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CHAPTER ONE

 
The Evil
 
The immaculate couple sat for a long time, as though they were scanning the bar. Picking a young lady out and then zooming on her. And without even verbalising, it was like they moved on to the next one without discussing it. And like in perfect sync they were zooming in on the next. He started at the feet and worked up the legs, to the hips, the waist, the breasts, and then the face - the lips, the eyes. And a finely nuanced perk of the eyes when this one touched the corner of her mouth with her tongue. She did the opposite. She began at the eyes, piercing the young woman’s eyes with her own. Like she was looking into her soul. Then she lingered on the full lips a little too long if truth be known. But this woman knew what she was doing as she dropped her eyes to the breasts - perky little breasts with nipples poking through a fitted satin top. She licked her lips - as though she liked what she was thinking at that precise time.
“For our next trick, I want someone who is wholly innocent. Someone who is a whore but maybe doesn’t know it yet. Someone who will give what she’d never give if it were a normal situation.”
It was her that spoke and that was surprising. For some reason what she said, the way she said it, it might have been something a man would’ve said. Already their next victim was being sexualised. But somehow there was this sense that this was only the start of it. Whatever ‘it’ was.
“Yes I like the innocent ones.”
This was him and what he said in response. The way they scanned the bar, they were like predators. But for some reason that didn’t seem right, or ‘nice’. They didn’t scan and check out like they needed to hide anything. It was like they did this as a natural way of life. As though this is what they did on the daily. There was a nastiness in what they did but that couldn’t be pinned down because they were this immaculate couple. It was like they didn’t fit what they looked like. As though their intentions didn’t fit in with the narrative of the decent, stylish couple they were.
She was a stunning brunette, her pale but expertly made up face was framed by dead straight hair that was fringed across her forehead just above the eyebrows. She looked like a throw back from Pulp Fiction, except she was more stylish, less sleazy, and yet more so at the same time. She was aloof, her legs sheathed in dark brown nylon crossed and her feet arched into severe, strapless stilettos. The shoe from the crossed over leg just ‘bobbing’ up and down, up and down. She was dressed in a fitted suit - almost she was dressed in a corporate fashion, except she had more style even than that. Almost like haute couture in this overall ‘package’ that was disturbing.
“I’m serious. I want one that I can blow the mind of. One that will be like a lost soul by the time I’ve finished with her. Do we think one of those exists, in this city for me?”
She spoke in this slightly husky voice that had no accent. And yet the English was perfectly executed.
“I’m sure I’ll be able to source suitable meat my dear. Have I failed you yet? What about the age?”
It was like the man was making mental notes about this conversation as it progressed. And the way he referred to women as meat, was suspect to say the least.
“No. No you haven’t let me down yet, and long may that continue. Not too young. I want her to have lived a bit, so that she knows what she’s losing at every stage. I want her to know what she’s going through. Mid twenties, to mid thirties I’d say.”
She took a sip of the rich, dark red wine from the long stemmed goblet and she held it in her full lipped mouth, tasting it before swallowing. Her long neck, at the throat, rolled as she swallowed.
“This probably isn’t the place to be talent spotting then.”
It was like he was thinking aloud. The bar they were in was full of a young clubbing crowd. Not their kind of crowd at all one had to suspect. And for some reason that was a surprise, this couple were in their late thirties maybe even their forties, and as such one might have expected them to be interested in ‘younger’. That surprise would be misplaced though. This was a couple who’d had eighteen year olds, screaming and begging them to stop what they were doing at various times over their time together. One would never think it to look at them but it was a fact. This couple were getting darker with every second that passed.
They’d enjoyed the lithe, young ones. The ones that didn’t know what the fuck they had got themselves into. They’d enjoyed the young flesh to the maximum. They’d enjoyed corrupting the young ones, coercing them - twisting their minds and their will into mush, and then giving that final twist, ringing every ounce of sanity out of the victim before cutting her loose. They had done that to a few of the young ones. In a way these ones had been easy to take and do what they needed to do with. Everything was an adventure with the young ones. And even at eighteen, sometimes a little younger, they thought they knew everything about sex. They were the fun ones. The ones that when they were ‘taught’, lost their minds altogether. It became a roller coaster for them, and one that at first they wanted to get off, but then realised that they couldn’t.
“You’re right, it’s not the place to be talent spotting. But I’m going to leave that to you. You can get a shortlist done, show me them, and I will select. Then you can deliver her to me.”
The way this woman spoke was very unnerving. Very chilling even. There was something about her tone, her demeanour, everything actually that said she was the leader here. That she was the driving force. That they were a team yes, doing whatever they did, but that she was the dominant force. That she was the queen predator and that he wanted to do everything to please his queen.
“Mmmmm I like it. A project!”
“Yes a project. I want it to be the long game. I want it to be over the summer - eight weeks, and longer. So you need to bare this all in mind when you search and select. We don’t want complications. We don’t need ‘family and friends’ involved, or asking questions. Or at the very least any complications need to be easily dealt with, if you get my drift?”
And for a little while they sat in silence, just scanning the young ones. A pretty platinum blonde sasha’d past and smiled at them both. She probably wondered what this couple of ‘olds’ were doing in a place like this but she didn’t let on. Her lips were lightly dusted in silver and that almost matched her hair.
Just for a few seconds the older woman let her imagination flow freely on what she would do with her. In her mind she could hear her screaming now. Begging her, pleading with her to stop. For fucks sakes stop! But then it was gone. The girl was gone and they were back in the here and now.
“So, what’s the objective over this eight weeks? I mean, what exactly is this ‘innocent’ in for, and to what ends?”
This man, a handsome man asked casually. He was dressed in an Armani suit, polished black shoes and a crisp white shirt that was unbuttoned at the neck, no tie. His dark hair was swept back and held like that with products.
“A broken soul. A lost soul. One that no longer can function in the normal world. One that lives from one abuse to the other. From one forced orgasm to the other. One torture to another. One that craves what I give her. I’m sure you get the picture here?”
Again, this woman was chilling in the way she spoke and what she spoke about. The words slipped from between her own red lips with ease, and with a casualness that only enhanced the chill.
“I do my dear. I do get the picture.”
And it was like he knew how to deal with this woman when she was like this. Like he recognised when she was in a certain head space. And that it was when she was in that head space that he got excited as well. That was when his cock twitched to life. When he could hear the way she spoke, the tone she used, the way she looked at him as though she was willing him to understand what she was looking for in their next victim - that was when he was immersed as well. They were like this weird alien couple who’d come to earth to fuck up selected members of the human population, just for weird sexual reasons and purposes.
“What about the end game though? All of these ‘projects’ have a beginning a middle, and an end after all.”
It was like this man was the brains behind it. Like he had the logistics to concentrate on. The dotting the i’s and crossing the t’s. He had the intricate planning to do, leaving her to simply immerse in what was created. For him, he had it all to do, it all to plan minutely and delicately so that everything was in place for him and her. So that they could extract the maximum gratification out of it for themselves eventually.
“I want this one to be our best yet. I want this to top anything we’ve done before. It will already be the longest project. As to the end game, I want it left open. Her trajectory will be set in stone. But how it actually comes to an end, or if it comes to an end, we should leave it open. It may change back and forth as we progress. A lot depends on how she responds and reacts to what we’re doing to her. We can decide as we go. Until we do decide, we just ‘enjoy’ like only we know how, right?”
All the time she was kind of encouraging him, nurturing him even, making him believe that they were about to embark on the biggest adventure of their sexual lives. She probably did that with every single one of the women and girls they chose, managing to coerce him fully into her world. There was this sense that what this man and woman had together was soul deep. That it was perfect union, the perfect storm even. But also that in a way it was her that controlled him. And that she did this with this talk of what they would do with their next victim. Like she was keeping him fed because she knew what to feed him. Like she painted images in his mind, on his mind, of the kind of things that got him, and her off. There was this sense that all she had to do with this man was dangle the possibilities in front of him and he would take the bait every single time.
“Mmmm I like the thought of that, a lot.”
There was this silence again as they continued to scan the bar. For seconds at a time they scanned different areas but then they seemingly settled on one girl, who’d have no idea she was being assessed by this couple. And that if she knew, she’d just laugh it off. But she’d only laugh it off because she’d have no idea of what this couple were capable of. She’d have no idea of the kind of hell she was on the verge of being sucked into. But then, what she didn’t know couldn’t hurt her. Could it?
The platinum blonde passed by again like she had been drawn back by the meeting of eyes a little while ago. The woman leaned into him and whispered,
“Why don’t you give her a quickie. She’s gagging for it. Then we’ll concentrate on our next project fully.”
She was smiling. She knew what his kind of quickie was like. He simply nodded as he looked the girl up and down. She can’t have been more than eighteen or nineteen at the most. She was all mascara and lips. And she had the longest legs known to man. He looked at her for a long time and she looked back. Like he was getting silent consent from her. There was this almost imperceptible nod of her head. Consent given and he got up, took her hand and led her out, to where the rest rooms were.
Thirty minutes later he returned without her. He didn’t say anything to the woman and she didn’t say anything to him. But then the platinum blonde came in. She looked sullen, almost a deathly white. And there was this ‘stumble’ in how she moved that wasn’t there before. She tried to look straight ahead but her eyes were drawn to the couple. She stopped and looked, but she didn’t say anything. She looked at her, and then at him and then she tried to move on but she kept looking back. The woman whispered to the man,
“That was quick. She looks devastated.”
She was smiling as the girl stumbled on trying to forget what she’d been through. But she had to stop every few steps and turn to look.
“She doesn’t know it yet, but she’ll never have a decent nights sleep again in her life.”
And he was smiling as he spoke. She just licked her lips.
 









CHAPTER TWO

 
The Innocent
 
Milly was stunning but it was like she didn’t know it. She was a woman who’d had a sheltered upbringing that was full of the church. She’d been a choir girl in her teens, and an alter girl. And she’d thought it was ‘normal’ for men to slide cocks into her mouth, and for her to suck until there was this explosion in her eager mouth - and until there was all this semen that she had to swallow, the words, playing and replaying
“Don’t spill a drop now, there’s a good girl.”
It was only later, later in her teens that she discovered, or worked out she’d been abused over those years. That she been coerced and controlled by a man of god, and taught how to suck cock. And more to the point how to keep secrets. That had been what did the damage - the keeping the secrets. Not being able to tell anyone. Not being able to talk about it to anyone. That period of her sucking cock, and licking heavy godly balls had been what started the mind melt that was one way only.
So Milly was an innocent of a different kind. She arrived to her twenties and her thirties with those memories - she was innocent but not innocent at the same time. Those memories clouded in her head, and getting cloudier. But with the rolling in of those clouds, the amplification of what she’d been through, and then the locking away in her mind of what she’d been through. And as such, the closing down of that part of her mind in the attempt to block it all out, with no real success.
Milly arrived into her thirties damaged but still innocent. Those early experiences, every single one of them, serving to shape the woman she became. The one that lacked self esteem and confidence. The one that was confused and uncertain about her own sexuality. The one that didn’t have a clue, not really how stunning she was. The one who dressed down and didn’t wear any makeup. The one who was painfully shy and the one who didn’t want to be noticed, or made the centre of attention of. Such shyness, such social retardation a product her being handed round the groups of clergy who met secretly to do things to her. And for her, at the time, that had been them doing things just to her.
It had been like she was isolated in this weird world that she thought was normal. It was never normal but it was one that she’d be trapped in for years so it was normalised. Milly didn’t get boyfriends, she avoided them at all costs. Once she worked out that she’d been abused, she didn’t want to get close to a boy, or men at all. She’d rather die than do that. So her innocence came from a rewind. In her mind trying to rewind to before her abuse so that she could then start to play forward and mature naturally and properly. In her mind, she would some day arrive where she should have been if those early experiences hadn’t happened. This was one innocent that was ripe for the man and woman.
 
“So what have you got for me? Something delicious I hope?”
Deadra was elegant in a silk wrap tied at the waist. That silk wrap gave more about her Amazonian stature away. The size of her breasts for one. Huge, fleshy, wobbly breasts that were tipped with thick nipples. Her long shapely legs, and her curves, yes her curves. She had the looks of Hollywood days now gone. She was a breathtaking woman and she knew it. The difference about her was that she didn’t hide it away. And she wasn’t short of confidence or self esteem. She was like this out and proud woman that screamed silently ‘look at me’.
She was like the poster woman of adolescent boys the world over. Those boys wanking their little cocks for the first time not knowing what was at the end of it. Knowing there was an end because of the increasing intense pleasure but having not experienced it before, scared half to death, that they might die or something. And the picture they used to assist in the taking of their masturbatory virginity was this one, of Deadra in her silk wrap with her mammaries about to spill, and her red lips ready to kiss and suck the end of their cocks.
Oh yes, Deadra was a woman and a half. And in this setting she looked nothing like she did in that bar that night with Devon. The two of them looked completely different, less aloof, more relaxed.
“Well my darling, I have a few. But I’m saving the best until last. Take a look at these pictures, swipe right for the next one and so on.”
He handed her a pad which she lazily took. She looked at the first picture.
“That’s a single mother with issues. I managed to hack into her medical files and her credit histories. She got caught out, on a night out, and her life changed forever when the baby came along. And she’s struggled ever since. Financially, emotionally, and with various mental health issues.”
“A baby though, fuck isn’t that a complication like I didn’t want?”
Her tone was one of surprise and bemusement that he would even consider taking this woman to her. Devon smiled,
“Nah, she barely has the child with her these days. Her mother raises it. She’s looking for an escape, trust me. And with her history she could easily just wander off into the wilderness, where we would be waiting. And barely anyone would look for her.”
Deadra looked again at the picture. Devon had obviously done his homework and some. His attention to detail was second to none and his ability to hack into various systems was a micro skill that he’d learnt through the years. There wasn’t a system he couldn’t hack now, from low level to government level hacks.
“She is a looker though I have to say. The thought of stripping back the layers on her makes me wet right through.”
Deadra was right, Belinda was a looker. She wasn’t like Milly though. She was more than aware of her prettiness and the attention she got off men. But in her world, all she had to do was put on some mascara and lipstick and she could get anything she wanted. Dressing up and attracting men was her way of escaping. It was her way of just resting from the world she wasn’t coping very well in. It was like she went back to the random men and boys, the way she’d needed to with child, as a means to cope with the fact that she was a lousy mother. A little bit ironic, just a little.
“How old is she?”
“Thirty six.”
“Hmmm nice. Let’s have a look what else you’ve got for me.”
And they spent the next hour or more pouring over likely candidates. The thing about Devon was that his knowledge and perverse brain really were really disturbing. He had a selection of women, about six to eight that he’d spent time on, building files of facts. Those files giving away the obsession he had with finding the right woman for their next project. All types of women, all stunningly attractive - all of them triggers for Deadra in some way or other.
The simple fact was that Devon knew this woman more than he knew anyone else in his life. He knew what triggered her and what turned the core of her femininity on. He knew what she wanted in another woman, and he knew what she didn’t want. The fact was that any of the woman in pictures he had on that pad would have done the trick, to an extent. But he also knew enough about Deadra to know which one she would actually eventually settle on.
Milly was the bottom of the pile of pictures. Devon watched Deadra react.
“A butterfly! What’s happened to this one? Something has happened to this one. No make up, and the demeanour of a frightened animal. A frightened, trapped animal. I like it.”
After pouring over countless pictures of women, and listening to Devon reel off their histories as to their suitability for what they needed, they’d come to the last one, Milly.
“There’s something about her.”
“Isn’t there just?”
“But I don’t know what it is. She’s frightened scared, hiding in plaint sight. I’m liking the vibe from this one I have to say.”
Deadra licked her lips. Devon smiled. He knew she would fixate on Milly. He’d known the first time he came across her in his searches, and he’d known even more so when he got up to speed on her history. Yes Milly was damaged goods but she had also regressed back into innocence as well. She knew about sexuality and sexual gratification and yet the way she’d learnt that, it was all twisted in her mind and now she hid that away, out of sight.
“No makeup, dressing vanilla. And yet she’s utterly pretty. I’d love to take her to a fetish specialist and get them dress and make her up. I can feel myself stirring down there Devon darling. You knew I’d look at her closer didn’t you?”
“I did. Wanna discuss her more, or do you need more time? We can go over these others again or…”
“I want to discuss ‘Milly’ more. I don’t need to look at the others any more.”
Devon smiled and so did Deadra.
“She was brought up in a god faring household. She sucked cock from very young. She was passed round men of god regularly like it was normal for her.”
Devon spoke slowly, casually, as though what he was saying was completely ok. Deadra raised her eye brows - she liked what she was hearing and she liked the implications what she was learning offered.
“Mmmm tell me more?”
Deadra crossed her shapely legs and the silk of the wrap fell away to reveal the full expanse of her leg flesh.
“Since those early days, she’s regressed, almost to pubescent level. She’s mixed up. She knows she’s been abused and yet, she’s trying to put it right, her way. If that makes sense?”
“Oh it makes perfect sense. As a woman I understand what she’s trying to do but we have to stop that progress that she’s hoping to make. Stop it dead in it’s tracks.”
Deadra sounded uncaring, unfeeling towards Milly. But then she would - this was what she and this man did. They fucked with people’s lives in the most inhumane way.
“I did a little more digging and found visuals. There was no way that a girl would be abused so much and the abuser, or abusers would not record it in some way. Sure enough there are plenty of clips and pictures on the dark web. A lot of them looked dated, and old fashioned but this is definitely her - sucking cock. Being showered with semen. And being fucked in some cases. She’s not a virgin for real. Although, since those days she’s withdrawn back into her shell. It’s unlikely she has any sexual involvement with others now, and hasn’t for some time. Although she probably has nightmares. She probably has inappropriate feelings, and urges in her sexuality.”
Both sat back to absorb the knowledge that Devon had unearthed.
“Damaged goods, I’ve aways wanted the perfect one to be damaged goods. Only in so much that we can create and inflict more damage to her. I wonder will ‘Milly’ be the perfect one?”
Deadra spoke quietly, almost as though she was having a conversation with herself.
“If I was going to choose one, it would be her, I have to say.”
Devon was pushing for Milly. She’d flicked his switches as well and it seemed they were on the same page.
“Yeah I’m thinking the same if I’m honest. What would be the delivery method, do you think?”
That was it, she was settled on Milly and Devon smiled.
“A period of preparation I think. A period for me to infiltrate her life, reawaken the past and bring her to the point of presenting her to you. That’s what I thought - the end of preparation would be when she is presented to you, as live meat to be worked on.”
It was almost unbelievable how this man spoke about Milly, given that he knew all about her past already. But there was no sympathy there. Probably there was empathy en-mass since this was what he’d searched for - someone like Milly, an innocent one. And what he’d found was a damaged innocent one.
“Sounds perfect. And the time line? I mean, how much preparation do you need? Not that I’m rushing things of course, I want you to make sure that she’s prepped right.”
Deadra was smiling. She was on the cusp of another project and she liked that. But this time it was different - this time it was a major project over a long time span.
“You want to fuck this one up completely don’t you? You want to make sure she’s totally fucked. More so than any of the others. I’ll need a day or so, to work my magic.”
“I do. But it’s more than that. I want to ‘own’ this damaged, innocent bitch. I want to fuck her and twist her up so badly she’ll wish it was those priests and vicars abusing her again. You see, she got away from that, and has been hiding ever since. And we’re going to open up that whole cataclysmic thing in her mind, all over again.”
Both Deadra and Devon smiled. But those smiles were disturbing.
 









CHAPTER THREE

 
Preparation Begins
 
It hadn’t been difficult to gain access to Milly’s little flat and bug it out. Or to then install tiny covert cameras so that she could be watched on many levels and from many angles. The fact was that she could be watched, and listened to, to the max. And right now she was being watched by Devon, who had his thick cock in his hand and he was rubbing, getting himself hard. It would have been easy to assume that he was watching Milly in the shower, or in the bath. Or just getting dressed. But it was none of those things and that in itself was disturbing.
Devon was masturbating slowly lasciviously at the fact that he could see inside this woman’s personal space. It was like it was ‘because’ he had infiltrated this space that he was excited, and because he had the power already. It was like that these early stages were all part of the thrill for him. And part of the build up to something that would be beyond the comprehension of anyone from the normal vanilla world.
He’d watched Milly go through her underwear draw and select what she would wear that day. It seemed she had a penchant for satin and silk panties. He liked that - that was worth an extra firm stroke or two of his cock, especially as she pulled a pair of purple satin panties up over her hips, and then let them hug her close as she looked at herself in a full length mirror. His strokes got firmer the more she looked at herself and twirled in that mirror.
“Interesting.”
It was just a single word he said out loud to himself. In reality he was thinking aloud. This was a woman who’d been acutely abused in her teens, and had then come out of that the other side as damaged goods. And to the world she was this shy introvert who dressed down. And yet her underwear was made up of satins and silks. It never ceased to amaze Devon, how people were made up, in their minds. How their psychology moulded who they were. Milly didn’t want to be seen as sexy to the outside world.
She didn’t want to be seen as daring, or edgy. In fact she’d run a mile from that. And yet under those dowdy outer clothes that she was bound to wear, she was a hot thing, all contained and compressed in a way. It was like she’d been shrink wrapped all those years ago and that shrink wrapping was now acting like a latex layer - keeping all of that badness inside her, letting it eat away at her. Letting her ‘ripen’ or fester depending on which way a person looked at it.
Devon decided it was good to watch Milly in this way, so that he could get more of an insight into her, before he introduced himself as it were. And he was getting that insight now. He watched Milly slip her fingers down the front of her skin tight panties before she got dressed into trackie bottoms and a loose top. That loose top was a shame because her breasts were epic. Large nippled and fleshy masses of mammary meat that were really too good to hide away and really should have been shown, and highlighted, and displayed in their best light.
He was sure that Deadra would know the best way to enhance those breasts and that thought made him instantly harder. But this is what Milly did for now, she hid away her epic tits and that just wouldn’t do. Those fingers lingering down inside her panties for some time. Like she was giving herself a nuanced little feel before she got on with her day. And in a way this was out of character for her.
Devon smiled. He noted her smooth hairless sexuality and wondered was that something to do with what she’d been through in her teens? The way she kept herself smooth and hairless, like a hint of her age when she was abused. This woman was a constant source of ‘excitement’ for Devon and that was before Deadra got hold of her. He zoomed in on Milly as she made final adjustments to her look, before leaving the flat. He zoomed right in to her face.
“No makeup. Such a shame. Such terrible shame.”
Again he was talking aloud to himself, as though he couldn’t help it. As though he needed to get those words right out. But he made a mental note to himself. He needed to send Milly something, a present. Let her know that ‘he’ was now in her life. But she wouldn’t know who he was. She would have no idea who he was, or where the present came from.
He smiled to himself knowing that it would be at that point Milly would be on high alert. And that made himself rub his hard cock more forcefully. How would she react when she got the present? That was just it, he didn’t know and that was another thing that excited him so much. That was what stimulated his loins so much. He squeezed his cock as he moved his closed fingers up and down the length of his cock shaft, then he watched Milly slip on a dowdy jacket and leave the flat.
“Such a waste. Hiding all that beauty, all of that ‘meat’ under those normal clothes. Hiding away like a frightened little animal. We need to help you, help you to come out into the open again. That’s what we need to do and that’s what we will do.”
It was disturbing, how Devon changed from thinking aloud to himself, to having a full blown conversation with Milly, who couldn’t reply because she knew nothing about him, yet. And yet what was more disturbing was that ten minutes after Milly had left her flat to go to her part time job, Devon was inside that flat again. He found it amusing that his own covert cameras set to motion detection would be recording him at this very time as he made his way, meticulously through the flat.
He headed straight for her underwear drawer. He needed to feel that satin and silk, knowing that it was satin and silk that had been pressed to her crotch, to her hapless sex at some point. He went through her laundry basket and found ‘soiled’ panties. Soiled silk and soiled satin, and he held some of these to his face, to suck in the scent of Milly through his nose. He couldn’t help but rub his crotch as he took in this scent. He couldn’t help slithering his tongue up the crotch of one or two of those soiled panties either like he needed to ‘taste’ her.
It was a fact that Devon was getting the feel of this woman. That he was getting the measure of her, and her habits. And he was getting to know her intimately via her underwear. There was this disturbance that would undoubtedly hit the vanilla people of this world, at the actions of this man. There was a sexual obsession there, and that was undeniable. And there was this need to control as well. This man showed the hallmarks of being several levels above the common control freak. He showed psychotic levels of needing to control actually. And there was this sense that Milly was within a hairs breadth of being in danger but she didn’t know it. There was this sense that she was in terrible danger but that she wouldn’t know until it was too late.
Devon trawled the flat, being careful not to disturb anything too much that it would be noticed by Milly when she returned. It was like he’d had done things like this before. That he had done this quite a few times, to the point that what he did was ‘natural’. He took a quick look through her vanilla wardrobe shaking his head as he reiterated to himself,
“Such a waste.”
There wasn’t much to see there. He’d found out where Milly had lived with ease, and where she worked part time. He’d had a good look when he’d bugged the place out. Truth be known he was only back there now as a kick for himself - doing it because he could. Oh and to leave Milly a present. Yes that present. He slipped his hand into his own pocket and took out a brand new, scarlet red lipstick tube, which he put on its end, in the middle of the coffee table in the lounge. He’d been careful not to disturb anything too much for fear of Milly then knowing that someone had been in the flat. But now he was leaving this lipstick which she most certainly would notice.
She never wore lipstick let alone red. It had to be that Devon was disturbed - yes he was in various worrying ways. But as well this was all part of his sick plan to infiltrate this woman’s life in his way. He placed the lipstick and turned to where he knew a camera was watching, and he smiled directly into that camera. Then he left the flat, casually looking at the time piece wrapped around his wrist. In four hours time Milly would be home from her part time job, cleaning offices. And the first thing she would see when she went in to the flat was that lipstick. And he would be watching. He would be zoomed in on her, closely. He would be watching her, studying her, looking for any early signs that she’d crack. The lipstick was just the start.
 
Four Hours Later
 
Milly stopped in her tracks when she entered her flat. Something wasn’t right but she didn’t know what that was. She just stood there, knowing that it felt different. The lipstick wasn’t the first thing she saw, even if it was right there in front of her. She looked around for a long time before she spotted the tube of red. She just knew that someone had been in there. That someone had been inside her space and that was playing a whole lot of shit games in her mind. She felt vulnerable and she hadn’t felt this vulnerable since… well since back in the day. Then she spotted it. Then her eyes were drawn to the lipstick, and that was the solid evidence that someone had been in her space.
“That’s right little lady, you have a good deep think about what the fuck is going on. And in the mean time I’ll reel you in.”
He was at it again, he was talking to Milly without ever having met her. He was watching her and talking to her as though he was in the same room as her. But he didn’t need to be in the same room as her. Just like he didn’t need to have a conversation with her. This was simply how his mind worked and this was simply, for the moment how he was getting into her mind.
Milly picked up the lipstick, and just for a second or two she looked at it like it was something from a different planet. But she was a woman in her thirties, she knew what it was. But then she put it down, quickly, as though it was hot or something. And she stood, just looking at it and it was at this point that Devon took the initiative. He’d not quite worked out yet how he would manifest, physically into Milly’s world. He knew there were many options but he was very much making it up as he went along. He picked up his cell phone and scrolled down his contacts to one word, ‘Milly’. And he dialled.
All the time he was watching the screen. He could tell the exact time when her phone rang - he saw it before he heard it. Milly span round to where her bag was. And she had a puzzled look on her face. Who was that? She never got calls. She barely used her phone and yet someone was ringing her. It was another of those moments where she looked at an inanimate object as though it was from another planet.
“Take the call then sweetheart. Take the call.”
Devon was willing this woman to pick up the call. And she did, but it was a process that she had to go through in her own mind. She looked at the screen which she seemed to do for some time before actually taking the call.
“Hello, Milly speaking.”
“Hello Milly.”
“Who is this please?”
“What if I told you I was God? How would you feel about that?”
Devon was using words, playing with them and playing with Milly’s past, such as her abuse at the hands of men of god. And now here was god himself. He smiled to himself and that was a sure sign that he was a sadist. That he was an advanced sadist who’d stop at nothing to get his next big buzz.
“Who are you, what do you want?”
This was Milly trying her best to shrug it off. After all, it couldn’t really be god, could it? But whilst she could bat that notion off, she needed to focus on who this actually was on the phone to her. It was a little early in this process for her to be working out what this all meant. Or what was happening.
“I told you, I’m god. And I’ve come for you Milly. My disciples used you, all those years ago, and now I’ve come to take you to the next stage.”
And at this point, Milly held the phone away from her ear to look at it. ‘Unknown number’. But now it was all flooding back to her and she was traumatised all over again.









CHAPTER FOUR

 
Lipstick
 
It was like Milly was paralysed to the spot. Or that pure fear alone was rooting her to that spot.
“Put the lipstick on Milly. I want to see the lipstick on your luscious lips.”
The fact that Devon was sexualising Milly live, was one thing, but it took some time for the penny to drop, that whoever this was on the phone to her, must’ve been able to see her. Unless that is, he actually was god! She looked around, nervously, twitchily, looking for obvious cameras. But she wouldn’t see them, they were too well hidden. With those cameras, covert meant just that. Milly hadn’t felt this vulnerable since, those days gone by. And after all this time, being right back in that vulnerable space was like a paralysing shock to her.
“I don’t want to put the lipstick on. I just don’t want to.”
Devon could tell from Milly’s cracking voice that she was breaking down. It had been a moment of genius for him to call her right at that point.
“Put it on Milly and you’ll feel better. Right now you don’t feel great, but put that lipstick on, and you’ll instantly feel better, I promise.”
Devon was being nurturing, just like God might be. Milly let out a sigh as her brain tried to catch up and wrap itself around what the fuck was going on right now.
“If I put it on, will you leave me alone?”
That was the first sign of her submitting to the voice on the other end of the telephone.
“Maybe I will. Maybe I won’t.”
Devon wasn’t in the mood to be kind. This was his and Deadra’s next victim after all, and the softening up had to start somewhere. There had to be a point of entry, into her mind, where that softening up and that preparation began. And this was it.
“I won’t put the lipstick on if you don’t promise to leave me alone after.”
And there were little signs of defiance in Milly’s voice, but it wasn’t enough to get Devon to loosen the strangle hold he was getting over her at this point in time.
“I know what you did, all those years ago. I know what you did for those old men, my disciples. I know you sucked them, and fucked them.”
Devon was carrying on the god concept at the same time as letting Milly know that he knew about those things she used to have to do. But as well as that, he was laying the guilt trip on her, implying that she was at fault for all that went on all that time ago. And to enforce that, he sent her one of the pictures he had grabbed off the dark web. One of her, unmistakably her, with a thick cock reaming her mouth and throat open so that it could be unloaded down into her digestive tract.
Milly gasped in air as she looked at the picture. This brought it all back, and in a bad way. She slapped her hand to her mouth and looked around again. The feeling the she was being watched got more and more so, and this of course was a fact.
“You see Milly, I know everything. Now put the lipstick on.”
He shortened his sentences now, so they were easier for Milly to understand in her mind.
“Leave me alone.”
“No Milly, put the lipstick on, now.”
“I don’t want to.”
“Do it.”
Devon sent another picture. This time a more graphic one, a more obscene one of her. The cock head was just inside her mouth and was in the process of ejaculating the contents of the attached balls, to fill her mouth up before she was forced to swallow.
“Please, please…”
“Lipstick goes on now. And then we discuss…”
But he left the sentence unfinished this time, so that Milly was forced to fill in the gaps. But she couldn’t think. She wanted this to all go away. She wanted ‘god’ to go away and this was evidence that she was having difficulty keeping hold of reality. She’d been shocked to the core and she couldn’t deal with it. The only way in her mind that she could deal with this now was to put the lipstick on. That was the easy option. Resisting and refusing was becoming too hard for her to maintain as a defence to what was happening in her mind. She picked up the lipstick again and took the top off before twisting the end and watching that scarlet red, greasy tube rise out of it.
“Good girl. You know it makes sense.”
That sent a shiver down her spine. She hadn’t been called a good girl since those days when she sucked cock. And the days when she felt big thick cocks of priests and vicars, relieve their loads inside her vagina. She could feel herself trembling and it wasn’t like Devon didn’t know the effect he was having on this poor woman. He was a sadist and he knew this would be disturbing and unsettling a woman who thought she’d left that sleazy, dirty and filthy life behind. And to have it all thrown back into her face now, after all this time, in this way, would be hurting her psychologically.
He watched as Milly applied the lipstick. He smiled as she did it perfectly and it sprung to his mind that she must have done this in private. Just like she wore satin and silk underwear privately, so when she was on her own, in her flat must she have worn lipstick and maybe even full makeup. This would be mysterious to anyone other than someone of that kink and sadistic mind like Devon’s.
He’d work out that she would be compensating for having no sex life. And yet also for having very real desires and urges. She didn’t have sex with a partner for instance but she did have sex with herself. With her fingers, and maybe even with ‘toys’. He’d need to look closer at and in the flat, for her secret ‘stash’ when he got the opportunity. For now, he watched her coat her lips thickly with this red lipstick.
“Put me on speaker and put the phone down Milly.”
It was an instruction she obeyed immediately. Maybe it was like she wanted this over and done with now. Maybe she wanted to get this pervert, whoever it was, out of her life and the only way she could do that was to do as she was told and hope that he would move on.
“Good girl. Your lips look so sexy Milly. They look like cock sucker lips you know. And you know that this is what you were put on this earth for, right?”
Milly didn’t want to be told she looked sexy and she didn’t want to be told that she had cocksucker lips. It could have been she felt this way because she didn’t want to be reminded of those days gone by. But it wasn’t that. She didn’t want to be called those things, or told those things because it turned her on for real. Rather that repel her and disgust her, and those thing being said to her make her hate herself, it turned her on. It made her wet - wet through and it was making her go to that special place in her mind that she used to go to, the place that made it all easier for her to cope with what’d been done to her.
“I know you play with yourself Milly. I know you’ve done it, ever since those men did those things to you all that time ago.”
And this was the first time Devon was dropping the god thing. It was the first time he was hinting that this was no supernatural event. Or that it wasn’t a moment of significance in religion. But that it was the real world come to visit her in nasty form.
“I can’t help it, I’m sorry…”
And there were tears staining those words. Devon studied this woman. He zoomed in on her trembling, red lips and in that second could see his own cock slipping between those lips, finding her fleshy wet tongue. And he could see her mouth, her scarlet red mouth sucking him. Sucking him until he erupted down her throat. Yes, this woman was turning him on and he was more than sure that he’d selected the next project perfectly.
“I know you can’t help it. And that’s ok Milly. I’m going to take over from here. I’m going to help you. You don’t have to do anything except do as you’re told, right?”
This was it. This was the moment that Devon was slipping inside the mind of Milly. He had shocked her, spooked her out and now he was telling her that he was going to help her. This would be something of a relief to Milly, but that was because she’d not had time to think about what was happening. She’d had this shock to the core of her and all of a sudden there was this man on the other end of the line telling her that he would help her.
She’d not had time to process this. Or to ask herself who was this man? And why was he doing this to her? Or why would he want to help her? And, help her with what? And to what ends? There would be the time when these questions plus a whole wrap of despair would engulf her, but by that time it would be too late. And that time was not yet.
“Now Milly I want you to do something for me. Take your clothes off and kneel for me. Kneel right there.”
Devon simply sat back, rubbing his cock again as Milly contemplated doing what she was told or not.
“I don’t want to. I don’t want to undress or kneel for you. Why should I?”
And again there were tears staining those words that she was squeezing out from between her red lips.
“You don’t have a choice Milly. You’ve never had choices. You’ve always had to pander to the whims of others. Ever since those olden days, with the vicars and the priests, you’ve longed for that feeling to be back. You’re longed for those urges and needs to come back. Instead you’ve remained locked away, like a prisoner, afraid to be what and who you are.”
Devon was using his skills in sadism and in manipulation and coercion, to get Milly to do what he was telling her to do. To her, what he was saying made perfect sense. To her this man on the other end of the line was really helping her. He was right what he was saying. She had longed for those urges to be back - to suck cock and to feel cock sinking into her cunt. But instead of being what she was, a whore, she’d locked herself away. And now, now he was making that possibility real again. He was making it possible for her to feel those urges again. The ones she masturbated over in secret.
“Good girl…”
Devon spoke as she removed her top, and then her trackie bottoms. The length of her legs was breathtaking. Long tapered, shapely legs that would suit a combination of latex and nylon. And he was more than sure that those legs would be enhanced even more if her feet were severely arched into the highest possible heels.
“Panties as well, OFF.”
He spoke a little louder through the phone and watched her on the cameras. This was the stage in the process he liked the most. When he got into a woman’s head completely and had the control of her. When she was just about teetering on the edge of complying or not, but working out that yes, she needed to comply for her own sanity. And when she realised the she was wet through, that this man’s voice and what it said was tuning her on. And when she realised that she was being taken back to the old days.
The old days that she’d hated at the time but that she longed for now. Maybe she was realising the damage that had been done all the time ago - all of that abuse back then, setting her up for the fall in life now. That abuse working on the inside of her mind all the time - those urges manifesting over the years and then to the point of her masturbating in private.
As she knelt she sobbed gently. Devon liked the sound of a sobbing woman at his mercy. But he knew that this intensity of sobbing would increase several fold as time passed. And then when Deadra manifested into the proceedings was when this woman would be severely tested. Her mind, her body, her sanity. Then there would be sobbing on a different level.
“Spread your knees Milly, spread them wide and put your hands behind your back.”
He wanted her to display herself. He wanted to see her hairless smooth sexuality. And he wanted her to do as she was told, to show her to him like this. She sobbed, but she did it. She spread her knees to show the wet glistening lips of her cunt. And right at this precise time, she was back where she belonged. In that sub-space that she needed to be. The subspace that was missing when the men of god were abusing her but that she longed for ever since.
“Good girl. Good girl…”
 









CHAPTER FIVE

 
The Entrapping Orgasm
 
Those words playing and replaying in Milly’s head.
“Good girl. Good girl.”
She spread her knees wide so that the lips of her cunt peeled apart. There was the sign of redness there and of a plumpness and swelling in the labia. A sign that she was at herself more than she wasn’t. A sign that she was nothing like the woman she offered to the world in her present state. That painfully shy woman, the one that dressed down. The one that barely made eye contact with anyone and yet, the one that was a hot as hell underneath. And here was Devon peeling it all back so that Milly could realise herself.
He switched the screen to multi view so that he could see the sight of this woman kneeling for him, from six or seven different angles. And he fed on those views of her. It gave him a chance to see what she had physically to offer him and to Deadra. It gave him a chance to take in all of her perfection. And then understand, or begin to understand how they were going to demolish this perfection.
There was this utter compulsion to do this in him. And he knew there would be in Deadra. The compulsion to take something so imperfectly perfect and to demolish it into a nothingness which could then be built into something else. Something of their design and implementation.
He zoomed in on the petals of labia lips that had unfolded and peeled from each other and he had a close, almost microscopic look at that flesh. Wet flesh. Actually no, ‘saturated’ flesh would be the term to use. Saturated and almost but not quite dripping just yet.
“Use your fingers in an upside down V Milly, either side of your sex lips. Use them to spread your cunt open for me to see. If you do it right, if you do it to my gratification then possibly I will allow you an orgasm.”
And this was another level again. Telling Milly that she might be allowed something that was hers all the time. Surely her orgasms were hers already? Surely they didn’t belong to anyone but her? Surely they weren’t anyone else’s to give away, or not? And yet she absorbed the words. Her eyes rolled as she listened to this man’s voice through that phone speaker. She did as she was told and she slid her shaped fingers down the sides of her cunt and then squeezed them. That squeeze doing the business to her clitoral flesh. The clitoris popping out from under its hood.
“Good girl. Good girl!”
That voice becoming more sinister the longer this went on. And yet more hypnotic as well for Milly.
“I want you to be so turned on Milly, that you drip into a little pool under yourself right there on the floor between your thighs. And then, if you’re a real good girl, I’ll let you lick it up.”
His words obscene in what they suggested. To the vanillas of the world it would have seemed obscene to hear these words in association with this woman. And yet the obscenity working on Milly. Working in an almost toxic way with her mind. Turning her on, and in a way turning back the clock to those old times, when she was abused. But her feeling differently about it now. Her feeling turned on by it now, and stimulated by it. What used to frighten her, and sicken her, and what’d tuned her into what she is now, now stimulating her sexuality. And making her want to be turned on more and more - wanting to be abused more.
Devon kept one camera zoomed in on her fingers and her sexual flesh. He wanted to see in minute, high definition colour, the change in that sexual flesh and he wanted and needed to see the drips of sexual fluids begin to form and then those drips becoming so full, so heavy that they broke free to begin the formation of that pool of juice between her thighs. And as he watched he took out his own cock. He knew that he was going to be inside this woman. He knew that he was going to be inside every fibre of her being, but not just yet. He was having too much fun just now.
“Good girl. Now, just press and rub your clitoris. Just press and rub it so that it feels nice for you. Think you can do that for me Milly? I want you to do it, so you will.”
Devon was encouraging Milly to abuse herself, but at the same time was using her arousal to fuel a take over of her by him. Using that arousal to fuel the domination of her by him. And this was what it was about for him, right at this point in time it was about gaining control of her. It was all about not spooking her so that she ran and hid. Or so that she didn’t do anything stupid. It was all about him easing into her mind, and into her body, and into that bundle of nine thousand nerve endings that made up the clitoris, so that he could use her like a puppet going forward. And he was going to do that - he was going to use her like a fingered puppet.
Her fingers were sliding through her own sexual produce as she did as she was told. Her eyes rolled at the pleasure she was giving herself. And her tongue, all fleshy and wet slipped from between her red lips and then across the width of her mouth in that salacious way. This was a different Milly already. This Milly was in there all the time, but hidden away and now she had been coaxed out again.
“You see Milly, god has your best interests at heart, always your best interests.”
And it wasn’t by accident that Devon was re-introducing the god element. He was doing it so that her traumas of the past were coming together with the pleasure of now. She’d been damaged all those years ago and she’d retreated into her shell. And now he was gently squeezing her out of that shell and into the sexual bliss that she’d have no alternative but to immerse in. She pressed and then rubbed her clitoral flesh and she sucked in air as a sharp blast of pleasure rippled through her femininity. Devon zoomed in a little closer and adjusted the focus to macro. And he could see those drips forming as she used her fingers to pleasure herself. At the same time as those drips forming at the edges of her sex lips, there were drips forming on her fingers and running down them to her hand and wrist.
“Good girl Milly. We need you nice and ready for what’s ahead don’t we, hmmm?”
And like he didn’t re-introduce the god thing accidentally, so he didn’t introduce the concept of ‘we’ accidentally. Rather he was drip feeding Milly with information that she would be able to process later - just not at the time when she was becoming highly sexually aroused. It was a trick that sadists used. To arouse the victim, and then use that arousal to mask evil intent. Or to mask drip fed information into the brain of the victim in such a way that it didn’t register in the here and now, but would do so later, like when she was down from that sexual high.
“Mmmmmm this is so nice. So nice…….”
Milly’s voice was husky, like it came from a different register, the sexual one. She was immersing. The sexual pleasure was taking over from the fear and the shock that she’d received. She was in the process of immersing to such a degree that when she came down from it, it would be like an unholy ‘low’ that she’d be entering. But she didn’t know that now. She was too aroused now to think logically - or even think at all. And when she did come down, she would simply want, and need the pleasure to come back because the low would be too much to bear. It was a sadistic trick used by sadists. Hook the victim on sexual pleasure, on sexual orgasm and then use that to lead them into darker and more evil places.
“You’re doing so well Milly, so, so well.”
Those words from Devon soft, nurturing. It was almost like the devil himself talking in that soft way. Almost like it shouldn’t be the handsome Devon doing this, but the most grotesque version of the devil himself. But this was Devon - handsome man with his cock in his hand as he got this woman to do his bidding. As he got her to abuse herself to the extent that when she came down from it, and she would come down from it, there would be nowhere for her to go, except the pits of despair.
 
One Hour Later
 
“Count back from ten, quietly to yourself, and when you reach one, you’ll orgasm. And it will be the best orgasm you ever had. And it will be the start of the rest of your life.”
Devon had played with Milly over time. He’d got her to masturbate slowly, not penetrating herself at first. But slowly making her part those sex lips wider and wider until her fingertips were in that swamp of hers.
“Don’t you dare cum until I tell you to. Just play with yourself. Build yourself up.”
He was telling her to do what she’d been doing ever since she’d got out of the clutches of those men of god who used to use, and abuse her. But now it was different, very different. The edging on her own wasn’t the same as what Devon was talking her through. This was more intense. It was a more intense because it wasn’t all in her head, it was physical as well. Devon, the devil or god was on the other end of the phone and this made it real. And it was something she could feel - like it was rushing through her. It was palpable and it was raw. None of the intensity or the pleasure was diluted. It was like it all came to her. And as a result it all dripped from her in the form of the juices that pooled between her thighs.
“I won’t. I won’t cum. I won’t I promise I won’t.”
Her voice was almost whispered and it came in little stutters that told of her state of mind, and the level of her arousal.
“Just edge all the way, and then when it seems like the only way through is to cum, DON’T. Don’t cum at all. Just stop and let it fade back. And then start again. Edge again until you can see you losing your own mind, and then stop again. Feel that point, where you might lose your mind getting closer and closer. Use your fingers to do this to yourself until I give you permission to cum. And when I tell you to start that backward count in your head, you hold yourself on that edge. You make sure your receptors are fully loaded by the time you reach one on the backwards count. Now, begin that count now, slowly from ten to one.”
Devon was almost hissing his instructions to Milly. Her face was pressed to the floor she was kneeling on by one cheek and she was reaching back between her spread thighs. This way she could reach herself - all of that most important succulent flesh, ripe to erupt into an orgasm that would blow her mind. Milly totally immersed in this beautiful and addictive sexual intensity and world. Immersed to the point that all she had in her swirling mind was sexual pleasure. All she had in her mind was peaking that sexual pleasure and then tipping over the edge of the abyss  and into the void of intense, mind blowing orgasm. All the time she was adding to that pool between her legs.
In her mind it was ‘ten’, ‘nine’, ‘eight’, ‘seven’, ‘six’, ‘five’, ‘four’, ‘three’, ‘two’ and ….. by this time she was trembling and whimpering. Oh did Devon like a whimpering woman.
“Good girl, and ‘one’. Now you can orgasm. Now you can go for it and don’t hold back. Orgasm like you’ve never done before…’
And as he was speaking to her, she was rolling all the way into that orgasm. All the way in without holding back. She cried out loud and then she sucked in air. It was like she had breathing difficulties but that wasn’t it. She was trying to deal with an orgasm that was too much for her, that was too beautiful for her to comprehend let alone experience.
She wept and she screamed. And she squirted more of her juices, this time over her hand, and over her fingers, and these juices joined the others in that pool. This was what she’d needed all these years - an orgasm like this. Instructions like this, from this man whoever the fuck he was. Maybe he WAS god! Or maybe he was just an old pervert who’d somehow stumbled on Milly, and her past by sheer luck. In the midst of that orgasm it was easy to let that go as an explanation. But it was when she came down from that orgasm that she would question this whole thing - that she would question herself and what was happening to her. For now, she just rode that orgasm out. For now that was all she could do was ride it out.
 









CHAPTER SIX

 
Toxic Orgasm
 
“It’s much better that you get right back on the horse Milly. I know how you feel now, but in a few minutes you’ll feel way better, I promise. All you have to do is lick your mess up.”
Milly had juddered and she’d wept, and sobbed her way through that orgasm. And she’d done the same on the way down except the sobbing and the weeping was different. It was at a different level. There would have been that wall of despair that hit her hard once that orgasm was spent. It would have hit her like a sledgehammer. And then she would have been thinking, ‘what have I done?’ Indeed what had she done? She’d let her guard down to some pervert over a phone call. And now this same pervert was talking her through this despair. It couldn’t be made up.
“I don’t want to. I don’t want to lick it up. I just want to be left alone. Just leave me alone, please?”
And there was no doubt that this was what she meant. That she wanted and needed to be left alone.
“We’ve been through this Milly. You don’t get to be left alone. Women like you don’t ever get to be left alone because you are here for a reason. You need to simply accept that this is the case and just do as you’re told. I’m trying to make it easier for you. I’m trying to make it so that you get some pleasure out of it for yourself.”
Devon was putting on this kind of ‘mentor’ tone to his voice, and it had the effect that it was working. At the same time he was layering another dose of guilt in that tone. One that said that Milly was in the position because of herself and no other reason. Like she had only herself to blame, because she was one of ‘that type of women’, and now she just had to make the most of it. That this was all she could do after all.
“Why do I have to lick up my mess? Just tell me that, why do I have to lick up my own mess? Why would you want to make me do that?”
And there was this desolation in her voice that was unmistakable. Like she was accepting that she wasn’t the same as other girls but at the same time like she really wished she didn’t have to do as she was told. And yet knowing she would have to in the end.
“I’ve told you, because you’re not the same as other women. You have a special place in this world and you have to fulfil that place to the best of your ability at all times. And I want you to do that because I like to see women like you, reach their full potential. I want to see you get down and dirty and fulfil that potential in every conceivable way.”
Devon spoke in a way that was factual. As though he believed every single word he was saying. And because he spoke in that way, it was filtering in to Milly’s psyche that way, and settling there. He liked conversations like this. Mostly conversations that were one way. It gave him the opportunity to stamp his authority down once and for all. It gave him the opportunity to slide further into Milly’s mind and do some damage before they met real time and before he moved her onto Deadra to really kick things off. And he knew that the time was close to them coming together now. He knew that he would be inside her, in more ways than one very soon, like he knew that Deadra was waiting in the wings.
“Now the sooner you lick your mess up, the sooner you’ll feel that nice feeling between your legs again. And you know once you feel that again, that you can do anything you’re told, because it’s so nice.”
And now he was reasoning with her. He was using the desire he knew she had to control what he wanted her to do. And these words were the most powerful for him to use like this. He knew that reminding her of the pleasure, instead of letting her wallow in the despair she felt right at this moment in time, was the way forward. It was the one way he was sure to get her to fall in line.
For Milly she’d had her past dragged up so shockingly. She’d been reminded of her past, and she’d had her face rubbed in that past. But now it was tinged and stained with that undiluted pleasure that she knew existed in her and so she was tempted to lower her face, to her pool of sexual juices. The juices that had come from deep in her femininity, and she knew that she was going to lick those juices up. That she had no choice but to lick them up, all of them. She knew that she had no choice other than to taste herself in this way - in this degrading way. In this humiliating way.
And that was it. Milly knew about the degradation. She knew what she’d been made to do in the past and she could feel the remnants of that degradation even now. Except now it was more intense and that degradation seemed to feed that desire in her. As she lowered her face more and more towards that pool of drool, she could smell herself.
“Sniff it first Milly. Sniff yourself first.”
Devon couldn’t resist the added even more degrading instructions. He was a sadist after all. But she was responding to the degradation. She could feel her sexuality coming back to life. She could feel the new squeezes of fluids. These were thick oily fluids that acted as lubrication at times of penetration. She’d been tempted to taste herself, from her fingers when locked way on her own in the past.
When she’d been fantasising about the abuse she suffered all those years ago - she’d been tempted to lick, just to taste. That was what those men of god that used her always spoke of, the holy juice that leaked from her. They had sniffed her and fed from her like that as well. And that was always something that had stayed with her since she could remember. She’d never fully licked her fingers clean after she’d pleasured herself. But she had dabbed at her fingers with the tip of her tongue in this curious almost virgin like way. She’d done that a lot as the years went by.
But this was a wholly different thing. This wasn’t in her mind, this was out here in the real world with her. This was a real man telling her to do what she’d always secretly wanted to do. And now her sexuality was responding to that reality. She could feel the tingles around her clitoris and around her nipples. She could feel her nipples getting hard as they grazed the floor under her. The more she lowered herself to sniff her own juices, the more weight from her breasts was transferred through those nipples. She nibbled her bottom lip. Was she really doing this? She asked herself that very question and maybe was a little too humiliated to admit to herself that yes, she was.
She sniffed at the pool of her thick juices, just letting the tip of her nose touch.
“Good girl. Good girl. Now lick it up, all of it. Make me proud of you.”
Again Devon was changing his tack. He was changing his angle of attack. Telling Emily he wanted her to make him proud of her. That would have been a positive thing for her, right at this precise time and in the midst of her degradation, the opportunity to make this man on the end of the line, proud of her. That would be something for her to work to. For some reason she wanted to make him proud of her. That was like a positive that she needed to have in her life right now.
It was like a spur of the moment thing that she decided to dive right in. All of these years never really tasting herself properly because she thought it to be too obscene even in the secrecy of her own little flat, behind the closed curtains and locked doors.
But her desire, her horniness was beginning to take over again now and it all seemed to be the right thing for her to be doing. She pushed her tongue through the pool before curling it and taking some of her own produce into her mouth. At the same time she was using a free hand to reach back and stroke her cunt.
“Good girl. Good girl. Stroke and lick. Stroke and eat your mess.”
It was obscene what Devon was saying but not to Milly. To her, he was telling her beautiful things. He was telling her to do things that she had found too gross, too disgusting in the past even if secretly she longed for it and fantasised about doing these very things. And now here she was doing it for real. Sniffing herself and then licking and sucking all that mess of hers up off the floor. This was her in an element of her’s she didn’t know existed. It was like it was all making sense to her now. It was like it was all coming right for her in the middle of all this filth. Now it was beginning to make sense.
 
And she did eat it all up, like a good girl. And once she’d done that Devon told her.
“We mustn’t take our foot off the gas. You’re horny again now, and now I want to be inside you. All the way inside you. I’ll be with your shortly.”
And he’d hung up on that leaving Milly trembling in anticipation, or fear, or despair. Or maybe it was a combination of all of this. This was the time that she would have wanted to ask questions in order to get some clarity but Devon’d hung up on her, leaving her hanging like that. Her mind would’ve been in a whirl and that whirl would’ve been further confused by the sheer intensity of the desire she felt right at this point. Devon had insinuated that he would be inside of her soon. And she wanted that. She wanted that more than anything else that she could think of right now. But then he called back.
“I’m a few minutes away Milly. Prepare yourself for me. Kneel on the edge of your bed, knees spread and cheek pressed to the bed, and wait for me. I will fuck you like you deserved to be fucked. And then I’ll fuck you again.”
He didn’t wait for a response, he just hung up the call straight away. This was his way of ramping up the anticipation. It was his way of fucking with Milly’s mind some more. The way he spoke, the way he played with her would leave her with more questions than answers. Was he just saying that he would be with her in a few minutes, or did he mean it? Was she supposed to follow those instructions or was she supposed to just stroke her cunt at the thought of following them? She was left with the self doubt and some self loathing at how she felt.
And then she found herself in her bedroom, looking at the bed, and deciding which side to kneel on. Immediately settling on the side that would leave her facing away from the door. The side that would offer Devon the first view of her from behind, her ass and cunt high and her offering herself to him in this way. That was a thought that fuelled her desire. The one she would choose. Maybe she could try the position out - you know just in case? But just in case what? Was she living in hope that this man would actually join her, and fuck her? Or was she fantasising that this was what he would do?
There was this conflict in her mind, even as she knelt, spread her knees and put her face down on the bed. There was this wanton lust in her to hear her front door click open and then the steps that got louder until she was aware of the presence behind her. The moving in of that presence - the hands on her hips and then the nudge of a big bell ended cock at the entrance to her femininity. And then that single plunge into her - the pressure against her cervix, and then the start of that slow firm fucking. And that was the thought that she was stroking her cunt to when she heard a noise for real.
A key in the door, that door opening and then closing and then the sound of footsteps getting closer and closer, and then that sense that someone was behind her for real. Coming closer and closer and the hands on her hips.
“Hello Milly. Now you are going to be a good girl for me aren’t you? I like good girls. I like VERY good girls more.”
And then he was inside her. In one firm movement, the whole length of his cock inside her. Her vagina walls, wet and leaking, clinging onto that cock flesh like nothing else mattered. And then that nudge up against her cervix, taking her breath away.
“I want to be. I want to be a good girl for you, yes I do.”
 









CHAPTER SEVEN

 
Abuse Of Power
 
There should have been the questions in her mind - how the fuck did this man have a key to her apartment? How the fuck did he even know where she lived? How the fuck was any of this happening to her? But there were none of those questions right now as her cunt clung onto the thick cock inside her.
“Good girl Milly. See, you were meant to be like this.”
Milly’s arousal was high again as this man fucked her. There was an odd thought that went through her mind as she did her best to cling onto that cock with her cunt flesh - and that was that she hadn’t given her consent to this. That she hadn’t consented to any of it, and that was a real fact. But it was a fleeting thought - the amount of time it took for her to actually think it, and then it was gone again. She didn’t think about it again because that cock inside her was turning her ability to think logically to mush.
She could feel the heavy, semen laden balls smash up against her pussy as he fucked her. This was real. This wasn’t the imagination or a fantasy, this was real life. She tried to think if she wanted this or not. But on the fly she was thinking that she could handle this. It was still secret but there were two of them involved now, that’s all. She tried to ask herself if she could handle it. Could she handle THIS going forward. It was such a beautiful feeling having this cock deep inside her like this that she had to try to tell herself that yes, she could live like this if she had to. If she had to lick her own mess up again, and this man’s, then she would.
But of course she wasn’t thinking straight. She wasn’t thinking about the implications or the big picture. Like, what was this all about? What the actual fuck was this all about? She was simply being greedy for the cock that was in her. Like how she could go about getting it deeper into her, even though taking her from behind the way Devon had was the most effective way of getting deepest penetration. She was getting carried away in her own obscene lust and she wasn’t thinking about what next? What would happen next? Or where this would end?
Devon fucked her steadily, but firmly using the full length of his vein ridden cock. He liked to fuck her in a way that her pussy made disgustingly obscene noises. Noises that kind of fitted in with his view of certain women. Her for instance. He liked to fuck her in a way that showed that it was all about his pleasure and not hers, despite what he told her about her getting pleasure herself. It was all starting to unravel for Milly and she didn’t even know it yet. But she would. Very soon.
 
Devon’s semen was pouring from Milly. She was kneeling now, on the floor in front of him. She wiped her mouth, having just sucked him clean, but she wasn’t looking up at him. He’d told her.
“Don’t you dare look at me. You keep your eyes down whilst you come to terms with what you wanted me to do to you.”
There’d been this change in the vibe. There’d been this hyper intense beautiful sex taking place that ok, she hadn’t consented to, exactly, but that she’d welcomed. And he had offloaded his entire testicle contents inside of her. And it had been when he was doing that, when he was offloading inside of her, that the change in vibe had happened.
He’d made her cum. Yes that was what he’d done, he’d MADE her cum because he could. And then he’d offloaded inside her. It was like the start of the real self loathing was right there. Her orgasm had come and gone and she was just there, like this rag doll for him to empty into.
And that’s what he’d done to her - emptied that full load into her to help her sink into that state of self loathing. And now it was over she had to face what she’d done.
“I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”
It was all she could say.
“No you’re not. That’s the trouble with women like you. You take advantage of weak men. You do that because you can’t help it. You do it because you can. You suck us in, and then you think you can just carry on with life.”
What was this? It was as though Devon had infiltrated the life of Milly and then just set about layering a solid piece of guilt right the way over her. It was like this was what he intended to do. Of course he intended this. And he knew that Milly would fall for it. He knew that he’d be able to waken, revive and then control her sexuality and then make her feel guilty for it. Like it was all her fault, and that none of that fault could be laid at his door. Of course it wasn’t like that really. He knew what he’d done both in taking her the way he had, and now, now that she was down again, in making her feel guilty for it.
“I’m sorry, so sorry.”
Such was the psychological makeup of Milly that she took, accepted and absorbed all of that guilt because she didn’t know anything else. It had to be true that it was all her fault. It couldn’t be any other way. Just like it was all her fault all the years ago when the men of god came to her to be taken advantage of. There’d always been a piece of her that didn’t believe that she’d been abused - that it had to’ve been her fault. And it was like that now.
“I think you should come with me, to my place. There’s someone I want you to meet. Someone who will know the best way to deal with a treacherous female cunt like you.”
This change in vibe was stark and it was chilling. It was like now this man had injected his semen into Milly, that he could come out of hiding. That he didn’t need to cover the fact that he was hiding ‘something’ all the time. In a way it was like his job had been done and now he needed to get her to another location so that his sadism could be furthered. Except it was cloaked with her guilt, and that he was doing it for her. And it was this that she hung onto.
“Do you think you can help me?”
And this would have been like music to the ears of Devon.
“Oh, we can help you, trust me. We can help you be the person, the ‘thing’ that you were always meant to be.”
And he was furthering the ‘we’ now. That third person in the form of Deadra was already manifesting. He was leading Milly to believe that she could be made a better person. But Milly wasn’t questioning that. She wasn’t curious enough to be asking the deeper questions. It was like she was simply relieved that this man and the other person could help her, after what she’d done. Yes, ‘after what she’d done’. She’d done nothing at all and yet it didn’t seem like that to her.
“I’ll come with you. I want to. Shall I phone in sick to my job?”
She was seeking direction. She was seeking instruction. She took her guilt seriously. In her down time, in her despairing time, out of the sexual arousal she was realising what she’d done wrong. How bad a girl or a woman she was and she needed to put that right. She was seeing none of the bad in Devon - the man that had slid into her mind and into her personal space. And the man who’d slid his manhood into her femininity without her consent. It was all her fault, not his.
“You can phone to quit the job. You won’t be able to work while we fix you.”
It was as blunt as that. There were no considerations to the real world, or to reality full stop. The way ahead was simple, in order to get fixed, by this man and someone else she had to quit her job.
“What about this flat?”
It was like Milly was capable of thinking deeper, but only in shorter bursts as she knelt, feeling that semen pour out of her. She could taste stale semen in her mouth as well and this was a reminder to her, of what she’d done. That it was all her fault. It was like a vicious circle at play that she couldn’t break free from. And now there was life back in her clitoral bundle again - she was becoming aroused. A tiny part of her didn’t want that, but more of her did. She may have asked why she was becoming aroused again, but soon she wouldn’t care what the answer was.
“Give the flat up. This has been your hiding place for too long. No more hiding for you. No more being locked away like you have been for so many years. It’s time you reached your full potential. So you give the flat up. We will pay off the rent and any fees, so you can make the break.’
‘We’ again. And all wrapped up in this apparent favour he was doing Milly. She would’ve grasped onto that for all she was worth. That this man and the other person were going to help her in this way. That had to be a good thing right? She could quit the part time job she’d hated if the truth were known. And she could quit the flat that she’d been locked into a contract with. For her that was a win win! There were no question marks about why this man would do this for her. Or this other person who she’d not even met yet. Come to think of it, she hadn’t really even met, or been introduced to Devon - he’d simply slipped his manhood into her and introduced her reproductive tract to his semen. That had been the sum total of the formalities.
“Would you really do that for me?”
She sounded so sweet. So ‘pure’ when she asked that.
“Of course. It’s a done deal.”
And he was all powerful, the almighty. Indeed, at this precise time Devon was like god to Milly - just like he’d told her on the phone.
“I’d be really grateful. I really would.”
She continued to look at the floor as she spoke. In her voice was an unspoken announcement that if she was helped in this way then she would be ‘available’ for him, and whoever else. Little did she know that this was already written in stone. Devon and Deadra wouldn’t need consent from her from this point. Consent was a given - like a silent given
“What you really mean is that if we help you like this, we will own your ass, right?”
And there was a slight change in Devon’s tone and diction. A slight upturn in it, like he was making a very real point.
“Uh, yes, yes.”
“Yes what?”
“Yes you’d own my ass.”
Those words slipped out of her mouth like they were liquid silk. Devon’s cock twitched. He loved it when he was in the latter stages of manipulating a victim. He liked these moments sometimes the best. When he can feel in a victims’s voice that she’s slipping into his world, and into Deadra’s world. Almost but not quite like he wants to slap her out of it and wondering how she can be so gullible. But not, at the same time. Knowing that he’s just good at what he does. That he’s the best at setting up a victim for Deadra. And Devon more than anyone knew that this was what he was doing. He was setting up Milly for the sadist of sadists, Deadra. And now that his own sexual part was fading to black, this was what drove him.
He was looking at this kneeling, semen dribbling woman, knowing that in a relatively short space of time, Deadra would be taking over and then he could watch and immerse in what she did to this woman going forward. It was like this was his next big buzz.
“That’s right we’d own your ass. We’d own your soul.”
If ever there was a case of someone selling their soul to the devil, or to evil, then this was it.
“Yes, yes you would…”
Maybe the words were beginning to sink home now, and burn into her psyche. The size and the expanse of what she was agreeing to go into with this absolute stranger.
“But for now, we have some unfinished business. I want to use you again, before we leave here. Would you like that?”
There was already this sense of entitlement in the way Devon spoke. He wasn’t asking for permission or consent from Milly, he was announcing that he would be using her again, before they left and before she was taken into the complete unknown. And now her sexuality, alive and oozing its produce was cooperating, not with Milly but with Devon.
“Yes, yes I would like it if you used me again before we leave, yes I would. Yes please.”
And Devon’s cock twitched. And he knew in the twitch there was oozing pre-cum at what he was next going to do with Milly.
 









CHAPTER EIGHT

 
Deadra
 
“Given what you’ve done, with my husband, do you think it ‘just’, do you think it just, what I intend to do to you?”
The question from Deadra to Milly was straight and it was stark. It was almost chilling in its delivery given the circumstances in which it was spoken. This was a sadist ready to immerse in Milly as a project, if she wasn’t already immersed that is. Milly didn’t answer, instead she let out a blood curdling scream that was partially masked in an amount of sexual delight. But why the scream? Why that blood curdling scream?
Devon had used her hard. He’d raped her ass, and her vagina - and then her mouth and throat. He’d used her like a rag doll and he’d spared no thought for her as a human being. This had been Devon in another guise. This had been Devon as the devil - or several steps beyond the devil.
For Milly it had been like she didn’t know what’d been happening to her. That first fuck, from behind had done it for her. She could have done with more of that. But the second use of her body by this man was animalistic and shocking. He’d slapped her around a little between penetrations of all available holes. And he’d fucked her in ways that defied any kind of description. And he’d used her over a period of hours, not minutes. It wasn’t like it’d been a frantic few minutes and that was the end. It went on and on. The penetration of Milly by Devon’s cock was painful and prolonged. And he’d made her feel wretched during that time. And it’d been only eventually that he’d cum for the second time. This time depositing his semen into her anal tract like he had every right to do that.
And she took it. She took it all because her sexuality demanded that she took it all. She was of the mind that he had every right to use her like that after what she’d done to him. This was a twisted way of her looking at it. It was the twist that’d been applied to her mind and there was nothing she could do about that - it was already too late for that to be reversed. It was like inside her mind she’d given up trying to make excuses for herself and this was it. This was her paying her penance for what she’d done with this man. She was taking responsibility for it even though there was nothing for her to take responsibility over.
And now, here she was, at the mercy of Deadra. She might have thought she’d been taken to the limit of her endurance with Devon, but no - all she’d endured with him was a little bit of ‘rough’. Now though she wasn’t in her little flat any more. Now she was in the bowels of a building somewhere she didn’t know. And what she was being subjected to was beyond the scope of what her mind could contend with. But it had all started so amicably. Well, maybe not strictly true. A well dressed, immaculate Deadra had introduced herself,
“I’m the good lady wife of the man you’ve just spent the night fucking.”
And that had set the tone. What’d followed was a verbal demolishing of Milly by this woman, but in a cool and calculated manner, over a glass of wine, and some pleasantries. It was a mind fuck within a mind fuck, and one that Milly wouldn’t be able to get over in a hurry. Or at all.
“Do you think you’re the only slut my husband has been the victim of? No you’re not, and each and every one of those sluts has suffered the consequences. But for you my dear, I intend to make you suffer the most. I intend to break you, into tiny little pieces for what you’ve done. And then break those tiny little pieces into even tinier pieces. Just so that you know in advance you see? Just so that when you think the worst is over, it won’t be. It won’t have even started yet. Just when you think that I’ll let you crawl back under your rock, you’ll realise that I’m just letting you crawl to the next torment - and the one after that. And the one after that.”
It wouldn’t be a stretch too far to think that this woman was mad. Except she wasn’t. She could have been a mad woman spelling out a demise for Milly that wasn’t possible - except she wasn’t. She was spelling out something quite coolly and quite calmly that was very possible and even more probable than it was that Milly would get through this unscathed. And that was what’d be so soul destroying for anyone that might hear this. Except the only person hearing it, besides Milly herself was Devon. And he already had his thick cock in his hand.
Milly was standing now, kind of. But she was sort of bent forward at the hips. The reason for that was her arms were behind her, forced back and then the elbows forced together, until they were touching, and then secured like that. At first the lower arms had been left to flap around, aimlessly but then the wrists, hands back to back had been secured as well. And Milly brought under a hook and pulley hoist. That hook fed between her wrists and then hoisted up. That had been the scream - that blood curdling scream that Milly had let out. All of the forces of the bondage acting against her in every way. Her shoulder blades so under strain that they touched in an unnatural way behind her. And her arms, unable to cope with the stresses there to the point that the pain was crippling. And Milly forced to stand in that bent forward pose.
Now she was a woman who must’ve known she was in some kind of trouble, or worse. The thought that kept playing and replaying in her mind was why is this woman doing this to another woman? She couldn’t get what was left of her mind around that. But then she couldn’t get her mind round why this woman wasn’t stopping her from screaming either. If a person was doing bad things to another person, then they didn’t usually want to be discovered or found out. So they’d be keen to shut that screaming up. But not in this case. And that was disturbing to say the least. There didn’t seem to be any concern that Milly would be heard by anyone not involved in what was happening here.
The agony was intense in this bastinado position. Milly was naked, to all intents and purposes. Except for the boots. Yes the boots. Fitted, tight leather boots that were zippered and laced to her knees. The heels, eight inch, pencil thin stilettos that allowed nothing in the design for the bend back of the toes to allow anything near a normal standing. Instead she was forced to her tippy toes so that her weight was transferred down her spine, through her legs and to the tips of her toes. Or more to the point, to the tip of her big toes. And that pressure meant that the pain gradually got up to full bore, and stayed there. It didn’t lessen and it didn’t abate. There was no point at which the pain was got used to by Milly. Instead it multiplied in intensity and scope, and that was in itself a torture.
This poor  woman was at the complete and utter mercy of a sadist. A fellow female sadist it must be stressed. By this time, Deadra was dressed and enhanced in her ‘war dress’. She was a mature woman with breathtaking curves and feminine bits. The skin tight latex catsuit transformed her from this business type woman, into this vision of dread for anyone on the receiving end. Certainly Milly would’ve taken one look at her and realised there was little point in trying to talk herself out of this one. Not that talking was on her agenda since her mouth was preoccupied with screaming, the bondage itself being the torture at this precise time.
Yes Deadra looked magnificent. She looked like a glossed super villain. Latex and heels, and thick lush hair in a high tight pony which accentuated her height more, and then deep, rich red lips. She was dressed for pleasure - that was plain to see. Her pleasure was the torture of other women. And she needed to present the most stark vision of that to her victims. Latex and heels, and severe makeup did that for her and she was an expert in presenting this image to the victims that came her way. She was an expert at applying that latex, at moving in those heels and in the application of makeup in a way that made her fearsome to look at.
It was all part of the ritual for her. The way she prepared - the way she got into the zone. Layering the makeup, layering on the latex, and the high heeled boots that she glided on. It was all part of the ritual that she needed to go through. And only when she was ready did she manifest in front of her victim.
Milly hadn’t known what to expect. She’d thought she was going to be ‘helped’. She’d thought that this man, nameless to her, was taking her to a place where she would be helped. But there was ‘help’ and then there was help. It was clear even before they left her flat for the very last time, that her fortuned were taking a dip even if her sexuality was alive and buzzing again. But she couldn’t have imagined how much of a dip they were going to take in all.
She kept screaming, she had to. Her mind was telling her that to scream was the only way she could get through what was happening to her. But that was her mind playing tricks on her. There were seconds at a time when the screaming was curtailed. When it lessened and then stopped for just a few seconds. That was when Deadra communicated with her.
“I intend to make you hate yourself. I intend to make you wish you were dead. Of course death will never come.”
And then the screaming again. That wall of sound that filled the void they were in. Then another few seconds of relative silence.
“I’m going to play with your emotions as I play with various levels of pain. And I am going to twist your sexuality into such a knot that you won’t know anymore, who or what you are.”
Then the screaming again. There had to be the fact that the bondage that Milly was in, created such an agony that the screaming was inevitable. Only a true sadist could do to Milly what Deadra was doing. Only a true sadist could create and inflict this kind of agony in this casual and natural manner whilst taking the time to explain and describe what more Milly was going to go through.
Had she consented to this? No she hadn’t. No sane human being would consent to this. And yet, at the same time, here she was. There was no conversation as to her leaving this place. Milly’s head was sufficiently melted for her to be taken along on this ride. She was convinced, or she’d been convinced that she was going through what she was going through because of her own fault. She’d been prepared by Devon to such an extent that even inside this wall of pain she was existing in, she felt she deserved to be there. But had she been ready for this level of pain? Had she been ready for any level of ‘pain’?
There had been the pain and discomfort of what Devon had done to her - especially that second sexual assault that’d lasted hours. But that was different. Yes it had shocked her to the core, but that had been Devon simply taken what was his, and it costing her in relatively mild pain and discomfort over a period of time. But what THIS was, was deliberately applied torture designed to hurt all of her in the most base way. In the most raw way. Deadra was a woman who knew how to inflict pain and she didn’t flinch whilst doing it. In fact she bathed in it. She bathed in her ability to inflict death-wish level pain on other human females.
Devon sat back in an old, battered recliner chair. He was slowly masturbating his solidly erect cock. And as he squeezed, pre-cum was oozing out of the huge mushroom head. That cock head an angry purple, such was his ‘thrill’ at seeing Milly suffer in this way. Deadra simply circled Milly, and there was the click of her metal tipped heels, that sound as slow and deliberate as the torture she was applying. The truth is that she wasn’t applying torture. She’d simply applied the bondage and then stood back as that bondage did its work, and it did that. It was an accumulative torture that ramped itself up. It got to the point that Milly had to try to stay as still as possible because every move she made, or even thought about making, caused her agony on a new level. That was it, that levelling up of the pain each time a wave hit.
 









CHAPTER NINE

 
Mind Masturbation
 
But for Milly, keeping still, not trying to transfer her weight from the toes of one foot to those of the other proved impossible. There was this compelling need in her to at least try to find some comfort, or some relief in what she was going through. If she tried to adjust her arms, then that was a whole new level of agony through her shoulders and spine. Over time her demeanour and femininity was diminished, or should that be demolished? She became like this wretched creature that this couple didn’t converse with, they just looked at. Devon looked and he masturbated. Deadra looked and from her heavily made up eyes it was easy to tell that she was using her mind to masturbate herself. There had to be the leaking of her own fluid to the inside of the latex catsuit. This was a phase that would go on for some time. This was the initial breaking of Milly. The shocks had been applied by Devon and now Deadra was breaking her.
Milly tried to say words but they came out in drooling, lip trembling ‘noise’ and nothing else. She was feeling excruciating pain and yet she was feeling the tingling, and the buzzing of her nipples and her clitoris as well, like through a filter. She’d never felt so wretched, or degraded . She got flashbacks of those men of god using her back in the day and now she knew that what happened back then was like a walk in the park compared with this.
Truth be known, she wanted to go home to her little flat and lock herself away. If there was a lesson that she had to learn then she would learn it. But that need and want to go back to her flat didn’t come through, not even in a tear and scream stained request. Instead she tried to balance the pain with the little bursts of pleasure she was getting through her extremities. And all the time Devon was watching and masturbating over this gradual decline of Milly.
But so too did Deadra watch. There was this sense that she was ready to move on to more involved tortures. That she could do this with ease. But there as also the sense that she wasn’t in a hurry. There was this fact that her sadism had been nurtured and developed over time. And that she knew that the best sexual pleasure for her, the best gratification was not hurried, but that it came slowly with the passing of some time. And indeed she was in no hurry. She took in Milly from all angles. The pain being inflicted, inflicted in the most simple way. Simple and yet acute. Simple and yet a complete and total pain that would be confusing the senses of Milly. Deadra waited for another of those silences and she moved in again, to talk to Milly.
“You can’t avoid the pain so just go with it. There is no way out of it for you. There is nothing you could say to me, to persuade me to stop doing what I am going to do to you, so just go with it. Once you accept what is the inevitable, it becomes like a ‘floating’ for you. You floating through space as I break you into those countless tiny pieces.”
Deadra spoke in this disturbing manner - like she knew what Milly was going through, and would go through. Like she knew on a nuanced level exactly what this woman was going through and that she knew how best to get through it. A sadist knowing her trade. A sadist maybe who had been through the masochistic phase herself and had risen above that to become a supreme sadist - one that ‘just knew’.
 
Milly felt that her bones would surely break if the bondage was adjusted any more. But it was meant to feel like that. Just like it was meant to hurt her to the extent that she didn’t know exactly what was hurting or where because it seemed like it was all of her.
“I’m going to put this line into you, block out the pain. I know you’ll welcome that. I want you to concentrate on the orgasmic pleasure that I’m going to give you. I want to break you more by confusing your senses to the degree that you can’t cop with it. That you’ll need me to do the coping for you.”
Again, she talked casually, as though she was describing the baking of a cake. But the word were beyond disturbing. And yet those words had to be designed like that. They had to be words spoken to disturb the mind of who she was talking to.
“Keep still now, there’s a good girl.”
And Deadra was squatting down, on her own heels and she was situated at the base of the spine of Milly. And now Milly had this thing she had to do. She had to ‘keep still’. She’d had trouble doing that when she was in that pain - that pain she was still in. But now she had to make a concerted effort because less, or even no pain was a possibility. She felt a needle being slipped into the area very close to her spine. And then that needle being taped in. If there was anything that chilled the most, it was the depth ad breadth of this woman sadistic knowledge. It was her casual expertise, as though it was nothing really that she was doing.
Deadra taped that line in place, so the hypodermic needle wouldn’t pull, and she attached the line, connected to an upside down bottle high on a little medical tripod trolley, and she brought that in close. She adjusted the gravity feed of the pain blocker and then she stood back again to watch. Devon watched as well and he was stroking his cock in the most obscene fashion.
The pain gradually drained away as that drug leaked into her system. And there was this visible change, like a morphing of her stance as the pain induced impeding of her gate melted away. For some reason that seemed to make Devon stroke his cock harder so that more of his pre-cum oozed thickly. And Deadra took time out to take a closer look. This was a sadist in control of her victim. A woman who could inflict the pain and stop it, just like that! This was a woman who over the years had never got bored with what she did to others of her gender.  A woman who was fascinated by the agony she could create and control in this nuanced and yet complete way.
“Please.. please don’t hurt me any more, please.”
Deadra tilted her head to one side as Milly found her voice. She hadn’t been able to talk when she was soaking up all that agony, but now that it was largely gone, she could think again. And she could talk again.
“Save your breath sweetheart. You’ll need it for later. I’m controlling the pain now, because I want you to feel something else. Because I want to fuck with your head in a different way, that’s all.”
She was making it clear that she wasn’t doing anything for Milly. That she was seemingly being merciful because there was a bigger picture at play. That she was simply prepping Milly for a bigger hit of emotional and physical hurt. But Milly ‘enjoyed’ if that is the right word, being able to shift her weight from one of this stilettoed boots to the other without the mind bending agony. She still felt the pressure in her arms and her shoulders, but not the absolute undiluted agony, so she could live with that - and be grateful for it.
Deadra and Devon didn’t talk, or communicate at all. It was like all of their attention were on the victim, Milly. It was as though neither of them wanted to miss the slightest second of what she was going through. They both stopped, and looked closer as the pain drained away from her. This was their ‘thing’. The torture of women. The setting up, the taking out and then the relentless torture of a woman like Milly. But there had to be the question - to what ends?
Milly’s nipples had become solid, bullet like organs that visibly trembled with her. This was a visible sign to Deadra that this woman’s body was ready and ripe for further torments that Milly would never be able to conjure up in her mind not even in a nightmare.
“You need to feel sexual pleasure now, slut. You need to get into the mindset of receiving a lot of beautiful pleasure. A lot of orgasms and a lot of undiluted sexual joy.”
Deadra wasn’t holding anything back when she spoke of what Milly would go through next. She was saying it as it was. She was being transparent in her sadistic honesty. She carried on,
“I’m telling you to be prepared because you’ll get more than your body and mind can handle. You’ll feel like you’re going to pass out, but I won’t allow that to happen. You’ll be kept awake, kept in the here and now so that you can suffer it all.”
This woman spoke in this advanced sadist way. Like she knew exactly what Milly was going to endure. That was because she did know. But Milly didn’t and she, in her new found ability to think again, was having trouble correlating that she would have more pleasure than she could take. No matter how many times, or how many ways she thought about it, she didn’t get it. For her, the incoming pleasure would be a god given relief for her after the intense pain. She couldn’t think how she could have too much of that. Or how it would affect her in the way that Deadra described.
Deadra placed a series of wired pads around each nipple, leaving the nipple stems and tips to poke through. And then another series of wired pads across her lower tummy, just above her vagina. And to her buttocks, and inner thighs. These wires then were plugged into some kind of machine or device that Deadra seemed to be familiar with. She worked slowly, methodically and intimately, and lovingly pressing the sticky pads to Milly’s flesh, smoothing them out ensuring they were each stuck securely.
“Don’t fight this. Go with it. There are stages that you will go through. The pleasure, the orgasms which will make you feel very nice. And that will blend into the moments when it will be too much for you, and you’ll wish it would stop. But it won’t. And then the final phase is where you are being tortured by the pleasure. This is the time when the pleasure becomes so many different types of pain and you won’t understand that. You’ll want to check out, pass out, but you won’t be allowed to. This is when the most damage will be done to you. More damage than the pain you’ve just been through. This is the beginning of you being broken into those tiny peaches I told you about. This is when your layers are stripped back, and the real you is exposed.”
This woman seemed to delight in talking like this. She could have cut the communication and just got on with it. She didn’t need to describe in such almost gory detail what she was going to do. But it was like this was part of the process. It was as though yes, she could have just got on with it, and the results would have been spectacular. But now that she was painting pictures in Milly’s mind about what she was going to do, the spectacle would be amplified just a little bit more. There would be this knowledge in Milly’s head, about what this woman wanted to do to her, and would do to her and this would make her react differently. The spectacle would be the same, just ever so slightly nuanced and different.
“I want to be a good girl. For you. I want to be.”
Milly was exhausted and as that pain had drained away, she realised how exhausted she was. But at the same time she could feel her sexuality again. When she was in all that pain, her body and mind tried, mostly unsuccessfully to filter out the pain and concentrate on her arousal. But now it wasn’t like that. Now her desire and her arousal was there for her to absorb even if it was in a way that she knew what was ahead for her. Or had some idea of what was in store for her given that Deadra had gone to great length in describing the three phases of her immediate future.
“I’m sure you will be a good girl for me. But it doesn’t matter if you are or are not a good girl. This process is the same. It’s a process that you cannot avoid, or lessen depending on how good a girl you are. You have to understand Milly, I must destroy you, as the woman you are, and rebuild you into the creature I want you to be.”
Her sadistic credentials could not be denied. The words she used and the depths of her knowledge underlined her expertise and could only be a bad thing for Milly. It was like Deadra needed to, had to, paint these pictures of sexual and psychological carnage before the actual carnage began. Like she was placing Milly into the right zone.
 









CHAPTER TEN

 
Broken Into Tiny Pieces
 
When it started Milly thought she had died and gone to heaven. The pads stuck to her and connected to that machine delivering the kind stimulation that she herself wouldn’t be capable of. Her eyes rolled in their sockets as she took the beautiful waves of intense pleasure. The pads above her sexuality radiating ‘joy’ like the pads surrounding her nipples. The pleasure being sent into the centre core of the nipple stems and then rising to the nipple tips. That pleasure like a complete joy and seemed connected to her clitoris in some way. Like if she got that pleasure through her nipples then her clitoris throbbed as well.
Any woman capable of doing this to themselves would be able to give themselves mind blowing orgasms without doing anything else. But this was a false narrative. What was being inflicted was false, and it would prove to be decimating in the long run. It was like a drug, a drug that was bad for you, and yet gave the most beautiful high. The orgasms should have been good for Milly, but they were wired up that way and they were meant to feel that way. Only in the long game would the detrimental and devastating effect of these orgasms show through.
Milly drooled through these early phases. She’d escaped the nightmare of the pain horror, for now. Now she could simply absorb and ‘enjoy’ what was being given to her. She was in the state of mind, asking herself how could this be a bad thing? Even with what Deadra had told her, it was like Milly was so into this pleasure that she was thinking Deadra must have got it wrong or something. But that was the problem, Milly couldn’t think, not really.
The first orgasms were like little waves washing ashore, promising the bigger waves to come. The noises Milly made were like she were a contented little animal basking in having her tummy rubbed. If one were to close one’s eyes and just listen to those sounds then there would be no reason to think that this woman was in any danger, or that she was being abused in any way. But that was like the whispering addict of crack cocaine, in a way.
“Mmmmm mmmmmm mmmmmm.”
Of course the image was different. One look at Milly and there was the living embodiment of abuse right there. There was this naked woman, a stunning woman, naked except for those impossible high heeled boots that forced her to tippy toe through an invisible torment. invisible except for the bondage of course. But those high heels, because of their height and design, forcing a stance, not as acute as before the pain block had been applied, instead that bent the spine in a certain way and that forced the feet and legs to splay in a way that enhanced her as a human female. It made her look vulnerable and yes, exploited. But this was image that appealed to the sadist at all times.
Yes those first orgasms washing through her like a tide of pure undiluted sexual joy. And ever so gradually the orgasms being ramped up. Those first ones, the first series of orgasms simply the warm up for the main event. Yes they were intense, so intense that Milly caught her breath with each and every one and yet as that ramp up progressed, the times that she held her breath for got longer and longer and there came a period when she was wishing they could stop, just so that she could have a rest and so she could take a deep breath. In that phase it would have been perfect if there was a few seconds where she didn’t have so much pleasure to ride out. It was like a catch twenty-two for her.
She wanted the pleasure but didn’t at the same time and that feeling would grow. Yes the orgasms that rolled into and out of each other was beautiful, but it was like she couldn’t think straight. Before one orgasm had faded out, another was rolling in. And each one of those orgasms was slightly more intense than the last. In effect they were inflicting and feeding an addiction that was forming inside her mind.
Devon and Deadra simply watched. Devon seemed to live with his cock in his hand. He seems to need to rub and masturbate as he witnessed the destruction of another woman. And yes, it was ‘another’. There was no way that this was the first time this couple were doing this. This was a pair of sadists with very specific requirement and skills that they’d perfected over time. Over a long time.
Deadra did what she did - she circled Milly, taking her in from all angles. The process was a slow one, but it was a complete and devastating one. Each phase divided into little sub phases. Milly in that phase now where she needed to rest and recover but at the same time not wanting that pleasure to stop just in case it didn’t come back again. It was like she wanted her cake and eat it at the same time. But in reality it was the addiction taking hold as early as this.
Eventually those little noises she made turned into groans. Greedy little groans yes, but also wet needy ones. This was what the sadist couple wanted and needed to see. They wanted to see the change in Milly before their eyes. There was no pain there for her any more, the block sorted that, but what there was, was a body language that told of her trying to shrink away from the orgasms that were being forced through her as though it was a wholly new kind of pain. And that was the thing - those orgasms, one after the other were being forced through her. She wasn’t coping with them, she was being forced to contend with them. Spotting the time when the line was crossed from her taking those orgasms and needing them to stop was a fine one. It was a finely nuanced line that Milly didn’t so much cross as morph over into.
“Please. Please can I rest please?”
She was covered in a thin film of sweat that dripped from her extremities - her nipple tips, and the ridge of her labia. And from the bundle of her clitoral nerves that had now popped from under the hood completely as though there was nowhere for them to hide. This was her first attempt at communication with her tormentors. She’d been happy to wallow in that pure pleasure of orgasm. She’d been happy and greedy to suck up each and every one of those rolling orgasms. She’d been happy for this couple to watch her in her pleasure. If anything that this two weirdos watching her with such an intensity was a feed to her own pleasure. But now it was different. Now she was so physically and mentally exhausted, and now she was so needing this constant roll of orgasms to stop that she’d been desperate to communicate this.
“No sweet thing, you cannot rest. I told you, this is a process and you can’t avoid it. You have to be broken into tiny pieces, for me, and him. There is no rest on offer,”
Deadra spoke matter-of-factly. But it was like she enjoyed saying it as it was. Those orgasms were on the rise - not just the intensity of them, but the number of them. Each orgasm reaching that maximum that little bit quicker, and that ‘roll’ of orgasm not such a long drawn out one. Rather the crest of the wave peaking sooner. And because it did that, the pure intensity of it was magnified and enhanced. Milly dealing with these waves of pleasure in a different way to the earlier ones.
Those early ones she could wallow in. But these ones she couldn’t. There was this absolute need in her to suck as much from it as possible, and so the wet groan that came from her was a hungry and greedy one. However, once that wave had peaked there was the groan of despair as she felt another rolling in. Each one rolling in quicker than the last one.
And this was it now - her not being able to deal with the speed of the orgasms. Her not being able to suck as much from each orgasm. And that pleasure becoming more acute, more intense, became such that it was painful for Milly to deal with. It was orgasm, yes. Each wave was an orgasm. But such was the intensity that at its peak it was like a million red hot needles were teasing her clitoral nerve endings. That was the first hint of pain. Maybe the first time that Milly wasn’t sure if this was pleasure or pain she was feeling. It had to be pleasure because the pain in her spine and shoulders and arms was blocked, right? She couldn’t think straight. She couldn’t think at all.
“Oh god, god no, please no. Please make this stop, please.”
It was like she didn’t think the words before they dribbled out. It was like all she could do was make these sounds and hope that they hit the spot with this sadistic woman. They didn’t though. And for Deadra and Devon, this was the first signs of ‘breakage’ in Milly. Her begging it to stop. That was a solid sign that she was on the road to ruin.
“There is no god here, just me and him. And we’re going to rip your mind and soul apart.”
Deadra had stopped circling Milly and spoke directly to her. How much Milly understood or heard through the noise of those destructive orgasms, and the swirl of her mind, could not be guessed at. Right at this point Milly was in the process, the very early process of being tortured via orgasm. And this was not a process that would be over very quickly. Maybe it would never be over, at all.
 
Milly was still on her feet, but only because the bondage her arms were in held her up. If she’d collapsed to the floor then her arms would break and now the pain block was being lessened. It was being slowly cut off so that the agony was re-introduced. But it was a whole new mix and mash up. When that pain from her arms and spine had been there before she’d been in no doubt that it was pain, or where generally it came from. But now, with that agony filtering back, slowly, and the ‘pain pleasure’ of the orgasms that were coming at a rate of knots, Milly was not a pretty sight. She was a sight of decreasing female humanity.
The strain on her was easy to see. Her face, although still attractive, and pretty, showed signs of ugliness in that her features contorted this way and that as she suffered. What she would have dearly liked to have done was go down to her knees, head bowed, and look at the floor - just so that she could rest. That was what she needed the most was rest. Why couldn’t she rest?
It had to have been a question she asked herself time after time as the torture continued. The fact that she was a mess in the making was not in question. The sound of her clicking heels as she tried to alleviate the effects of the orgasm with the onset of more pain was like a compelling thing to hear.
It was in a way as though one had this feeling that she should be left alone in her suffering. That to stay would be to invade her privacy and her dignity. And yet even knowing that, the eyes were forced to watch - to watch everything because such was that spectacle. Devon wanked his thick cock at the sight. His bell end was purple from desire and the pre-cum now oozing out on a constant basis.
For Deadra, she played the long game. Like some kind of predator that had inflicted the fatal bite and was just waiting for the slow acting poison to kick in. She had this confidence and this certainty that it would work and that it would just be a matter of time. And this was what it was about Deadra. It was her confidence, her presence and her charisma that made her so chilling. All of her aspects and all of her positives that go into making her what she was. She circled Milly, just waiting and biding her time in that predatory fashion.
Milly was a wreck by this point. If anyone ‘normal’ were to see her, they would know that something terrible was wrong with her, but there would be nothing visible to explain it. Inside her head, inside her body she would be fighting with the orgasms and the pain. And those two things would be winning. But no-one normal would know that. No-one normal would be able to work it out. There would be this sympathy for this woman but they wouldn’t know why they felt like this. There would be that feeling that they should look away, but they wouldn’t be able to. All the time there would be these compelling urges to look at Milly’s suffering. All the time there would be this need to look and take it in and there would be this thing, like an invisible force stopping them from looking away.
 









CHAPTER ELEVEN

 
And Then Even Tinier Pieces
 
Milly made sounds, kind of. But they were not good sounds, or sounds that radiated joy and happiness. What they did radiate was absolute despair, and sounds that relentless torture and bewilderment would produce. Milly in her former guise had been a strong woman - she’d had to be to get through life and the tribulations she had come through. But now, that strength had been taken away from her. It was like her former strength, her feminine strength had been sucked from her and blown back out into some void where it was unattainable to her now.
And what was left is difficult to describe - difficult to explain. How she’d remained on her feet was another of the inexplicable things. She should have gone down a long time ago. Down to her knees and in doing so broken her shoulders, and, or her arms. But that hadn’t happened. Instead she’d stayed up, this trembling, shaking mess of a woman who didn’t quite know what she would do with herself, even if she had that choice right now. She was like a wreck of a woman who existed. But her eyes were vacant and almost dead. And there was like a little spark of light beyond the deadness. That was like the little bit that this couple left, so that at any given time Milly knew what was happening to her.
There was a long ribbon, like a string, of drool coming from her cunt. Those orgasms had forced her to produce this ‘sex drool’. And that drool was collecting between her ever shifting feet like some kind of despicably obscene, living thing. And those legs, as long, strong and perfect as they were, were in this constant state of tremble that she had no control over. And this tremble made the steps she was capable of, stuttering and clumsy ones. And behind her, where her arms and hands had been held, suspended all this time, her fingers kept curling and uncurling into fists. It was like she was doing this as a way of coping with what she was going through. But most likely she was doing this subconsciously - as though it was her body’s and her mind’s way of helping her through it rather than anything conscious she was doing.
The only thing conscious she was capable of, was knowing and feeling that she was being taken apart atom by atom by what she was going through. She had to’ve known that she was being destroyed by this process. The orgasms were painful now, to the point of being more so than the bondage pain. And yet, at the same time, in that pain there was the absolute joy and intensity of orgasms that she’d never known possible. It was a pleasure that she wanted to stop, but didn’t want to stop at the same time. It was like this sweet and sour thing that she had to go through just to get that pleasure. But once she got the pleasure out of the pain, then she was in this place that had to be close to heaven. But it had to be close to hell as well. There couldn’t be a place like this in the real world. Not the real world she knew anyways.
 
Some Hours Later
 
Something was different now, but it was nothing immediately visible. It was in the vibe in this place. There was this silence that was only interspersed with tiny, forbidden sounds of whimpering and weeping.
Oh, there was something visible. Milly had been moved to a different part of the huge, warehouse like space and she’d been connected to something. A collar around her neck that was tight to her throat and must surely have constricted her breathing to an extent. At the very least there had to’ve been this constant pressure on her throat.
That collar was connected to a length of chain that hung loose and that loose end was connected to a large round pole-like machine in the centre of a circle. The bondage was slightly different now as well. Milly’s arms were still behind her back and they were still tethered at the elbows and the wrists. But they weren’t suspended behind her. There wasn’t this acuteness in what there had been when she’d been expected to stand in one spot. Now it was clear that she could move. At least, that she could move in the circle that was allowed by the leash fixed to her collar, and that pole like machine.
But for now she was sitting - with those arms behind her. She wasn’t moving. It was like she had been granted that rest. And only a very slow zoom in on this scene would reveal it for what it was. And that was carnage. From somewhere there was this low level humming sound that was continuous. But that slow zoom in to Milly would reveal that this sound was of the electricity feeding the pads stuck to various parts of her femininity.
The ones that created and maintained the orgasmic state. And once one realised this was still happening, that Milly was sitting all serene like, all quiet, but that these orgasms were still washing through her at a rate of knots then the questions could come thick and fast. Those orgasms had torn her apart from the inside over a very long time. But they hadn’t stopped. They were still rushing through her, like electricity would in a body that was long since dead.
Except Milly was still alive. She should have been screaming by this time. She should have been begging for mercy as those orgasm destroyed what was left of her. But that wasn’t the case. It was far from the case. At some time during the carnage, Milly had broken. Something inside her had broken. Something inside her mind had just given out and given up and there was this awfulness left in what used to be Milly. She looked like a ghost. She looked like someone with mental health issues that was being haunted by ‘something’. She looked like a wreck of the woman she’d been.
A closer look would reveal she was in this constant state of tremble. Her whole face trembled and that came through particularly in her lips. Her teeth chattered as well as they came together. And there was this bodily movement that didn’t seem right. That was her body’s way of trying to cope with the endless orgasm. It wasn’t the plural of orgasm any more. It was a singular thing that just existed inside this woman. There was no rush and then peak. It was just a peak. Her sexual flesh had been manipulated and ‘trained’ to simply maintain an orgasm that was fed by the pads stuck to her flesh.
A longer more studious look at this poor woman would force anyone to come to the conclusion that she was fucked. That she was fucked in more ways than one. But then the question, how? The possibility that she had some kind of illness that caused the symptoms that she was showing. Then the thought that someone had done this to her deliberately. But anyone normal would discount this. They would think that there couldn’t be anyone who’d do this to another human being. But how wrong would they be?
“Stand up now. It’s time to move.”
Deadra spoke from the shadows. The instruction was sharp and it was short. This way it was easier for Milly to understand. Not wholly easy because she had so much to contend with. But it was a case of that voice cutting through the deafening silence in that place to reach where it had to go. That part of Milly’s brain on high alert and ready to receive whatever Deadra was saying to her. Almost on automatic pilot Milly got to her severely arched feet and stood. And it was like she was balancing on something painful. But it was the exhaustion and the sexual abuse of her mind and body that were telling as she stood.
There was this imbalance at first. Like she had to get reacquainted with standing. She was much like a child learning to stand and learning to take steps again. Except there was this sadistic sexualisation to her. She was a grown woman, taking these teetering steps on skyscraper heels in order to just stand on the spot. And there was this way that anyone seeing her would just know that she would use her arms to help her balance, except she couldn’t do that because they were still tethered painfully behind her.
“Uhhhhhh uhhhhhhhh uuhhhhhhhh.”
Milly couldn’t help but make that sudden noise. It wasn’t words, or begging or pleading. It was just noise that she had to make just to get her through whatever it was she was going through right now.
“What did I tell you about ‘silence’? I don’t want to hear any noise from you.”
This seemed to be beyond cruel from Deadra, since absolute silence had to be impossible when so much suffering was evident. But there was no sympathy in her voice. Her tone was sharp and it was curt. There was no allowance there for ‘mistakes’ such as Milly making any noises of distress, or desperation. This was a woman, a sadist who was tightening the hold over another woman. Almost the equivalent of a woman having a choke hold over another.
Milly was just about to make another noise when she swallowed it back. And instead she made ‘silent noises’ with her facial expressions and this was terrible to see and yet at the same time there was this dripping sexual quality to it as well. If there was sexual arousal to be got from the sight of a woman suffering in this way, then this had to be it.
“Bring your chain out tight and keep walking slut. Get into the rhythm. One foot in front of the other, knees high. Keep your head up proud and high - extend your neck to do that and keep moving. Once you start, do NOT stop until your next rest period.”
Again Deadra’s instructions were harsh and unfeeling. It was almost as though she droned these instructions out without knowing what they really meant for Milly. But that wasn’t the case at all. Deadra knew exactly what she was doing and what her words would have in terms of effect for Milly. She’d broken her into little pieces and now she was breaking the pieces into even smaller pieces, just like she’d said she would do.
Deadra was a sadist on a mission but she was also one that was in her own zone. This was a sadist taking that bigger step, looking and finding that bigger buzz. And she was being able to do more with Milly than she’d ever done with any other victim.
There’d always been limits with others. She’d been able to exercise her sadism in many varied and extreme ways, but never totally. She’d never had a total and complete control over a victim, until now. And this was her in her element at last. This was her taking Milly to the extreme of her own sadistic fantasies. And one had to wonder, and worry for Milly. But maybe it was just too late for that.
 
There was a question mark as to how much walking in that endless circle Milly had done on that contraption already? Because of the state of her, this was almost an impossible question to answer. Every aspect of this woman was either exhausted, in pain or in orgasmic hell. If it was possible to sexually abuse the mind then this was it. Her walk was laboured at first. Like she was getting used to it all over again and like it was a task that was too much for her.
Deadra gave Milly time to adjust. One had to guess she was being fair like that. Fair in her own sadistic way. She was taking this woman to the peak of sexualised sadism, so she was giving her time. She watched. She watched as Milly became looser in her steps. And then she watched as she began to lift her knees high, then higher. As long as she could see improvement with each step Deadra was happy. She was happy to let Milly do it, to an extent at her own speed.
Deadra watched the ‘form’ of Milly. She watched the way she carried her feminine form. Perhaps the hardest thing she expected Milly to do through the ordeals she put her through was to maintain her femininity. Or to maintain her enhanced femininity. This was a detail, and a nuance that would prove the hardest. It wasn’t like she didn’t know that Milly was broken already. But at the same time, it wasn’t like she didn’t have expectations that she had to have facilitated in the here and now.
There were clicks of those high heeled boots that Milly wore. Those clicks, as she improved her posture and her steps, became regimented. And with those steps, the bounce of her full, heavy breasts. The process she’d been put through with those pads and orgasms had swelled and bloated her nipples to the extreme and they looked like black grapes sitting on the tips of her fleshy tits. Deadra took all of this in. She needed to do that, for her own gratification.
“Good girl. Now higher with those steps. Higher!”
 









CHAPTER TWELVE

 
The Shell That’s Left
 
“I’ve never seen one end up like this before. Can I fuck her?”
Devon spoke but he didn’t take his eyes off Milly. His cock was already out - it was always out and always ready to be dipped into something soft, wet and warm. He had to be the most deranged pervert that existed.
“There’s never been one like this before that’s why my dear. I’m not sure if she’s just perfect for our needs, or whether she’s just happened along ready to fit in, and ready to be moulded.  Do you really need to fuck her now? I mean I’m just getting warmed up. But I guess if you must, you must. But once you’re done, I’m turning off the orgasm. I’m going to test the addiction at that point. I mean, it should be well established in her systems now. And for her to go a little cold turkey will be nice for us to see. But go on, you fuck her. I’ve got some calls to make. I’ll be back in thirty minutes.”
Deadra spoke casually, as though she didn’t have a care in the world.  She’d just admitted that she’d done more harm to Milly than she’d done to any other woman she’d worked on. And now she was even more casually, just leaving Milly to be sexually abused some more by her own partner. The vibe, the scene in this place was something that approached horror status. And yet at the same time it was normal.
Deadra collected herself and there was this rustle of her latex cat suit, and then the click of her own heels as she sauntered out of that space. Once she’d faded out of sight into the shadows there was the sound of a door creaking opening and then closing. And now Milly was on her own with Devon.
“Hello again ‘lover’. You want some more of me inside you? I think you do. I think it’s what you need.”
There was no real marker to tell if or not Devon knew the extent of the damage to Milly’s mind. All he had in his own mind was fucking her again. The only thing on his mind was unloading another sack full inside of this piece of meat. He didn’t care if she wanted him inside her again or not. She was getting it anyway.
Who knows, he’d probably like it better if he knew that she didn’t want it. He more than likely had those fantasies of rape and pillage going round inside his head. And Milly was the ideal ‘dumb animal’ now. He wouldn’t get any fight back from her, that was a sure thing. So much damage had been done to her mind and her sexual nerve endings that she was probably deep inside already craving for him to be in there, sliding his cock in and out of her. She’d feel that this would be nice for her. That it would take what was left of her mind off this other stuff that was crowding the ever shrinking space inside her head.
“Please, please, please……”
It was all Milly could manage in response to what Devon had asked. The orgasm was consuming her. She was in this ‘status’ or orgasm like someone having a long seizure was in status. Except this wasn’t a seizure, it was never ending sexual pleasure that was so intense and so mind melting that it was also torture. Of course she wanted his cock inside of her. If she could have said that, she would. But she was severely restricted now to what she could say, and with what conviction.
“Let’s unhook you. Get you over the bench. Then I’ll bend you over and slide right on into you. You’re already saturated and dripping like a slut.”
He spoke almost with a contempt for Milly. Certainly there would have been no ’slut’ around that was in her state. She had transcended the slut state. He helped her, held onto her arm to get her to the bench. Made sure the wires to the pads didn’t get snagged and pulled. And as he did that he bent down and took a thick long nipple into his mouth and sucked. And Milly let out a howl. Although it wasn’t clear if it was a howl of pleasure or pain. Such was the state of Milly’s nerve endings and receptors, now it was unlikely she knew. And yet she still had that orgasm rushing through her dictating her need for any kind of sexual activity.
Devon sucked that nipple and then pulled the other across so he could suck that one. And she howled again. He was going to enjoy fucking Milly now, more than he had before. But that was always the case. Once Deadra had worked on their girls, they were always riper for him. He liked it this way. He might not have understood what it was that Deadra did to them that was so terrible and yet so effective, but all he knew was that he liked the end result.
He bent her over the bench and her legs almost gave way. He lifted her tethered arms up out if the way, and dipped his cock head into her and she howled again. That was something that she could do - she could howl in that way. What it meant though remained a mystery. As he slipped into her there was this sigh, like a contented sigh. Milly’d had the orgasm for so long inside her, eating away at her mind and receptors, but she’d not had anything solid, or as desirable as a cock inside her.
And now she had it. But it was difficult to say how she felt about this. She lived with the orgasm now - it was there constantly and somehow, by some miracle she’d adapted to it, even if she was truly fucked. But now she had something for her muscles to work on, that cock. She squeezed and howled at the same time. This was like her getting some control back. Except it wasn’t like that at all.
 
Thirty minutes, thirty minutes, that was all she’d heard and understood. But where had that thirty minutes gone? It had gone so fast, so quickly. That cock of Devon’s was inside of her and then it was unloading inside of her. And she felt that fucking more than she’d felt any one before it. The orgasm that was part of her had made her hypersensitive to all aspects of sexuality. That orgasm was like the living embodiment of ‘hunger’ and ‘need’ right there. But she’d latched onto what Deadra had said - that she would be back in thirty minutes. And now there was the opening of that seemingly distant door, and then the click of high heels approaching again. Deadra was coming back.
It wasn’t just that the fucking session was over. It meant that this woman who was capable of this torture was back. Devon plopped his spent cock out of her and kind of retreated. In a way, Milly wished he wouldn’t do that. He wished he’d stayed inside her because it would have at least felt like she was being protected from this woman. That of course was just fantasy. She wasn’t protected at all. But there was this sense - those high heels clicks as Deadra got closer, and then the sound of slightly creaking latex as her catsuit moved on her, and then the whiff of her perfume, and finally the smell of latex invading the senses of Milly.
And for her this was the return of the nightmare. It was like her being immersed in the nightmare all over again. And that tended to have the effect of shredding her nerves into little pieces, all over again. Everything was, ‘all over again’. And it was almost like her mind could not cope with what was happening ‘all over again’. She broke down crying when she couldn’t feel that cock inside her any more. And she was berating herself for thinking once that this man inside her unwanted, and uninvited was sexual abuse and rape. When now, right now in this redeveloping nightmare, she was wishing he was back inside her, ‘making love’ to her the way he did. This was the extent to which her mind had been altered and abused by this couple - by this woman especially.
“No more delicious sight than a woman dripping with semen. I love to see it. I really love to see it.”
Deadra was standing looking at that semen dripping from Milly’s cunt. And she had this look of love across her face, almost as though she were considering every one of those wiggling, live fresh semen was her child or something. It was quite mad. And yet it was chilling as well. There was this gentle sobbing of Milly, with enough of her own mind left to know that she was in for more of what this woman could give her and do to her. But that was intentional. It was a deliberate thing that there was this little bit of her mind in which she understood fully what she’d been through, and that she was going to go through more at the hands of this woman.
“There, there. It’ll be alright, you’ll see.”
Quite what Deadra could mean by that no-one could know. How could it ever be alright for Milly? It didn’t matter that the orgasm was still raging through her - that was a given. She accepted that now. How she’d adapted to it, she’d never be able to explain. But it was like the orgasm was a living part of her now and it would be like losing something from inside her if it wasn’t there any more. Except that was exactly like it would be like. It, the orgasm not being there any more was exactly what was about to happen.
“Let’s get you back to the machine honey. Let’s get you all hooked up again, with a few additions and one main deduction.”
Deadra had this habit of being able to talk in riddles. It was like she knew what she was on about, but poor Milly didn’t stand a chance of knowing as she was taken back to that pole like machine in the centre of the space. Deadra hooked up her collar and the chain again and she made sure the wires to the pads were all in tact.
“I just want to attach ankle cuffs darling. And a length of chain between your feet, to restrict the length of step you can take at a time. I’m sure you’ll get the hang of it. And then I want to start you off walking with different speeds. Again I’m quite sure you’ll manage it. You’re being a soldier on those high heels so this should be breeze for you.”
Deadra was being ‘nice’ in this setting and it was surreal - more than surreal. And as Milly was trying to get that tiny little bit of mind of hers around what Deadra was saying the woman continued.
“Oh I forgot to mention. This next session, this next phase will have to be completed without ‘orgasm’. Now I know you’ve become attached to that beautiful feeling in you, torturing you, pleasuring you. But I have to cut it off completely. I have to block it, like I blocked the pain before remember?”
And as she went about attaching the ankle cuffs and the chain, she allowed Milly to process her words. And Milly did do this, but it was slow, very slow. There was like this delay that was occurring as her bondage was re-established. There was like this slow shadow that rolled down across Milly’s harrowed face, making it even more harrowed.
“No, no please not that, please not that…..”
She did manage to get the words out but only just. And that was the thing - only just. She stuttered them, and spat them as the horror of continuing bit into her psyche. In her mind she couldn’t go on without the orgasm. As painful and intensely pleasurable and exhausting as it was, the orgasm was her’s. This was what she felt. That it was her’s and it needed to stay a part of her. But she was also working out that Deadra didn’t say anything unless she meant it.
“Please, please you can have anything, I promise, anything else. Please, please don’t take it off me.”
And this was as clear as Milly had spoken since she’d been with this couple. This was because she was desperate not to lose that one thing that was holding her together. The orgasm. She was desperate enough to be promising anything in return for that orgasm to remain in tact.
“Oh you be careful what you promise my dear. And, it doesn’t matter anyway - I am going to take it away from you, all of it. But there are things that you have to go through. Things that you need to feel. And this is one of them. I need to see you struggling to cope without your fix of orgasm. I need to be able to see it with my own eyes - that you can’t cope. And then I’ll know that you’re ready for the finale. Then I’ll know that there is no going back for you. Then I’ll know that you are what I want you to be.”
 









CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 
Mental
 
There was this deathly silence when the orgasm was switched off. And it was switched off, just like that. There was no more electrical humming in the background and where it might nave been expected that Milly would scream out loud, at first she didn’t. It was like she was trying to wrap her head around the fact that she didn’t have an orgasm any longer. And it was like it was taking her longer than it should.
When that orgasm was switched off there was just this huge expelling of air from Milly. It was like a sigh of relief, only it was more than that. It was like relief yes, but then like a sigh of a mother who’d had her new born taken away from her. Then there was the period it took for her to miss the orgasm - that it took her to physically miss the orgasm. And that was it - that was the first hit of cold turkey right there. There’d been that silence and now there was this unease in Milly. The pain was back in full swing - the pain of her arms and her shoulders and spine. Deadra studied her in this phase and then announced.
“I think a little pain block is in order. You know, so you can just suffer the cold turkey and nothing else.”
Deadra didn’t want there to be any distractions of the withdrawal symptoms of the orgasm so she applied the tube, and the drip to cut the pain out, and all Milly would be able to feel were the emotional and physical trauma of there being no orgasm any more.  It was bizarre - those orgasms and that THAT orgasm had become tortuously painful to the point that it was beyond maddening. And yet Milly had begged for it not to be taken away even before it had been switched off. It was like she knew what she was in store for.
And at the same time it was like she knew nothing. She could only guess with that little bit of brain she had left, at the psychological trauma she would go through without that intense internal orgasm. She wouldn’t even have had the slightest clue about the physical trauma involved. She couldn’t even guess that it would be better for her to go through crack withdrawal than orgasm withdrawal. But she was learning and she was learning right about now.
“Mmmmmmmm aaaaahhhhhhhhggggghhhhhh.”
If she could have held her arm across her tummy she would have, to comfort herself. The pain of having no orgasmic pain there was slow to come on, but when it did, it bit into her like something red hot. She couldn’t use her arms though because they were still tethered behind her back, and this made her movements seem sketchy and weak. It made her stance something animalistic and yet somehow sadistically sexy as well. There was no sense in how this poor woman looked, or sounded as she was demolished a little more by this process. Anyone seeing this would know that this was not the way to treat a human being. And yet one look at Deadra and the way that Milly was being treated and torture made perfect sense, even if it was wholly wrong.
“Ahh please god, please give it back to me, please. I’ll be a good girl, I promise I’ll be a good girl.”
And she sounded almost infantile in what she was promising this woman. She sounded like a child who’d had her ice cream taken off her and would do anything to get it back. It was almost as though her next line would be ‘you can spank me, but please. Just give it to me back’. But that didn’t come.
Instead there was this standing vision of Milly who was in a lot of trauma. As the pain block took hold, the physical pain melted away but there was this invisible trauma that she was going through that emanated from her sexuality. And such was the strength of the need and the hunger, she could feel the movement in her sex flesh - like it was hunting for that orgasm. Like it was hunting for it and would eat it up the moment there was the contact. It was like her sexual flesh, all of it, even those micro receptors and nerve endings had a life of their own.
There was this squelching noise that came from between her legs, and that was obscene. And there was this constant motion in Milly as she tried to contend on the spot with what her body and mind were feeling. This was a woman who’d been changed on the fly. Quite what she’d been changed into couldn’t be guessed at, not really.
“Now, walk again. Same as before. Knees high, one foot in front of the other. Make it perfect and proud for me.”
This words filtered in to the psyche of Milly, but they would have been like words from hell. Her nipples all swollen and desperate were quivering for attention as was her clitoris. But there was no pleasure - there was no meaningful orgasmic pleasure there and that was what she was wanting. That was what she needed to be back.
She grunted, much like an animal in distress would grunt and Deadra looked at her. She stood back and just looked at her. And then she licked her red lips. The sight of another woman in this much distress was feeding her own sexuality. This was what she lived for. Sights like this as Milly began the painstaking process of lifting her booted feet high, then higher, were what Deadra masturbated to in bed at night. Sights like this was what fed that sadism in her. And as Milly tried and tried, she needed to make each step perfect. And in those attempts she was making herself look incredibly hot, incredibly sexual, even if she didn’t feel that way. This was Milly turned sexy for a sadist. A sadist’s version of sexy was nothing like the real world version.
“Good girl. I like what I’m seeing. I want this for six hours, and then maybe, MAYBE, you can have the orgasm back. But you have to work hard for me. You have to absolutely gratify me. Do you think you can to that?”
Deadra knew that it was an impossible question for Milly to answer and so she smiled when the response came,
“Oh yessssss yesssssss yessssssss.”
“I want nothing but perfection for six hours. If you falter, we start the count again.”
This was a sadist in her element. This was a sadist piling on trauma after trauma and one whose full intention was to break Milly into those tinier little pieces. And that process was now in full swing. There was no return journey from this. There was no respite from what Milly was going through at any given second. All there was, was more misery. It was like she was caught in this downward spiral that went one way. And all she could fight for now was a return of the orgasm, which in turn was more torture. She’d have more chance if she were a crack addict. Instead she was a sexual freak and orgasm addict. And there was worse to come.
 
Six Hours Later
 
The perfection of Milly’s walk had waned by this time. There was a period, maybe an hour or so when that perfection was there. That was like a snapshot in time. And this was what every sadist wanted and needed to see, a woman in such trauma and yet striving to carry on as though there was nothing wrong. This was what made Deadra wet. It was what kept her going, knowing there was always that bigger and better buzz to be had.
“You’re doing so, so well. You’re such a good girl.”
Deadra’s voice had been almost seductive during that perfect hour. An almost regression taking place where she called Milly a good girl. Milly was a grown ass woman, but now she was a broken one. And then that perfection had waned. Deadra could try keep it going for longer, but she knew the full effects of the addictions she had instilled into Milly. She’d be fighting a losing battle to try make this woman maintain that perfection for any longer. Instead she could wallow in the sights and sounds of Milly as she broke down more.
And that was a fascinating thing to witness - both to hear and to see. It mightn’t have been perfect any more, but Milly retained that walk, round and round. Her hands and arms tethered behind, and then her steps hindered and restricted by the ankle cuffs and chain between her feet. And it would be difficult to know what was going through her mind at this time. Her eyes would be busy, flicking from one side of her as she took those steps, to the other, manically. There would have been this mad quality to how she looked. And then this urgency in her movements that were less than regular.
And although Deadra would’ve let the perfection slip, in Milly’s mind and in her attempts to maintain the perfection, she would have been doing that. She wouldn’t have felt the nuanced changes that told of that slip in standards. And for Deadra this was bliss. A woman in chronic decline in front of her eyes. Those signs of decline increasing.
By the end of the six hours there was this ‘state’ that Milly reached.  Yes she was still moving in that circle, round and round. But it was slower now and more cumbersome. Her movements told of her undiluted desperation to have that orgasm back - to the point of trying to get friction for herself, down there, between her legs. That of course being impossible with her tethered hands and arms. So those movements were more animated, and this made her seem almost disabled mentally as well as physically.
Deadra licked her lips as the time crawled on. That time probably didn’t crawl for her. For her this was a time that she wished would never end. But obviously the more one wishes that, the faster the time moved. At times the decline of Milly would have been painfully slow, but then those fast forward moments. The six hours were up before Deadra knew it. But she knew as well that this was the prescribed time for Milly to be optimally broken. She knew that to prolong it wouldn’t have any further benefit. She knew that at that six hour mark, Milly was as low as an addict could be.
Deadra didn’t rush, she never did. But she got up from her deep, comfortable viewing seat and approached the ‘creature’ that used to be Milly. Even she didn’t really know exactly what to expect at this point. She didn’t know if Milly would be compos mentis, or incapable of anything approaching communication. There was this slow steady breathing, her huge breasts rising and falling, rising and falling in a way that told of her inner struggles. And tipping those breasts were the swollen, engorged nipples that also seemed to have a mind of their own.
“Such a good girl. Would you like some orgasm back? Not all of it, just some of it?”
Deadra knew what she was offering Milly. And she knew the effect it would have on her. Effectively she was offering this poor woman intermediate orgasms of varying levels, shot through her as though from a catapult. Deadra knew that with Milly’s addiction to orgasm as established and irreversible as it was, that teaser orgasms, some intense, some mild and anything in between, would be a severe trauma and not a fix for her. As a sadist she knew it would be beyond torture, and that was how Milly would think of it and how she would feel it. Deadra smiled to herself when she thought of that. She needed to know that Milly’s mind was whirling at full blast all the time. And that she was under the severest of pressure.
“Please, please… yes please, please yes, please yes, yes, please yes.”
Milly sounded as broken as she was. There was enough in her to recognise the possibility of a fix, an orgasmic fix. Like that crack addict so out of it, and yet still recognising crack when it was offered. This was Milly now. The way she spoke was not like she used to do. The way she spoke was sad and it was impeded. And yet it was fluid, wet and sexy as well. At least it was sexy for Deadra. This was a woman sensing that yes Milly was perfect for her, whether by accident or design. Maybe it was simply that Milly was in the wrong place at the wrong time. But she’d never have escaped the vetting of Devon. She’d never have avoided the clutches of this couple even if there had been a red flag for some reason.
“Let’s get you all fixed up, away from this place. Somewhere more comfortable. Somewhere where you can re-immerse.”
And Deadra was de-rigging Milly now. What she meant was that she was going to take her somewhere else, in this place where she could further the torture. Where she could be comfortable as she did that but where Milly’s comfort would be measured only by the absolute hell that she would go through next.
 









CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 
The Pits Of Despair
 
If Milly had been able to think straight, or think at all, she would have thought how comfortable she was. Yes this wasn’t like the tethering for hours and hours that she’d endured. Now she was reclined in a soft, modified chair. Stirrups behind her knees, holding her legs high and wide apart. Yes she was exposed, and vulnerable and very undignified. But the dignity part of Milly had long since been sucked out of her. She could bask in her exposure and in the way she was presented and her ‘always there’ desire, and sexual need would assist with that. Legs spread and with a slight push into the small of her back, by a cushioned appendage so that her smooth, hairless, wet sexuality was forced and thrust to the fore. Such was that gentle but smooth force, that it peeled the lips of her cunt apart.
Her arms and her hands were held down and this was as uncomfortable as it got for her in bondage terms, first of all. One could be forgiven for thinking that she was going to get an easy ride. For sure there was that vibe about it. Or that there was some mercy being shown for her. There was a bit of that vibe as well.
But this wasn’t it at all. And there had to be some suspicion attached to that fact that she was, at the start at least, comfortable. But this was just so that she could withstand prolonged periods of utter distress as those irregular, multi seismic orgasms were sent through her. And it had all started so well for her. Like it had at the start when she’d been infected with the forced orgasms, before her addiction. Then it had been bliss for her. Like she was in this dirty version of heaven. And at the time she was eating up the orgasms, like she couldn’t get enough.
And this had been a flashback to then, except from the word go, those orgasms left her breathless. That was because they didn’t sate her. They didn’t gratify her. They was nowhere near the intensity of that permanent orgasm, except every so often, for micro seconds at a time, when she was teased that the ultimate orgasm was back for good. Except it wasn’t quite like that. It was there and then it was gone. Otherwise she had to try to make do with what she was given via those pads. She was ramped up very gradually, almost imperceptibly, to a fever pitch. And she had every opportunity to adapt and adjust as that ramping up progressed on a micro level. However it was inevitable that eventually, it would become too much for her. And that was when the torture started real time.
“What a delightful creature. Every home should have one.”
Deadra was with another woman, an older woman who spoke about Milly in disparaging, denigrating terms. She was very attractive and aloof, and she was well spoken, educated and came across as someone with wealth, and that had too much time on her hands. Probably a woman who had ‘hobbies’ along the lines of abusing other women like Milly. Just like Deadra in fact.
“She’s delicious isn’t she? And perfect for what you wanted to see today. Just watch as it all builds up inside her. Entertainment at its finest.”
Deadra threw her thick main of hair back and laughed softly. These woman spoke casually, and yet cruelly about another woman who was about to be taken to uncharted levels of despair and internal torture. And there was this everlasting curiosity about that. Like how could two women be so cruel and nasty to another in this way? Yes they were obviously sadistic deviants - but how, and why?
“I’m loving her already. I mean look how she’s in constant flux - in constant movement as she tries to adapt to the sensations she’s being given. I love it. Can she hear us? Does she know what’s going on.”
There was a pause as they both took in the sight of a delirious Milly.
“Yes, I’ve left enough her for her to know what’s happening. And she can hear every word we speak.
“You know I was always sceptical about orgasmic addiction. I mean the thought of it, inflicted on others was always so hot for me, but I don’t know, it was like hypnotism, I’ve always been a grudge against that, not believing that someone could just be tranced.”
“And what about now?”
The other woman’d been quick to counter.
“Yeah, trancing is possible although more so with some than others. But orgasmic addiction, now, that is a different beast. It’s not just a soft control, it’s a decimating destruction of a woman’s soul, from the inside. It’s unlike trancing in that largely it’s irreversible. But the results are spectacular. This one is an addict now. What you see now are results of addiction. You watch when she’s ramped right up, and still unable to get that mind blowing orgasm she’s looking for. It will send her mad as…”
And Deadra stopped talking to let her words filter in to this woman.
“Deadra darling, you really are a piece of work. Who would want to do this to an innocent woman?”
This woman was teasing Deadra. She was as excited by Milly as Deadra was. And there was the sense that she was just as sadistic as her.
“Why thank you Martha darling. I’ll take that as a compliment even though I know you can be more of a piece of work than me.”
And both laughed softly. One had to wonder if this was true. If this woman could be equally as sick to other women, or sicker, than Deadra herself? These two spoke like they knew each other. Like they had been friends for years. They couldn’t be talking like this without knowing each other. There was too much familiarity between them, for them to be strangers. Or for them to be ships that pass in the night.
“Look at her.”
Deadra beckoned with her eyes for the other woman to look at Milly. Her eyes were rolling in their sockets. It was like she was trying to find a higher degree of pleasure where there wasn’t one possible. Her fleshy wet tongue was playing across her lips, continuously, like she was trying to find some kind of friction she hadn’t found before. But again with no luck. And her body was in some kind of constant roll even though she was secured to this reclined, modified medical chair thing. And now, now she was naked, her toes could be seen to be curling and uncurling as the sensations went through her. A look lower at her wrists and her hands, her fingers were doing the same. Curling and uncurling into fists as though she couldn’t find anything else to do with them.
And there were bubbles forming at the corners of her mouth. And noises, little faint whimpering sounds that were the start of her reaching the end of her tether. Her nostrils were flaring - another sign of her going down hill. It was when she realised that she wasn’t going to reach those peaks, not any time soon that the bedlam would start. She would be like a coke addict who’d realised she’d been conned into buying cheap useless shit instead of the real thing. Except this would be a thousand times worse.
And when the bondage began to self adjust, and tighten to allow for her added movement and roll, that would mark the start of the new levels of torture, and distress.
“Can I taste her, now? Can I?”
The older woman pushed out her lips with her own fleshy wet tongue as she spoke in that seductive manner.
“You may. Help yourself, as they say.”
Deadra smiled as she responded.  She loved it when she could see another woman turned on by what she had produced. It was like a mark of her success in what she did - to see another woman visibly thrilled by what she did. It was like, it was all well and good to shock people and make other women compelled to watch as she inflicted horrors on other women, but to actually find other women who were visibly moved, and sexually excited by her - they were rare. And these other woman had to be nurtured and kept in the fold.
The ‘guest’ moved in closed, and sat on a chair right next to Milly. She let her eyes pour all over her like she was taking her in. Like she was feeding her own desires to be in this close proximity to a woman who was on the edges of suffering so much. She let her inner arm, trail across Milly’s tummy, just above the pads. And there was this immediate reaction from Milly. Her eyes opened wide at the ‘touch’. The woman used her perfectly manicured red nails and lightly scratched the tummy flesh of Milly. And there was like this weeping sound that came from her. It was like there was this immediate need for those little strokes of the fingernails to go further.
“Bless her. She’s so hungry, so needy isn’t she?”
The simple fact was that these little finger nail strokes simply amplified what was already there. They weren’t gentle strokes at all. They were insanity inducing touches that were almost stand alone torture, except more so.
“She is. That is her natural state now. It’s not something that I have to make her be every day of her life. She is that way by design. She can’t shut it off, or turn it down. It’s just ‘there’ inside her for good, because that is what I want her to live like.”
Deadra was watching her nameless friend. She was looking for signs in her that she was like her, and those signs were there. They were there en-mass.
“Why don’t you pepper that flesh with kisses, at the same time as stroking her with your finger nails? She’ll appreciate that.”
This setting was ‘soft’ and that was disconcerting because, what was actually happening to Milly was brutal. The woman did as suggested and just before her full red lips contacted the flesh of Milly’s tummy, her nostrils flared like she was sniffing Milly. That was odd. It didn’t look brutal, or beyond deviant, but a closer look would reveal it to be just that.
She peppered Milly’s flesh with kisses and this made the sounds coming from Milly, wetter and more urgent. Deadra was right, she could hear everything and she understood everything. She was just powerless to act. Powerless to help herself or to protect herself from these ministrations being applied.
Between kisses, the woman asked,
“Do you have plans for those tits? I mean they are spectacular tits after all. Would it not be a shame to allow them to ‘escape’ as it were?”
And she was licking Milly’s flesh as well as kissing now. Her eyes were rolled up and looking at the mammary flesh of this poor other woman. The nipples solid, engorged pieces of flesh that had this constant ‘quiver’ to them. And the larger volumes of breast flesh that made up the mounds, had this tremble that visibly travelled through them. This was the level of alertness that Milly was in. The entirety of her flesh always on alert to any kind of sexual attention. The touch, the stroke, the kiss, the penetration. All of the actions very much at the fore of a mind that was all but fucked.
“Well of course. I’m looking for someone, maybe even you, to help with her development going forward. I mean I have Devon, but he’s a man obviously. He fucks her and generally abuses her. But as with all men, their cocks are their brains. What I need with me, is someone deeper. Who can look at a woman like this one and ‘want’ to do terrible things to her. A woman who wouldn’t be swayed or affected by tears, or conscience. A woman who is as sadistic, if not more so, than me.”
Deadra stopped talking and she didn’t take her eyes off her friend. It was like she was trying to shock her. Like she was testing her with her words. She needn’t have worried about scaring this one off.
“You know, I think I’d like that. To be a part of what happens to her going forward.”
She was peppering those kisses, and using the large expanse of the flat of her tongue to lick the flesh. This is itself was wholly odd, almost animalistic. Like the predator, tasting the prey before the kill. And yet this was intimate - extremely intimate. She’d moved in close and she was moving her lips down over the wired pads, to the cunt flesh below that and Milly let out a distressed, wet groan.
“I’d like to see her clitoris hood removed. Nowhere for that bundle to hide, you know? And possibly the tips of that clitoral bundle just shaved off, to make it even harder for her ever to get the ultimate pleasure. To make it like there is no other option than to provide orgasms by artificial means.”
Deadra opened her eyes wide as she watched this woman. Now she was talking. Her own thoughts were racing at what this woman had just said.
“I couldn’t agree more darling. And these are measures we simply MUST employ.”
 









CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 
Circumcision
 
Milly could hear those words, all of them. And she understood them, even if it did take slightly longer for her to process. She should have been screaming the place down, demanding to be released this instant. She should have been trying to get the fuck out of there and as far away as possible. Except of course that wasn’t possible. And with the state of her arousal, her desire and hunger, the thought that there were plans afoot for her tits, and for her clitoris, was an added feed when it should have been added fear and red flags.
It was easy for Milly to sexualise anything in her state. She didn’t have that orgasm inside her, but it didn’t mean her desire was less. In fact, quite the opposite. Now she wanted the other woman as much as she wanted Deadra and even Devon. She liked it that he would be retained to sexually abuse her. Yes she knew she would be sexually abused and effectively raped by him, but it was the kind of abuse she needed and wanted badly. To have Devon use her sometimes, randomly, would be like an escape for her. And yet an escape that fed her more. If she thought of things in the positive rather than the negative then her life wasn’t turning out to be too bad after all, was it?
The guest was snaking her tongue through the folded petals of Milly’s cunt now. And those pads were doing what they did. They were delivering a set of random orgasms that lasted anything between one second and thirty seconds. And she hung onto every single one of them. Occasionally one of those orgasms reached ‘that’ intensity and she froze, needing it to hit the spot and at the same time hoping that would be the one that stayed inside her, rocking her mind and body.
The woman was attentive with her tongue and fingers. She was soft and sensual even though she was a part of a brutal take down of an innocent woman. And this was confusing the senses of Milly. Her mind was already awash with what was happening to her. And this woman was not like Deadra. Deadra could be kind, and yet the brutality never left her. This other woman talked about brutalising her, about plans for her tits, and her clitoris and yet, now, as she licked and explored her flesh like this it was as though she was her lover or something.
Milly could be forgiven for thinking that this could be the case. It was like in her addiction and need, she was getting delusions of grandeur or something. There was this ‘hope’ inside, somewhere deep inside her, that she could be normal. But for Deadra that would be a good thing to know - that this poor woman had ‘hope’. Hope for a victim was like another weapon for a sadist to use against her. Another thing for her to exploit and twist.
By the time the woman’s tongue was exploring the depths of Milly’s cunt, Milly was wired to the max. The random orgasms were getting to her. She needed more than those random slightly less that maximum orgasms. She needed more to keep her going. She was working her mind and her body with no payback. And this was tortuous. And this woman’s tongue and her lips were driving her insane. Her chest, those huge tits were rising and falling, rising and falling, as the woman began the deeper task of eating her out. And Milly was in this state of flux. She needed more than she could get and yet she had this attractive older woman doing insane things with her mouth.
“She tastes delicious you know. I always think a victim tastes better in her hour of most need. You know, as though her body is releasing something more than sexual fluids. Or that there is something extra in those fluids that alters the taste deliciously. Like a drug all of its own.”
Deadra watched and she listened. She liked the way this woman spoke. She always had. She’d always known that she had this side to her, but not to what extent. And she spoke now as though she had experience of women in the same or similar state that Milly was in now. And her suggestions of doing something with her tits, and the circumcision of her clitoris hood excited her. The circumcision wasn’t something that she hadn’t thought of. She’d thought about the shaving of the clitoris ends, and then the insertion of welded rings before.
But she’d thought like this as some kind of finale. And in her world, there was no finale because she wanted the victim to suffer endlessly. Now she was needing to rethink. The nipples and the clitoris didn’t need to be the finale. Those processes could be simply the beginning of another process. Those processes could be used to further the torments in the future.
“I think we are on the same page darling. I want the entirety of her femininity to suffer for the duration of her natural life. And her nipples and clitoris are natural targets to achieve these ends.”
Deadra didn’t like to think of ‘endings’ but at the same time she had to be realistic. At what point would Milly stop being viable as a victim? What she and Devon had done was begin a process of destruction for Milly, and that process was under way. It was travelling like a freight train towards something that not even she understood at this point. All she knew was that she was ‘excited’ by it. There was this wetness and this slickness between her legs, the like of which hadn’t existed before. It was more than just sexual fluids. It was like the manifestation of her sadistic sexual desire, happening on the fly.
The woman sealed her pretty mouth to the cunt of Milly and she ate and drank from her deeply. Milly’s flesh rolled and responded to that and to the random little orgasms she was being given. Her own nostrils flared because she couldn’t take breaths that were deep enough. And those epic tits kept rising and lowering in time with those breaths. Deadra watched. She watched closely. She was feeling more content now that she had another woman on board. And she liked this one - she always had.
 
Two Days Later
 
The other woman was back. Milly had been tortured with those short, less than maximum orgasms for the whole time. She was still suffering with them now. Now it was more clear why she needed to be relatively comfortable for the duration. It wouldn’t have been comfortable now. The comfort bit would be at the back of her mind in the grey area now. Now it was all about the torment. But Deadra was reigning in the orgasms now. She needed Milly to be back on planet earth. She’d leave little throbbings inside of Milly, but that was all. She needed to talk to her, kind of on a level playing field. The addiction wouldn’t be cured of course, or reversed, but she’d be able to understand more, and more quickly than she could in her demented state.
And there was a reason she wanted Milly like this. It was like she was playing good cop and bad cop all in one. There was the sensual occurring as her nameless guest and Devon watched on. That little ‘chat’ that little bit of kindness to draw the old Milly back out to an extent. And then the brutality of what Deadra had to say. It was like she was clearing the mind of Milly so that the effect of what she said would be maximised. It was like another branch of the cruelty tree and one that was even more tormenting.
“I wanted to have a chat with you Milly. Just you and me. Ignore them, they are. Just watching because they like you.”
Her tone was gentle and nurturing. She was capable of this, but this had a huge red flag attached to it. Kindness from a sadist came with a payback. It had to.
“Thank you, y-yes, yes ok, a chat would be nice.”
Milly was back on earth but that addiction was still rife inside her and that showed in the unsettled eyes. Her legs were spread, and her thigh muscles kept tightening like she was trying to close them, but of course she couldn’t. But it was like that attempting to close them was resulting in more need for the orgasm to be back. Even those partial ones would do her right now.
“We’re going to remove your clitoris hood and shave the tips of the clitoral nerves. Now I know this may shock you. It may even horrify you. But in order to be kept, as you are, I need to progress you. If we don’t progress then you become redundant.”
She paused to allow Milly to process her words. There were key points - that she would lose her clitoris hood, and that if she didn’t understand that, or agree, that it wasn’t beyond imagination that she would be disposed off by Deadra. And that thought was more terrifying than the one of her losing that flesh to a scalpel. But even at this point she didn’t really understand. She just looked at Deadra and then the woman guest, and then Devon. Devon had his big cock out, which was no surprise, and he was masturbating the length of it as he listened and watched.
“Now I know that this will hit you emotionally. The thought that you will have no hood of flesh protecting the core of your femininity. The fact that your nerve endings will be shaved off providing a very raw, always exposed head of clitoral flesh. That you will be like this for all time. That you will be a creature like this. A sexually needy creature. But this is the way forward for you. It’s the only way forward for you.”
And Deadra was painting this picture for Milly. It wasn’t a good picture. It was one of more carnage. Like as though Milly was going to have the last of her femininity open and exposed to the elements, which she was. And this for a woman to process was hard. It was cruel, and it was hard.
“I see…”
Milly responded between deep breaths as the throbs inside her began to intensify. Surely it couldn’t be that as Deadra described what would happen to her, the addict and the growing masochist that was now Milly, was responding sexually to it? It had been important that Milly be on planet earth and she had been. But now it was like launch time again, except now she had all of these other emotions to deal with and process. Deadra had taken her down so that she had her complete attention and so that she could understand completely. And now Milly was processing it all. The feminine emotions of her likely to be circumcised in this brutal way were soul destroying, they had to be.
“Do you see though Milly? Do you really see? It’s important that you understand that, without this, you can not continue with me. I’d have to let you go.”
And she paused again. It wasn’t that she was worried about Milly opting out. The addiction took care of her assured staying. It was underlining the fact that she ‘could’ let her go. That she could cast her out, just like that.
“And if I did that, how would you get on with your needs then?”
It was just an exercise in deepening Milly’s dependency on her. It was just about tying this poor woman up in knots before she put her back on that high. She didn’t need to do it, she just did it because she could. She could have easily just kept Milly in that state of orgasm and do what she wanted to do with her flesh, and then take her out of orgasm and let her take the hit that way. This was a double whammy though. This way Milly had it before she had the ‘surgery’ and then would again when she came down from it all.
“Oh, and your nipples. There will be some surgery required. An implant behind each nipple, to help with the pleasure, for you.”
It wasn’t ‘for her’ though. It was for Deadra - another string of sadism. She wouldn’t be explaining the nipple implants though - she’d leave that as a surprise, and a shock all in one. And by this time Milly was crying. There could’ve been any number of reasons for that. It could’ve all got on top of her. Her femininity taking a hit, and with her being back on planet earth for a little while, those emotions overwhelming her. And that together with the return of her arousal - those throbs in her growing in intensity, her sexuality leaking her thick, mucous like juices from between plump sex lips.
Maybe there was some shame coming through? That short time down, making her realise what she was involved in, and realising what she couldn’t get out of. This was collectively making her sob. And when she sobbed gently like that, Devon was masturbating because that was what he did. Soon he would be inside her again. Fucking a woman in deep despair because he liked that. As for the woman, Deadra’s friend and guest, she looked more closely, more intensely. And then she shifted, like she was masking that she was squeezing her thighs to get a set of pleasure for herself. She was onboard for the duration and Deadra knew she was.
Next they would plan and execute the surgery on Milly.
 

THE END
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