest Hours

 
It looked like Shelly’s tits were broken. The welts across and under the main flesh had risen to their peak and the pain had also risen to its peak. Her nipples, now caned, five strokes to each nipple were swollen, and deformed. Where welts had tried to form on the rough flesh of the nipples, instead slight bends, slight imperfections in the flesh had caused them to bend. But not bend uniformly. One was bent slight up, and the other slight to the side. This was another example of Shelly losing her perfection. Having her perfection made imperfect
Such had been the brutality of those final ten strokes that she had to enter a head space that was alien to her. Taking those strokes in silence - in complete silence. Jasmine so accurate, so chillingly accurate and hard that the pain was ‘complete’. The kind of pain that induced the wish in Shelly that she could just check out and die. Yes that was it. She wanted to check out and die. And it was like Jasmine could read her mind.
“I know, I know you want to die right now. But that’s not an option. I could let you die if I wanted to. Or I could help you die, but that isn’t on my lists of wants or needs. What I need is to see you suffer Shelly. What I need is to see the perfection in you taken away little by little. And I have only just started right now. So, no, I’m afraid you cannot and will not die.”
Jasmine spoke as though she were in a zone herself. She couldn’t take her eyes off Shelly. The way this woman had lifted and presented her own breasts for the nipple caning had been mind-blowing for her - it’d been like an act of ultra submission. It’d further convinced her that Shelly was the one. The one who’d be taken the furthest in the journey. The one who’d fulfil all of her most base sexual, sadistic fantasies.
Shelly was still holding her tits up long after the caning of her nipples had been complete. It was like she was afraid to lower them in case it hurt too much. It even hurt too much when she held them and it would hurt too much if she let them down. She was in like this sado-masochistic catch twenty two. Tears streamed out of her eyes taking heavy mascara with it. That mascara streaked down her face in this gothic like way. Her whole, attractive face trembled. Her lips, all red and cracked trembled the most. And her sexuality drooled her own produce in a way that made her look obscene.
Jasmine stood back and looked at her. She stood back wanting to take her all in. All of this woman in all of her misery. Yes Jasmine liked this. Shelly not moving because she hadn’t been told to move. Suffering because she knew she had to suffer. This was something that excited the darkness in Jasmine. There was this little manic snigger from her. Like she’d got her own way - as though it would be any other way. She tilted her head, looking at Shelly from that angle. Looking at her like she knew that Shelly now knew her future was not going to be a pleasant one.
Jasmine wondering how much of Shelly’s spirit had been broken. From the tremble and the sniffs, yes there were signs of a broken spirit - but not completely, not yet. She came closer to Shelly again and she was still holding the cane. Shelly visibly winced. She could be forgiven for thinking or fearing that she was going to be caned even more. But not now. For now it was over. And then that cane was being pulled up between her sex lips again, reminding her of the sexual pleasure.
“Uuuuhhhhhhhhhhh.”
This moaning sound slipped from between her trembling lips and kind of bounced round the room.
“You remember don’t you Shelly? You remember what I told you I’d give you - the orgasm? It’s back there isn’t it? It’s back with a vengeance now the pain is over. The need to be exploded in orgasm from you is strong, very strong.”
The seductive Jasmine was back with that voice she’d used to trance Shelly. And even as her words were coming from her own smooth red lips, yes that pleasure and that need was back. How could this be? Shelly couldn’t even begin to understand how she could be so immediately needy whilst she was so ‘broken’ in spirit and with the pain of the caning.
“Yes, yes Miss Jasmine - I need it. Please yes I need it…”
And she wasn’t kidding. She needed it badly. Her sex now a mass of throbbing flesh. A mass of absolute craving flesh. Shelly tipped the corner of her mouth with her tongue and Jasmine used that cane like a violin bow, up and down her sexuality. Like she was lubricating the cane, coating it with her produce because that was what a sadist like Jasmine did.
The fine tuning of her sadism, the kind that a man could never show, was chilling. Beating this woman senseless and to a point of death wish, in the way she had, and yet now using and cajoling her sexuality in the way she was showed Jasmine to be ‘sick’. That she could do this to another woman boggled the mind. That she could do that and then continue to take Shelly apart was something that no one would be able to comprehend.
“I know, I know darling. It’s time for you to explode now. Time for you to for a few moments forget all that pain. Time for you to feel some pleasure. Time for you to associate the pleasure with pain. Like you have to earn the pleasure through pain. You’re learning a valuable lesson going forward here Shelly. If you suffer and make me happy then you will be rewarded. You will feel the pure pleasure that I can give to you.”
She brought the tip of the cane, the very tip of it, right up to Shelly’s clitoris. The fleshy hood had slipped to the base of all these nerve endings, and was constricting it a little bit. Just squeezing the clit flesh and now the tip of that cane was there too. The tip of the cane just pressing into the wide open receptors. And then she ‘twisted’ the cane a little. Kind of turned it on the spot, and whispered,
“There, you can cum now.”
And it was like an instant relief of pressure. Shelly sounded like she was taking her last breath as the pleasure hit her. Her lips trembled and then blew out. She blew out some salvia with it and her eyes looked like they were about to pop. She made this sound, like a grunt and then a releasing of breath as the orgasm shuddered through her. It was a clitoral orgasm and yet it was one that seemed to reach every fibre of her femininity. And then at the peak it just stayed there, right there and she blubbered a little bit. Like she was trying to fathom what the actual fuck was happening to her - but failing. That orgasm debilitating in its intensity. That debilitation hitting her body first but then hitting her mind as she ‘squirted’ her produce under so much load from within.
It wasn’t like she didn’t know what was happening to her and what she must have looked like. Always that thought, that knowledge of how her perfection was being taken away from her. But Jasmine smiling because she knew that Shelly would still be thinking about her perfection and how ashamed she should be at being in this predicament.
“I know Shelly, I know you still think about it - like your mourning the loss of your perfection. But you know, what will make Jasmine happy is for you to be proud of what you are becoming. What will make her happy is knowing that you have abandoned that perfection and you just want me to be happy that you are proud to be what you are now.”
The third person in Jasmine was back. She was sexually excited in talking to and about Shelly in this way.
“I want you to make me happy Shelly. If I am happy then your suffering will be just about bearable.”
Shelly was spitting the last of her orgasm from her mouth in form of saliva drools and from her cunt in the form of smaller squirts. The orgasm had drained her and now it was on the way down the other side. Some of her wanted it to last and last. But part of her was telling her that it was too much. That she couldn’t take any more of it. That she needed to rest. That she needed to recharge. But even as she was working that out in her fading mind she was wishing that intense peak pleasure was back with her. Jasmine smiled as she watched the former perfect woman struggle to cope with what was happening to her. She would struggle until Jasmine cajoled her flesh again. Then Jasmine would speak again,
“Now, time to pierce those nipples I think.”
 
Some time later
 
“I want you to see what has become of Dawson. And I want him to see what has become of you. I think you share the burden of the blame for what has happened to you individually and as a couple.”
Jasmine spoke matter of fact like. As though she was discussing mundane matters. Shelly was back on the edge again and she was catching her breaths - taking short ones, then deep ones. And yet she’d become alert at the mention of Dawson. She didn’t want him to see her like this. Anything but that. But again Jasmine’s mind reading was in full flow.
“I know. He only knows you as the perfect female. But it’s time he saw the other side of you - the new side. It’s time he knew the perfection was gone and won’t be back.”
Jasmine liked to hurt with words. She liked to paint these pictures, as much for herself as for Shelly. It was like she made what she said up as she went along. But a closer look at those words and how they were delivered would reveal them to be designed to do exactly what they did - hurt and destroy.
“Please, please Miss Jasmine, do I have to see him? I don’t want to.”
But there was this hesitancy in what she was saying. She didn’t want to see Dawson but the edge that Jasmine had put her on was the feed to that sexuality. The sexual and the kinky curiosity to see Dawson. The whole vibe of Jasmine taking her to this place and keeping her there, right on this edge of needing another orgasm. And her wanting to make Jasmine happy and wanting herself to be proud for her.
Poor Shelly didn’t know how to process what she was going through. She couldn’t work it out - she didn’t know how to work it out. And she didn’t even know if she wanted to work it out. This sexual pleasure and the pain wracking her tits and her nipples were all she needed right now. Yes she was coupling the pain and the pleasure together. Just like Jasmine told her she had to do. Maybe seeing Dawson was just another form of pain she had to go through - that she was wet and excited about going through.
“You do my darling. I want you to see what you’ve caused. I want it to be part of your pain going forward. You won’t be seeing the Dawson you know, just like he won’t be seeing the perfect Shelly that he knew. It will be an awakening for the both of you.”
Again that toned vibe to her voice, encouraging Shelly to come deeper with her. Making it the norm. But she had a point. Neither of them would be the same as they were.
“But I’ll help you. I’ll play with you, pleasure you. Make seeing Dawson ‘nice’ for you. I know you’d like that. I know you want that as much as you want to make me happy, and make me proud of you.”
As she spoke she leaned over Shelly and she slipped one, then two fingers inside her. She slipped them in and hooked them back behind her clitoris. In doing that she found Shelly’s G spot and she pressed - like she was pressing out from within. Shelly grunted as a different kind of pleasure washed through her. She’d been given clitoral pleasure by Jasmine before this. But now it was a pleasure, a more acute pleasure coming from the G spot. And she sighed out, a deep sigh blended with a wet grunt. Already meeting Dawson again was taking on a more attractive slant to it. The idea was feeding her sexuality. It was making her feel needy. It was making her want to make Jasmine happy and it was making her want Jasmine to be proud of her.
“Mmmmm yes please Miss Jasmine. Yes please will you help me. I’d like that, I really would.”
Her voice all dreamy, her legs still spread at the hips. Her juices in this slow ooze from her.
“Good girl. You know how Jasmine likes a good girl right?”
“Mmmm yes, yes I do Miss Jasmine.”
 









CHAPTER TWELVE

 
Dawson And Shelley’s New World
 
When they came face to face again there was this god awful few seconds when they just looked at each other. Their eyes met but their brains were taking some time to catch up. Like they were travelling faster than sound, and it took some time to sync up.
Dawson had been slurping obscenely on a hard wet cock when Jasmine’d taken Shelly to him. There had been these two sets of high heels. One set, Jasmine’s had been sure footed and confident step and the clicks from the metal tipped heels firm and acute. Then there had been Shelley’s steps - irregular and not so sure footed. The heels just scraping, and then clicking. About one out of every six or seven of those steps was interrupted, but there was a reason for that. She was weak, and she was on the edge of an ever present yet denied orgasm. Every so often she sucked back drool as though she was losing control of her lips and tongue. That was because she was so edged that she couldn’t focus on anything else. She felt as though she was going mad.
Dawson didn’t even look around immediately when they came in, he, or ‘it’ was too immersed in pleasuring the cock he’d been given for being a ‘good girl’. And he was making a meal of that cock. A pure meal of it. The man the cock was attached to laying back, hands behind his head, relaxed as Dawson did things with his mouth that this man could only dream of. Dawson would lick from under the heavy balls and then up the seam of the thick cock to the underside of the ridge of the bell end and then back down.
Every few licks he would stop and then sink his mouth over the cock and suck it. He would create that vacuum with his mouth and just suck. His cheeks would sink in and then blow out as he sucked. He was focussed on simply pleasuring the cock and nothing else. There would have been no way he’d have done this in the world he’d come from. He’d never been gay or bi-sexual. He wouldn’t have thought he was now, and yet he had this overwhelming urge to suck a thick cock - or as many as he could get. But this was his Jasmine persona. He was her.
And he couldn’t prevent the drool from escaping from his mouth. That drool just spilling - a mixture of his thick salvia and the man’s pre-cum. Shelly watched him and she was in this state of flux. But it was also a state of shock. She just watched - she didn’t say anything or do anything because she was so shocked. Jasmine watched as well. She flicked her eyes from Dawson to Shelly and then back again. She didn’t say anything either, not at first. She just wanted to watch. She didn’t want to disturb the moment. She didn’t want to spoil the moment either for herself or for this former couple.
This was Jasmine in her element. She’d caused carnage to this couple and now she was reaping the sadistic benefits of it. She’d brought them together at the right time. Dawson was little more than an animal now. A feeding animal. Feeding for him, or for ‘it’ was simply sucking and fucking cock like he was a bitch in heat. There was this feral quality to him. This awfulness about him - most of all there was this lack of humanity. This lack of sense that he was a human being at all. He was one, and yet there was this huge question mark over him. A gender question mark and one that would be leaving Shelly numb inside. Not to mention the lack of visible morality. This would be destroying Shelly, seeing this.
The physical appearance of Dawson was shocking. Maybe this was why Shelly had been struck dumb and not the fact that he was in his new element sucking a cock. There was this feminine quality about him - ultra feminine even and yet at the same time there was the highlight that there was some maleness left in him. Like that maleness had been retained deliberately as a reminder to him what he’d done and even what he once was. And what and who he was now.
He sucked that cock noisily taking it down his throat. The bulge in his throat as he swallowed that cock was disturbing to see. Like something that wasn’t possible without dying of not being able to breath. There was this utter desperation in him to please this cock at all costs. It didn’t matter what the cost to him, he had to please that cock. The desperation there was because he needed to drink the semen. He needed to taste it, and he needed to feel it slide down into his gullet.
One had to wonder if Dawson wished he could die, like Shelly wished that she could when she was taking that caning. Difficult to say. This was not the same. Dawson wasn’t in dire pain, he was in dire ecstasy in being permitted to suck that cock and knowing there was an end result going to come from it in the shape of seed for him to feed on. It was the reverse for him. His own cock straining in that tightly fitted downward curved chastity cage. One look at that and one would have to wince knowing there would be some kind of agony associated with that cock cage.
A cock couldn’t be solid hard like that, and curved down and not be in some kind of pain. In some kind of absolute pain. And yet the eagerness with which he sucked that cock had to be seen to be believed. He needed to please. He needed to make that cock explode in his mouth and he needed to feel those heavy balls empty, completely. That was what he needed to do. He needed to empty those balls completely and not leave a drop in them. He needed to consume it all.
There was this awfulness about the scene of these three people coming together like this. An awfulness that hung in the air like rancid aroma. Shelly just watching her husband - the one she’d treated so badly, the one she’d sexually denied and sexual abused in her own way. The shock in Shelly was palpable. Like it had all come flooding back to her. It was like for the first time she was accepting that she’d been so hung up on her own perfection that she’d been devoid of how to sexually gratify her husband all that time and now this was the result. Again it was all her fault.
And seeing him now, feeding off that cock was like something that was showing her, something that she had to be guilty for. Something that she had to let fester away in her mind, from this point on. In a way this coming together was like a new level of despair for her. It was like something that she couldn’t avoid. She could look away, there was nothing stopping her.
But she didn’t. Her eyes were fixed and she had to see what she was witnessing. She had to see what had become of Dawson, because of her. That seed festered in her mind now that this was all her own fault. That she couldn’t blame Jasmine for this. Rather that she could only thank this woman who’d brought all this to a head. But she was muddled in the mind. She was sex addled and she was melting from inside the mind. So she couldn’t think straight, or act straight because the need in her to cum was so overwhelming.
“That man he’s sucking is a convicted sex criminal. He’s out on day release. He’ll be out in the community again soon. You don’t want to know what he does to boys because, well, because. And now, because I’ve been his therapist in jail, he has this penchant for fucked up freaks like Dawson. This is their second time together and he wants Dawson to play with when he comes out in a few weeks. This won’t be nice for Dawson. This man isn’t nice. He’s a freak as well but he looks normal. Poor Dawson.”
Jasmine whispered so not to burst the bubble. And her voice was filtering in to Shelly. And there was this base realisation that Jasmine had her reaches in prison institutions. And that a was almost too much to process. One might think that there would be no way a woman like Jasmine could get her tentacles into the prison system to fuck up the minds of some of the worst examples of humanity. But she could - and this was almost mind blowing to think of. That she could infiltrate something like a prison and be in close contact with vulnerable and not so vulnerable prisoners. And what she said about this man was scary beyond any kind of belief. And yet here was Dawson sucking this man’s cock like he was making love to it. Like he was making dirty passionate love to it.
And then for the first time hers and Dawson’s eyes met and Dawson was halted, like his switch had been turned off, in mid sucking action of that cock. The drool spilled from his mouth like a tap. Like he didn’t have any control. His eyes widened, almost like they were about to pop. And he whimpered and part rolled over to reveal the hugeness of his breasts. The massive thick teat like nipples and the volume of flesh that made up the mammaries. It was like they didn’t belong on him, but that they did at the same time. It was like he was morphed into being part male and part female. And it was telling that the male part of him, his cock was caged and in this downward bend that kept it like that. That kept it so that an erection was not possible. This was disturbing in a way - the maleness kept, but kept subdued and debilitated.
“Dawson… I’m so sorry.”
Shelly uttered the words but they barely got to Dawson who was in this trance at seeing her and seeing Miss Jasmine again. It was like something was triggered inside his melting mind. Like all he’d had to this point was the sexuality inflicted into his brain by Jasmine. And now there was this connection to reality, Shelly was that connection and she was right back in front of him. But as this was being processed slower than normal by his mind, he was realising that there was something different about her. That this wasn’t the Shelly he knew. Or the one that’s he’d loved. He tried to look through the sex drenched haze at the same time as taking sucks of the cock he had in his mouth. He couldn’t forget to suck the cock, he needed to suck that cock. But he needed to process what he was seeing as well.
Jasmine smiled when she saw this silent interaction between man and wife. It was at this point that there was this shock wave coming down over Dawson’s face. Like a cloud of utter despair at what he was seeing. Shelly’s tits were out, over the low cut of a tight latex crop top. And those tits looked obscene - beyond obscene even. The nipples were hard, long and bloated. And those nipples looked sore, sensitive and pain filled. But they would, they had been brutally caned - and then after, pierced with a crisscross of thick steel bars through them.
A closer look at the deformed breasts showed the cane welts that covered them. And it was in those welts that the brutality of what Shelly had been through became apparent. Dawson looked, like he was trying to work out what the actual fuck was going on. He even looked closely to make sure what he was seeing was in fact Shelly, and that it was not a trick of his eyes, or the sexual addiction taking hold of his mind and playing games with him.
Then there was Shelly’s stance. There was something wrong with the way she moved on her high heels but he couldn’t work out what that was. Something about her feet - those shoes - strapless court shoes with six inched tapered heels. She walked ‘ok’ on them, but it was not without pain. Actually it was not without an agony that was written over her face. Only Jasmine would know why there was this agony involved and that the agony had something to do with those shoes.
The heels were six inches long but the core of the actual heels were like steel screws. And these steel screws were drilled and screwed up through her heels and into the ankles. It had been like a procedure to secure these shoes to her. Like a procedure to make what had been a part of her perfection in how she walked on those heels, into an imperfection in how she walked now. It was like she was being tortured with her own femininity and by surgery. This an horrific development in Shelly’s demise at Miss Jasmine’s hands.
This was Jasmine using her skills, knowledge and her sadism to help make Shelly hate herself. It was like she was injecting some self loathing into her. And there was this knowledge that Jasmine was only just getting started. That she was only just scratching the surface of what she was going to do to these people.
 









CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 
Absolution
 
“I think you two deserve each other, even though you don’t have each other any more.”
Jasmine was in thoughtful mode - and she was deeping it. She wasn’t talking to one or the other in particular. Although there was the sense that she wanted the words to reach both. Dawson was straining in his tortuous cock cage. He’d not been in this amount of pain from it before now and it was agony but the thing was, his need for sexual pleasure was a different kind of agony.
He could smell Shelly and the slippery stuff that she was producing and his nostrils were twitching because of it. He’d never been able to smell her like this before because she’d never let him. She’d always had to be that perfect fuck doll. That clean fuck doll. The clinically clean fuck doll who invited Dawson between her legs, fuck her and within two or three minutes it was all over - sometimes it would be seconds and it’d be all over. He’d never had the ‘raw’ pleasure and the dirty pleasure.
This’d been Dawson’s sex life with Shelly. This had been her own brand of cruelty. Putting her own appearance, her own perfection above and in front of Dawson’s pleasure with her, making him want her badly but denying him partially and cruelly.
Back then Shelly had been pretty disgusted in the act of sex. And yet she’d seen it as a kindness that she even let Dawson inside her. She didn’t see the cruelty back then. But look at her now. Wide open with her ‘gash’ oozing her juices filthily, and with Dawson right between her legs, able to ‘sniff’ and able to almost taste those juices. Jasmine smiled at the scene in front of her. The conflict of contradiction.
The animal in Dawson had been brought to the fore and established. And now, Shelly had been messed up. Her demise was well under way. She’d been twisted from the roots of her mind, to the core of her clitoris. There was nothing to distinguish between the animals - Shelly, or Dawson. They were equal in their respective perversions. This was a come down, a hard come down for Shelly. But Dawson was yet to face his worse.
“You want Dawson to lick you Shelly? You want your freak of a husband to spill you into orgasm?”
Now there was a question. Shelly’d been on the edge long enough to be on the edge of madness as well. She needed to cum and this was a tester, a marker for Jasmine - like a test to see how far Shelly had come. How far back had she left her perfection obsession. And was she ready and willing to have the Dawson creature between her legs again but this time licking her? Was she prepared mentally to be spilled into orgasm by the man who she’d restricted access to her?
These were questions that would haunt her after the fact. These were the questions that would make her immediate come down from orgasm like a living nightmare of despair. But that made Jasmine smile. She liked that this woman in front of her would be filled with undiluted despair. She liked it that this would break Shelly more before her journey continued.
“Mmmmm yes, yes please Miss Jasmine yes please oh god yes please.”
It was an almost psychotic ramble that came out of her trembling mouth but Jasmine smiled. For Shelly, she hadn’t just been to hell and back - she’d been taken to hell and then dumped there, both psychically and in her mind. Her feet were damaged from the screw in heels and that was something that could not be reversed. Her feet forever held in the severe arch, forced to exist on her tippy toes long after the healing process was complete.
There was the psychological impact of that and of her trying to correct the imperfection of her moving and walking on those heels. The pain travelling up her ankles, lower legs and then thighs to her hips and then through her spine. This had been a relatively simple procedure, and yet its impact would be something that would go on and on. It would continue to be a festering impact for years to come, eating away at her mind and her body.
“You want it hmmm? I can see you’re desperate for a real orgasm, not like those fake ones you used to convince him were real back in the day.”
There was a certain nastiness to Jasmine’s voice now. Like she was holding Shelly to account for the cruelty she’d inflicted on Dawson. But this was pot, kettle and black time surely? The ritualistic denied sex that she’d held Dawson to countless times was nothing in cruelty terms, like Jasmine was inflicting on her. And yet at the same time it was working. Every one of Jasmine’s words sinking in to her psyche and staying right there working on the brain cells that were still functioning.
“Tell me how much you want the freak Dawson now Shelly? I want to hear you say it.”
She’d sharpened up her tone as Dawson was sniffing. That audible sniffing when blended with the visuals here was something that approached intense obscenity, but Jasmine was not phased. There was this sense that she’d seen and done at least something like this before. There was a greater sense that she was in her element creating this disturbing re-pairing of these two odd lovers.
“Please let him do me Miss Jasmine. Please? I need it Miss Jasmine. I need it badly. I need him badly.”
And yes they were just words but in that tone and that pleading, there was realism and honesty. She was desperate for Dawson to tip her into a downward spiralling orgasm. Now she was an imperfect woman desperate for it to be as dirty and obscene as possible.
“I need this sick fuck to do it Miss Jasmine. Need it. Please Miss Jasmine.”
Jasmine smiled that wide lipstick smile of hers. It never ceased to make her smile when someone she’d taken down called her Miss Jasmine. It was like a sign that a person, in this case Shelly, had been broken and because of that there was this desperation to show respect for her. She liked it, how the human mind worked when there was all this despair, pain and sexual intensity there that was not controllable by them. And this situation seemed magnified in Shelly’s case and this made Jamine wet-through. It made her saturated to the core of herself.
“You want the pervert to eat you out hmm? Eat you out so that you cum like deranged slut?”
They may have seemed like random words from Jasmine, but this was not the case at all. Her words, her tone were played to perfection and designed to bring Shelly down a few more notches.
“Mmmm yes yes please Miss Jasmine, yes please. Oh god yes please. I am a deranged slut Miss Jasmine. I am that and more, I need this, I need it so badly.”
Being held on the edge of orgasm more or less as a permanent status’d had its effect on Shelly. It had melted her mind somewhere and had reduced her to a woman who seemed lacking in intelligence and intellect somewhat, as well as morals. Reduced her to a woman who’s only objective left in life was to get as many orgasms as she could. Yes she had that pain in her feet, her legs and spine. Yes she had her pained, caned tits and her deformed nipples. But these were thing she had to live with. These were things that she needed to lean to exist with. For the orgasm though, she had to ensure she earned as many as she could. That was it, that was the sole driving force left in her mind. She needed to be on the edge all the time so that she could take advantage when an orgasm was offered. She was already at the stage where she knew that she couldn’t give herself the orgasm off her own back. It had to be with permission. Jasmine’s permission.
“Mmmmm ok, I’ll let that happen.”
And Jasmine smiled again. The sense of control and power surging through her was like nothing she’d experienced before. This was her peak power right here. And yet she was still on the upward trajectory. She snapped her fingers and Dawson who’d been like a tightly leashed dangerous dog moved in closer to Shelly’s sexuality, and then he was pressing his nose to it. He was live sniffing it. He was drenching his nose in Shelly’s juices and he was sniffing them deep like he was looking for some kind of high.
“Eat Dawson, eat her out. See what she tastes like. She will taste delicious to you, I know she will. All those years not being able to taste her like this, and now you can eat to your hearts content. Remember your dirty urges with me? Now you can live them with her. She denied you for years and now, this.”
Jasmine was still placing triggers and suggestions inside his mind. She’d been working on his mind for some time and that was in this suitably melting condition already. Easily open to suggestion, easily manipulated. But she wasn’t wrong. The state of his mind was ‘complex’. He’d had that early life with Shelly - a somewhat restricted life sexually, with her. And he knew her and had loved her deeply.
But now it was different. There was this woman he could eat out, right in front of him and that was playing with what little of his mind was able to function properly. So now he was on a new level of sexual discovery with a woman who’d denied him, and who’d taunted him in a way. Now the shoe was on the other foot.
He sealed his lips to the Shelly’s cunt lips and then slid his tongue inside her for the first time ever. And a grunt came from deep inside him somewhere. Like a grunt of relief that he could feel his tongue inside the woman he’d always loved, at last. And then he was feeding off of Shelly’s produce. Feeding off it, and at the same time pleasuring her with his eager, fleshy wet tongue. He got his tongue right inside her, and he was sweeping the walls of her vagina like this.
“You may cum Shelly.”
With her trances and her triggers, Jasmine was able to control a human being with ease. And it was a disturbingly casual ease with which she did that. As Dawson ate Shelly deeply so she came and came. Shelly also grunted. She also let it all go as though her life depended on it. She’d been allowed, or permitted to cum with just words. And there was this question mark right there as to why she just couldn’t just cum when she needed it. And why she had to have the word from Jasmine first. That was the control and the triggers that had been implanted in her mind. That was the absolute control that one woman had over another. It was disturbing, horrific even given the level of skull fuckery that Jasmine had inflicted and was yet to inflict on this couple.
She sat back and crossed her legs to the sound of her nylon rasping nylon as she watched Dawson feeding off Shelly deeply. There were the sounds that he made, grunting, feral levels of sound. But then there were her sounds. Desperate sounds, and yet also feral. Feminine sounds of sexual distress yes. But in that sexual distress also physical pain. That pain deep seated, but the sexual pleasure, the dripping orgasm from somewhere entirely new. And it was a high for her - an intense and disturbing high that came over her in waves. And then more waves.
Jasmine squeezed her thighs giving herself a shot of pleasure as she closed her eyes and listened. She liked to do that - she liked to ‘see’ someone’s pain and pleasure, especially together, but to just close her eyes and make it dark in her mind, she liked to listen to it. She needed to listen to it, every nuance of it. She didn’t want to miss a single note of what she was hearing. Shelly came and came and Dawson ate and ate. He ate her deeply and grunted as he did that.
Jasmine giggled to herself. She wondered if either of these freaks had thought about being a part of a scenario like this. The answer would have been no. But she knew that what was left of their respective minds was being blown. Being blown away by what’s happening to them right now. She knew that because of the seeds she’d planted in their heads, together with her hypnotic abilities that she’d fucked them up.
But she knew also that she hadn’t fucked them up completely and that there was more work to do on that. She knew that she’d not done her worst yet. That was to come and she smiled at that and gave her stockinged thighs another squeeze. She pressed her deep red lips together and rolled them in as images flooded her mind of the chaos she was going to cause these two wholly innocent people. They didn’t believe they were innocent, either of them, and she’d made sure of that. The thing about them was that they didn’t really know where their guilt came from. It added to the fuck up that Jasmine had created and she liked that.
 









CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 
Intense Bondage Of the Mind And Body
 
There was no real need for Shelly to be placed in stringent tight, physical bondage. No need at all - well not really. What Jasmine had done to her mind was enough. It was enough to ensure that this woman was under her complete control. And yet at the same time, there were times, like periods of time when something so tight, so inescapable was required because what was happening to them was so terrible that the bondage was a safety net, in a way. Something that was for their own good. In this case for Shelley’s own good.
Dawson was in in a chair in the corner. He was out of the way and yet he could see everything that occurred. And he had this steady stream of vibes being sent through his inhumane cock cage, to his bell end and glans. So he was dribbling from his mouth yes, but he was also dribbling from his caged cock. No matter how long anyone looked at that cock in that cage for, it would never look ‘right’. That downward curve and yet the hardness - the way it was hard with an erection it was never allowed to attain. The way the flesh bulged from between the bars - they told of the discomfort more than anything. And yet the purple of the swollen head all deformed by its bars also told of the sexual torment.
There was this deformity about the cock head. Like it was being contained for its own good. Like it had been imprisoned for its own good. And then there were entrails, the drool of pre-cum that were constant. Pre-cum by its very nature was just that. And yet this was a constant like a tap had been turned on, or was leaking from somewhere in him and there were these drooling things just coming from his cock.
And every so often the cock head pulsated - swelled more in the cage and because it could not get any bigger because of those stainless steel bars, the flesh oozed and squeezed more out from between those bars making it look more obscene and just ‘wrong’. That was when Dawson’s eyes would open wide, like they were about to pop. This was when he was feeling pleasure. When he was desperate for an orgasm that was not being granted. That was when he made the sounds, those gurgled desperate little sounds that told of the distress he was in. Jasmine looked at him occasionally and smiled.
“You’re going to like this Dawson. You’re going to like what I’m going to do to Shelly next. You need to watch, and you need to watch it all, because the same, or similar is going to happen to you. And I want you to be turned on by it all, do you hear me Dawson? I want you to be turned on by it all.”
The thing was that Dawson had no choice but to be turned on. Miss Jasmine had said he must be turned on, and that was ingrained in his head. The trance sessions, the seed planting - all of it was playing a part in the ever increasing perverted mess that was Dawson’s brain. Jasmine flicked a long claw like finger nail that had been perfectly manicured across one of Dawson’s hard, teat like nipples and he’d gasped in a deep breath. That one single scrape with the nail across his nipple had sent his huge breasts into a series of ripples. And had sent his lipsticked lips in a series of trembles that threatened but never quite spilled that orgasm into his brain. Jasmine smiled and turned her attention back to Shelly,
She was in a rig, face down. A floating rig that could be adjusted and fine tuned infinitely. Shelly had been a lady. A perfect lady - but she wasn’t that now. She was anything but that now. There was a dip in her back, like a concave arch and that thrust her ass back. And because her thighs and knees were spread wide and tightly secured, her pussy was also thrust back. Her pussy lips were swollen but that was not what was so alarming about them. Each pussy lip had been threaded with three stainless steel hooks on small gauge chains. Those chains then attached to micro motors that when set in motion peeled the lips apart, wide, to reveal the pinker, fleshier and wetter innards of her cunt. And that was a sight.
Her cunt like a constantly moving swamp of flesh. Right in the middle of the swamp then a pool of her own hot bubbling juices. But her held at such an angle that she couldn’t spill the juices. It was like a case of saving them for later. There was no dignity in the position she was bondaged in. There was nothing ladylike about her, and this must have been seeded there in the back of her mind. She’d know she wasn’t perfect any more but she’d also still have the memories of what she was before. And this must have hurt her deeply. Having her life taken away was one thing, but being left deliberately with the memories of he perfect life had to be a torture of extremes for her.
Poor Shelly. She tried not to make the noises knowing what Jasmine felt about the suffering in silence mantra. But she couldn’t help it - she just couldn’t. Her arms were up behind her and hoisted high, bound at the wrists to a part of the rig. This brought her shoulder blades together, her shoulders back, elbows almost, but not quite touching, and then the thrust of her more than impressive breasts down to more torture.
Her pierced nipples didn’t have the crossed bars in them any more. Just hooks. Hooks that were attached to more small gauge chain and then pulled downwards via micro motors. These nipples all swollen, puffed up and still with the signs of the caning and yet, more so. Pulled and stretched down in a mechanical and electrical action that caused bedlam in the form of pain. Of course Shelly couldn’t help that noise she was making. Those breasts were epic, and they were voluminous, and yet they were contained by those hooks and micro motors. Those little points of pain were enough to cause this constant dribble of noise from her lips. Those and the hooked flesh of her sex lips.
“I’ll bet you’re all buzzed up wondering what next. Aren’t you ‘slut’?”
Jasmine spoke to Shelly knowing that the woman wouldn’t be able to focus properly. Or respond adequately because those points of pain and distress would be a constant grind on her psyche. But then she knew also that the hook through the clitoral bundle and that dragged it out from under its hood and stretched downwards also wouldn’t be a good thing for this woman to be absorbing. What she’d been subjected to was micro bondage. Her body disabled, debilitated and then further her extremities subjected to cruel stretching and tightening. And one couldn’t forget that in all of the debilitation was a living human being in the form of Shelly.
One couldn’t help but wonder what was going through her mind during all of this. Maybe she was asking how could Miss Jasmine be doing this to her? How could one woman be doing this to another? How could this be? Or maybe she was just trying to get through it, to please Jasmine because that need to please her was something that had been seeded in her and grown to a point where pleasing this woman was an obsession.
Maybe she just needed to find a space in her head where she could exist and then get through this to a point where Miss Jasmine was happy with her and let her have another orgasm. Maybe for Shelly the orgasm was the most important thing. Maybe nothing else mattered for her anymore. Maybe Jasmine had got so far into her head, maybe she’d addled Shelly’s brain so much that this was all there was now. And maybe she’d worked out that orgasm cost - like there was a price to pay. Like all of that pure pleasure couldn’t be for free. That there had to be a price.
“I’m going to use your filthy cunt juices to lubricate your asshole Shelly. You don’t mind do you?”
It was a rhetorical question, but not at the same time. Jasmine was interested, all be it mildly what the response would be.
“Mmmmmm yes, yes Miss Jasmine, anything you say. Anything.”
Jasmine smiled and then threw her head back in a semi laugh.
“You don’t want to miss out on an orgasm do you? You think if you’re a good girl for me that this is what you’ll get - a nice juicy orgasm at the end of it, right?”
And she was searching the psyche of Shelly, to find anything to show that she was right. Of course she was right.
“Yes, oh god yes Miss Jasmine. I can’t lie to you, I need the orgasm.”
“But you also need to please me as well don’t you? Now tell me, which is the most important, pleasing me or getting your filthy dirty orgasm?”
It had to be the cruellest of choices. Even in her state, Shelly would know the correct answer. But what she wanted to say more than anything because she was so edged, was that the orgasm was more important than anything. It was what she wanted and needed. It was the selfish thing inside her. That masochistic selfishness that shone through every time. Jasmine smiled - she knew how it went down.
“Yes, yes Miss Jasmine yes I need to please you at all times Miss Jasmine. That is the most important thing, that you are happy at all times.”
“You wouldn’t be lying to me would you, slut? I mean I wouldn’t be happy after all I’ve done for you, if you were lying to me.”
And she watched. She watched every sinew in Shelly tighten as she dealt with the sensations going through her. The need to orgasm would be crack level and she knew what that was like. She knew how that felt. Jasmine couldn’t possibly treat a woman the way she did without knowing the effects of what she did. She looked down between Shelly’s spread thighs, to where her cunt lips were hooked and stretched open and where her clitoral bundle was hooked and pulled down tight by the micro motor.
“I’m not, I’m not lying Miss Jasmine I promise I’m not lying.”
And yet there she was lying. Jasmine smiled again. She loved so much how she fucked these bitches up to the extent that they didn’t really know lying from self serving.
“So I’m going to use your filthy juices from your filthy cunt to lubricate your filthy ass. Then I’m going to insert a dildo that can be inflated. And over time I am going to destroy your ass. You will only be able to exist day by day by being plugged up, to stop you from losing the contents of your bowels. Your ass will be prolapsed by the time I have finished with you. And this will be yet another psychological blow to you.
“A woman who was perfect in every respect and then unable even to control her own toileting. This will be you, in a day or so. And your former husband and debilitated lover, is in the corner watching it all as it happens. He has the front seat. You can see him and what I’ve done to him because of you. This is ALL down to you, slut.”
This was the time when Jasmine spoke slowly and softly - like she wanted every word to get through, and get across. These words designed to trigger the emotions in Shelly, and they did. Tears dripped from her eyes down to the floor under her. It should have been a relief to release those tears but it wasn’t. It made it all worse. She knew Dawson, or what Dawson used to be was watching. And she knew that he was having his sexuality, although caged, stimulated with the electric currents being applied. She knew what it was like to be edged like that. She might have been asking herself how it had come to this? But she knew the answer to that already. It was all her fault.
Dawson was a drooling feral dog. He was drooling from his mouth and from his cock. What Jasmine had described fed the pervert in him. It fed the base perversions. And in his mind, now knowing what Shelly had put him through back in the day, there were the festering urges of seeing her suffer for it forming in his damaged mind. And these urges were strong. Like there was no guilt associated with the severity of the images of her suffering. In fact the more severe the better his cock head was liking it.
And Jasmine was watching. She always watched. She’d said her piece and now she wanted the aftermath. Now she wanted that ‘turn’ in Dawson’s psyche to be apparent and it was. She moved behind Shelly and took a long look at the woman under her complete control. She licked her lips, she wanted to get to work on this piece of filthy imperfect flesh at her mercy. Then she was pulling her fingers through the swamp of a cunt that she owned now. And she squeezed her thighs. This was going to be a good few days, she knew it.
 









CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 
Intensity And Then Some…
 
It’d been more than six hours since Jasmine slipped that dildo up inside Shelly. When she’d done the there’d been only the grateful sound of Shelly, moaning that she was being penetrated. Like what was all the fuss about - this was exactly what she wanted? And if she could have writhed and squirmed in pleasure then she would have. But the bondage stopped that from happening. It was anal penetration but that was ok. ANY penetration was ok for a woman in Shelly’s state. She’d kind of gritted her teeth, in as much as she could and then closed her eyes as Jasmine slipped the dildo inside her all the way up until it nudged the bend in her colon. And then she’d sucked in air as Jasmine had pushed just that little bit harder. Not a cruel shove into that bend  - just a little firmer nudge as she whispered to Shelly,
“This is going to hurt, I ain’t gonna lie.”
And there was this thing, maybe the first alarm bells in the back of Shelly’s head somewhere. It wasn’t an unpleasant feeling, having that dildo in her back passage. She’d got over, kind of, the fact that she wasn’t perfect any more. It was like ‘what the hell’, and the orgasm, or the need for orgasm had taken over her mind and her sexuality. She’d settled in this unsettled way, into this mind altering bondage she was in, knowing she could do nothing about it, knowing that she was at the mercy of Jasmine and what ever she wanted her to do.
She didn’t for a moment think that this woman would torture her the way she’d described. She kind of thought that’d been for effect. Though why she would think that who could know? She’d caned her tits viciously and she still bared the scars of that, across her nipples and larger breast flesh, and would do so for some time. She’d manipulated her mind to such an extent that she didn’t know what time of the day it was. Or even what day it was.
Why would she think the being rigged helplessly with her nipples, cunt lips and clitoris hooked and stretched and peeled open, unable to move barely a muscle, would be a good thing. The penetration had been the manipulator there. She’d thought ‘ahh penetration I need that’. And yes of course she needed penetration. But that dildo inside her ass, lubricated up with her own swamp like juices had lulled her into a false sense of security. Un-inflated that dildo was like a pussycat purring inside her - making her feel all fuzzy and warm and nice. Even if she’d gulped a little bit when it slipped into her, she’d taken it and felt her ass moving, chewing and sucking on it hungrily.
“I’d like you do take this in silence. Try your best for Jasmine won’t you? You know how Jasmine likes it right?”
The third person was back in Jasmine - the sadist. There was this sense that she used this third person as a form of defence or justification for what she was going to do next. Kind of like ‘it wasn’t me it was her’. How true that was that, that Jasmine was a true split personality, who could know? But within a few compressed air hisses the dildo’d been started on the process of inflating, Shelly’s moans had increased in tone and urgency. Her eyes had opened wide and were bulging. Those huge pool like eyes were darting from side to side and up and down like she was searching for something to focus on.
Jasmine watched and she squeezed her thighs. Her latex cat suit was creaking with each of her movements and there were delicate little ‘clicks’ of her high heels that kind of showed how light on her feet she was. This lent well to the myth that she glided on her heels as though she was born on them. Who’d have thought that from an out and out sadist?
“Don’t forget slut, silence. I want silence.”
Jasmine knew she was giving a totally impossible instruction and this made her smile inside to herself. She knew that it would be impossible for Shelly to remain quiet. And she was looking forward to hearing those utter screams, because she knew that there would be screams. Ear piercing screams. It was no accident that this bondage rig and the rest of this equipment was in a room that was totally sound proofed. No sound came in from the outside and none got out.
At first those compressed air hisses were disturbing. Like a sound effect in some horror film or other. But then those sounds became the background noises. The noises from Shelly started out as ‘grunts’. Just little ones as she felt and sensed the movement of the dildo inside her. This was a modified inflatable dildo. Commercial samples have built in safety devices to prevent over inflation. The thought behind that was to prevent injury and damage to a person it was inside of. This dildo’d had the safety feature removed or disabled. Theoretically this dildo could be inflated like a balloon until it ‘popped’. But the rubber this implement was made out of, was industrial grade rubber and as such it wouldn’t pop, it would just expand more and more, stretching the flesh that accommodated it to beyond the maximum. It would cause damage much worse in someone long before it gave out.
Jasmine could’ve opted to inflate that appendage in one go, and sit back and watch the carnage. That wasn’t her style though.  She liked the carnage but it was how she got there that mattered to her. Like her psychotherapist self, like the hypnotist in her, the trance inducer, she liked to do it the seductive soft way. She liked to make her victim think that she was their friend as she tortured them, convincing them it was what they deserved. And she liked to do it all slowly. She liked to play with her prey. And let’s face it, Shelly was prey. Jasmine had been a ‘friend’ to her, made her believe that this was all her fault and this was all for her own good and the good of Dawson, before she let her very deep and true colours show. But now both Shelly and Dawson were simply ‘prey’ that she was toying with.
By the time ten or so hisses of compressed air had been released into the dildo, Shelly’s grunts had become more urgent. And there were little whimpers attached. She was becoming uncomfortable even through her own sexual arousal. And Jasmine didn’t help in this respect. She didn’t just get on with it. She had to enjoy and absorb each of the levels she applied. She had to enjoy it, soak it up as Shelly’s sounds become more distressed.
“Ohhhhh Miss Jasmine, ohhhhhh please please Miss Jasmine, that hurts.”
She wasn’t really asking for anything, or begging for it not to happen. She was simply trying to get through it by doing something with her mouth.
“Sssshhhhhh slut. Jasmine likes to see you suffer in silence remember?”
That third person shit was creepy. In this situation, in this sound proofed environment and with this vibe it was more than creepy. This would make anyone think they were in the custody of a nut job. And that wouldn’t be far from the truth. But both Shelly and Dawson were sexually addled. Their addictions to sexual stimulation and orgasm were established now so they wouldn’t be seeing Jasmine as some nut job. They were seeing her as this saviour that they had to suffer for. More hisses of compressed air and Shelly let out a single high-pitched scream. The dildo expansion had forced her into painful spasms that went deep into her femininity and took some time for them to fade away.
Jasmine smiled as she watched that little episode peak and then pass. And then she threw in a curve ball. She upped the sexual stimulation to Shelly’s clitoral bundle and there was an immediate effect in that her wet groans came back and bubbled and hissed around the vacuum like room. Her thought was that she could get through this with this beautiful clitoral stimulation. That she could just about get through. This up in her stimulation was what she was living for. It was what she had to suffer for. But it was making her mind break. This wasn’t how it worked in her old life - her perfect life. How could this be, that it was like this now?
She didn’t have time to ponder the answers to that, or any other questions. She could feel her clitoral nerves filling and engorging themselves with her blood and she moaned to that effect. But then there were the hisses again, hisses of that compressed air and she could feel that dildo in her ass get bigger. This dildo didn’t just get fatter, it elongated as well. That dildo was in the realms of filling and stretching her colon and she could feel that - she could feel every nuance of it. She could feel her outer anal ring being stretched around the increasing circumference of that dildo. And she was imagining that in her mind’s eye.
So fucked up was Shelly that she was finding sexual pleasure in her own severe abuse. Picturing that dildo in her cunt was a joy to her, even if she was suffering. She was being sexually stimulated more because she was suffering and this created a whole lot of other noises to come from her. But inside her that dildo was becoming destructive. It was stretching her flesh to the limits of its elasticity, and in places it was tearing the flesh.
And on top of that there was the pain of her internal organs under pressure. And that was something she could feel right through her deeper femininity. That pressure working with that clitoral stimulation to produce an amplified pleasure but also an amplified pain. And this was beginning to make Shelly delirious. Her eyes were rolling back in their sockets and there was this non-focus from her.
In the corner was Dawson, or what used to be Dawson. This was a creature, a former human being married to Shelly, who’s cock was curved, but solid hard and weeping pre-cum at the sight of his wife, the woman he’d loved, being tortured in this way. And there was this discord in that. He was stroking himself and squeezing the thick stem as that dildo got bigger inside Shelly.
Slightly to the side was Jasmine - the controller and sadist. She was watching and she was also smiling. That was it about Jasmine, she had like this permanent deep red lipstick smile on her face. Not a full smile but a slight, and lop sided smile. As if she was liking what she was seeing, a lot. A closer look at her huge eyes would reveal depth there. Depth to those pool like eyes yes, but also depth to her sadism. Almost like it was an infinite depth.
“Breathe Shelly, silently. Dawson here is loving you right now. Probably loving you more than he’s ever loved you. And you have me to thank for that.”
And that smile got a little wider with her liking the words she was coming up with. One couldn’t be sure if she was being serious or being ironic. Or maybe a blend of the both of them.
“Mmmmm mmmmm mmmmmm mmmmmmm.”
And the noise from Shelly was a constant. Like a wet dripping noise that filled from her trembling lips as the dildo got bigger and as the stimulation to her clitoris got more so. This was now a woman on the brink. But on the brink of what? Looking at her eyes, they were mad. Yes, they were mad with interest. Even though she was in this strict bondage in which she couldn’t move a muscle, and in which she was actually in added pain, she was getting this hyper sexual stimulation that was threatening to break her completely. There was this sense that compete breaking was close.
But then again, the smiling enigmatic Jasmine knew better. She knew that she would never break Shelly totally. That she would never tip her over that particular ledge and into the abyss. If she did fuck up and do that then she would have to dispose of her. Shelly would be no good to her completely and utterly broken. If she was broken then she wouldn’t really know what was happening to her and that was no good to Jasmine. She wanted, and needed her victims to know what was happening to them and what they had lost. She didn’t want to delete them altogether - where would be the sadistic fun in that. She wanted them to retain enough so that they could be eternally tortured in this way.
“Dawson, look at Shelly, and then cum. You have my permission to cum.”
Jasmine sucked her teeth at the ultimate control she had over these two human beings. It thrilled her to the extent that she leaked into her latex catsuit. Those pussy lips of hers swimming around inside the hot latex. The tightness of the latex being used to rubbed and press her own clitoris. The way she moved on her ultra high heels making that stimulator greater. She looked at this carnage and gave herself a little sigh. Just as she did that, Shelly let out a seemingly endless shrill scream. The dildo had broken something inside her and Jasmine knew what that was. At that point Dawson exploded in orgasm he, ‘it’ had been permitted.
The night was young and Jasmine smiled again.

 
 

THE END
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