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CHAPTER ONE

 
Shelley, Her Story
 
Now
 
“Please, please let me cum. Please let me cum. Please let me cum. Please, please please let me cum. Please let me cum. Please let me cum. I need to cum. Please please I NEED to cum, please let me cum. Please let me cum.”
Shelley’s begging was incessant. It was repetitive but at the same time there was this increasingly desperate, and desolate urgency that dripped from her mouth with the words. When she tearfully told of her ‘need’ to cum, she meant it. She meant every word of it. It was like she couldn’t get over enough how desperate she was. There were tears and there was snot. There was her ruined makeup, her running black mascara and her chipped chewed lipsticked lips. And if she could have clawed between her legs, she would have, even if only to try and get some gratification for herself, but she couldn’t and she never would. It was the desperate actions of a young girl who couldn’t gratify herself any more, not like she used to.
“You know cumming is not an option for you. You know that cumming is something you earn, at ‘my’ discretion. And you haven’t earned an orgasm. You haven’t showed me you deserve another orgasm.”
The woman who was speaking to Shelley was mature, well spoken, educated and she was supremely confident. She sat with long, nylon sheathed legs crossed and her stiletto bobbing gently up and down. She brushed imaginary dust from her fitted skirt.
“Please, please, please Miss Sadie, please let me cum. I’ll do anything, anything at all. Please Miss Sadie please. For fucks sakes please let me cum.”
Oh yes, there was this utter desperation in her voice that told of no other need than to be given the much addictive feel of a wet orgasm rushing through her. That was what was essential to her. That was the only thing that she was focussed on. The only thing that she needed right at this time. The only thing that would be acceptable to her. So the refusal was like something that was bursting her bubble and just made her more tearful, more needy, more desperate.
“It’s not an option. But it’s interesting, what you say about doing ‘anything’, ‘anything at all’. That tells me a lot. And it tells me that you and me are going to get along just fine.”
Ms Duvet got up from the chair she was sitting on and she brushed herself down a little bit in that elegant way she had a habit of doing.
“I’m going to leave you with Malcolm here for a little while. If you’re a good girl for him, then he might let you orgasm. If you’re not a good girl on the other hand, then, well your ‘need’ will go on.”
When Sadie spoke she spoke as though it was normal for her to be saying what she was saying. And that kind of blurred the glossy world that she lived in. It was like this polished, statuesque woman, this powerful city lawyer inhabited a grey area between her normal world, the glamorous one, and this less that savoury world - this sleazy, sex drenched world of micro control that Shelly was existing in. It was like this woman could dip in and out of this world at will. And this had to entice questions about her, and her morals, and not least her professional ethics.
 
Rewind Two Years
 

At eighteen yrs old Shelley was already physically and emotionally advanced. she’d been a loner for much of her life so far, but that had been because she’d thought she was some kind of freak. She’d discovered her sexuality and that hadn’t been so much a torment for her back then as this wondrous thing that’d happened to her. That super slick wetness between her legs combined with the nerve shattering sensations that positively erupted from her clitoris and seemed then to invade every organ in her body was something that at first threatened to extinguish her life because of the intensity. But the sexual pleasure was much more to the fore than the fear that she might die or something.

And she’d found herself revisiting those sensations every single day and night going forward. And one day she had her first real orgasm. That explosion of ultra-pleasure that headed towards a peak but didn’t seem to stop until she was grunting and squirting as though her life depended on it. She’d got to the point many times. That build-up of so much pleasure that it surely couldn’t have been true. But then the fear that it was so much and that if she carried on she would surely ‘break’ somehow. So she’d always stopped.
There was always that feeling that there was some kind of ‘eruption’ that would happen, but she’d been so young, so immature in a way that she couldn’t have possibly worked it all out. But those urges to go towards those eruptions she didn’t understand just got stronger and stronger until ‘BOOM’, she had that first real orgasm that had the three main parts. The build-up, then the peak and then the coming down the other side.
That coming down the other side, from the point on was always the worse. It was like something that she wished she didn’t have to go through. Like something that she wished she could bypass. That coming down would make her feel empty inside and leave her with nothing but a wish that she was hungry and needy again. And during these times she would find that she was stroking herself, to bring her back into the land of desire. And so that vicious circle went on.
It was like inevitable that this new thing she’d discovered would become like a curse as the days turned into weeks, the weeks into months and the months into years. It wouldn’t be clear, not quite, when the urgency hit her that she had to do something about this new ‘addiction’ she had - that somehow she had to and needed to break the cycle that she’d found herself in. And fair play, she knew the truth deep inside that she’d needed to at least try to do something about it.
But she’d never told anyone about this ‘dirty secret’ she had. Neither did she know how she would even approach the subject with anyone. Because of her incessant need to masturbate, she’d become even more of a loner, spending sometimes hours and hours locked away in her room, or any random toilet cubicle when that urgency hit her hard. It was like an obsession or, an addiction that was with her constantly in her waking state, and her sleeping state.
She would always wake up, every single day, saturated wet and sensitive between the legs - as though she’d been having sex with herself in the night, which was often true. Sometimes she would remember the graphic dreams she had, but often not. Often she would wake up breathless, like she’d just orgasmed. Sometimes she would remember the dream, and that she had orgasmed, but again mostly not. This was her being sucked into an ever deeper downward spiral. 
 
“I need to break the cycle.”
She told herself this many times before she eventually turned to stealing and shop lifting. It was this that she came up with as the only realistic means by which she could take her focus off the need to orgasm. When she was excited between the legs, she needed to cum, and the only thing that seemed to come anywhere near that intensity of excitement was when she stole, and when she was shoplifting. That was the only thing, bar none, that at least temporarily broke the spell of the orgasm.
Usually she turned to stealing when her clitoris was so sore, so raw from orgasm that she couldn’t face edging and edging time after time until she was ready to squirt again. She’d learned that if she did that, if she got past the soreness to the sexual rawness, then she’d suffer even more later. So that was when she’d go out and steal. That was when she needed to find her kicks some other way. It was like she was being, or had been sucked into a downward spiralling vortex really. It was like her trip, her journey was starting here and now.
She’d considered drugs. She’d never taken anything illegal before and she’d rightly thought that maybe if she got high then that would fuel her sexual desire more and to be frank that was what she wanted and needed to avoid. So stealing it was.
 
“Excuse me Miss, could you come with me please.”
That had been a female security guard in a large well known high street chain. Shelley had spun round to see this huge black woman in a uniform and her long slender legs had immediately felt as though they were going to give way under her.
“Why, I haven’t done anything? Why should I, no, no I’m not going anywhere with you. Now kindly fuck off.”
That had been the first time she’d been stopped. Up to that point she had got away with it. Had she been caught earlier then maybe she would have been scared off. Instead of that though, she’d found this stealing to be the only way she could at least put off the inevitable masturbation session. When she was stealing, when she was actually in the act she found that world of sexual abandonment and wanton was pushed out of her mind, at least to some extent. To her, this was her ‘cure’ for all that activity between her legs.
“You can come with me, or I can call the police and they can come and arrest you. Your choice honey!”
And so Shelley had been marched to the back of the building the security offices where this woman had shown her the CCTV footage of her stuffing her bag with items. Footage that had shown the very deliberate way that she had stolen - and so damming that she wouldn’t be able to say that the items had accidentally ended up in her bag.
“Ok, ok, I’m sorry. I won’t do it again, I promise.”
Shelley had rolled her eyes at being caught.
“It’s not as simple as that Miss. there’re signs up all over the store saying that thieves will be prosecuted. We have to call the police and press charges I’m afraid.”
And this woman speaking to her like this brought it home to Shelley, that she was in deep deep shit. She’d had to sit for hours then as they waited for the police to come. And lucky for her, that first time she was given a caution by the police. So she didn’t have a record, but this caution would last for three years and then it would be wiped. She’d walked out of the police station that day with a smile on her face and with an even greater need, a greater urge to orgasm. She’d experienced the ultimate shoplifting thrill, that of being caught and almost ending up in a court of law over it. Surely it didn’t get better than this, was one question she asked herself.
Unfortunately for her, over the next six months her thieving expeditions continued and it was inevitable that she would be caught again. Being caught and dealt with by the police would have scared off many, but not Shelley. She’d worked it out that the risk of being all consumed by that need to orgasm again, day in, day out was just something that she couldn’t face. Besides the thieving had now, partly at least, taken the place as the addiction of choice - although the orgasms in between were enough to blow her mind. She was getting the best of both worlds. But at what cost.
“I see you’ve been cautioned for this offence before? We now need to prosecute you, and so you will have a criminal record. With that comes many pitfalls, like you will find it difficult to get a job, difficult to get any form of credit. Once people see that you have this record then you will be treated differently to those that don’t have a record. And all because you couldn’t not steal.”
The woman police sergeant had told Shelley how it was and didn’t mince her words as Shelley was taken through the arrest and then the charging process. Shelley was scared of this of course, but she was also excessively wet between her legs and she couldn’t wait for them to let her go so that she could use her fingers and her ’toys’ between her legs. The dangerously sad thing for her was that the sexual addiction was something that was now infesting what she had thought would cure her of that very thing. Instead it was making her worse. She’d been fined and given a community order where she would work, unpaid for those less fortunate in the community.
Then she was caught again, fined again and given yet another community order. After that she was caught again and told that she faced a custodial sentence if she didn’t mend her ways.
“Look, I have an idea, but you need to agree.”
The young woman was a very junior lawyer with the biggest law firm in the city. They didn’t normally take criminal cases like Shelley’s. But because they were ‘the’ firm they had to be seen to take pro-bono cases and lower level criminal cases so that their reputation in the communities were boosted. It was nothing but a big public relations exercise really. But this pretty woman probably in her early to mid-twenties seemed genuine. It was like she wanted to help.
“What idea, please tell me. I don’t want to go to prison for fucks sakes.”
The reality had dawned on Shelley that she could go away, be it for only a few weeks.
“I’ve been looking over your education. Your grades are high. Your exam results are more than just ‘good’. You’re an intelligent girl who’s just lost her way, that’s all. We can deal with this, but you have to be honest with me. You have to tell me everything and if it works out, you can come work in the pool, at my company.
“I have to get higher level clearance for this, but we do like to give back to the communities, so there’s a good chance this could happen. But I repeat, you have to talk to me. You have to try to explain why you are where you are so that I can be honest with my firm. And if it all pans out, then you would have our support plus any help going forward. How does this sound to you? We’d help you get housing if you need it, and financially we’d make sure you can make it. There would also be the opportunity to climb the promotional ladder within the company. This could be a completely new start for you Shelley but I’ve had to talk to you like this first.”
If Shelley was honest with herself then she’d snap the hands off this woman right now and take it. She’d already left home. She never knew her dad and she’d not seen her mother since the day a strange man had sauntered out of her mum’s bedroom, stark naked in front of her. ‘Fuck that shit’ had been her exact words. And so in the meantime she’d gone from sleazy bedsit to sleazy bedsit and then to her first flat which had been a shit hole belonging to the local authority. But it had been ‘her’ shit hole.
“But what about them? They’re ready to send me away, now?”
Shelley really didn’t want to be sent away, not like this.
“I can get a continuance - that’s like a delay in the sentencing, and during that time we can talk, I can talk to the firm’s managing partner and I think she will like your story. I think that she’ll be willing for the firm to sponsor you in the way I’ve described. Then we come back here to court, present this to the bench, and ultimately it will be them that decide if you go away or not. But I suspect that with this coming from my firm, it will be all good. So you wanna go for it?”
Tina, the lawyer smiled that lipstick smile and tilted her head encouraging Shelley to go for it.
“Yeah ok. And thanks, really, I mean it. I can’t go to prison.”
Tina touched Shelley’s hand.
“It’s ok I’ve got this. No prison. What say we go get a coffee or something and you can tell me everything?”
 
Shelly didn’t know what it was about Tina but she felt that she could do what she’d never done with anyone else, open up. The court were more than accommodating in delaying sentencing so that the law firm could step in and help if they could.
“It sounds like you’ve been through the mill honey. All that growing up, all those hormones raging and messing with your mind.”
Tina was sympathetic and she was sincere as they talked girl to girl. Shelley hadn’t been able to believe the words that had flowed from her own mouth as she’d opened up to Tina about her sexual ‘issues’. The thing about it was that she’d thought this young lawyer would be disgusted in her and what she’d told her. But that hadn’t been the case at all and in fact she’d encouraged her to open up more and had done that thing where she touched Shelley’s hand to let her know it was ok.
“This is good Shelley. I’m going to go to the managing partner Sadie Duvet, with this directly. I’m going to tell her everything and then see what she says ok? I need to know you’re ok with this. Listen Shelley, you’re not the only young woman who’s had issues in her life. And you won’t be the last, but I can help you here, the firm can help you. Ok?”
“Sadie Duvet? I’ve heard that name. She’s kick-ass isn’t she?”
Shelley was all wide eyed at hearing that name.
“She is indeed. She’s out there and she’s a really savvy woman. She’ll want to help you, I know this. You won’t see much of her, if anything, she’s a busy lady, but if she signs off on this then she will follow through. So it’s a go, right?”
“Yeah let’s do this. I’m so excited.”
When Shelley got home that evening, with the sentencing delayed so that Tina could do her thing, she had an almighty explosive orgasm that melted a little more of her mind. And for the first time it was like she didn’t have that mega come down that almost decimated her. And she had Tina to thank for that. In her mind she was thinking maybe it would be ok after all. That and she liked Tina - she liked her a lot.
 









CHAPTER TWO

 
A Second Chance
 
Tina had crawled in and kissed each of Sadie Duvet’s stilettoed feet. The managing partner of the firm hadn’t batted an eyelid. Eventually she’d looked down at the attractive, prose Tina, and then she’d spoken.
“I set you a task. And you’ve delivered, so far, I like that. But you haven’t got it accepted by the court yet. That’s the important bit.”
Sadie’s voice was mature, smoky and each of her words came with this purr that seemed built in.
“Thank you Miss Sadie. Thank you. And yes, I know. I’ve had to sell this to you and now that you are signing off on this, I have to get the court to accept it. I think we’ll be ok Miss.”
There was this confusion in what was going on here. It was more than a confusion. It was a shock as after she spoke Tina was kissing the arched feet she was kneeling at.
“Thank yourself slut. You’ve found your replacement, and that’s good because the next step for you was going to be, never mind…”
She cut off her words as though she didn’t want to finish them.
“So, what you need to do now, is ensure that this one is set up for us. Put temptation in her way. And then I’ll do what I do to lock her in. You’re not off the hook until she decides my way not the highway. Who knows, maybe you’re not off the hook at all.”
Sadie didn’t smile although she did push out her full lips with her tongue as she brushed her perfect white teeth with it. Sadie was mixed race - not black and not white. But she’d fought for every little bit of success she’d got and had never avoided the racial issues that all people of colour had thrown at them on a daily basis. And then when she’d been made named and then managing partner, she’d been the first woman of colour to achieve that. It had been a huge thing in law circles around the world. A woman of colour kicking ass in the corporate law world.
And yet this scene, in her plush, sky high office, with a junior lawyer at her feet, kissing them in this way, was a complete contrast, a complete utter sexualised ‘shock’ and it was obvious that this woman was more than the sum of her parts. There was something here that was underlying - like a sub-river of something unspeakable that was going on with this woman, and what she was able to achieve.
And yet there was this strange normality as well. There was this sexualisation in motion and that sexualising was dripping. And yet there was this polished corporate setting that served to jangle the nerves of anyone who might see such a thing.
Tina was a grown woman herself, a younger woman than Sadie, yes but a grown woman none the less. And yet she seemed ‘tiny’ at the feet of Sadie like this. She seemed insignificant and nowhere near on the same level as her. And in Sadie there was this unspoken ‘power’ to her. The way she was dressed, the way she spoke and the way she simply carried herself was comparable to her being like a goddess of some sort. It was clear that she existed on a different plane to that of her underlings - and a younger woman like Tina. And she was mythical in her own company - that was the crux of this. That was the ‘thing’ about her. She existed in her ivory tower, and she came out and down to the floors very seldom and so when there were sightings of her, they rumbled through the floors of this huge powerful law company like something from another world.
 
The Courthouse
 
“Yes your honour, my firm will sponsor and help Shelley through all of her issues. She will have a job, decent housing and support going forward so that her life is turned around. We think as a law firm, we have a responsibility to give back. And this is our chance to do that.”
Tina spoke with some passion in her voice and yet with that professionalism a law firm that she worked for would have instilled in her from the word go. This was the time, this was when it would all come together for Shelley, OR when she would be sent to prison for up to twelve weeks. But Tina was speaking for herself as well. For some bizarre, unknown reason, she was needing this to go through so that she didn’t fail Sadie, and so that she didn’t go through god knows what because she’d failed. And although that urgency to succeed didn’t make itself known here in court, it would be there underlying in Tina.
But that was something that was only known to her, and her alone. Unlike Shelley, she wouldn’t be sharing any of the secrets that were milling around in her mind. Who knows, she might have wanted to share so many things so many times before with so many people. But for her it was like she had been sucked into some kind of world that she hadn’t been prepared for by a woman, a formidable woman who somehow always got her own way.
“Very well. We’re not against young people getting a second chance. And you young lady should be grateful to your lawyer for this. Without her, you would be on your way to prison right now. But for now, case dismissed. And we will be watching the progress you make with her closely.”
And the woman judge slammed down the hammer signifying end of proceedings. And it was as simple as that. Shelley was so excited she rushed in to hug Tina.
“Thank you so much. Thank you so much.”
She wasn’t aware, not really, how she was pressing into Tina. But she was doing exactly that. And it wasn’t just a quick hug. It was a press in and ‘hold on for all your worth’ kind of hug. The strange thing was that Tina didn’t try to push her off, or to avoid that hug in any way. If anything she stayed there and pressed a little back feeling their clothed breasts crushing into each other. There had to be something in that. It was like maybe she was testing Shelley. Like she was staying there just to see if this girl had anything other than gratitude in her blood.
For Shelley that hug was something special. She really was grateful for the chance she’d been given, of that there was no doubt. And yet when that hug went on and on there were other feelings there as well. And it was then that she could feel that throb between her legs. And the wetness coming from her most delicate and private flesh. This was the first time she’d found herself exited by another woman. She’d never have thought that she was lesbian or even bi sexual - and yet here she was wishing that this moment, that was longer than a moment, would go on for ever and ever.
“You need to get home, pack some shit together and I’ll meet you here.”
Tina showed Shelley the address on the screen of her cell phone.
“I know that block - they’re new flats aren’t they? Posh ones right?”
Shelley smiled.
“They are and this one is owned by the firm. You’ll be here until you find something that better suits you. Or you can stay for the duration, it’s up to you. But you need to know that you have the firm’s support now. Your life is changing right before your eyes. And all you have to do is work hard, and not go back to your old ways.”
Tina was smiling wide and encouraging Shelley to do the same.
“How does about an hour sound? By the time I get back, pack what very little shit I’ve got, and get around to that place, an hour should just about do it.”
This time Shelley smiled like she meant it. She’d had that ‘moment’ with Tina and that was evident by the way her thighs were slippery against each other under her skirt.
“Perfect, I’ll see you there.”
Maybe this actually was the turnaround Shelley needed in her life. She couldn’t be too sure that her sexual woes would melt away overnight, in fact she was sure they wouldn’t, but at least she was climbing out of a deep rut that she had been in ever since she could remember. She could feel herself smiling widely, more wide than she had ever smiled before as she watched Tina walk one way, and then she walked another.
 
One Hour Later
 
“Oh my god, this is beautiful Tina. I feel it’s much more than I deserve, I really do.”
Tina was thinking that Sadie would love the sound of Shelley coming down on herself - feeling that she didn’t deserve, feeling that she owed them. Tina knew that this was how her boss worked with the whole workforce, let alone with other women that came into her orbit via her ‘hobbies’.
“Nonsense, of course you deserve it. Everyone deserves a second chance and you my love are going to deserve everything you get from here on in.”
And she moved in for another hug which like the last was a close lingering one. Sadie would be impressed with how Tina was playing Shelley as well. How she was speaking in double meanings and how she was drawing her in.
Tina pushed Shelley off her a little and then quickly pecked her lips with her own. But that was all it was. That kiss was only just there and yet it would have sent a message to Shelley’s brain - a sexual message. Sadie would have been happy with this as well. A girl with sexual issues like Shelley, would grasp and connect every kind moment, every touch with sex and with orgasm. But a peck on the lips was a different thing. That would send another confusing message. Tina knew what she was doing. She was prepping Shelley. There wasn’t another word for what she was doing other than prepping. But she smiled, a really sultry smile and that further melted into the mind of Shelley. She carried on as though nothing had happened.
“Take today, get settled in. Get the feel for the place and your knew life. I’ll get your pass sorted for you to come in, to the offices in the morning, and we can take it from there. How does that sound for you?”
Again Tina was smiling and she was tilting her head slightly. Now she was letting Shelley know that she was her friend. She didn’t mention the kiss, she just let that go but she knew that it would linger long in the head of Shelley.
“Sounds perfect to me.”
And just for a few seconds Shelley was like a little girl again, facing the big wide world. Except now she was a young adult, and she was going into a world she didn’t know anything about and it was all of a sudden like a huge thing in her mind. She was in those seconds realising that she knew nothing about the law or about law firms. This was to be her first and only job to date. And in this short time she was realising the enormity of it. And it was like Tina had read her mind.
“Don’t worry, you’ll soon fall in with the flow. You’re a rookie, we know that and your workload will only rise very gradually. I think you’re going to be a star. You’ll see.”
And Tina slipped her fingers over Shelley’s as they stood together.
“I’ll take your word for it. This view though is amazing.”
From the eighteenth floor of the apartment building the views over the west of the city were stunning. The thing about Shelley was that she retained some of that almost childish or youthful ’street’ about her and what she was being presented with was a different world, the corporate world. And she did look a little like a rabbit in the headlights. But she felt easier because Tina was here with her.
“It is and you need to take it all in. Just come to HQ first thing in the morning and I’ll take you through the usual shit and then take you to your desk.”
“I get my own desk? Seriously? You’re winding me up.”
And Shelley was truly astonished that she would get her own desk on her first day.
“Of course you do. You need a desk. You’ll get a company laptop as well. Top of the range MacBook Pro. A bit of overkill in the first weeks but you’ll soon be up to speed.”
Shelley smiled wide not totally believing her luck. Tina smiled wide as well because she knew this was going as good as it could go right now. And she knew that she was in the process of sucking Shelley into something that the girl herself would not be able to push herself out of. Quite what she was sucking her into was not something that was clear, not totally, at this point.
“Oh and I almost forget, here two thousand, for you to get some decent work clothes. You know fitted suits, smart ones that befit a person now working for the biggest law firm in the city. We do have a reputation and image to portray after all.”
And she handed Shelley an envelope with the cash in. Shelley took it but she was shocked beyond any comprehension. She’d never held as much cash before in her life. Come to think of it, she’d never been in the same room as this much cash.
“Shit. I don’t know what to say. I don’t get it. Even before I start, before I do anything, I get two thousand for work outfits? Is this for real or what?”
She fanned the fifty notes whilst still inside the envelope and looked at Tina who was smiling widely at her.
“Of course it’s for real. You’ll get a clothing allowance yearly, this is just a start so that you can turn up tomorrow looking the part, you know right?”
Tina spoke as though this was all water off a duck’s back to her and yet she knew that she would be deeply impressing this young girl right now. It was all part of sucking Shelley in. It was all part of prepping her and bringing her to Sadie. It was just that Shelley didn’t know about that bit, just yet. She pecked Shelley on the lips again, just to bring her back into the present. And this time as she pulled back from the kiss she licked her lips as though to taste Shelley.
This was designed to confuse Shelley again. This was designed to bring her in closer, suck her in closer and it was designed to confuse her emotions and yet at the same time keep her in touch with her sexuality. Shelley had told Tina all about her sexual issues and she hadn’t left anything out. And now the young lawyer was using her knowledge just like she knew that Sadie would want her to, to reel Shelley in.
 
Once Tina had gone, Shelley just stood in this amazing apartment overlooking the west of the city. She was a little shell shocked, that was true to say. She was also highly sexually aroused and excited and she was trying to work that out in her own mind. She had the rest of the day but she had so much to do. She needed to settle into this flat and she needed to get herself at least one work suit. She didn’t even know what that meant, ‘a work suit’. But she’d browse the net on her phone later, and search ‘female corporate clothing’.
And then she’d deal with that when she went to the shops. And she needed an orgasm. So she had to prioritise. She needed the orgasm now and that’s what she had to do straight away. Tina, her own lawyer had kissed her twice and she was sure about that. At first she’d questioned if those kisses actually happened or not but they did and she knew it. And now those kisses were fuelling her sexual desire. She was imagining what having sex with Tina would be like even though she’d never gone girl on girl before in her young life.
She was sure that this lawyer liked her or she wouldn’t have kissed her, surely? This was the confusion that was making up Shelley’s mind right now. She’d been caught stealing and this was what she’d got in return, a second chance. That took some time to settle into her psyche. It wasn’t just a second chance, she was being given a huge lift up into a life she wouldn’t have been given otherwise. Yes that took some time to settle in. But then it did settle in as she casually stroked her cunt, lying naked on the bed in a bedroom overlooking one aspect of the city. And in her mind was the fantasy of having sex with Tina.
“Uhhhhhhh fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck…..”
Shelley grunted out loud as she came and came. This was the most intense orgasm she’d experience to date, and it didn’t seem to stop until she slowed with her fingers, exhausted. And then when she came down from the orgasm, she smiled. Instead of feeling that emptiness, she was feeling joy. The old her was back immediately and she was working out how she would be able to capitalise on her new found fortune. She didn’t know how she was going to get on in this huge, powerful law firm, and yet at the same time she wasn’t that sure she wanted to leave her old life behind either.
She’d been caught stealing whilst trying to suppress her sexuality and now she was in the position of having that sexuality hyped up more. This was down to the close encounter with Tina, she knew that, and she didn’t not want to feel that sexual pleasure. Surely she could have it all? It wasn’t mutually exclusive that she was with this firm now. She hadn’t signed away rights to her sexuality and her sexual joy. Why couldn’t she have it all? Indeed!
 









CHAPTER THREE

 
Duvet & Derby Law Firm
 
Tina had waited a while and dialled into the apartment covert camera system, to watch Shelley masturbate. She’d known that she would do that. From what Shelley had told her about her issues, and from what she knew her little kisses, her little pecks would do, she knew that she was fucking up Shelley’s head right now. And she smiled at that. She licked her lips casually as Shelley brought herself to the precipice of that orgasm and then down the other side. She herself had wanted more from this young girl but she knew that she needed to bide her time on that. And secretly she kinda liked this girl anyway. She gave her this warm fuzzy feeling inside.
She’d needed to give Shelley a glimpse of the new world that she was now inhabiting, the perks, the job, the flat, the clothing allowance and, then the sexual ambiguity - the anticipation, and the self-doubt that this was happening to her, then the knowledge that it was. The anticipation that this was happening and that maybe there was a relationship waiting for her. It had to be the biggest change in Shelley’s life ever, just so that she could reel her in even more for Sadie.
“Sadie is gonna love you, slut. Then I can be free, at last.”
Tina groaned out loud to herself as she watched a naked Shelley pleasuring herself and then bringing herself down. She had to admit this young girl had an impressive body with curves and breasts. Yes she was young but she was well developed. Her legs were long and shapely, and her ass just ‘so’. And her face was ‘pretty’. She had high cheek bones and a cute slightly upturned nose. Her lips were full and pouty without having had fake filler applied. Her breasts were full, heavy and looked mature with big rubbery nipples. She had all the requirements. But requirements for what?
Tina watched Shelley and she wasn’t sure what she felt about her. This wasn’t Tina the lawyer now. This was a different beast spying on Shelley via covert cameras that had been installed under her watch. It’s about now that the questions about Tina, and her own story would come to pass. What was her story? How did she come to the point where she crawled to her mentor and kissed her feet? How did that come to pass? What had even transpired for such a sexually charged, dirty relationship to flower in the usually clinically clean corporate world, in this way?
There was this flash, just for a split second like a look on Tina’s face. She sucked her teeth leaving the littlest of ‘snarls’ as she watched Shelley. And that gave something else away about her. It could have been a look of ‘spite’, or of meanness. It could have even been a sadistic look. It was there and then it wasn’t. Tina in her normal state looked sweet, almost innocent, and yet in that flash she was something, or someone else. And more unanswered questions brought up yet more. All of these questions would unfold and be answered in due course. Just not too soon and not all at the same time. She hung up the call to the cameras and she brushed her front teeth with her fleshy wet tongue. Then she brought up her call book and speed dialled Sadie.
“It’s done Miss. she’s in. And she’s already christened her new bed with one of her orgasms.”
And Tina looked and sound pleased with herself.
“Good girl. Get some rest, tomorrow is another day. Tomorrow I want this slut locked in, for good, you hear me?”
And this was Sadie at her most intimidating. There was this tone to her voice that would tell anyone she wasn’t fucking around. Tina didn’t need to work out that tone, she knew all about it. She’d known about it since she herself was brought into the firm’s pool when she was a teenager. Tina had been there herself. She’d been in the exact position that Shelley’d been in. Falling in trouble with her foster parents, hanging with the wrong people and then falling out on the wrong side of the law.
Shelley didn’t have the foster parents thing going on, but Tina had experimented with drugs to get her through. To get her through the kind of sexual dilemma that Shelley had been in. Sadie had been in a position to pluck her directly out of the system and into her’s. She’d been in the position to ‘help’ her. And that was what she did, appealing to the court that she could turn this young woman around. The rest had been history.
“I hear you Miss. I know this is going to work out for you Miss. I just know it.”
And there was a click on the other end of the line as Sadie hung up the call without saying anything else.
 
Early The Next Morning
 
Shelley stood looking at herself in the full length mirror. She’d spent hours and hours looking up how she should dress for her first day at a law firm. She’d taken into consideration the size and the reputation of the firm she was going to, Duvet & Derby, the actual biggest in the city and possibly the country and with a worldwide reputation. The fact that they cared about how their employees ‘looked’ said it all really. That there had even been a clothing allowance was something that had blown her mind and yet at the same time made her task to look right, even harder.
She wore a fitted skirt suit. The skirt tight to her thighs and hemmed just an inch above knees that were sheathed in the sheerest dark brown nylon. The blouse she wore was cream, silk and had like a fake tie which made her look the part with or without the jacket. The jacket matched the suit in it’s dark grey colour and was fitted. She tried the jacket several ways, open, buttoned up, and then off just hanging over her shoulders. She opted for buttoned up and she looked stunning. The shoes she purchased were high stiletto court shoes that enhanced her height and her stance. She really did look something else. She looked like a full blown woman rather than an emerging young woman.
She brought her thick mane of hair up into a high tight pony tail and that added to her height. And her makeup was just enough for the corporate look that she needed. A slash of red lipstick finished off the vision and matched her finger nails. The whole outfit had cost more or less half of the two thousand she’d been given. She’d save the rest for her day off and get another outfit with that. She’d never spent so much on one outfit ever, but it made her feel good inside knowing that she was wearing so much money. She did a final twirl in the mirror and then went and stood a while at the floor to ceiling window that looked over the city from the eighteenth floor. She was thanking her lucky stars that she seemed to have been given the second chance of a lifetime.
 
“WOW! Don’t you look hot? You look stunning babe you really do.”
Tina had met Shelley at the security barrier. And then she’d hugged her again. Again that slow lingering hug that had to have meant something.
“Come lets go up. If you think you have a view from your apartment wait until you see THIS view.”
Tina led Shelley to the super-fast elevators and pressed 30th floor. They were up there in second where the elevator doors opened out into the plush reception area of Duvet & Derby Law. Shelley stepped out and just looked around in awe. There was the hustle and bustle of a busy firm, corporate people milling around, heading for meetings, depositions, and other business, the way they do.
“We’re on the 30th floor Tina, for fucks sakes!”
She didn’t speak loud, she just mouthed the words. Tina tossed her head back and laughed softly.
“We are indeed. And we have the five floor above as well. The managing partner Sadie Duvet has the sixth floor above, the top floor, but that’s not a general firm area.  Look come this way I’ll show you to your desk.”
Tina smiled and led the way as Shelley just looked around slightly bemused with herself at this time.
“Look the best desk in the pool. The rest will be very jealous you know?”
And Tina had this mischievous smile on her face.
“Hey I don’t want to rub up anyone the wrong way.”
And she really didn’t. She didn’t want to fuck up the first day and be sorry for the rest of her life.
“You won’t. All new girls get this desk so that they can see the view. When someone new comes in, you’ll be moved. It’s how it works round here honey. Enjoy it whilst it’s yours.”
The desk was set on its own, in the corner of a huge pool of secretaries and junior associates and lawyers. The building was all glass and so the views were spectacular from so high up.
“OK, I will.”
Shelley smiled.
“Oh and here’s your laptop. It’s already set up with your details. Just change the password to get in when you get the chance. There’s no panic.
Tina handed Shelley a brand new MacBook Pro with a 16” screen and fully loaded.
“This is like a ‘welcome to the firm’ thing. Everyone gets one. They know how to treat people here. More to the point they know how to value people. And you’re one of us now. All you have to do is impress. Don’t be worried about being in over your head, we won’t expect you to do things that you have no hope in hell of doing. This is the long game Shelley. You’ll be developed slowly, but you’ll be developed well. What you learn here you won’t learn anywhere else. We don’t operate like normal law firms. We’re the new order in that department.”
Shelley was sucking up everything that Tina had to say and she was sucking up more as she looked around. For some reason she had been of the impression that everyone would stop to look at and scrutinise the new girl. She’d thought that her story would be known, at least the bit about being caught stealing. And there was this impression that she would have to walk the gauntlet or something as they all stared and silently judged her. But this couldn’t be further from the truth. There were welcoming smiles and nods. And yes, they all were probably jealous of her desk, but they didn’t show it.
“I’ll let you get settled in. Don’t be afraid to ask questions, all of these were new starts at some point, so they know what it’s like. I was a new start as well so I understand. Help yourself to coffee, tea or whatever - the ladies room is just at the end, over there. And I’ll check in on you later, just to make sure you’re ok. You won’t actually get to do much today, it’s like a training day. So don’t worry too much about not doing anything, or feeling useless.
“Feel free to go look up on the upper floors. There’s tax law going on up there, class actions, law suits. Everything you can imagine in corporate law. You’ll see now that you are here why we don’t usually do criminal law. But we take cases like yours so that we can give back, as you heard me tell your judge. You know at some point you will be given the opportunity to train as a lawyer, go to law school and all that.”
Tina was hitting Shelley with so much information that she could barely keep it in. And yet she was getting the bullet points because she was smart like that.
“Me a lawyer? Never, honestly, you guys have to study for years to get where you are, and me, I’m just here because you gave me a chance.”
“It’s true, most if not all you see here now have done law school. But I have a similar if not exactly the same story as you, I came here as a ‘chance’ and to change my life, and I was given the opportunity to study law and become a lawyer and that’s what I’m doing now.”
Tina looked at Shelley and they locked eyes. So there was something tangible that they had in common. Their stories were similar. Shelley smiled. She thought she was developing feelings for Tina but she didn’t know what to do about that. Whether to say anything or not. It was a lot of stuff for her to deal with on her first day. She had to remember that this was the long game. It didn’t have to all fall into place on the first day. Tina brushed Shelley’s hand with her’s just feeling for her fingers and then she gave her a little wink, knowing that it would send messages to Shelley’s psyche.
“I’ll leave you to it for a little while. Don’t be afraid to say hi to people. You’ll see how welcoming they are I promise. You’ve got to soak it up, how much of a change this is going to be to your life now.”
And with that Tina turned and left. There was a little bit of Shelley that wanted Tina to stay with her. It was because this whole thing was so overwhelming to her. And besides, Tina made her feel good. She made her feel relaxed to an extent. This being this whole new law firm thing was so much more than she’d been expecting. But this was it now, she had to try and get into some kind of rhythm.
“You must be the new girly hey? Well, welcome, I’m Donna, and you are?”
The voice had come from behind Shelley. She turned to see this extraordinarily tall red headed women in her late twenties, early thirties smiling and holding out her hand in greeting. Shelley took her hand and smiled.
“Hi. Yes I’m Shelley, and yes the new girl. My word it’s so intimidating the first day. I’m not sure I’ll ever get used to it, you know Donna. And pleased to meet you, I have to say.”
Shelley tried to put on some kind of pseudo sophisticated accent and voice like Donna had spoken, but it failed. Donna smiled.
“You’re one of those aren’t you? One of those from the law courts, right?”
That was a question that almost struck fear into the heart of Shelley. It sure kind of, in her mind at least debunked Tina’s assurance that she would be welcome here because of the way that Donna had asked the question. But Shelley smiled anyway.
“I am. I’ve been given a second chance which I intend to make the most of. It’s the least I can do when Tina has been so kind to me.”
And she continued that smile.
“Ah yes, Tina, she was from the courts as well. And she was Ms Duvet’s pet, before you came along.”
This woman didn’t speak in a tone that would tell of her wanting confrontation, but her words said a different story. Donna was smiling and Shelley felt like asking her what she meant by that. That Tina had been Ms Duvets ‘pet’ before she came along? What did that even mean.
“I’m not entirely sure what you mean, but ok.”
“I’ll bet you even got the apartment right?”
And this time Donna had stepped in a bit closer, so that she could whisper to Shelley.
“I did. But I don’t want to upset anyone. I mean I’m just taking what I’ve been given so that I can make the most of it, that’s all…”
And Shelley’s voice tailed off. And by this time Donna was in full smile mode.
“It’s ok honey, I’m just kidding you. Looking at you, you’re a perfect fit for Ms Duvet, and you’ll get along just fine, as long as…”
And this time it was her who tailed who words off.
“As long as what?”
Shelley asked with some trepidation. She’d have to admit that she wasn’t too keen on how her first day was going so far. And she’d come to the conclusion that Donna was a bit of a cunt. But then she offset that by further concluding that there was a Donna in every line of work. It was just that she had to meet her on the first day.
“It doesn’t matter honey. You’ll find out.”
And with that Donna had turned and left.
“Ignore her you know. She does that to all the new girls. She likes to wind them up, see if they can handle it. But you gave as good as you got so it’s all good.”
That was a petite little blonde.
“I’m Katrina by the way. And I heard that you are Shelley. Welcome to the firm. Seriously this is an alright place. Of course there are bitches here, same as anywhere. But we outnumber the bitches I can assure you.”
Unlike Donna, Katrina sounded ‘nice’. And it didn’t sound as though she had a hidden agenda that she was sticking to.
“What the hell did she mean by Ms Duvet’s ‘pet’? I mean, I’d have asked her but didn’t get the chance. And about me being a ‘perfect fit’ for Ms Duvet? I’m sorry, I’m asking too many questions already.”
Shelley could hear the words coming out of her own mouth and yes she agreed with herself that she was asking too many questions.
“Oh Ms Duvet has her favourites, that’s all. It doesn’t mean anything. There’s rumours and stories that go around places like this that’s all, and Tina… well Tina has spent quite a lot of her time on the 36th floor of the building, that’s all. Tongues are bound to wag in a place like this.”
And Katrina stopped talking as though she realised that she had already said too much.
“Anyway, I’m around, my desk is over there so if ever you want a natter, or need to be pointed in the right direction, then don’t hesitate. And don’t worry about Donna - her bark is worse than her bite. Stand your ground and she’ll leave you alone. I’m sure you’re going to be fine sweetie.”
Katrina left Shelley standing more or less where she’d been. In Shelley’s mind she was left with more questions than answers. She was puzzled. All this talk of Ms Duvet, and ‘pets’. And now the 36th floor of the building which had as much myth about it as the woman Sadie Duvet herself did. Shelley spent the rest of the day, just wandering and exploring the five floors that made up Duvet & Derby Law. She met lots more people, mostly nice and friendly and by the end of the day, she’d concluded that in Donna, she’d got off to the worse possible start, but that, it levelled itself out in the end. She smiled to herself. This wasn’t so bad after all.









CHAPTER FOUR

 
The Second Day
 
“I’m sorry I didn’t get to catch up yesterday Shelley. It turned out to be a busier day than I was expecting. How did you get on?”
Tina had come up behind Shelley and smoothed a flat palm over her ass. Shelley span and instantly smiled when she saw Tina. She didn’t mind her touching her like this. And besides, when she’d got home last night, she’d needed, like really needed to masturbate over her first day. The glitz and the glamour that was Duvet & Derby Law. The sexual anticipation that was Tina. And how those little feeds, those little hints as to what Sadie Duvet was all about had got to her a bit and she’d needed to cum on the end of her fingers like never before.
So now she didn’t care that Tina was pawing at her ass.
“Ahh it’s ok. I got to look around, meet some people. I met ‘Donna’. Do you know Donna?”
She’d used a tone of voice about Donna that Tina instantly recognised.
“Everyone knows Donna. She’s a bitch for sure. But it sounds like you handled her, so it’s all good.”
Tina was smiling and Shelley just had to smile back.
“I’ve got a little task for you. These files have to go into the archives. See if you can find your way there, and file these correctly. It’s a little menial task, but it’s designed to get you around the building, and to get you to see yet more people. Come find me when you’re done.”
Tina pressed in to Shelley and she ‘winked’ at her with that sultry smile of her’s. Shelley smiled back.
“I will, see you in a bit.”
And this made Shelley feel good. Her first real job, or her first real task since coming to Duvet & Derby Law. Yes it was a menial filing task but it was one that she wanted to do, perfectly. She took the files, and got a waft of Tina’s scent. That would mean she would need to masturbate, very soon. The throb from between her legs was of the urgent variety.
 
Of all the people to catch her masturbating, it had to be Donna. ‘The’ Donna.
“I’m going to have to report this, immediately. Tina will have to be told.”
It was all she’d said, and with a disgusted look of disdain on her face.
Shelley had found her way down to archives thanks to the more than capable signage system at play. She’d thought that she would be safe down there. There was no foot fall, no traffic. As expected really, archives was a huge room full of files and well away from the normal hustle and bustle of the firm. She thought she’d get the filing done quickly, which she did, and then just take five minutes for herself. She figured no-one would know. She could sort herself out and then filter back into the mainstream and find Tina.
The filing went ok, and her private five minutes was more or less done and dusted when the apparition that was Donna just appeared right in front of her when she had her legs splayed wide open in the most obscene fashion. She was in mid stroke. She’d just flicked the bean of her clitoris and was ready to erupt, when there she was, Donna. If there was any time that she wished the floor would open up and swallow her then this was it. But of course that didn’t happen.
I’m sorry, so sorry…”
He words were cut short because the orgasm had gone beyond that point of return and she just had to climax. And she did that right in front of Donna. This woman, this redhead could have turned the other way and left Shelley to her private moment but she didn’t. Instead she just looked at her. She stood over her and watched the full duration of the orgasm and that was like something that Shelley had never had to endure ever before. She could feel the redhead’s eyes piercing into her and then running up and down the length of her, coming to rest between her legs and then just staring right there. And then she watched her come all the way down the other side of that orgasm.
The worse part was that come down. She’d never experienced such a terrible come down as this one. During the orgasm she’d been able to immerse, she had to immerse in the pleasure even though this tall woman was watching her closely as she was consumed with total pleasure. But when that pleasure was done and there was this period of come down - that was when the terrible reality of what had just happened hit her like a freight train.
“Sorry or not, Tina will have to know. And she in turn will have to report back to Miss Duvet, that the new girl, well, you know, that the new girl has issues.”
Donna spoke matter-of-factly even though she had this look of disgust on her face that she somehow teleported onto the psyche of Shelley.
“Please don’t, please Donna?”
For some reason, Shelley was appealing to Donna’s better nature but she should have realised that this woman didn’t actually possess a better nature.
“You want me to lie for you? When Tina asks me if everything is ok with the new girl, you want me to say ‘yes, it’s all fine, she’s all fine’ right? There is not a way on this earth that this will happen. Now I suggest you make yourself as decent as you can, and get back to where you’re supposed to be. I’m going to find Tina and fill her in as to what I’ve witnessed.”
And with that Donna was gone leaving a dripping, wet Shelley to soak up what had just happened.
 
By the time Shelley found Tina, Tina wasn’t smiling any more.
“What happened down there? Donna said she found you, you know, gratifying yourself.”
Shelley hadn’t heard or come across Tina’s serious tone before. But it was serious now. And it was like there was more than a serious edge to it. Shelley wouldn’t have known, why would she, but this was where Tina would start to turn the screws on her new protege.
“Tina, I’m so sorry. All of this just got to me a bit that’s all. The excitement, the pure joy of being here, like this, with you. You know, my issues just got to me that’s all and I had to do something.”
Shelley sounded really, really sorry, and she’d come right up to Tina hoping to be able to press into her for some comfort, or something. She knew that Tina knew all about her issues because she’d told her at length about them. But instead, Tina backed off a little bit, and she’d become aloof with Shelley. For some reason it was like the bubble had burst.
“I know you have issues Shelley but there is such thing as a time and a place for these things. I’m going to have to go to Miss Duvet and tell her about this. If I don’t then you can be sure that Donna will. If I had walked in on you, maybe we could have dealt with it between you and me. But now, because Donna was the one to find you, you know, ‘masturbating’ during the working day, I have to go see Miss Sadie.”
And Tina had this dour look on her face that told of her needing to do something that she didn’t want to do, not at any cost, but at the same time, didn’t have any choice in the matter. But Tina was acting. She knew that this would happen. And it didn’t matter if it had been Donna or herself who caught Shelley stroking herself in that way, the outcome would have had to have been the same.
“Shelley, you’ve let me down big style. I just want you to know that. I’m going to go see Miss Sadie now and she will probably want me to come get you. But I’ll find you.”
And this time there was no warmth between the two of them. There was nothing that Shelley could cling onto that would help that minor throb between her legs. She knew she was in trouble, and yet there was still this throb between the legs. This was always going to do for her - this wet throb between her legs. And this masturbation thing she had to do several times a day. She’d thought that with Tina knowing everything about her, that she would be able to do this job, and deal with her sexual issues. For some reason she thought that it would all be ok, and that she’d just be able to get on with it because Tina had been her lawyer in court, and because she’d told her all about that other thing that blighted her life. And because she had felt that there was something between them. But that seemed now like as though it was never the case in the first place and she felt devastated because of that.
“I’m so sorry Tina.”
And she was sorry. But Tina just glared at her. It was like she was a different woman to the one who’d represented her in court and who had sat for hours listening to the minute details of her sexual issues. And now she had fucked up. She had fucked up and would probably lose this job in the matter of hours. She watched Tina strut off on her own high heels. Shelley knew where she was heading, for the 36th floor and to Miss Sadie. And what was that all about, ‘Miss Sadie’? There were more and more questions coming up in her mind and yet, at the same time, there was this level of sexual excitement inside her, running through her core that she couldn’t explain.
 
Some Time Later
 
It wouldn’t be long before Shelley found out all about Miss Sadie.
“I have to take you up to see her. I don’t know what’s going to happen. I don’t know what she will say, or do. I don’t know if you’ll lose your job here or not. It’s no good you asking me any of these questions, because I don’t know.”
But that was just it, Tina did know. She spoke to Shelley as they made their way to the private elevator that went to the 36th floor. A few minutes later, Shelley was standing outside the plush offices of Duvet & Derby Law’s managing partner Miss Sadie Duvet. Tina had gone in to speak to her first. Shelley had tried to listen but she couldn’t hear anything at all. It seemed like for an age she was standing waiting. In reality it can’t have been as long as it felt.
Eventually there was the click of high heels from the other side of the huge double doors and one half swung open and Tina stepped out.
“Miss Sadie will see you now. Whatever you do, don’t make eye contact, unless she demands it - just look at the floor and stand with your hands behind you. Address her just as Miss Sadie, she insists on that for anyone junior coming to see her up here.”
This was getting bizarre but for Shelley that was lost because she thought she was about to lose her job. And she thought that she was going to lose that second chance she’d been given.
“When she’s finished with you, she’ll call me to fetch you whether you lose your job or not.”
Again Tina was serious, and there was no hint of that ’niceness’ that had been there before. This was ‘business’ Shelley was sure about that and at the same time she was accepting responsibility in her mind for what had happened. She couldn’t very well blame anyone else. This was her fault, her issues, that had seen her brought up here now.
 
Miss Sadie didn’t say anything for so, so long. Shelley could just feel this woman’s eyes crawling over her at will. She’d walked into the plushest of plush offices with her eyes cast down to the floor, just as Tina had told her to do. And then she’d stopped in front of Sadie with her fingers clasped behind her ass cheeks. Shelley wouldn’t mind admitting that this woman was scaring the shit out of her without doing anything at all. Or without saying anything at all.
“Look at me.”
And Shelley brought her face and eyes up to meet those of Sadie Duvet. Shelley’s immediate thought was how striking this woman was. She was sitting with her long, strong and shapely legs crossed as she looked up from her seat at Shelley.
“You were discovered ‘masturbating’. What do you have to say for yourself girl?”
There was a slight accent that matched her light brown appearance but Sadie’s words were firm, and direct.
“I’m sorry, so sorry Miss Sadie. I’ve had issues, you know..”
“Yes I know you’re sorry. I can tell you’re sorry. And yes I know about your ‘issues’. Obviously issues you cannot control. And this makes you a lesser young woman, you know that don’t you?”
Again those straight, firm words. Shelley’s mind was in a spin but she knew when another woman was putting her down. She was holding her response in check. She had to do that just in case her job was not on the line at all.
“Yes Miss Sadie. I know this makes me a freak.”
“No not a freak, I said a ‘lesser woman’. It makes you a young woman who needs to follow, and not lead.”
Shelley was being corrected and that should have pissed her off, and it would ordinarily. But she was thinking about the job she was probably about to lose. She was thinking of the second chance she was squandering.
“Yes, yes Miss Sadie, a lesser young woman. Yes I get it Miss.”
“You think public masturbation is something that is acceptable in a firm like mine?”
“No, no Miss Sadie. No, not at all. Not at all Miss Sadie.”
“What do you think should happen now? Do you think I should let you go? Throw you out onto the street?”
This exchange was quick and it was sharp, but it was enabling Shelley to think, and form cohesive sentences in front of this formidable woman.
“I think it’s what I deserve Miss Sadie. You have been kind enough to give me a second chance and this is how I thank you.”
And that was the tack that Shelley was taking. To take the blame, accept that this was what she deserved.
“Interesting. Do you think you are the only young woman, like you, that I have come across. I believe in giving those who have already been given a second chance, another chance, that is ‘my’ chance. Would you like that? I mean, do you still want to work for me, for my company?”
“Oh god Miss Sadie, yes, YES I want to keep working here more than anything in the world. I just need to learn to control my urges.”
“Yes you do. But I can help you with that.”
“Do you mean I can stay?”
“That depends on whether you want to do it my way or not. If it’s a no then you can walk out of the door and never come back. If it’s yes, then we can begin ‘my way’.”
Again the exchange was quick.
“What is your way Miss Sadie?”
“I take control of your sexuality. Your orgasms become mine. Your body becomes mine. And your mind will become my playground.”
Sadie was being blunt, deliberately. Ok it was getting more than odd now and yet this conversation with this powerful woman was exciting Shelley between her legs.
“What does all of that even mean Miss Sadie?”
“It means what I want it to mean. And it starts now. Are you in or out? There is no going back once you’ve opted in though.”
Shelley had a thousand questions she wanted to ask, but she was being pressured. It was subtle pressure but it was pressure none the less. That, and she was saturated between her legs.
“I’m in Miss Sadie. I’m in.”
This was her way of staying in that second chance. Staying in the job. The rest would unfurl a little at a time.
“Good, then we begin, now!”
 
“I want you to get undressed for me - let me look at you. My dealings with you are regarding my control of your sexuality and nothing else. Your work for the company is overseen by Tina. Are you with me so far?”
Miss Duvet had got up. She had to be all of six feet four in her heels. And she had this confident, totally confident air about her despite the fact that she would have faced racism in her life, and especially in the corporate law industry.
“Uh, yes, yes Miss Duvet. Yes I’m with you so far.”
For Shelley she was bemused. She was shocked and yet she was excited as well. She didn’t know why she was so excited and so wet. She could feel herself being drawn in to this woman. She could feel herself ‘wanting’ to be drawn in to her. For some reason she was feeling herself extremely excited by Sadie. With Tina the sexuality had been ambiguous and it had been subtle.
But with Sadie Duvet, there was this definite, but surpassed  sexuality that existed. And yet there was something else as well. There was this divide between the two of them. There was this definite divide of Sadie being superior, in all ways to her and even that thought excited the fuck out of Shelley for some stranger than strange reason.
Shelley stripped off to her hold up stockings, panties and her high heels.
“Take the bra off. I want to see your breasts. Correction, I want to see ‘my’ breasts.”
And Sadie smiled, but only slightly. For Shelley, she didn’t know what it was that excited her so much about this woman. She didn’t know why a woman who had just claimed her orgasms as her own, and who’d told her that she was going to use her mind as a playground, and who had just taken possession of her breasts could excite her the way she was doing. She should have been outraged and yet she wasn’t - quite the opposite actually.
She reached behind herself and unclasped her bra and let it fall to the floor. Her impressively huge breasts bounced and swung before coming to a rest. Already her nipples were thick and elongated, and rubbery. And there was this almost guttural groan from Sadie as she poured her huge made up eyes all over those breasts as Shelley stood for her.
“Delicious. Now, turn on the spot, let me see all of you.”
And Shelly did just that.
 









CHAPTER FIVE

 
Sadie Duvet Managing Partner - Duvet & Derby Law
 
“I’m going to lock you up, so that you can’t pleasure yourself any more. This is the first stage of you giving up everything to me. The first lesson is that you cannot orgasm anymore, whenever you feel like it. From now on, your orgasms have to be earned. Orgasms will never be guaranteed. They will never be yours for the taking. Orgasms may even be withheld as punishment. But you will learn. You will learn all in due course. And you will be a better version of yourself because of it.”
Shelley’s mouth had gone dry. Sadie had inspected her at will. She had inspected her with her eyes, closely. And she had inspected her with her fingers, sliding one, then two, then three of her fingers past the saturated wetness of her hanging, swollen labia. She had even inspected her clitoral bundle with her thumb and forefinger, making her gasp as she did. This had amounted to a sexual assault, even Shelley knew this. And yet it didn’t matter. 
Sadie Duvet had been this myth that she had heard about and yet now, there were three of her fingers inside of her and Shelley somehow had to get her head around that. In the space of one day, her world, her life had changed around from being given a second chance to this sexual thing that didn’t just mortify her, it excited her beyond anything she had been excited by before. Inside she was trembling and some of this tremble had to have been reflected on the outside.
“Like I said, delicious! And I am sure you are going to learn some valuable lessons in life during your time with me. You need to know that you can spend a long time with me, as long as you prove entertaining for me. As long as you are learning and becoming the best version of yourself, for me. If you fail, or habitually fail then I will dispose of you, in some way or other.”
This woman, the way she spoke, the way she made it about her, but also about Shelley herself was so, so sexually exciting. Shelley didn’t even know what she was getting in to. And maybe that was what was so exciting. Maybe that was what was so intoxicating for her. She’d never come across these feelings, these sensations in her mind before and she was finding herself wanting more and more of the same. She’d never be able to pin it down, what it was that excited her so much. It was like a drug that was in the process of taking hold of her brain.
“Can I ask you a question please Miss Sadie.”
Sadie was moving her fingers in and out of Shelley, in slow fucking motions. And she was doing that casually, just leaning slightly towards Shelley with one hand on her shoulder. Shelley could feel the hot breath of this woman caress her face at the same time as she could feel those fingers inside her working.
“You can. But I must tell you first that cannot cum, whilst I am penetrating you like this. You must not cum at all. You can feel the pleasure but you mustn’t let that spill into orgasm, not under any circumstances, no matter what I do to you. Now, what’s your question?”
Sadie spoke in this almost whispering, quiet voice, right into Shelley’s ear as she was smoothing the inside walls of her vaginal tract with her perfectly manicured fingers.
“What, what do you mean by ‘lock me up’, I don’t understand that Miss Sadie I’m sorry?”
Shelley spoke in little gasps. She had to intake breath sharply time and time again and then fit her gasps in between those stuttered words. Sadie deepened her strokes. She slid her three fingers inside Shelley up to the third knuckles and then she manipulated those fingers when they were in that deep hot swamp. She curled them, uncurled them and then she scissored them. Every so often she swiped her thumb over Shelley’s clitoris. But it was just that - it was just an ‘almost swipe’. Enough for it to register in the pleasure spectrum of Shelley, but never enough to make her make any sounds other than the ‘gasp’. And the fact that she was pretty much breathless was obvious.
“It means you’ll wear an item for me.  Combination of a clothing item but also a security device that will lock to you, preventing you from accessing your sexual flesh. The device will allow toileting with my intervention, and it will allow you to function, almost like a normal human being, but not quite. You’ll be a controlled, fettered human being. Are you with me?”
That was the thing. Would anyone have been ‘with’ Sadie when she put it like this? There was more of a definite tone now. She was letting a little more of what she had in mind out and even this was deliberate. There would be no way she could allow all of what she had planned for Shelley out at the same time, or in the same session because she would be in danger of scaring the girl off. She knew that, she was an experienced woman at what she did. But the question had to be asked, what did she do?
“Uhm, I think so Miss Sadie. I think so.”
But she didn’t understand. She just didn’t want this flow of pleasure to her sexual extremities created by this woman to stop. Sadie laughed softly at the same time as kissing Shelley’s ear lobe. She was constantly moving those fingers inside of Shelley also.
“I doubt you understand, yet. But you will. I can tell, from the way you’re breathing that this is exciting you. And I can tell from the way you are squeezing your sexual muscles and flesh around my fingers that you are trying to store an orgasm for later. I know these things you see, slut. I’ve been doing this, with girls like you, for a long long time. I can read you. I can read you all you see?”
Shelley pressed her lips together and rolled them in. Her eyes rolled with them.
“I’m sorry Miss Sadie, I’m sorry…..”
They were the only words she could get out.
“I know you are honey. It’s time that you understood what you’re signing up for.”
Sadie slowed the movement of her fingers up, so that she was sliding the full length of them in and out, but very very slowly and in doing that she was making Shelley work her muscles more.
“I am going to control you, completely. I will look after you, but I will control you, and ‘own’ you. This is something that you need to wrap your head round from the get-go - that I am going to own you.”
To Shelley it sounded like this woman was going to control more than her sexuality. But she was saturated. She was literally gushing her juices from her sexuality. And these juices were coating Sadie’s fingers and then running down her wrist and arm.
“I understand. I understand Miss Sadie, I understand…”
Sadie laughed softly again as she nibbled Shelley ear lobe again.
“No honey you don’t. You won’t understand until it’s too late for you to back out. But I expect right now, you are so sexually fuelled, so sexually turned on that you would agree to anything, right?”
And she kissed that ear lobe again and then ran her large fleshy wet tongue around the outside rim of her ear. Shelley swallowed dryly as she gasped.
“Yes, yes I would do anything. Anything at all. I mean it, anything at all.”
“That’s my girl.”
And there was this smile, like a sincere smile on the lipsticked mouth of Sadie Duvet. For Shelley, she was in this place in her mind, but physically as well, that she had never been in before. Those sexual issues of her’s were well known to her. They were like her secret friends that came out to play at different parts of every single day. But it had always been like there was this other place, not a real place but a sexual pace that Shelley had never found but never stopped looking for. She had always been convinced that this other place was where there was this other level of sexual pleasure. And that all she needed to do was un-tap it. But she’d never made it to that other place.
But now it was like, here it is. With this woman, the most powerful lawyer in the city, and she was doing ‘this’ to her. And she wanted more of it. She wanted to explore this other place, despite the underlying ‘threats’ of it being ’too late’ when she finally understood what it all meant for her. It was that scary shit, it was that threatening undertone and the excitement of being ‘controlled’ that added to the sexual intensity for Shelley and she needed more of that.
Now that she’d had a taste of it. Now that she was in that other place, she needed to explore it all, wherever it took her. She needed to feel that anticipation of what was ahead for her. She needed to feel that fright and that fear because for some reason the sexual arousal and the fear was all as one. It was all connected and all interlinked with this higher level of pleasure that she was looking for.
 
A Little Later
 
Shelley just looked down. She was locked up. Sadie had produced the device that would be worn invisibly under whatever clothes she chose to wear. But it prevented any interference with her sexuality. The normal mode of this device was ‘orgasmless’. That is she would not be able to orgasm. And yet at the same time by the miracle of micro circuitry, she would be able to be fed pleasure by the key holder, that being Sadie Duvet, in many and varied ways.
To fit the device had been almost like a medical procedure. Sadie had worn surgical rubber gloves to ensure clinical cleanliness as she’d first fed a narrow tube through Shelley’s urethra and into her bladder so that her urination could be controlled. Likewise a wider, inflated tube was fed into her anal tract, round the bend in her colon towards her bowels. At the end of this double procedure those tubes just hung from a bemused and yet ultra-excited Shelley transforming her into some kind of creature that was being experimented on.
“You’re going to be all locked up, having to earn your pleasure honey. I’m not going to pretend this is going to be easy for you, it’s not. At times it’s going to be torture for you.”
And there she was, letting just a little more out when she knew that all of this activity around Shelley’s sexuality was exciting her even more. One thing was for sure, Shelley had never produced so much dribbling wetness in her life, neither had her clitoris emanated so much of a throb in her life. And for the first time Sadie had used that word, ‘torture’. Shelley wouldn’t have known that she meant that word in the truest and most raw sense.
But for Shelley as she was rigged up by Sadie the word torture would have been exciting and sexually stimulating. She would have been taking it that the torture would have been of the sexually maddening kind. In a way she would have been working it out exactly, but in that ‘eyes bigger than the belly’ way. The ‘thought’ of sexual torture was exceptionally ‘great’ to enhance an orgasmic session, and to feed fantasies inside the mind.
But the actuality of sexual torture was something that a young girl like Shelley couldn’t even comprehend, let alone know. It would be a bit like the ‘noobie’ masochist who wet dreams of being beaten black and blue with a specially treated thick cane. It was a fantasy that created the most mind blowing orgasms for the chronic masturbator. But if that noobie experienced the real thing then his, or her illusions would be shattered along with the flesh of her’s, or his sweet spot.
“I want this Miss Sadie. I want it so, so much.”
Sadie’s fingers were not inside of her now. It was just those tubes hanging from her and she was sitting with her legs splayed for this woman, this powerful almost mythical woman to do her work.
“Are you sure about that? Last chance to walk away and never come back?”
What Sadie was doing cleverly, was gaining Shelley’s consent to do what she was doing. It would be hard to believe that there was no recording in progress up there on the 36th floor. This was a woman who dotted the i’s and crossed the t’s for a living. She wasn’t a woman who left anything to chance and more to the point she wasn’t a woman who left herself vulnerable. What she was doing here had to have been being recorded in some format or other - sound or vision or both, so that if the shit did ever hit the fan then she was covered.
“No, no Miss Sadie, I want this. All of it and more. It’s what I want and what I deserve. Please let me have it.”
And she was using her tongue to wet her lips as she tried, where she didn’t need to, to persuade Sadie not to cut her loose.
“Very well honey, then all of it and more is what you will get.”
 
“Next step is to cap your clitoris so that it can’t be stimulated other than by means that I hold. You’ll feel it a little cold and then a sucking motion that will feel ‘nice’. But then you’ll feel ‘nothing’ as I fit the rest of the device to you.”
Sadie seemed to get some kind of self-gratification in explaining to Shelley what she was doing at any given time. She knew that her words and tone would be further stimulating Shelley as she slowly but surely fitted the inescapable, transparent latex device to the hips, the ass, and the crotch of the completely unaware Shelley. All Shelley would be thinking about was the sexuality and the arousal in the ‘now’. She wouldn’t be thinking about the longer term. She wouldn’t have even really thought about the long game, and what it would mean for her psychological state.
“Mmmmm thank you Miss Sadie.”
And Sadie laughed inside to herself. This girl was so hot that she had no clue, not really about what she was going to do to her. She was so messed up with her immediate sexual arousal that she didn’t know what happened when it was all over. That she didn’t know about what would happen to her mind in the small hours of the morning when she hadn’t orgasmed for several days, and all she wanted and all she needed was an orgasm but couldn’t have one, or couldn’t reach one. Or worse, was continually being edged but never allowed to spill into that explosion of raw undiluted pleasure known as orgasm.
“No, thank YOU honey. I’ve been looking for one like you for so so long. Tina has her good points, she still does, but she’s not the complete package like you are. You on the other hand are a quivering mass of sexuality desperate to be controlled and owned. And I am going to give you exactly what you crave, plus more besides. I am going to rewire you, and reinvent you into what you’ve always craved to be.”
Sadie spoke as she fitted, and then locked the tight latex device to Shelley.
“Stand up sweetheart, let’s have a look at you. I’ll do the final adjustments when you are standing. You can get dressed after I give you a little demonstration of what this thing can do.”
Shelley got a little unsteadily to her feet. She was still wearing the self-supporting stockings she had put on in the morning, and the high heels shoes she’d bought with some of that two grand clothing allowance. The heels made her stumble a little with the weakening of her legs due to the increasing sexual arousal.
The tubes inside her, plus the suction cup around her clitoris, and visible through the smoky transparent latex, put her on the back foot a little bit. She’d never worn such high heels before these and thought she’d been doing well on them. Until this device had been fitted to her that is. That anal tube had been inflated with a hand bulb by Sadie to a point that she was stretched. Likewise the urethra tube inflated so that no urine leaked past it. And so her stance, her gait and the way she moved on those heels was altered from the normal.
And then there was the tightness of the latex that kind of altered her shape a little - held it in check. The heels boosted her height and made her teeter a bit. And that in turn tightened up her insides and tightened up her musculature around those inflated tubes inside her. And always in the background there was the ’sucking’, this compressed sucking of her clitoral nerve bundle into the cap that had been fitted. For some reason that was a constant.
“Turn for me honey, on the spot - let me look at you. Let me devour you.”
Even Sadie’s voice and words aroused Shelley as she did exactly that - turned on the spot. She did that thing where she pressed her full lips together and rolled them in as she absorbed every sensation she was given through every one of her movements. It seemed that even the smallest movement or adjustment she made on those heels fed a different sexual sensation to her. And as that happened so she ‘gasped’ more. Sadie didn’t say anything or do anything. It was as though she didn’t want to break the spell. It was as though she wanted to experience every small nuance that Shelly fed her with. And it was as though she wanted to devour those nuances, every single one of them.
 









CHAPTER SIX

 
“So in order to teach you what you will be missing from now on, I’m going to give you an orgasm - the best orgasm you have ever experienced. The most intense orgasm and the longest lasting orgasm so that you ‘know’ what might be at any given time going forward. And then following that, immediately, I want to torture you with denial. Torture you with enforced ‘edging’ but never letting you spill into that orgasm. I want you to cry for your mamma, and you will.
“So, an intense actual orgasm, followed by hours and hours of denial and yet teasing and edging at the same time. You need to know sooner, rather than later, what is going to happen to you. You need to take this early hit so that later on, down the line, you will be prepared for what is to come.”
Sadie licked her lips after she had spoken. It was like she was deriving more than just a little bit of enjoyment for herself at detailing what would happen to Shelley, as well as hinting that it would get a lot deeper for her.
Shelley didn’t quite know what to do with herself in front of this woman. It was hitting her that this was ‘the’ Sadie Duvet. She’d seen her on the news, she’d heard about her in various ways, through media, social media. As well as being the most powerful lawyer in the city, she did shit load for charities. She was on various boards and commissions. Her reach was huge and it was like this woman could do no wrong. And even for Shelley she could do no wrong, but in a different way. There was no way the city population in general knew anything about her ‘hobbies’. If they did, she would surely be usurped as this untouchable queen that she had become.
Was what she did to women and young girls even a hobby? Or was it something more sinister than that? The breath-taking way that Shelley felt about this woman and couldn’t see any wrong in her. In fact, because this woman was in the position she was in, she was more excited, more sexually excited by Sadie and yes, yes it was sinister. It was like the whole scenario that was being painted by this woman, of how she would control her was exciting to Shelley. It shouldn’t have been that way, but it was and she couldn’t do anything about that. She should have been seeing Sadie as some kind of monster but she wasn’t. She was seeing her as the only source of gratification for her urges. And this would only become more so.
“You want to stand, to start? Your choice honey. I can tell you, you will end up sitting because your legs won’t be able to hold you up in roughly ten minutes time.”
Sadie spoke with a little purring coming from the back of her throat.
“I’ll stand for now Miss Sadie, thank you.”
Shelley was visibly nervous about what was going to happen. She’d had the words hissed into her psyche and now she was waiting for those words to come to pass. She didn’t have to wait long. Sadie produced a long thin remote control and she selected a button and ran her thumb over it. Shelley let out a little ‘whimper’ as something happened down there. There was like this ‘feeling’ this sensation that appeared to come from the core of her clitoral bundle. And it was something that she had never felt before despite having countless orgasms since her issues had manifested themselves. She took a step back on her heels as she absorbed that sensation and then she prepared for that feeling to subside.
It was the kind of sensation that needed to subside because of the intensity of it. It was like Shelley’s body, like her whole being was not ready for that kind of sensation. But that had been the first stage only. Sadie swiped a second button and Shelley’s legs almost gave way under her but her knees snapped her back to standing upright.
“Fuck… Miss Sadie…. Fuck!”
Shelley was swallowing hard but she was licking her lips as well. Her hand went to her crotch, as though she might have been trying to help that sensation along. But she found that she couldn’t. With the thumb swiped so the fine tuning of the chastity device had adjusted and tightened everything up more. But more to the point she was unable to add, or take anything away from what she was feeling down there.
“Language girl. Remember where you are and who I am.”
Sadie with her firm, smoky voice instilling some decorum into Shelley.
“I’m sorry Miss Sadie. I’m so sorry. This is driving me nuts Miss.”
Shelley was already breathless. It had been something like two minutes since that first sensation had careered right through Shelley’s sexuality.
“Oh baby girl, it’s early days yet. You’ve got so much to learn in this next few minutes.”
And she swiped a third button that seemed to ramp up whatever was happening inside that latex sexuality prison more - to another level.
“Uhhhhh. Please please Miss Sadie, please can I sit now, please Miss?”
Shelley’s nostrils were flared as she tried to hold a sentence together.
“Of course. But sit with your legs spread wide, and sit upright. Show me how proud you are of yourself for making this choice.”
Sadie pointed to a high backed chair for Shelley to sit on. Shelley stumbled to it. It seemed those heels got harder to walk on, and to move in the more the sexual pleasure was fed into her. And of course the more weak her legs became because of that pleasure which was becoming debilitating. Shelley sat, and she spread her stockinged legs wide keeping the stilettos planted on the floor.
“Thank you. Thank you Miss Sadie.”
It was getting harder for her to get words out as her breath was taken away. She was remembering Sadie’s words about the spread of her long legs and how she should sit upright and proud and she did this and Sadie absorbed that with her eyes as she swiped another button. Five minutes had passed already and Shelley’s large breasts were heaving up and down with her breaths. She kept wanting, kept trying to have an effect with her fingers and hands between her legs. 
She’d already learnt that she could neither add nor take away from what was happening inside that latex device. And yet it didn’t stop her form trying. It was like she was desperate to have some effect. That orgasm was being built and saved behind her clitoris somehow and she just wanted to help that along. And all the time she was producing wetness down there, she could feel it, and she desperately wanted to slide her finger nail through that wetness to her clitoris, but she couldn’t.
That was the point, she needed that orgasm badly long before Sadie actually gave it to her. And that was the other point. This wasn’t Shelley giving herself an orgasm under her own terms. This was Sadie Duvet controlling her sexuality and taking possession of that building, and building orgasm. Sadie didn’t tell her to keep her hands away, she didn’t need to. What she needed to do was let Shelley learn herself that what she tried to do now was futile. She had to process in her mind that she didn’t control her orgasms any more. And that she didn’t decide even if she orgasmed or not.
“Deep breaths will help. And hold those breaths, and then let them out. Breathing is associated and linked to sexual pleasure. You can get the most out of the orgasms I allow with your breathing. You don’t realise it yet but you will.”
Sadie swiped another button sending the device to another level.
“Uhhhhhhhhhh god, please god…. Please let me come, please Miss Sadie, please.”
And this time there was this tone, this wet drenched tone to Shelley’s voice that defied any kind of description - it was like the words didn’t exist to describe how Shelley sounded. To look at her, with just seven minutes gone, her eyes were open wide, bulging and her lips were trembling. It was easy to tell that she was now somewhere that she hadn’t been before. And it was clear that she was understanding that she couldn’t do anything about it herself. That her sexuality was in the hands of Sadie Duvet. She hadn’t really known what that meant before. But she did now. She tried to breath as Sadie had told her. It took a few attempts but she got there. She took in deep breaths between her gasps and her little whimpers, and she held it then let it out slowly. And yes, it amplified that pleasure that was between her legs.
On nine minutes Sadie spoke again.
“Ready for the orgasm baby? Say please.”
She didn’t really need to ask. The inside of the latex had become wet with a thin film of sweat. And there was this roll of Shelley’s tummy as though she was trying to ride those waves of pleasure in the hope that they would lead to the orgasm she needed badly at this point.
“Please, please Miss Sadie, please let me cum, please?”
She’d held her breath and got the words out as she let that breath go. And when that orgasm hit, she screamed out.
“Uhhhhhhh uhhhhhh uhhhhhhhh uhhhhhhh.”
Her indecipherable words slipped out in time with the spasms of pure pleasure that she was feeling gushing through her. Those spasms erupting from her clitoris and yet taking in all of her femininity. Her eyes rolled and her lips quivered in a way that told of her being in a special place. Sadie watched her. She watched this young girl closely as she inflicted the most debilitating of orgasms through her. And then she held that orgasm at its peak and that was a deliberate decision of her’s to do that.
That peak was madness inducing. In the normal world, in the ideal world Shelley would peak and then get over that peak to the other side so that she could recover. But that didn’t happen here. She’d learnt to hold the peak with her fingers to a certain extent in her everyday world. But always she’d needed to bring herself over the peak because of the intensity and the draining effect it had on her. But she didn’t control that here one now, because Sadie controlled it. And she held it there. She held it until she could see like a candle light flickering in her eyes and almost going out.
Shelley would have been wanting and needing that orgasm to end, but at the same time not. It was one of those things that was bad for her but so good at the same time. It was pleasure that was so intense that it also hurt. It was the genuine conflict and contradiction of the pain and pleasure principle. What Sadie was doing to Shelley was torture her with her orgasm and then, just when Shelley was about to pass out, the pleasure was switched off.
There was no bringing her down slowly and carefully, just an immediate end to that pleasure, leaving her heaving her breathing as though she had just run a marathon. And then she seemed to collapse on the chair she was sitting on. Her stockinged legs still spread wide. It was like she didn’t know what ‘ladylike’ was any more. Or decorum. It was like what she had just experienced was a hit of crack cocaine and the addiction was instant.
As soon as that orgasm wasn’t there any more she wished it was. She’d wanted and needed it to stop and now that it had, she wanted it back. Sadie hadn’t been just showing Shelley what she could do with that device that was locked onto her. She was inflicted an addiction that was one way. And one that would eat into this young girl like something that was toxic.
“How was that for you honey.”
Sadie dripped her words out so that Shelley could process them. She tried to speak and her mouth and her lips were moving but there were no words.
“It’s ok, I know. I know what you want to say. You want to say ‘more more please Miss Sadie more’. Isn’t that right? But the answer would be ‘no, no more for you. You have to earn it in the future.”
Sadie knew what she’d done to this girl. But the thing was that she wasn’t done yet. She’d only just started. This was Shelley’s day two at Duvet & Derby Law. But it was day one in the custody and control of Sadie Duvet. She was ten minutes in. The Shelley from ten minutes  ago was a different animal, a different creature to the one that existed now.
“If I gave you the choice now, would you stay or go? I’m not giving you that choice of course, I just want to know.”
Sadie knew damn well what the answer would be if Shelley was sufficiently recovered to get the words out.
“Don’t answer. I already know.”
And in a way it was like this woman was tormenting Shelley - letting her know that to an extent she’d tricked her into a world that there was now no escape from. And in Sadie’s tone now there was some more of that self-gratification. Inside of two days she’d entrapped this girl in the cruellest of ways, just so that she could be more cruel.
“So, you’ve had the orgasm - the lesson of the orgasm, MY orgasm. But now you need to learn another lesson immediately, the lesson of denial and edging. You need to know what it feels like to need something so bad that you would do anything for it, but not get it. This will be longer than ten minutes. This will be more like four or five hours. And for that, we’ll retire to my private inner chambers here on the 36th floor.”
If Sadie had a ‘private’ inner chambers when the whole of the 36th floor was already private and for her only, then there had to be something huge waiting for Shelley.
 
Two Hours Later
 
“Uuughhhhh god, god please god, please Miss Sadie please, please fuck please.”
Shelley was distraught. She was sitting on some kind of ‘throne’. Her arms and wrists were secured to the heavy wooden arms and her stockinged legs were spread wide, and secured. This time there was no chance that she could close her legs, or help herself to her crotch. This time she had to just sit and take what was given to her. And what exactly was being given to her?
“God and myself are one and the same as far as you are concerned, slut. And what have I told you about minding your language? Just because you are being denied your ‘fix’ doesn’t mean that you have to lose all of your decorum, now does it?”
If the truth were known, Shelley, at this point, didn’t give a flying fuck about her decorum. That device that was locked to her sexuality and her hips was giving her daymares that were threatening her sanity. It had started very gradually - very very gradually. At first it had been just making her wet. And it had been, making her slippery inside and out. But that intensity was ramped up little by little until she could feel the orgasm, like a little lump behind her clitoris getting bigger and bigger like a swelling that even from an early stage felt like it needed to erupt because of a throb that was deeply embedded. Except that eruption didn’t come. That lump was getting bigger and bigger and the need for it to erupt was getting bigger and bigger also.
“I’m sorry Miss Sadie, for my language Miss Sadie. I just don’t know how long I can deal with this. It’s maddening.”
But Sadie knew that it wasn’t ‘that’ maddening yet because if it was then Shelley wouldn’t be able to get any decipherable words out between those throbs that she was sending mercilessly into the core of this girl’s emerging womanhood.
“No, it’s not maddening, yet. It will be, I promise you that you are going to know what ‘maddening’ truly means. If you think you needed an orgasm a little while ago, when I was building you and building you for ten minutes, then in roughly one hour’s time, when you hit the three hour mark, then the need in you will be something that will make you wish you were anywhere but here. But at the same time you will know that ‘here’ is your only chance of gratification. You’ll also know in advance that there will be no orgasm for you this time.”
Sadie spoke with cool calm tones. She wanted to be precise in what she was telling Shelley just so that she hit the spot. And all the time she was looking at her, drinking the sight before her in. Shelley would have been somewhere else now. She would have been aware of her surroundings and of Sadie, but she would have been sinking in and out of a bubble that was forming around her. And that bubble would be containing nothing but a need to cum. It would have been an increasing need and wish to cum that wasn’t being granted.
Shelley’s heavy breasts were covered in a thin film of sweat that had begun running down the globes and collecting on the tip of her nipples. Even that was driving her mad. It was like as light as a drip of sweat was, it was sending throbs and other sensations down through the core of her thick, elongated nipples. It was like that sweat drip on each nipple had suddenly become heavy, and that heaviness was weighing on each nipple enhancing the sensations. Sadie watched with a slight smile. She had these perfect white teeth that kind of underlined what a stunning woman she was. But in that stunningness there was also a sadism that was now making itself known.
 









CHAPTER SEVEN

 
The 36th Floor
 
Now - from the beginning of chapter one
 
Sure enough after another hour Shelley was beyond distraught. She was physically drained and dripping with sweat now as opposed to just being covered in a thin film of it. And yet every so often her eyes lit up. It was like she was momentarily out of the knowledge that she wouldn’t get another orgasm, thinking that she would indeed get one. And then that dour paleness would come back down over her face again and she would be distraught all over again. The need in her mind and in her body to orgasm would have been akin to her needing that fix of crack cocaine except in a sexual way.
In a way this was worse than the addiction to crack. The crack would give a high that would let her escape into some kind of toxic high. But this sexual crack addiction was something that formed that bubble for her, but never let her escape into a high. It was a torture that was created by Sadie and yet that was maintained with an ease that was palpable and that was casual. For Shelley it was an ever emerging, an ever increasing torment that was surely too much for her to bare.
“Please, please let me cum. Please let me cum. Please let me cum. Please, please please let me cum. Please let me cum. Please let me cum. I need to cum. Please please I NEED to cum, please let me cum. Please let me cum.”
There it was that begging that Sadie simply responded negatively to. For Shelly, she was sure that this woman didn’t understand the urgency with which she needed to cum. But she did. Of course Sadie knew - this was a torture devised by her and implemented by her. She knew every single nuance of what this poor girl was going through because she had created those nuances. And now she was applying the torture in the most effective and devastating way.
“You know cumming is not an option for you. You know that cumming is something you earn, at ‘my’ discretion. And you haven’t earned an orgasm. You haven’t showed me you deserve another orgasm. And what this is all about is you learning about dealing with not getting something that you want so so bad.”
Sadie was calm, measured and yet there was an edge to her voice.
“Please, please, please Miss Sadie, please let me cum. I’ll do anything, anything at all. Please Miss Sadie please. For fucks sakes please let me cum.”
Shelley sounded increasingly desperate. It was like she would do anything this woman told her to do, if she could just cum.
“It’s not an option. But it’s interesting, what you say about doing ‘anything’, ‘anything at all’. That tells me a lot. And it tells me that you and me are going to get along just fine.”
Sadie got up from her seat and picked up a private internal phone which she speed dialled.
“Malcolm  I want you up here now. Drop whatever you are doing and come up to the 36th floor.”
She hung up without waiting for a reply. In the meantime Shelley’s trauma continued unabated. And some minutes passed before a man arrived. This was Malcolm the building janitor. And this changed everything. Even in her sexual mire Shelley was aware of this man’s presence and his aura in the room. She was still desperate beyond description to cum, and that was an ongoing, increasing state of her being. And yet there was the degradation now, of her in front of this man like this. And this man, Malcolm simply looked at her, he poured his eyes over her at will. And in the background there was Sadie watching and making mental notes all the time.
“I’m going to leave you with Malcolm here for a little while. If you’re a good girl for him, then he might let you orgasm. If you’re not a good girl on the other hand, then, well your ‘need’ will go on.”
And this was like a bombshell being dropped on the psyche of Shelley. This was like something that was too awful for her to comprehend. What she had been going through was trauma, but it was a trauma for Sadie and applied by Sadie. It had been just between the two of them. But now there was this man, this janitor piercing his eyes into every microbe of her being and she didn’t know what that meant.
And worse was that Miss Sadie was going to leave her alone with him. This was different. This was a changeup whilst Shelley was in that state of utter craving and dripping need. And now she had Sadie’s words on her mind, ‘If you’re a good girl for him…..’. Her trying to think what this meant. Her trying to decide on her way forwards, and not how she was going to get out of this predicament, but how she was going to be enough of a good girl so that she would get an orgasm. At least at this time there was hope there. Things had got darker and then would get darker still. She watched the silhouette of Sadie fade into the background.
Since this much need, this much craving had taken over her, Shelley had been unable to use her eyes to great effect. It was like a blend of shadows and light that she couldn’t focus on, and yet for some reason she was aware of Sadie fading away leaving her alone with this man. Now there was another ‘thing’ another ‘feeling’ like another fear running through her and it was something that left her wired, it left her highly strung as this man circled her. There was a click from somewhere - a door closing and then locking shut. That had to have been Sadie finally leaving that inner sanctum on the 36th floor.
“I want you to concentrate on giving me the best blow job you have given anyone ever in your young life. Think you can do that for me, slut?”
That was the second time in a very short time that the word slut had filtered into Shelley’s psyche. Sadie had called her that as well. She’d never been a slut, not really. But now it seemed appropriate that she was one. She’d give anything literally, just to feel the explosion of an orgasm right now and that had to be sluttish right? That thing attached and locked to her was doing things to her, unmentionable things that she wished weren’t happening. She needed that fix of orgasm. She nodded her head manically.
“Yes, yes I’ll do it. I’ll blow you off like you’ve never been blown off, I promise. Please let me cum after it though, please?”
Her words didn’t come easily. She stuttered and she paused. And every other word or so was punctuated with a deep intake of breath, like a gasp as she tried to deal with what the chastity device was doing to her. Her muscles, her tummy and sexual muscles down there were in constant motion. That was like nature taking its course. This poor girl trying to deal with sexual arousal and desire that had been ramped up, and then ramped up some more. And it would have been nature taking its course in the desperation and the madness that was ensuing in her mind at the fact that she couldn’t cum. That she had to deal with the fact that she was being edged and edged over and over again, but that she couldn’t cum. And that there wasn’t a single thing she could do about that.
This was a girl who was naturally wired to ‘cum’. She had been able to cum ever since she’d had the urge and now she couldn’t do that. It was like she couldn’t complete that sexual act - that of being able to cum. And the result of that was that her mind and her body was in the state of meltdown. And now she had something else to deal with. This man, this janitor saying that he wanted her to give him the best blow job ever.
She had to try to do that at the same time as dealing with her dripping, desire drenched need to cum. And yet there was hope there - somewhere in the distance, in the dark part of her mind, there was the hope that she might get that orgasm after all. And that was all she wanted. That was all she was focussed on and it was all that she had to think about again. The rest didn’t matter. She’d have sold her granny if she could get that orgasm.
Shelley was aware of the chair she was on moving. Changing height and angle. She was aware of being tipped back. At one point she thought she might topple from the chair she was secured to, but that didn’t happen. She’d never be sure at what point she became aware that this man wasn’t going to just allow her to work his cock with her mouth, but that he was going to simply fuck her face. There was no point at which she realised that. That she wasn’t going to suck this man’s cock on her terms.
In a way that was ok, because her experience, actual sexual experience with other people was very limited. She’d become a loner and one who’d done it alone behind locked doors, and in private. So she hadn’t been totally convinced she would be able to deliver that best blow job herself and that all she would have to go on was her primal instincts and her raw desire and cravings to deliver that perfect blow job. But now this man would simply be taking her, raping her mouth, and that would be the best way she felt - to an extent she could just let go and ‘be taken’. She could deal with it. But at a cost.
He head was hanging almost upside down as he played his huge dripping cock head over her lips. Her viewpoint was all screwed up and this played with her mind a little bit. Her view was all skewed as the blood flowed to her head.
“Open up, nice and wide slut.”
And she did, she did that. This was by far the best for her. To just do as she was told. This way she could concentrate on that pleasure that was hitting her entire femininity in waves. She could adjust and adapt her mouth to that thick cock being shoved in and slid down her throat, but she could also get those orgasm denying spasms en-mass. It was the best of both worlds for her. The best that she could hope for.
“Please let me cum after this. Please let me cum after this.”
These were the words that were playing and replying in her mind constantly as this man fucked her face in the most obscene way that he could. Shelley wretched as the cock head hit the back of her throat time after time. She was aware of her mouth becoming this drool filled swamp and she was aware of some of that drool mixed with this man’s pre-cum dripping from her nostrils. And slowly it was the taste of this man that overcame what little of her senses she had left.
The noises that Shelley’s mouth and her throat made were obscene. Yes she would realise that in due course but not as soon as she realised as brutal as this assault on her mouth and throat was by the building janitor, it was still feeding her need to cum. It was a brutal that her skewed mind was accepting and that her sexuality was using to feed her own craving and her own utter desperation to cum. She didn’t just have to earn a cum in this way, or try to, she had to absorb the extra need that it was feeding her with.
“Good girl, good slut.”
And this was this man as he used her mouth and face as flesh to feed him friction by. He fucked her mouth until her lips were numb, and until her facial and oral features simply slacked off, and gave up the ghost to him so that he could derive pleasure from her. And all the time that device was working Shelley. All the time that madness in her was getting more and more acute. And yes, it was an acute madness she was being inflicted with. An acute madness that she was being flooded with.
“Swallow it all bitch cunt.”
Those words were clear as they hissed into Shelley’s psyche. They came just before her mouth, her throat and her nasal cavities were filled with fresh, hot, thick semen. The moment the first gush hit the back of her throat she’d gone into an automatic swallow. And every gush that came after it she swallowed. And his was an orgasm, a climax, an ejaculation that went on and on. There was the thickening of his cock, and the engorging of that already huge bell end in her mouth that told of his impending orgasm and then those gushes of semen. She’d never done this before. She’d never tasted semen like this, or even had a cock in her mouth. And yet instantly that sensation of her mouth being filled with hot thick cock was added to what was already feeding her need. And this man didn’t stop fucking her mouth until every drop had been drained from his heavy balls.
“Slut.”
He’d almost spat the word at her as he pulled his cock from her throat and mouth leaving her upside down head and mouth dripping with drool and spent semen. She was a mess, she knew that even though she was deranged with this utter need to cum. But then he was gone. Just like that he was gone.
“Hey, hey what about my orgasm you cunt?”
Those were the words that she had formed in her mind. And the words she had tried to send from out between her cock numbed lips. But then Sadie was there again, lifting her upright. And her dizziness getting worse before it got better. And then Sadie in front of her watching her, smiling and yet not smiling at the same time.
“Congratulations - you’ve now become a receptacle for a man’s semen, just so that you can orgasm. That must make you feel good about yourself, hey?”
Sadie’s tone had changed. It was like her whole demeanour towards Shelley had changed. And despite what Shelley was going through in her cravings and needs, those words cut into her psyche. She tried to form more words but failed. Her mind was a mess and a mush. She would have said ‘I’m sorry’ but she wouldn’t have meant it. As far as she was concerned she’d just been cheated out of an orgasm that she had been promised. But as well as that there was the degradation of what had just happened - the way she had been used by the building janitor.
“Men do that. They use you and then they leave. And yet here you are, your stomach churning that semen round inside you. And that taste will always be with you, like the sensation of that cock sliding in and out of your mouth will always be with you, forming part of the addiction I know you’ve got now.”
It was like a speech from a triumphant woman. Sadie stood back and looked at Shelley and she was moving her head side to side a little, as though she didn’t approve. And yet this was another psychological trick that she was playing on Shelley. It wasn’t enough that this young woman was in dire need of sexual gratification, Sadie had to begin the process of draining her of self-esteem and dignity as well. If there was any doubt as to the taboo to which Sadie was attracted then this scene in this room on the 36th floor had to have eradicated it. There was this dirty, dripping and sadistic quality to the vibe in this part of the 36th floor that defied any kind of description. And Shelley would have been getting all of that now. Every little bit of it.
“Please Miss Sadie, please can I cum, please please.”
She managed to get the words out, but only just and even then one would have needed to guess what the words she was trying to say were. And now that device, the chastity device Shelley had been fitted with was simply, steadily going about its business of edging and edging her time and time again. It was just that now, Shelley had those tastes of semen and herself and the memories of that thick cock in her mouth and down her throat to help those pleasure pulses along.
“I’m afraid not. You have to realise that you don’t get to orgasm just because you ask for it. If I decide it, you don’t get to orgasm at all. What you are feeling now sometimes will go on for weeks, if not months and it is something you have to live with. It’s something that you have to deal with. you have to learn to live with that ‘need’ and that ‘craving’ to cum. You have to live with the core level disappointment that you might not ever orgasm again. Do you understand me? Do you understand what I’m telling you?”
And that was the thing, Shelley did understand every word. She was hearing every word loud and clear and she was processing every word and its meaning. It was funny how the clarity of everything was so much higher given her mental and physical state at this time. But this meant that she was completely understanding the cruelty of Sadie Duvet. Now she was beginning to ‘know’ this woman and she was getting what her life would be like from this point in.
“I understand Miss Sadie.”
They were four words she thought clearly enough in her mind but that came out of her mouth in thick drool like dribbles. Her tummy was undulating with that need to come. That undulation of her tummy had to have been matching the undulation of her brain.
“Good girl. Now, I want you to dress, and return to work. The device remains on you, working you all the time and so your next task is to work, for me, as though all is good with the world, as though all is normal. For now, only you and I, know how ‘not normal’ things are. But now I know how low you’ll go for an orgasm, I can see the way forward, your way forward much more clearer.”
And Shelley processed those words at the same time as whimpering in distress at what she was going through.
 









CHAPTER EIGHT

 
Working In Torment
 
“There, you look stunning, and no-one would ever know what is going on in your mind, or what is going on in your body. And that’s how you have to ensure it stays.”
Shelley was dressed now and she looked perfect in the suit she had purchased with her allowance. There were no tell-tale lines to say that she was wearing any underwear at all, let alone the latex device that was clinging to her, and working on her slowly and steadily. She could feel everything that clitoris cap was doing to her. And she could feel her heels tightening up everything again. What Sadie was telling her was easy to say and yet Shelley herself had that terrible feeling that it would be so hard to achieve.
“Thank you. Thank you Miss Sadie.”
Shelley barely recognised her own voice. In this time, with Sadie Duvet, she had become a different person and there was no good in her trying to deny this. She could feel her nipples, hard, sensitive as though in sympathy with what the device was doing to her sexually. They were rubbing the insides of her thin bra and there was still a poke through of the thick rubbery stems, through the silk top she was wearing.
“Miss Sadie, the poke through of the nipples, is really quite profound.”
Shelley spoke between little gasps that she found were habitual now.
“And?”
Sadie just looked at Shelley as though she didn’t get what she was saying, but she did.
“You think you should wear a more substantial bra? Is that what you are suggesting.”
Sadie was answering what Shelley had said to her, without answering it. If anything before the last word had come out of Sadie’s mouth, Shelley was feeling foolish for even mentioning it.
“No, no Miss Sadie of course not. That won’t be necessary.”
And it was like she knew what to say without knowing what to say.
“You are what you are slut. Some things about yourself have to remain discreet for now. But I see no reason why you can’t show what glorious ‘teats’ you have. They will draw attention to you in a desirable way. A way that you can get away with in this environment and in your work environment.”
This was weird for Shelley, being spoke to like this by a woman who was so well respected. And now the thought of simply wandering around the work place with this profound, almost obscene poke through of nipples that wouldn’t go soft again and that would simply stay erect, sensitive and feeding that sexual desire that she would never be able to shake off.
Sadie was a woman who’d made her name and her business helping people, and doing lots for charities. So to hear her talking to her like this, it was like Shelley had been transported to some kind of alternate universe. She was calling her a slut and she was referring to her helplessly erect, thick nipples as ‘teats’ and this was like she was animalising, if not objectifying her. Shelley couldn’t put a finger on it, but in Sadie’s presence she was feeling less of a woman. Not less of a woman physically, but in the pecking order she was feeling at the bottom of the food chain. And that had to be a deliberate thing. And it was rooted in her sexuality. It was like it was all part of her living in, permanently edged sexuality.
And if she was honest with herself this was what was upper most in her mind - her sexuality and the fact that she had to learn to get on without orgasm, even though she was being continually stimulated. She had to get used to the fact that she ‘might’ get an orgasm but at the same time not expect one because her orgasms were not her’s to take any more. It was a lot for her to get her head round. If she was in her own normal world, where her mind was functioning properly, it would be doubtful she could get her head around this. So in her present state it was like she had no chance of comprehending her predicament at all. 
On the face of it, what Sadie told her was an impossible task. She’d spent so many years needing to orgasm and doing it how and where she felt the need. She’d spoilt herself with the amount of orgasm she could enjoy. And now that had been taken away. And yet she was in the most sexually charged situation that she could be in. This whole thing with Sadie Duvet was sexually motivated and charged. Except it wasn’t Shelley who controlled it. And Shelley was still needy for that explosion of pleasure. She was still dripping for it and she was still greedy for it. But she couldn’t have it.
“Tina, come get her. I’m done with her for now.”
Shelley had been deep thinking when Sadie picked up the internal phone and speed dialled Tina’s desk. It was weird, funny how she knew she would be at her desk right at this exact point in time. That thought struck Shelley as Sadie hung up the phone.
“It will be difficult for days, if not weeks, for you to function without being able to gratify yourself. Your device is on a timer also, for you to toilet. You’ll need to relieve yourself when you feel the timer buzz. You’ll have a few minutes to toilet and then you’ll be locked again. If you miss the slot, you’ll have to wait until the next one. My advice would be to take the slot when it happens, whether you feel the need or not.”
If this wasn’t the glossy, glamorous corporate law world, what Shelley was being told would be almost barbaric. She didn’t know how to respond to what Sadie was saying and so she just looked at her.
“How will I know Miss Sadie? I mean how will I know when to go to the toilet”
Sadie didn’t answer her. She just looked at her and tilted her head sideways. She wasn’t about to help Shelley. Not too much anyway.
“I know, it’s a lot to take in slut. But you’ll get there. Like I said, for days or weeks it will be difficult but you’ll adapt and once you do, you’ll settle. It will get ‘easier’ but not ‘easy’. You’ll see. Now come, let’s go back into my main chambers, and wait for Tina to come collect you. I know you two get along and she will be able to point you in the right direction with certain things.”
 
“So she knows Miss Sadie? I mean about me, and this?”
Shelley indicated with her hand what ‘this’ was.
“She does. And she will help you. She is the only source of help that I will allow you. And trust me, she knows exactly what you are going through because she herself has been through, not quite the same process, but similar.”
This was like a shell shock to Shelley. She had listened to each and every word that Sadie said and processed it as that clitoral cap had sucked and sucked on her clitoris but she couldn’t quite get her head round the fact that Tina knew about this. She should have known ‘something’. There had been that sexual attraction, the touchy feely way that Tina was with her - the way this young lawyer had fuelled the desire in her. And now she was thinking that the lawyer who’d got her out of going to prison had taken her to Duvet & Derby Law with the intention of setting her up like this. And she didn’t know what she thought about that. 
She couldn’t make up her mind what she now thought or felt about Tina because there was just so much going through her mind. That and the fact that her body and her sexuality were in the process of betraying her so badly that she couldn’t cope with that. Already she was self-hating herself because of the way she was and had been addicted to those orgasms. And since that wet dripping, gushing orgasm that Sadie had given her, that addiction had simply increased.
 
Roughly five minutes later, she was face to face with Tina again. Now Tina simply looked Shelley up and down, and she sucked her teeth as a sign of some sort of disdain towards her. There was no smile, or no warmth there now. And yet Tina with Sadie, there was ‘something’ there. Sadie had told her that Tina had been through something similar. But now she wasn’t going through that any more. And she was trying to work that out on the fly as it were.
“Good slut, bad slut Miss Sadie.”
Tina addressed Sadie with something of a wry smile. That was like a triumphant thing as well. As though all the pieces, those being Shelley, had fallen into place.
“She’s going to be a good slut. I can feel it. But she has a lot to learn.”
Sadie spoke matter-of-factly and as Shelley stood, transferring her weight from stiletto to stiletto as she tried to deal with the sexual arousal being continuously fed in to her, she wished that these two women wouldn’t talk about her as though she wasn’t there.
“I’m sure you are going to ensure she is the best version of herself Miss Sadie. You did it for me.”
Both women turned their heads to look at Shelley. And Shelley herself felt a chill run down the core of her spine. She’d been somehow set up. She knew this now but again she didn’t know what to think of it. Her life, as she’d known it had been turned inside out and upside down and yet she couldn’t contextualise that. She didn’t know what it meant but at the same time she did know what it meant. And as the women looked at her, as they looked down at her, as though she was inferior to them, she cast her eyes to the floor since this seemed the right thing to do.
“Take her down. Work her, help her adapt. I want progress within weeks so that I can take her to the next level.”
Sadie again spoke in that matter of fact way, as though she were discussing a big case that the firm had taken on. Tina didn’t say anything else. There was a click of her fingers that drew Shelley’s attention.
“Come, let’s go, slut. Say thank you to Miss Sadie. Thank you for all she’s doing for you.”
Tina sounded different. Her tone was different, more business-like, more lawyer like. It was like she’d done her bit to bring Shelley in, and now things were different. Shelley turned to Sadie.
“Thank you Miss Sadie, for everything you’re doing for me. Thank you so much.”
There was no need for her to have sounded quite so grateful but that bit seemed to come naturally even though Shelley herself was just about comprehending her predicament. There was this feeling, this sensation that it was the sexual arousal that at least in part was dictating her tone and willingness to please these women.
“Don’t mention it honey. My pleasure. And you will be the best version of yourself, you’ll see.”
And with that Tina led the way and Shelley followed. And for the first real time she was feeling those tubes inside her, and knowing how her stance, her gait and her movements were altered by them. But more how she moved and could feel how the arousal was making her walk in a certain way. The high heels provide that slut strut, but that constant stimulation of her capped clitoris was something that provided and enforced the accentuation of that slut strut. Such as the hips swaying side to side. On the walk to the elevator she was discovering how she could, to an extent, pleasure herself, with that enhanced, slut strut walk.
And as she learned that she was not feeling so bad about herself any more. If she could pleasure herself this way then, she could learn to live without the orgasm in time. She wasn’t thinking it would be easy. She knew that would not be the case. But she was kind of seeing a way through for herself. That ok, she would not be able to orgasm to her hearts content any more, that aspect of her sexuality had been taken away, but that was not necessarily the end of the world.
But in reality Shelley had no idea what the future held in store such as in the deep dark hours of the early morning, in bed, when she was badly craving that orgasm, when she needed it so badly that she would do anything for it. But then realising that there was nothing she could give, nothing she could do for that orgasm. When she had like a terrible withdrawal from the crack like drug of ultra-orgasm, and when she could do nothing but come off the boil and weep herself to sleep.
Tina pressed the button for the elevator and turned to Shelley at the same time as running her hand over her skirted ass. That was like a sexual electric shock to Shelley.
“I can touch you, feel you, molest you any time I like, you hear me, slut? And you won’t move away, or avoid it. This is what you are now. You are sexual relief for someone, anyone, but not for yourself.”
Shelley moved in and pressed in to Tina.
“Yes, yes I hear you. I hear you. You know about the thing I’m wearing though right?”
She swallowed hard as another strong vibe of sexual pleasure was sent through her. She pressed her newly reddened lips together and rolled them in.
“I do. I know everything. Even about that cock you sucked for Malcolm. I know about that semen swimming around inside your digestive tract and I know about how Sadie will eventually break you. I know everything. I even know where it will all end.”
And that was like a shock to Shelley’s system and she just looked at Tina as the elevator doors pinged open. Tina took Shelley’s hand and walked her in. As the doors slid closed silently Tina moved in again, slightly turning Shelley to face her. And she kissed her, fully on the mouth. More of a kiss than she had given her before. This was a definite sexual kiss. One that she started with her full lips, but one in which she then introduced her tongue.
She started by tipping her tongue in slightly, as though she was exploring Shelley’s mouth. But then she was sliding more and more wet, slippery volume of tongue into her mouth, possessing it, and taking it however she chose to take it. Shelley pressed into that kiss and she felt the rub of her thick, teat like nipples against the breast bulges of Tina. And then one of Tina’s hands came up and mauled one of Shelley’s breasts through the blouse. At first she mauled the entire volume of breast flesh with her open hand but then she targeted the poke through of the nipple and she pinched and twisted a little. Not so much so it hurt, but just so that it added to Shelley’s sexual arousal.
The kiss ended when Tina pulled away, wiping her mouth as she did that.
“Please, please Tina please help me to cum. I need to cum.”
Shelley was breathless. Tina smiled in an odd, almost a sadistic way as she reached around Shelley to press the button for the floor one down from the 36th.
“Now you know I can’t do that. Miss Sadie wouldn’t like it. And you know right, she will KNOW if you get anything you are not supposed to get. You’re wired up to the max honey. That thing you’re wearing feeds everything back to Sadie. She got this app on her phone that she just taps into any time she wants to. For all we know she’s doing it now.”
Shelley was so horny she couldn’t keep still on her stilettos. But she was listening in disbelief at what Tina was saying.
“She can see your stats. Your pulse, heartbeat. And the app works out how aroused you are at any given time. And this timeline is recorded. She’ll be able to go back to the time that thing was fitted if she wanted to, just to see if you have orgasmed or not. Or more to the point, if you’ve ‘tried’ to cum.”
Again what Tina was saying was almost too much for Shelley to understand - but she did. She kind of got it. But she also got the cruelty of it.
“She expects to see a line, the line of how high your arousal is, a constant if you like. And if that line veers too low, or too high towards orgasm, or away from it, she’ll send you an electric shock, to bring that arousal down to acceptable levels.”
Shelley’s mouth just dried up as she listened to the knowledge that was dripping from between the lips of Tina.
“Why though Tina? Why? Why does she want me to live like this, to exist like this? I don’t think I can do it, I really don’t.
There was genuine bemusement in Shelley’s voice. And just at that exact time, the elevator pinged and the doors opened. Tina took Shelley’s hand again and led her out and back into the hustle and the bustle of Duvet & Derby Law. The last time she was down on this floor, she was excited about her second chance and a new start. Now that had been shattered, at least in her mind and she didn’t know how she felt. It turned out she didn’t know very much at all as she came to terms with how this woman Sadie Duvet had her in this sexual and psychological prison.
“You will do it because you have to Shelley. There is nothing you can do about it. And as to the ‘why?’ - she wants to control you, she wants to control everything about you, in every way. Mostly she wants to control your sexuality. In a way she is a sadist - it’s important that you know that. It’s not just about her controlling you, it’s about you getting through life as she does these things to you - as she denies you, and as she makes you go through things, just to gratify her. You’ll see that it’s about her gratification and not yours. To her, you’re just meat. I was that meat once and now you are her meat.”
Tina spoke as they headed back to the pool. She was playing good cop bad cop to perfection. One minute pleasuring Shelley within the confines of what was allowed, the next she was calling Shelley ‘slut’ and giving her the brush off. This would only add to Shelley’s torment going forward.
 









CHAPTER NINE

 
The Pool
 
“I’ll come back in a little while, to check on you. Try to concentrate on your work Shelley. That’s what you have to do. You have to try not to be distracted by what’s happening between your legs, and in your mind. You have to find the balance between your work, and that incessant, teasing pleasure you will feel all the time. If you manage to do that, then you have it at least partly cracked.”
Tina spoke to Shelley with a smile. The good cop was back again now and this was the one that Shelly preferred. She could still taste that fleshy tongue kiss that Tina had given her in the elevator, and for her Tina tasted ‘nice’ and she wanted more of that. Come to think of it she wanted more of anything that was even remotely linked to her sexuality. And Tina was someone she could relate to. Tina turned her on, it was as simple as that.
“I’m gonna try Tina I really am. But I’m so afraid of failing. Like what even happens if I fail?”
It was almost unthinkable that Shelley was accepting of what was happening her. That she was thinking the she could fail rather than she could just get up off her chair now and walk out. She wasn’t even considering that this was something that she could do - that she could just do and not look back. What could they do, what could Sadie fucking Duvet even do about it? Nothing was the answer, but Shelley wasn’t and wouldn’t think like that because she had already been partly rewired - partly broken into Sadie’s world. And from there, there was no going back. With every passing second she was getting in deeper and deeper. And it was like a priority for her already to try her best not to fail and to do whatever it took for her to get through what Sadie was putting her through.
“There isn’t any such thing as ‘failure’ Shelley. You can’t fail. You won’t fail, so don’t even think about that. The more you think you could fail the more the chances are that you will fail. And that can’t happen… it just can’t.”
And Tina’s voice tailed off as though she didn’t want to finish what she was going to say because it was too difficult for her to do that. She’d already told Tina that she knew how this all ended and those had to have been words that were resting on the psyche of Shelley with every passing second.. She just looked up at Tina, her teary eyes blinking.
“I’ll leave you to it. Just try to spend a little time thinking how you can get some sexual pleasure now. Not too much time, just a little to try to think how to replace the orgasms you used to give yourself. You’ve got to try to adjust, figure out how to reassign the sexual energy that’s all. One you do that you’ve cracked it.”
And again Tina’s words tailed off. Truth be known, Shelley wished she wouldn’t speak in fucking riddles. One minute she had to forget the orgasms that she’d wallowed in for as long as she could remember and the next she was encouraging her how to make the most of what sexuality she had left of her own. She wished that she would just spit it all out at once so that she just had one mega session of processing it instead of countless ones where the goalposts seemed to change and then change again. It was as though this was a deliberate ploy to keep her mind fogged and confused.
As Tina walked away, Shelley was processing her words, all of them. What did she mean by trying to think of ways to replace her orgasms? She sucked in a deep intake of breath just at that point and her chest lifted and then dropped again as she let out the breath. Then she felt that dragging sensation as her nipples gained friction inside the bra and inside the silk top she was wearing. That caught her breath again and she had to take a minute. It would be easier for her to try to make the most of her remaining sexuality than try to forget it altogether.
The sexual sensations from those hard thick nipple drags almost catching her breath. She took off her jacket and hung it over the back of her chair, but then became immediately aware of how much harder and longer those nipples were. She looked down herself and could see for herself how much of a display she was putting on. She considered putting her jacket back on but decided against it. She didn’t know why she did that, she just did. Maybe Sadie’s words were now getting the better of her as well.
“So how’s the new girl getting on.”
The male voice came from behind her and caught her off guard a little bit. She’d been deep in her own thoughts. By the time she turned on her chair there was this creepy middle aged man leaning over her. He had his hand on the back of the chair and he was leaning right over, and close to Shelley, pretty much in her personal space. He was so close to her that there was this wash of his hot breath over her face. Any other woman would have been outraged by this overt behaviour that was unceremoniously sexual. And yet Shelley wasn’t. She looked up at him and she nibbled at her bottom lip.
“Oh you know, there’s ups and downs, but I’m coping, just.”
And she looked up at him all eyes fluttering. It could have been an innocent flirt but Shelley knew that she would have never flirted with a man like this back in her normal life. For a start he was old enough to be her dad. And secondly he was the type of man that that would have made her cringe back in the day. But she knew that she was doing something, having some kind of connection with this man. And then she could feel his eyes crawling over the poke through of her nipples and rather than try to cover up, she pushed her shoulders back and thrust out her tits more, making that poke through even more profound. And in doing so making the view for him more pleasurable. 
If she analysed why she was being like this she would be dumbfounded. She never acted sexualised before. And yet she was now and this was almost too much for her to comprehend until she remembered that thing like a limpet, clinging to her clitoral bundle and ‘sucking’, gently sucking.
The man licked his lips, looked at her and then looked at her tits again. Then he leaned down closer to her, to whisper to her.
“Rest room, five minutes. I want to see how those glorious lips wrap around my cock, think you can do that for me?”
And Shelley heard and understood every word he was saying. But she was shocked to the core. Again, back in the day she would have spat in his face, or run a mile, or both. But now it wasn’t so bad. The sexual pleasure seemed to have been ramped up for this encounter and it was making it acceptable for her, even desirable.
And there was another thing that was on her mind, the knowledge that she wouldn’t orgasm. That should have been mortifying her, especially when Sadie had given her that mega orgasm that’d shown her what an orgasm could be for her. Now she seemed not content, but resigned to getting what pleasure she could in any way she could. And she seemed to be more than ok with doing what she needed to do in order to achieve that. If it was possible that a young woman, a young girl really, could be rewired a certain way then this was it. This surely had to be it. It had to be a masterclass in the manipulation of a young girl with sexual issues.
“I think I can try.”
And she heard her own sultry, dripping voice. This situation, the way she was being treated and this device that was fitted to her was making he behave in a certain way and that had to be at the back of her melting mind. The way Sadie and Tina were treating her was aiding that way she was acting. And yes, she was being rewired on the fly as it were.
“Good girl.”
She was surely too young to crave the taste of a cock in her mouth, and the sensation of that cock slipping between her lips? She was too inexperienced to have that need and that urge to suck this man’s cock. But what she’d been through, with Sadie giving her that ultra-orgasm and with the load of hot fresh semen that the janitor had given her so brutally, this need and this very real addiction was dictating her behaviour. It was like it was all in this big huge melting pot that was her mind.
There was no other explanation for it. And as she watched the man walking away she flicked her eyes round the pool. There were eyes on her, she could feel them. And yet everyone went about their business as though nothing was going on here. This was another psychological layer that was being applied to her. And now she was conscious that she had to be in the rest room suite of Duvet and Derby Law inside of five minutes.
 
“I think your knees are a good place to suck my cock from, don’t you?”
The middle aged man spoke candidly. He wasn’t really asking Shelley, he was telling her to get on her knees as he unzipped himself and unfolded this huge snake like cock in front of her. Inside Shelley took a deep breath. He was bigger than Malcolm the janitor and she had immediate thoughts that she wouldn’t even be able to get his cock into her mouth because it was so big - enormous really. That cock head was dripping pre-cum already and as she got down to her knees, she was having a closer look at it and she was licking her red lipsticked lips.
For some reason, partly down to her being rewired probably, it didn’t matter that the cock was beyond big - she just wanted to taste it. For micro seconds at a time there were alteration to the sensations her clitoris was being fed with, and just for those micro seconds at a time there was like a hint that possibly she would be able to achieve an orgasm after all. It was just that the sensations were that type of sensation - the one that would or could lead to orgasm. And this encouraged her to be more eager to suck that cock. This was her being more manipulated and kept in hope for an orgasm. And that deep desire to be at the peak of sexual pleasure would never leave her.
“This is the perfect place to suck your cock from sir.”
And there it was again that sultry sexy voice that Shelley never used, ever. It was like a smoky whisper that dripped from her mouth as she visibly salivated from being so close to that constrictor like cock. She flicked her tongue out and got down low, below the lowest point of the cock head and she turned up to get eye contact with his man as she flicked the end of his dripping cock with her tongue. And then she adjusted herself upwards so that she could slide her mouth over the giant cock head.
She surprised herself, at how wide she could open up her mouth and then how comparatively easy it was for her to slide her lips over those glans and then bring them into the warm wet confines of her mouth. This was something that she wanted to do now so badly. The old her would have been so disgusted in herself. But not now. She was craving that cock to be as far into her mouth as it could be. And then it dawned on her, how fucking lovely it would be to feel that cock being slid up into her cunt. Or better still into the tightness of her ass. But then the realisation that she couldn’t achieve that, not with the device locked on her. And not with all of her feminine plumbing down there imprisoned and controlled the way it was. It didn’t stop her having these obscene, graphic urges and fantasies though.
And all of that simply persuaded her to do a better job of sucking that cock.
“Eager little slut aren’t you? I think you’ll do well here girl. All you have to do, is make yourself available whenever the fuck anyone wants to use you. It’s simple really.”
This man spoke as Shelley began sucking his cock in earnest. She was making all of those obscene noises with her mouth as she serviced him. And she was producing all of the drool like saliva and she was getting used to and craving the taste of his pre-cum in her mouth and she gladly and eagerly swallowed all of it. The more she sucked him, the harder she sucked him, the more she wanted to do for him. The bigger the urges were to do this for him and do it well.
“Ohhhhhh big balls as well sir? Mmmmm delicious.”
She spoke up to him and had the direct eye contact again as she scooped his balls out of his pants. She wasn’t wrong though. His balls were big and heavy. One was set slightly lower than the other and this was an anomaly. But Shelley didn’t think much of it since she’d not done very much of this kind of thing at all. All she did know was that these balls were heavy and full of that same lovely stuff that had been flooded down her throat with the janitor. And she wanted some of that a lot. She wanted it badly as that little clit cap sucked her into a deeper form of submission than she had been in already.
No orgasm though. She couldn’t think of that right at this point.
“I want you to take it and swallow every drop. I don’t want any spillages, you hear slut?”
He spoke as Shelley had her mouth full of his cock. And she was massaging those huge balls with one hand whilst her other hand held the thick cock. That cock so thick in fact that her fingers could not meet around it. But she was doing a wondrous and eager job with her mouth. In this man’s terms she was putting her lipsticked mouth to good use. She slid her mouth around that polished bell end and she flicked her tongue over the pee hole as little dribbles of pre-cum oozed out. She didn’t waste any of that pre-cum. As far as she was concerned that was ‘her’ pre-cum and she was greedy for it. And she wanted to consume it all. Every last drop of it.
And then she was using her tongue, licking those exposed glans, making it nice for him. Wrapping her tongue around those glans so that he could feel the best sensations. And already she was thinking that she would want to do this again. There were times, like micro seconds that she thought that ok she couldn’t orgasm, but this wasn’t a bad thing to replace an orgasm with. Sadie could have her orgasms, that was ok as long as she could suck cock. Her behaviour and her thinking were being driven by the named partner of this law firm, Sadie Duvet.
“I’m gonna cum soon, so get ready slut.”
And in response to those words from the man, Shelley upped her game with her mouth. She fed on that cock greedily sucking him and making that obscene noise with her lips and tongue as she did. She happily let him hold her by the hair so that he could drive his cock deeper into her mouth and down her throat. She happily let him nudge the back of her throat with the head of his cock so that her breathing was restricted or cut off altogether. And when this happened her nostrils flared and her already huge eye opened wider and wider.
“Good girl. Good slut. Take it all like the little whore you are.”
The old Shelley would have never been spoken to like this, not ever. But now it seemed a further trigger to her being more aroused and more capable with her tongue. And that was it - the use, and the abuse of her feeding that rewiring that had already taken place. She was reacting to the way she was being treated and the way she was being spoken do. So she sucked that cock like she was eating it. And she was eating it as though she didn’t care about her old self any more.
“Here it comes you filthy slut.”
And right at that point Shelley felt that cock enlarge and thicken inside her mouth and throat. And she felt that cock head swell and then leak the last of the pre-cum before the actual ejaculation of semen. She made sure she tasted this pre-cum, something for her to hold onto when this was all over. And then she concentrated and she focussed on giving this man the best orgasm he’d ever had. At least that was what she thought she was doing. She was using her lips and her tongue and her hand in unison to pleasure this man and for the first time she wasn’t thinking about the predicament she was in. For the first time she wasn’t afraid or ashamed of what she had become and what she was doing. And for the first time in at least a few minutes she wasn’t thinking about her own orgasm.
She was thinking only of this man’s orgasm. And then it came, the first jet wash of semen hitting the back of her throat. Her throat then going into that auto swallow that was unavoidable. And then slightly selfishly her thinking about herself and her need and want to taste the semen that she was consuming. She was working out that she wouldn’t be able to do that until the gush of the ejaculation lessened or she would risk spilling it and that was something that she had been told not to do. So she drank and drank and drank.
 









CHAPTER TEN

 
The Walk Of Shame
 
Shelley was still wiping her mouth with the back of her hand when she did the walk of shame back to her office chair. And she could feel those eyes on her again. This time the pool seemed to come to a standstill as those eyes watched her. Or was that a trick her mind was playing on her? She didn’t know. Her heels were forcing that slut strut and there was this emphasised feeling that her hips were doing an arrogant, sexually motivated ‘couldn’t care less’ sway from side to side.
She hadn’t orgasmed so there was no come down from that. But she had peaked in a different way. The device had edged her several times during the cock sucking process and that had weakened her legs somewhat. And it had been like she was being rewarded for the work she was putting in with her lips and mouth and tongue. At least this was how her mind was processing it. And on top of that she was more than aware of the wetness she was producing inside the latex device she was wearing. And that the wetness inside that latex was being recycled and reused. She felt ‘dirty’ if that was the right word. She felt slovenly and sluttish because of what she had just done in that rest room and because of those eyes on her now. It was her mind coming down on her. He mind playing more of those psychologic tricks on her and she was learning that these tricks could be debilitating.
So instead of that orgasmic come down, she had the humiliation of that walk of shame. And there was nothing she could do about that. She slipped back into her chair. Maybe it had been what the man had said to her when he was tucking his snake like cock into the confines of his pants again.
“Welcome to the firm slut. I’m James Derby - the other managing partner of Duvet & Derby Law.”
And he had dropped that like a casual bombshell. Now she was kind of entrapped by both Sadie and this man, the other partner. And this had been almost too much for her to bare again. What was this world she had been sucked into? It was like this was a firm that should have been ashamed of itself for what it did to young women like her. It had been like she was coping as she sucked the semen out of his balls and out of his bell end. And now that he had dropped that bombshell it was like she was back to square one again.
She dropped her head, as though she was trying to get back into her work and so that she could be distracted from what was going on around her, but that was hard to do since now there was the renewed and constant nagging of that clitoral cap sucking and sending out those micro sub vibrations that seemed to pierce into the very core of her femininity. It was like she was on the beginning of a vicious circle all over again.
“Is that right slut, what I just heard? That you just serviced the cock of the other partner in the firm? How could you do that.”
That was a direct question from Tina. Shelley didn’t know where Tina was when she’d done that walk of shame. And she didn’t know where she’d come from now. She looked up, as though shocked but in a way she was stalling for time, trying to think of an answer. This was like another manipulation of her - like another turning of the screw inside her already melting mind. And here was Tina using a tone of voice that was telling Shelley that she’d done something wrong, or that she’d broken some golden rule or other.
“I’m sorry Tina. I didn’t know it was him at the time. He only told me who he was after I’d done it.”
Shelley sounded a little pathetic. As though not knowing who this man was made it ok to suck a cock during her hours of work.
“I’m not sure how this is going to go now Shelley. You’ve become owned by Sadie, and now you’ve sucked her partner off. You know they’re partners but they’re fierce rivals as well.”
And Tina let her words tail off. And it was like yet another bombshell being dropped in the lap of Shelley.
“Oh, shit. I’ve fucked up again haven’t I?”
And as Shelley spoke there were signs of her voice cracking. Tina was using more words that were alien to her - that Sadie had ‘taken ownership’ of her. What did that even mean? That was mind blowing to think about all on its own. But that this man was the other lead partner in this firm was something that was enough to cause a breakdown in a weaker woman. Again what kind of firm was this? And now this rivalry between them and that she had sucked his dick. It felt as though she was slipping down inside some kind of rabbit hole that she would never be able to climb out of. And even if she tried she still had the taste of his semen in her mouth.
That was the thing, Shelley had felt it was getting better. She’d been even feeling better about her restricted sexuality, even when she was sucking Mr Derby’s cock. She’d thought she had it all worked out. At least she’d thought that she’d started to work it all out. But now it was like she was back at square one, only worse. So that rabbit hole was getting deeper and deeper. And oddly what should have outraged her, was instead becoming normal for her. She wished she didn’t know this but she did. Knowing it meant that she couldn’t plead innocence.
“You have fucked up yes. I don’t know what Miss Sadie will say about this, or do. You’re going to have to let me deal with it and smooth it over if I can. Don’t you go to Sadie and say anything just yet. Let me speak to her first. Remember I know her. But then I didn’t suck the cock of her main rival so I don’t know how it’s going to go.”
Shelley desperately wanted and needed Tina to give her some good news but that wasn’t happening any time soon. Even when Shelley reached out to touch her hand, Tina recoiled in this almost disgusted way.
“Please Tina I want to make it right. How can I do that?”
Shelley sounded desperate to make it right. But at the same time she sounded as though it was a forlorn hope that she could make it so, anytime soon.
“Hopefully I’ll be able to smooth it over. But there are no promises. At least this is only your second day and so she will have some understanding of your sexual urges and needs still bugging you. Like I said, let me talk to her and let’s see what she says.”
Tina wasn’t that warm, huggable and kissable Tina at the moment, she was all business like and serious. And yet she was this with trepidation in her voice and this was concerning to Shelley.
“Please Tina, please be nice to me, please.”
Shelley felt as though she was in deep water. Water so deep that she was out of her depth in fact. She felt she needed Tina to be on her side. She’d give anything for one of those kisses now - one of those deep wet, tongue driven kisses. But Tina was having none of that. There was this barrier up between them and that had to be deliberately so. There was something that was eluding Shelley, and that was that she was being played in the most cruel of ways. Being played by different people at different times, including by Tina. And she would never think that this was the plan all the time. She was taking responsibility for her own actions even though she didn’t have to and shouldn’t have to. She was taking the hits time after time and this would soon begin the process of wearing her down even more.
 
Shelley sat at her desk for some time before she even attempted any actual work. But then there was a buzz and click from between her legs. At first she couldn’t work out what that was. She thought it might have been some sort of trickery to give her a new sensation, a new sexual torment through her sexuality. It did that but that wasn’t what it was for. Then she remembered her toileting. And from that she remembered Sadie’s words about her taking the opportunity to toilet when the device allowed her.
“Oh, I better go.”
She spoke to herself at the same time as standing, but now she had to do that walk of shame through the pool again. This time she was noticing more. She was noticing the up and down looks of disdain as she passed desks with older attractive women on them. It was like they knew what she had been up to and where she was going to now. There was the question of why should she put up with this and why didn’t she just leave? But she wouldn’t do that. The trap had already been sprung and she was in it now, hovering over that ever deepening rabbit hole.
“Slut.”
One woman hissed as she passed her and Shelley did slow her walk, to look at the woman, a woman probably in her forties but one that looked after herself and who somehow oozed class despite that word that had just slipped from her lips. The woman didn’t flinch, she didn’t bat an eyelid and she simply drilled her eyes into Shelley’s.
Shelley blinked first and walked past her and out of the pool to head for the rest room. In these seconds she had time to herself. The corridor was empty, there was no-one looking her up and down and judging her and she could be alone with her thoughts and the sensation that were flowing through her again. She tried to take stock of what was happening but was having no luck with that. She knew she needed to go to the toilet, to relieve herself because she didn’t know when she would feel that buzz and click of the device unlocking those tubes again. It could be hours or days.
“Fucks sakes.”
She spoke to herself out loud as she locked the cubicle door and as she hiked up her skirt to do the business. She was thinking to herself that that there cannot have been surely a more humiliating thing for her to have to do, or for her to contend with, than having her toilet time managed by Sadie Duvet up there in the big ivory tower. And yet this was exactly what was happening. She didn’t realise it, not fully until this precise time how degrading her existence was beginning to look. She got it, but she couldn’t see a way through it. Or couldn’t see a way to break free. She was sucking cocks in work, and having her sexuality manipulated and tormented by her elder and superiors. And there was nothing that she could do about it.
The tubes, on some kind of ‘auto’ slipped out, making her gasp, and pointed into the toilet bowl, releasing that pressure inside Shelley a little bit, so that she could ‘go’. And she did go - she hadn’t realised how much she’d needed to relieve herself because of the fact that she’d been so distracted with other things since she’d arrived at Duvet & Derby Law. And now she let out almost a grunt of relief as she emptied her bladder. And the release of that pressure seemed to do the trick for her to empty her bowels as well. Again the feeling of degradation, even though she was alone was high. She have to admit to herself at some point that the degradation, although cutting into her psyche was a further feed to her constant arousal.
She looked down at herself, her stockinged legs clenched at the knees, and those broad dark stocking tops with the paleness of her thigh flesh above. She looked down to her arched feet, in the stilettos and these were twisted slightly so that the toes of each foot pointed to the other foot. This gave her this vulnerable and bemused look.
She looked further at the protruding tubes that looked not only bizarre but obscene. And she could feel her ass clinging and squeezing that tube. It was odd, emptying her bowels this way. She just had to relax and it was like it all dropped out. For her bladder the same. The intimacy of looking after her own toileting had been taken away from her and this was almost a bigger torment in her mind than what she had going through and what she was going through sexually.
Then there was a little knock on the door.
“Shelley, it’s me, it’s Tina. You’ve been summoned to the 36th Floor.”
Shelley hadn’t heard Tina come in to the rest room. Though one would suspect if she’d wanted Shelley to hear her she would have. But none the less, she startled Shelley.
“Oh no! I’ve had to go… you know to the toilet, when this thing lets me.”
And for some reason as she was speaking to Tina through the cubicle door she was realising the enormity of her degradation and yet at the same time she was feeling the clitoral cap sucking her wide open receptors more firmly. So that degradation and the sexual pleasure was blending and combining into one. And this was another challenge that she had to get through. She watched the tubes recede back into her and then lock, and she felt it all tighten up again so that her inside plumbing was filled and stretched. And as that happened she swallowed dryly and squeezed her thighs trying to pleasure herself as much as she could, which worked, but only to an extent.
“Come out Shelley, we need to talk face to face.”
Shelley fully intended to go out after she had straightened herself out again. She wasn’t sure how she felt knowing that Tina knew what she’d been doing in the cubicle. This was silly though, since Tina knew everything, apparently. She clicked herself out of the cubicle and Tina was there waiting for her. Shelley moved in close to Tina, and she did that naturally. It was something that she was comfortable doing. This time Tina didn’t move away or look at Shelley as though she had a prostitute’s mattress strapped to her back.
Rather it was the opposite as she moved in for a soft, deep and highly charged kiss. This time there was no exploring Shelley’s mouth, she just went straight in deep and Shelley melted into the kiss with all of herself. She had to have been thinking what the fuck was going on? She had to have been bemused and confused all in one with how Tina was with her alone. Let alone with everything else going on in her mind and in her body. But regardless, she ate back into that kiss. A kiss that seemed to go on and on for a long, long time. And during that time Shelley’s arousal was high again - very high, to the point that she was being edged every few seconds. And her breathing pattern told of that.
“Mmmmmm you are red hot aren’t you, slut.”
Tina had broken the kiss off momentarily and pushed Shelley away so that she could look at her. This time she didn’t have a look of disdain on her face. This time she had a slight smile across her lips, like a sweet smile. And her eyes were piercing Shelley’s. 
For Shelley, she was so turned on just to be kissing Tina again. But she was visibly disturbed at how turned on she was and how long she had been turned on. She thought that with her orgasms taken away she would be able to switch off, or that she would switch off herself.
And maybe that would have been true. But she hadn’t been allowed to switch off. The device that Sadie had fitted her with ensured that she didn’t nor would she be able to switch off. She was saturated inside the latex, and she could feel that suction cup over her clitoris as though it was gliding over those wide open nerve endings to the core of her clitoris.
“I can’t help it Tina. I’m starting to feel exhausted. I’m not sure I can keep up with this.”
And as her words tailed off Tina came back in for another of those pornographic kisses which Shelley absorbed and ate into. She ate into it because that was what she needed to do. Tina broke the kiss again and just thumbed one of Shelley’s thick nipples in the process. Shelley gasped and she stumbled a little but then she leaned in for another kiss but Tina avoided it with a mischievous smile.
“You will because you have to. You’re Sadie’s slut now, and you have no choice but to keep up with it. You should know, if Sadie doesn’t kick you out now, for sucking her partner’s cock, in her time, then, it will get worse for you. You’re just being broken in now. You’re just being broken for Sadie. Once a certain level is attained then you will be taken deeper.”
Then Tina continued with the kiss she had avoided by making it an especially wet and dirty one. This time she licked Shelley’s lips, and then her throat before going back to the lips and sliding her tongue all the way in. This was the dirtiest kiss yet and it was as though Tina was letting Shelley know how much deeper it was going to be for her. It was as though she wanted to her know that there would be no room for exhaustion, as she moved forwards.
They stayed in that rest room for some time, kissing and touching, and with Shelley being stimulated by both the device she was fitted with and Tina. The edging was getting slowly more and more intense and it was something that would fatigue her. And yet she wanted it more and more. Always in the back of her mind was the notion, the misguided notion that she would get an orgasm. Eventually Tina broke off to say,
“Come on lover, we have to go see Miss Sadie now.”
That was all she said, and then she led Shelley out of the rest room by her hand.
 









CHAPTER ELEVEN

 
Edging To Another Level
 
“So, it’s right what I hear? You’re getting the taste for cock, right? And you think it’s acceptable to suck the cock of my partner, during work time?”
There was no greeting from Sadie. No smiles or expressions of understanding or warmth. It was like a direct interrogation. Shelled stood with her hand clasped behind her butt. This wasn’t how she would normally stand but she had been told to do so by Miss Sadie.
“I am Miss Sadie, I am getting the taste for cock, I’m so sorry. No, no I don’t think it’s acceptable to suck any cock in your time. It was such a mistake to suck the cock of your partner Miss Sadie. I’m so sorry, I’m a disgrace. I can’t help myself. I don’t know what’s the matter with me.”
If anything, Shelley was on the verge of tears. It was like she had all these emotions wrapped into one and she couldn’t deal with them. She was sorry but she wasn’t sorry. She was ashamed but she wasn’t ashamed. It was a mistake to suck Mr Derby’s beautiful cock, but it wasn’t a mistake. She was disgrace but she didn’t care because of what was going in her mind and what that device was doing to her vagina.
“It’s ok girl. I know what’s the matter with you and that is all that matters.”
And this was the thing. Shelley was being manipulated, coerced and exploited from a number of different angles. Her brain couldn’t take it without there being some level of breaking, and her sexuality was in this constant cycle of betraying her, and she couldn’t take that either.
“If I can make it up Miss Sadie, I will I promise.”
She sounded like a child. And somehow, the fact that she sounded like a child diminished, or tried to, the level of head fuckery she was being sucked into. It was like she was in the deepest of trouble and not even knowing it. She’d been in trouble that day in court, when Tina, her lawyer had told the court that she and her company would be able to help Shelley. That they would be able to give her a new start in life. They’d promised the world, and yet Shelley wasn’t comprehending how far from that promise this company, these people were right now. Or not really in which direction she was being dragged.
Looking back now there should have been a red flag waving but there wasn’t - why would there be? Tina was a lawyer helping her. There was no way a young girl like Shelley would have known, or could have known what was in the future for her. There was no way that she could have even part guessed that what Tina was selling to the judge wasn’t a good idea. It had been like Shelley was a lamb being led to the slaughter and Tina was part of that, of course she was. It was like the legal system had sucked her into a reception room to Sadie Duvet’s world and Tina, the junior Lawyer was also Sadie’s receptionist.
Shelley may have been piecing it together in her mind now. But now was too late. She’d been sucked in. She’d had her mind and her sexuality played with, like a toy, and now it was too late. The perspective she would getting from piecing it together now was not the same as if she’d known in the court that day what would happen to her going forward. Now she was looking at the world from a very different viewpoint.
“You think hey? You think you can ‘make it up’ to me?”
Sadie was in this reflective mood and her tone told of that reflection. She wasn’t seething angry with Shelley and that in itself was unsettling. It was certainly unsettling for Shelley herself. She’d expected the worse possible outcome after what she had done. If the truth be known she hadn’t known where this was going to go and now, the calmness, the lack on a seething anger was something that was deeply unsettling for her as she stood in front of the crossed legged, brown skinned woman. And with the taste of semen still in her mouth.
“I can try Miss Sadie. I promise I can try.”
Shelley’s voice was ’tiny’. Slightly behind her to the side of her Tina stood stock still. She didn’t say a word. She was part of this. She was part of this vibe on the 36th floor now. Maybe the worse of it was because they were in that inner sanctum of the 36th floor. That bit that Sadie had taken Shelley to the first time round and where she’d locked her up in that device and where the janitor had come to dip his cock into her mouth and throat.
There was this ‘collective’ vibe that did the unsettling and that grated and ground on the nerves of Shelley. But it didn’t stop that continual and incessant arousal between her legs, provided by that device that was locked, and suckled to her.
“What if I told you that ‘punishment’ was the only way that you could make it up to me? What if I told you there was no other way that it could possibly be made up?”
The tone of Sadie was cool, calm, matter of fact. And yet the underlying vibe was something else. There was this intimidation and there was this ‘threat’ that was just there. And yet it was all combined with this calmness that provided the trembles. And there were trembles. The longer this went on the more Shelley could feel the trembles running up and down the length of her nylon sheathed legs.
“Then that would have to be the way it is Miss Sadie. If I have to be punished then I have to be punished. I’ve done wrong so I have to be punished.”
No, no, no, Shelley hadn’t done anything wrong! She’d been the victim of coercion. She WAS the victim of coercion, and manipulation. And yet this was a test by Sadie. What she was doing was testing Shelley as to the concept of ‘punishment’. She wasn’t detailing a punishment, not yet. Or she wasn’t indicating what a punishment might consist of. She was merely suggesting it, and then seeing what came back from Shelley. And now she smiled.
“I like that girl. I like it that you can tell right from wrong and that punishment is a way to right wrongs. That’s a good start, it really is. But what would you say is an appropriate punishment - say for this - for sucking the cock of my partner in this firm? I mean I’m curious as what you think the punishment might look like?”
Sadie was smiling but it was an odd smile. It was a smile that told she was searching deeper within Shelley. Shelley thought for what seemed a long time before she responded, but in reality this can have only been a few seconds.
“I don’t know Miss Sadie. I think a ‘punishment’ is what YOU deem appropriate. What I think is irrelevant, surely? If I have to make it up to you via punishment, then I cannot say what that punishment should be.”
Shelley was constantly shifting on her stilettos. She was constantly shifting her weight from one foot to the other, as though the activity between her legs was driving her slowly madder and madder.
“That’s a very good answer girl. I have to say that I am becoming very impressed with you. And impressed with Tina for bringing you to me.”
If this was not a direct indicator that Tina was and had always been in cahoots with Sadie, then nothing was. For anyone on the outside looking in, this tone and this attitude of Sadie should have been more deeply worrying. There would have to be this notion that Shelley needed to get the fuck out of that place and get as far away as possible, and not be sucked further in. But she was being sucked in and her ability to pull herself out of it was receding by the second.
“Thank you Miss Sadie.”
Shelley would have heard the words dripping from between her red lips. She would have never been as submissive to another human being, let alone like this. But her mind had been fucked with. Her head had been messed with in the most casual and yet cruel way.
“So, for instance, do you think you should be ‘spanked’ across my knees? A good hard spanking for what you’ve done? Or, do you think a ‘caning’ would be more appropriate? Say six, or twelve of the very best with my favourite cane, across your bare ass cheeks and at the tops of your thighs? OR, better still maybe a sound and prolonged ‘bullwhipping’? I could string you up, by the wrists, and whip the entirety of your back, your ass and your legs. You could feel the whip curl around your hips and bite in to your flesh. How about that? I mean, I am a woman who could do any, or all of the above. And what you have done, willingly and eagerly suck the cock of not only a man on work premises, but the cock of my partner, surely warrants such a punishment, no?”
Sadie’s tone had changed slightly. It had got deeper, like she was drawing her reserves from somewhere else in her psyche. That she had chosen to detail all corporal punishment means had sent shivers down the spine of Shelley. And that showed in the shocked expression on her face. She didn’t know how to handle the fact that Sadie’s almost husky description of each of the punishment methods was exiting her between the legs as well as scaring the hell out of her. She didn’t know that anything remotely sexually linked would excite her. All she knew was that she was constantly excited and wet inside her device.
The less ‘violent’ of the punishments was the spanking and this was something that she was envisaging in her mind. The intimacy of it, being over Miss Sadie’s knee with her ass bared as this older woman spanked her. It sounded, in her mind almost ‘playful’. But she had to stick with her original thought patterns. She moved her head slowly from side to the side, as though to the negative.
“Miss Sadie, I couldn’t possibly decide the appropriate one, of what you detail. I know I have done wrong and have to pay for that and make it up to you….”
And she let her words tail off. Sadie smiled slightly.
“Another good answer girl. And you’re right of course, it could never be up to a girl like you to decide what your punishment should be. Like I said I can do any of those I stipulated. And trust me, you would know you’ve been punished.”
That was the thing, Shelley didn’t not believe Sadie. She believed her and some. What worried her was that all of those punishment methods made her imprisoned clitoris throb almost ‘out loud’.
“However, I have, for this occasion a much better punishment that you can learn from. And one that will be long lasting in your mind, and your body.”
And Sadie hung her words there. Shelley didn’t know whether to be relieved that she wasn’t going to be beaten in some way or another, or that she should be more worried.
“I don’t follow Miss Sadie? I mean ‘punishment’ suggests some kind of pain or at the least discomfort, and that would be appropriate for what I have done, so I don’t follow what you have said.”
Miss Sadie recrossed her shapely, long legs and there was this sound of nylon rasping nylon.
“I know you don’t follow girl, but you will. It’s all just a matter of time.”
Again there was the change in tone of Sadie’s voice. What was disturbing and bizarre on every level now was how Shelley had been sucked in. How she had been sucked into this parallel world where the coercion of her, where the control of her, and the manipulation of her had been normalised - and how she was falling deeper and deeper into that without seeming to resist at all. 
It took some time to realise that her mind and her sexuality were the key to her cooperation of her own demise. It didn’t really matter how Sadie chose to punish her, Shelley would go along with it and she would go along with it increasingly grateful for the opportunity of making amends for the wrongs she had committed.
“What if I said, there is another level to what you feel between your legs? Another level of edging that when applied over a period of time, an extended period of time, will destroy a few more of your brain cells? And then at the end of that time, an orgasm that you can only try to imagine, but will fail because you can’t imagine that much pleasure happening to you?”
Sadie let her words be absorbed by Shelley.
“But, is that ‘punishment’ Miss Sadie? It sounds like ‘heaven’ to me, not punishment. Sorry, unless I’m missing something Miss?”
The thing about Shelley was that she was intelligent. Yes an intelligent young woman. Yes she was living with what was going on in her head and between her legs and yet she could still filter what she needed to, to respond to Sadie.
“There’s more than one way to punish you girl. There’s more than one way to inflict pain and discomfort on you. And there are ways to inflict that hurt you psychologically, and emotionally so that you learn from them and don’t forget. There’re ways to punish you that you cannot comprehend, and will never comprehend. And it’s with one of these ways that I am going to punish you.”
Sadie stopped talking again and she was looking right at Shelley. The way she had spoken had spooked the young girl somewhat. And yet, in that spooking there was the promise of another level of edging, and then an orgasm. It was like the bait to coax Shelley deeper into the rabbit hole, and that was something that she could never have walked away from.
“I understand Miss Sadie. I want to be punished your way, or it won’t seem legitimate, if that makes sense Miss?”
Shelley was talking herself into probably one of the worse punishments she could be prescribed but she didn’t know it. All she could see, all she was attracted to was the orgasm at the end of it. She didn’t have any other way of achieving an orgasm except this, so in her mind she had to go with it. It had gone from her entitled to whatever orgasms she wanted, whenever, to grasping opportunities to have an orgasm when there was a chance of one. 
There was no down side for her. Yes the edging drove her mad and yet she wasn’t thinking straight. Sadie had mentioned another level of edging, and another level of orgasm. Of course Shelley was intelligent but she was also now, sexual driven and she wasn’t filtering the finer details. She wasn’t filtering the nuances that would be required to see her through this, and remain intact.
“Good girl. Then we’ll get this over straight away. I think three days will suffice. And I’ll look forward to seeing another version of you when you come out the other side. It won’t be the final version but it won’t be the version you are now either.”
And that was it with Sadie. She could layer the reveal a little at a time. A punishment, a spanking for instance might have been over in minutes. But this punishment was ‘days’. And at the end of it there would be another version of her. That should have scared her, it should have scared her half to death. And yet it didn’t, it excited her. It excited her between the legs, and she needed it. She needed to go through what Sadie had described. She wanted it and she needed it so, so badly.
Slightly behind her Tina was listening and there was this shadow that seemed to creep over her pretty face as she nibbled her own bottom red lip. She knew what Shelley was in for and she knew that it wasn’t good. She above all else knew that Sadie was a sadist. And she knew the depths and the destruction that she could, and would inflict. She had come to this stage herself. She’d had a peak into that ‘other level’ but she hadn’t been taken all the way in. She’d just been shown, she’d just been told about it by Sadie and that little glimpse of it had been enough to scare her off.
“You better find me a replacement for you girl. Or you will be sorry. Very sorry.”
That was what Sadie had said to Tina when she’d refused to go any further into her world. She’d been cold, and she’d been angry inside. There had been a measure of that seething anger in Sadie that had got to Tina. And now that Shelley was in the precise position that Tina had been in, she wasn’t about to back out. She wasn’t about to say enough was enough. So all of this was Tina’s fault and that was apparent in Tina’s demeanour and her pallor. This was all her fault. She had sucked Shelley into this downward spiral of taboo perversion. And now there was no way that she could reverse that, or cancel it. It was out of her hands. And she could feel her hands sweating because of it. Did guilt produce sweat like this? She didn’t know the answer to this of course.
“Yes. Yes Miss Sadie, let’s do this now. It’s better I learn now than later.”
And there was this sad eeriness, the eagerness with which Shelley wanted to be subjected to this punishment that Sadie had only partially detailed.
 









CHAPTER TWELVE

 
Orgasm To Another Level
 
24 hrs Later
 
Like with everything else that have levels, there are levels of cruelty. Shelley had been subjected to cruelty from the moment she met Tina at court. And she had been subjected to slowly increasing levels of cruelty ever since. At the point that Tina had herself pulled out of Sadie’s total grasp, Shelley had been manipulated and coerced in to beyond the point of return.
But more than that, she had been subjected to a crack-cocaine like infliction of sexual addiction. And more to the point she had been locked in to that with very little chance, or opportunity to pull out. The lure of the orgasm and not forgetting the power of that device that was locked to her now, were not things that endeared themselves to helping her get out. They were tools of Sadie Duvet’s trade. Tried and tested tools that assisted in the process of melting the mind of the victim. Was Shelley a victim? Yes she was.
This had to have made Tina’s part in Shelley’s capture even more disturbing. She was fully willing and able to throw Shelley under a bus and that said something about her. But what did it say about her? And, why when she had wriggled free of Sadie’s grip, didn’t she go on to leave the firm and her orbit altogether? It suggested that she couldn’t break herself free of this woman, not totally. It suggested that Sadie had something on her - something that kept her close. Something that saw her become like a reluctant assistant to this brown skinned sadist woman.
And yet it was something that also ensured that she was enabled to replace herself with Shelley. That she had to replace herself at any cost. And that spoke to the hold that Sadie still had over her. One had to wonder what it was she had over her. It seemed that Tina had a story of her own. Maybe one day she would tell it.
 
Shelley was making noises, but they weren’t human noises. She sounded more like an animal in some kind of advanced and dire distress. Up there on the 36th floor, no sound got out, and no sound got in from the outside either. In that special place on the 36th floor, away from Sadie Duvet’s own personal chambers, there was this vacuum that had been created the moment the doors were closed and sealed. There was no hint from the inside that this place was so high up. And from the outside it was just a top corner of the building that had no windows and no hint that a place like this on the inside existed.
The level of edging that Shelley had been subjected to over the last twenty four hours had been intense and it had been incessant. This type of edging made what Shelley had been through before this, like a walk in the park. Time after time that device had brought her to the edge of an orgasmic explosion that threatened to make her pass out. But she never got to the explosion. Instead, she was taken to the edge and then forced to hover there. That was what she did - she hovered and fluttered on this edge, desperate to be allowed to fall into the abyss, but never permitted to. Desperate to be allowed to cum, but never permitted that explosion of pure and undiluted pleasure.
Instead, that level of need and utter beautiful niceness was just raised and raised. That edge of the abyss was manipulated and played with, and adjusted to the heart’s content of Sadie Duvet. And to a level that ensured that Shelley’s eyes were wide and ‘mad’. Indeed there was this feral quality to the way she looked on the rig. She looked strangely like the old her - like the original version of Shelley. And yet at the same time she didn’t. At the same time she looked, and sounded like this feral animal that was suffering something unspeakable. And this was disturbing to see. And yet again at the same time it was something that once the eyes were drawn to it, couldn’t be dragged away again.
To see this poor girl, this innocent girl trying to come to terms with what she was feeling and what she was experiencing, and failing to do that, was something to behold. But it would leave the viewer never the same again. Once one saw this, one couldn’t un-see it. To see Shelley not being aware of whether she was experiencing pain or pleasure but in any case, not caring which it was, was also something to behold. And to see this poor girl break out into a thin film of sweat that matted her hair and coated her pretty face, and then her feral eyes staring, stark and bulging was something that one would never forget.
Tina was to one side, standing. It wasn’t clear why she was there until, that is, Sadie offered up a gem of wisdom.
“Look Tina, that could have been you. It could have been you experiencing what this slut is experiencing now.”
And she spoke as though Tina had turned down a mega day out on the big rides. In a way she had. Tina didn’t respond. Her eyes were fixed on Shelley. Maybe she was even thanking her lucky stars. Except the way that Sadie had spoken, it was as though she knew that there would be a certain amount of longing and needing still in Tina to be going through what Shelley was now going through. That part of her would be sorry that she wasn’t on that rig. But part of her was grateful to fucking kingdom come that she wasn’t in Shelley’s shoes right now and that she had managed to pull out. There’s always been something that’d held Tina back from taking that fateful further step into the very inner sanctum of Sadie’s sadism.
Sadie had ensured that Tina witnessed what Shelley was being put through. It could have been part of her ongoing hold on her young protege. Like an ever increasing hold and one that told and taught Tina that she would never be able to simply walk away. There was this sense that Sadie was larger in Tina’s life than the young lawyer would have liked, but that she didn’t have any control over that. And her in this space on the 36th floor was a must for Sadie. A must so that she could increase her grip on the one that almost got away. There was this ever increasing sense that it wasn’t all over for Tina, not by a long way. But also there was this sense that a path forward for her had yet to be decided.
 
Sadie played with the long thin remote control and she adjusted the feed to the device tightly secured inside and outside of Shelley. Shelley’s nostrils were flared, as feral as her eyes as she tried to absorb the un-absorbable. What she was feeling was pleasure that hovered around and inside her clitoris. She would have been feeling that her clitoris was just about to blow and that was something that registered in her eyes. That feeling, that sense would have ebbed and flowed, unlike the edging the she was being subjected to.
There would have been this sense that something bad would happen to her if this pressure, if this build-up of orgasmic bliss was not released into the ether soon. It was like she was being taken to a point zero. Not to zero exactly but a point just above that, and if she reached that point then it might not be a good thing. But at the same time, the crack like draw of that orgasm, that ultra-sexual pleasure was too strong for her not to want it. To say that this poor girl’s mind and her body were being ‘fucked’ but not in a good way, would be an understatement.
There was the constant tremble of Shelley even though her femininity was contained and secured. Her arms were down at her sides and secured at the wrists and elbows and her legs were spread as wide as her hips would allow and then secured at the knees and the ankles. And she was naked except for the device. The bondage she was in was simple to the eye. Simple and yet effective against what she was being subjected to otherwise.
And that was it - in this space on the 36th floor the scene was simple and yet so complex at the same time. At first it was difficult to see, or recognise why this girl was in so much distress. But a closer look at her would reveal why this was. A closer look at her sexuality through the transparent latex of the device would reveal that her flesh was constantly moving. Constantly trying to get that ultimate pleasure. It was like her sexuality had a mind of its own. There was this wet undulation of the flesh and then the little bubbles of sexual fluid squeezing past the tube and out into the latex prison. It was like Shelley’s sexuality had been animalised. And then this animal brought to a life of its own.
“Mmmmmm nnnggggggmmmmmmmppphhhhhhhh.”
Yes she could make this noise that was not human. But one look into her eyes would reveal that getting into any cohesive form of conversation would be an impossibility. There was this vacantness in her eyes. A vacantness to the wider world but not a vacantness to the world that she was in. And that was it, she was locked into some kind of world that she could just look out from but nothing else. That sexual pleasure so high, so drippjngly wet and high, and yet so denying as well making her hover on the edge of that abyss that threatened to swallow her up. There was recognition in her eyes. But that came and went. It came and went with the spasms and the pulses of pleasure that fluttered and hovered around her clitoris.
Yes there was her clitoris. Shelley had come to know that bundle of eight thousand live nerves that made up the clitoris. She had come to know it very well and very intimately in her old life. She’d known how to make herself cum more or less at will and on demand. And yet she didn’t know it so well now. That clitoral bundle after this amount of time had changed to such a degree that she didn’t know it any more. She had this sensation right there and yet she didn’t recognise it. She had this ‘lump’ of a sensation that seemed to have a pulse of its own. And that lump of a sensation seemed to move around inside the cap it was secured inside of. And she had this sensation of something emanating from that lump that was feeding off the pleasure - but not feeding enough. And all the time her eyes flickering, trying to focus but failing. And that feeling that she wanted out of this world.
But looking at Sadie, absorbing all she was seeing and all she was hearing, she wasn’t in the kind of mindset to see her let Shelly off the hook any time soon. Two days of this to go.
 
Another 24 hrs Later
 
“Miss Sadie, you don’t think her heart will fail, do you?”
Tina asked quite casually, although there was some concern in her voice as she looked down on Shelley.
“Quite possibly. But I’m assuming she’s young and strong. And that she can take it. In fact I’d put money of the fact that she can take it. And she’s going to take a lot more. I want her different to what she was before. I want her to know where her destiny is and who is holding that destiny in their hands. I’m sure I don’t need to explain things to you Tina - you know. I know you do.”
The conversation could have been one that shocked and outraged. But for some reason it didn’t. Yes Shelly was in an advanced state of suffering the denial of a mega orgasm. But it was all under control. There was this feeling, this general and wider sense that Shelley was in safe hands. That she was suffering yes, but also that she was in ultra-safe hands. And that Sadie wasn’t a senseless sadist, and that she was a safe one. That she knew what she was doing and how far she could take anything she decided to do at any given time.
Shelley’s lips were quivering now. There was this sense that she was trying to form words and slip those words from between those quivering lips - but that she was failing to do that. It was like she was this intelligent young woman who’d had her intelligence taken away from her for this time. And that she’d had any sense of logic and sense taken away from her.
And that was true - so all consumed was she, by the orgasm she wasn’t being given, that nothing else was of any concern to her. There had to be a notion that if she could form words and propel them out of her mouth, then she would beg for that mega orgasm. That she would sell her soul to the devil just so that she could explode that orgasm from her clitoris and from her mind.
There was this ‘thing’ in her eyes that was beyond a mere desperation. And from that there was this sense that she was on a point of ‘checking out’, but that she wasn’t allowed, or permitted, or able to check out. That she was being held at this point that was deliberately a no-mans-land. That she couldn’t retreat from it and that she couldn’t go forward and simply check out. The conversation between Sadie and Tina bore this out as true.
“She wants out doesn’t she, I can tell?”
Tina had been alarmed at the deterioration of Shelley.
“She does, but she can’t have that as an option. The point she’s at in her mind and her sexuality is one that she can’t shift from because I won’t let her. She’s just hovering there and she’s fluttering there. She’d give anything, do anything for that orgasm now. And this is a good thing going forward. That feeling, that need in her to do anything will remain with her long after this session comes to an end. It’s like that orgasm I gave her all that time ago - the one that blew her mind, that was like a hit of crack. And this that she’s going through now is like a booster shot of ultra-crack. And it’s one that she won’t be able to let go of as long as she lives. You’re witnessing a young girl in a state of change. And the change is an evolution. This won’t be the final version. It’s just an evolution. There will be other evolutions.”
Sadie Duvet spoke calmly about what she was doing to Shelley. All the time she was speaking she didn’t take her eyes off the tethered girl she had at her complete mercy, and all the time Tina was soaking up what she was being told. But Tina was a deathly white in colour. It was like she was realising that there but for the grace of god, it could have been her on that rig. It was like she was glued to it, and to what was happening to Shelley but at the same time guilty as fuck that she had got out of it. Yes, there was guilt there and that came through from Tina. But Sadie knew this. She was playing another game with Tina - different from the one she was playing and inflicting Shelley with. But a game none the less. Inside Tina was distraught but between her legs she was saturated.
 
And A Final 24 hrs Later
 
“Blink once, if you want to cum. Just one blink to tell me that you need to cum and I’ll see what I can do.”
It was Sadie’s way of gauging Shelley’s ability to respond. Her need to orgasm was beyond high, and so she should have been understanding what she was being asked. And she should have been able to respond accordingly. She blinked once - a stuttering, faltering blink but it was one none the less. That this poor girl had lost her mind was not at question. It was the level of mind loss that could have been questioned.
“Good girl. Very soon you can cum. I’ll let it all out of you in a little while I promise.”
Sadie was right in close to Shelley and she was letting her hot breath was over her sweat coated face. Shelley looked up at Sadie in this way that told of her despair and her desperation. There was this melancholy in her eyes - like she knew she was beaten. Like she knew that she’d lost her mind, but not that she knew what happened next. This was a level of sexual manipulation and torture that couldn’t be attained by anyone living a vanilla life. This was torture being inflicted that was from the darkest corners of a sadistic mind.
To see Sadie Duvet, the all-powerful lawyer by day and Demoness by day AND night was like a surreal experience that didn’t get any easier to comprehend the longer the torture went on. This was a woman who was capable of utter chaos in the form of sexual torture and orgasm denial. A woman that didn’t bat an eyelid because of what she was doing to Shelley. A woman who Tina just watched, her mouth dry as she literally hovered Shelley on the edge of some kind of abyss that was not describable and not comprehensible. If anything, Tina was speechless and petrified for Shelley at the same time. And one thing for sure was that she was powerless to do anything to stop what was happening to her.
 









CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 
Coming Out The Other Side
 
When Sadie spilled Shelley into orgasm it was an ‘event’. There could be no other description applied to what this poor girl experienced. Sadie had made a few adjustments to the device fitted to Shelley and then she’d pressed a combination of buttons on the remote control, that set off a process - or that set off the ‘event’.
“Mmmmmm eeeeeewwwwwlllllllllllll.”
Shelley made some kind of mewling, wet noise and then her eyes opened wide. There was a disturbance happening inside her mind that was clear. The rig had tightened up, adjusted itself and she was held rigid. But something was happening inside her mind just before the orgasm came. And when it came her eyes bulged and almost popped out of their sockets. And then there was this tremble, a whole bodily tremble which, if Shelley hadn’t been held in check by the rig she was secured to, would have bounced her to the floor.
But in this state there was no escape from the orgasm that was doing its final build up and then roll. And that was it - it was like a tsunami of absolute pleasure that under normal circumstances would not be something that a normal person could cope with. There was this absolute shard of intense sexual joy building behind that clitoral bundle and this time it was being built more than it had been in the last three days. This time that orgasm wasn’t being denied it was being given and Shelley would have been getting that message loud and clear. And this was a process that she couldn’t control herself, or slow down. When it came it just came. And then came some more.
Sadie made more adjustments via the remote control and there was this dull buzz and click sound, and with that the two tubes just slide out and protruded a little. This was her toileting locks opening and releasing. In order for her to experience all of that impending orgasmic bliss there could be no restrictions down there at all. If there was anything in her bladder and bowels it had to come out - under pressure.
“Mmmmmm eeeeeeewwwwwlllllllll grrrrrrrrrr.”
Her noises of distress were getting more and more and there was nothing she could do about that. There was this sense that even if she was fully compos mentis then she wouldn’t have been able to do anything about those noises she was making. She may have been aware of them as she was now, but those noises were like an outlet for her to relieve some of the pressure. And it had been a pressure built up cruelly over three days. And now it was being let out all at once. It was being released with an amount of pleasure that was also pain. What Shelley could feel and would feel over the period of the orgasm, she wouldn’t be able to distinguish from pain and pleasure, or both.
“That’s a good girl. Just roll with it. Feel yourself change, on the fly. You’ll be a better version of yourself already after this and the work will hardly have started yet.”
It was the same mature, calm Sadie that spoke and yet there was something else in that voice of her’s. It felt like she herself was reaching a point that she had never reached in her sadistic career before. There was that recognition in her that this was the furthest she’d taken a slut before. And she was right in close - as though she wanted to experience Shelley’s orgasm as a sadist but that she wanted as well to devour that orgasm all for herself.
“You see what you’re missing Tina? This could have been you. Look at her. You’ll never know, not really what she’s going through - just that she’s going through ‘something’ big.”
There was almost this bitchiness in the tormenting of Tina as Shelley exploded into the thick of an orgasm that would change the very core of her femininity forever. And that was it, as that orgasm reached a peak and was then released Shelley let out some kind of sigh of utter relief. And yet with that relief was the absolute noise of despair and sexual joy.
Yes it was an orgasm and she recognised it as such. But it was such an intense orgasm, such a mind and body debilitating orgasm that she just looked. That was it, she just looked, her eyes bulging ready to pop. And as the device and Sadie did what they did, there was this addictive crescendo going on inside Shelley’s mind and inside that little cap attached to her clitoris that just gripped her and didn’t let her go.
She held her breath and then let it go. And she did this time and time again. The device didn’t just allow and make that orgasm happen but it held the peak there - held it right there until it would have felt to Shelley like she was about to pass out, or check out. One of the two, or both. Sadie got down low and she held her flared nostril close to the bubbling mouth of Shelley.
She wanted to smell her despair and she wanted and needed to taste it if she could. And she did. And for the first time this was Sadie, this mature, elegant woman of the law gaining some kind of gratification for herself. Under anything except these conditions this would have cheapened this magnificent woman. But in the here and now this wasn’t the case. It was almost a beautiful moment between sadist and slave.
And when Shelley was at that peak, she squirted through the vaginal tube. She squirted a mix of urine and sexual fluid under such pressure that it was almost as though that tube was a hose. But that wasn’t all. This orgasm, this mega, ultra-orgasm was such that it affected every muscle in Shelley’s young body. There would have been the wondering in her mind where the orgasm was actually coming from and going to. It would have been emanating from her clitoris and inside that clitoral bundle, and yet it would have been like it was so much more than a clitoral climax. And as she expelled the contents of her bowels through that anal tube it was like her degradation was at last complete. But that wasn’t it at all. She’d lost control of her bodily functions through an orgasm that wasn’t meant to be. There was this sense that an orgasm of this magnitude, rather than being a part of the sexual pleasure principle was not. Instead it was a sense that it was like a weapon. And the degradation was simply something that was a bi-product of what Shelley was becoming.
 
But that was true, it was like a weapon. A weapon of the mind and of the sexuality. Sadie made some more adjustments via the remote control as Shelley’s bodily wastes were sucked away via a drain under the bondage rig she was secured to. The tubes retracted, back into the device and back into Shelley as she was brought down from that orgasm. That was something that had to happen slowly and carefully. That was something that couldn’t happen in an instant. It had to be slowly. This wasn’t to save the post orgasmic low that was bound to come.
Rather it was so that Shelley’s body and her mind could adjust to what had just happened to it. It was akin to not pulling a deeply embedded knife out of a wound so that the victim didn’t bleed out. In Shelley’s case it was so that her mind didn’t blow altogether when that pleasure, that amount of pleasure wasn’t there anymore. It was so that she could adapt and readjust as she came down and so that nothing adverse would happen to her body or her mind that wasn’t totally controllable by Sadie.
“I know. I know darling, you know it, don’t you? You know you’re not the same any more right?”
The orgasm had come down and then faded out and there’d been this wailing sound that came from Shelley. That was the despair that the drug of orgasm wasn’t there anymore. But then the deeper set wailing sound was of a young woman who didn’t know who, or what she was any more. The rig and the device had loosened off a little but not totally. And the sucking clitoral cap wasn’t doing it to any degree any more. And if anything the wailing sound that Shelley was making was a sign of instant withdrawal. She’d had the hit of the mega tsunami orgasm and now it wasn’t there anymore. A simple question from Sadie, as a tester would confirm or deny Shelley’s present state of mind.
“What do you say honey? Don’t you want to thank me for you experiencing that much pleasure?”
There was little chance that Shelley would or could explode in anger at what she’d been through. God only knows, it would be understandable given that she’d expelled or lost the contents of her bladder and bowels in the process. But no - the process of that build up, over three days and then that orgasm had taken something away from the Shelley. It had diluted and then taken away who she was. She wasn’t that girl any more.
“Please, please can I have it back? Please please Miss Sadie can I feel that again - more of the same? Please please Miss Sadie.”
And it wasn’t so much what she was saying or what she was begging for, it was the way she was doing it. The tone of her voice - actually her voice now devoid of the personality of Shelley. And that pointed to the fact that to an extent there was just this shell left of her. That whatever and whoever she had been before, she was not that person any more. Any woman, let alone a young girl, subjected to that amount of intense pleasure, over such an amount of time would not be able to sustain their own personality any longer. It was like that personality was simply drained away with the squirting of the orgasm. It was like this young woman had undergone some kind of psychological or neurological process that would mean that the old her, the original her would never come back again.
“No darling. No more orgasm for now. Tell me, what is your name?”
Sadie had this way of working where nothing was wasted. She was using the conversation, such as it was to further the process of what Shelley was going through. Shelley looked puzzled before she even attempted a response to the question she’d been asked. And there was this thing from her eyes that told of her further despair at not being able to respond how she wanted.
“I, I, I don’t know. I can’t remember. It will come back to me. I’m sorry…”
And her words tailed off in a way that told of her anguish. Sadie looked at Tina. The young lawyer was like a version of death warmed up. It’d been no coincidence that Tina was there to witness the initial destruction of Shelley.
“That’s right, you try to remember. I’m sure you’ll remember your name in due course.”
Sadie was playing cruelly along knowing that it was highly unlikely Shelley would remember anything. And that the more she sucked this young woman into her world, the less she would remember about her previous life - or her previous version.
For Sadie, Shelley was now her blank canvass. This was the canvass that she could paint on to her hearts content. The one that would enable her to rebuild Shelley into what she wanted her to be. In her opinion it would enable her to make Shelley into the best version of herself. And that thought made her smile.
“Will she get better?”
That was a pointless question from Tina who’d taken on something of a zombie personified look about her.
“If you mean will she go back to the way she was, then no, she won’t. What will happen though is that I will make her into the best that she can be, for me.”
And in that statement there was a lot being said. Tina looked petrified and she was. But she was petrified for a number of reasons really. That she had dodged a bullet kind of, because that could have been her. But as well she was petrified because she was more than sure that what Sadie was doing here, and what she had done so far had to be against more than one law of the land and now she was complicit in it. She had enabled Sadie to do what she was doing. She was as guilty as Sadie herself was. And in that petrification there had to have been a worry for herself as well as the care she felt for Shelley. And it was like Sadie was reading her mind.
“We’re in this together slut. Try not to forget this, ever.”
It was all she said as the two of them just looked at Shelley, in that puzzled state trying to remember who the actual fuck she was and what her name was.
 
Later
 
“Your mind will ebb and flow. You’ll get flashbacks occasionally, to your old life. But you’ll never get back there. What you have to do now is concentrate on being the best version of yourself that you can be, for me. And to do that all you have to remember is that I am all you need, ever. I can provide what you need. And all you need is for that sexuality of course to be fed and nurtured. It’s that simple. If you remember that, then your future is rosy.”
Shelley was dressed and made up again now. She looked immaculate and, apart from the distance in her eyes, there was no sign of the trauma she had experienced or was experiencing. She was standing in front of Sadie who was sitting behind her desk on the 36th floor.
“I understand Miss Sadie.”
And that was just it, she did understand. It was as though all she’d needed was all of that other superfluous stuff to be washed away, down that drain with her bodily wastes, all of that stuff from her old life to be gone, and then yes, it became clear for her. Clearer than it had been since she’d met Tina in court that day.
“You’ll continue to work here, for the firm, for me. And we will continue with, let’s call it, ‘the project’ daily. It won’t be something you can forget for a day or two. It will be an ongoing process, daily, weekly, monthly, yearly, until you become what I want you to become.”
Sadie stopped talking so that Shelley could process what she was saying. And that was the thing - Shelley even though she couldn’t remember her own name, hung on to every word that Sadie said. It was like Sadie’s words coming true all at once, about her being all that she needed from now on. And she was processing those words for all she was worth. It didn’t matter now what her name was. She thought about the question, but only for nano seconds at a time. And in those nano seconds she thought she remembered her name but then it was gone again. And for some reason that didn’t matter anymore. She didn’t give a flying fuck what her name was.
It was like all she really cared about was how and when she would get back into the position that she would be given an orgasm again. Or at least when would she be in the position that she could earn one. It was like the feral beast inside her coming out. The selfish, self-centred feral beast that existed in her. And that feral beast simply thinking of itself. And in order to self-serve itself she had to think of continually pleasing and impressing Sadie.
“I want to be what you want me to be, and more Miss Sadie. I really do.”
And there was this quality to her voice that immediately made Sadie smile to herself. She recognised that quality as being from a woman, a very young woman who had been partially broken and was already thinking in the right way. And this pleased Sadie even though she knew that Shelley wasn’t completely broken, not yet.
“I know you do. And I know you will succeed. And as with everything, if you succeed at something, then you will get rewarded.”
Sadie was always careful with the words she chose and the way she chose to use them. It was like she was continuously looking for ways to coerce and control Shelley on a deeper level. Shelley would be listening to what Sadie had just said and would immediately be linking the word ‘reward’ with orgasm. And that was the way it was and it made Sadie smile more. She enjoyed seeing a young girl slip into such a state of addiction and control that there was no way out for her.
That was the thing about Sadie, so experienced was she at what she did, she could spot all of the little nuances that pointed to the direction she was taking a girl. With Shelley, the way she moved on her stilettos, shifting the weight from one to the other as she tried to absorb and deal with the pleasure that chastity device was feeding to her incessantly. And the way she from time to time just touched the corner of her mouth with her fleshy wet tongue was a sign of the constant state of arousal that she was in. And that made Sadie smile as well.
In point of fact, a lot made Sadie smile about her life right now. She had it all in her work life. She was the single most powerful lawyer in the country, and she was a person of colour. Professionally she didn’t want for anything. In fact she was so established professionally that it allowed her time to explore the other sides of her she knew existed. She was a sadist, and she’d long since accepted that fact. And if she was further honest with herself she would know that she’d only made it the way she had so that she could be that sadist. She loved it. She loved who and what she was and she intended to make the most of it. And she intended to make the most of Shelley, whatever the outcome.
 









CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 
Sexual Use & Abuse To Another Level
 
“These nipples! They are lacking in attention girl. Should we give them some attention dear?”
Shelley was still dressed, at least partially, and her heavy, full breasts were out. It had been some time since those nipples were not erect. In fact, along with her name, she wouldn’t remember, pre-orgasmic, when her nipples weren’t in a teat like state. All she ever knew was how they were elongated and thick and how they ‘quivered’ at the slightest attention to them. And she was more than aware that they were ultra-sensitive and that the ultra-sensitivity was linked as though by visible strings to what she could feel her clitoris doing.
“Yes please Miss Sadie. I’d like that. I’d like it very much Miss.”
The drone like tone was a constant, like her sexual arousal.
“What, even if it means hurting the rest of your udders girl? Even if it means for every spasm of pleasure your teats get, your udders will suffer two spasm of pain, for instance?”
Sadie asked the question quite straight to the point. She didn’t ever hold back when she was dealing with matters of a sadistic nature. For Shelley, she hadn’t been expecting part of the bargain to include pain of the physical kind to her breasts. And she was taken aback a little because of this. And yet, because it was all linked sexuality, and to sexual pleasure she was up for it. In fact the thought of her teats and the larger volume of her breasts receiving any kind of attention was making her salivate. If she had to get used to pain, as part of the process then she would gladly do that.
“Yes Miss Sadie, if it means my udders have to be inflicted with pain, just so that I can have pleasure to my nipples, then this is only right, of course Miss Sadie.”
It was partially alarming how Shelley was willing to self-abuse her breasts by calling them udders. Like she was getting into the lifestyle that was in the process of being mapped out for her by Sadie. Sadie smiled to herself, she liked that when a girl recognised there could be pleasure, and that she was willing for there to be pain as well just so that she could have that pleasure. This was a sign that Shelley was heading in the right direction. That she was going down the rabbit hole at a rate of knots and this could only be a good thing.
“Good girl. Now I KNOW that you and Tina have this ‘thing’ going on between you, and that’s ok…”
Sadie’s words tailed off when she saw the barely disguised look of horror on Shelley’s face.
“Like I say, it’s ok that you have this thing going on. I encourage all of my girls to be ‘close’. And in this instance it works because it will be Tina’s succulent, wet mouth you will feel around your nipples. It will be her mouth you will be feeling ‘sucking’ your teats. It will be your beautiful Tina who will be pleasuring your nipples. And I for one think that is a good thing. It will give you a chance to be closer - and to get to know each better and more intimately.”
As Sadie spoke so Tina seemed to morph out of the shadows. And now she was sheathed in a black latex catsuit so tight that she surely had to have been poured into it. She walked in stiletto heeled, knee length boots that were so high that she teetered with her feet arched extremely. Tina was stunning - a fetish vision that once Shelley had noticed her, just to the side, she couldn’t take her eyes off. Her makeup was heavy, and expertly applied with an skill that not all women could manage. And her mouth, was emphasised and accentuated with several layers of red. And it was her mouth that Shelley looked at. And already she was imagining that mouth clamped to her nipples - first one and then the other. And she had this funny feeling flowing through her that she would never be able to explain to herself. Not for the time being at least.
For Shelley, she was in shock that Sadie knew that there was anything between her and Tina. She barely knew herself that there was this ‘thing’ between them. And yet Sadie knew. And in the middle of everything sexual going through her mind, she was trying to work out what it meant, that Sadie knew about them - about the fact that there was something between them. Instantly she was thinking ‘so what?’ She’d heard Sadie say ‘its ok’. So it had to be ok. But she was trying to work out what this meant for the bigger picture. But poor Shelley was barely able to think logically about the here and now in a small way, let alone the bigger picture.
“Oh, Miss Sadie, Tina pleasuring my nipples, that sounds delicious Miss.”
She meant that of course - that word delicious was how she felt about Tina’s mouth and her nipple teats coming into contact with each other. And of course anything sexual, anything intensely sexual being applied to any of her sexual extremities like her nipples would be delicious and Sadie smiled. For some reason she liked this girl - she liked her a lot. And in that, one had to wonder if one had to be worried. A sadist could treat a victim like an inanimate object as she inflicted the worst kind of pain. And there would be no personal connection between them. But for Sadie to have this liking of Shelley - that was different. And there was this disturbance in the mind as a result. A disturbance and this worry in the mind that this sadist, this advanced sadist ‘liked’ her latest squeeze, her latest victim, led to questions like was this worse for Shelley, or better that the woman who was sucking her down the rabbit hole, ‘liked’ her? And what could it mean for her going forward.
“Tina, slut here is having difficulty in remembering her old name. I don’t want you to remind her. It’s better that, that name is resigned to the archives. She’s in a new life now, right? We’ll think of a more suitable name for her in due course. See to it that no-one in the pool addresses her by her old name, when you have a minute.”
Sadie’s tone had changed. She had upped that tone and there was this edge to it.
“Yes, yes Miss Sadie. Yes I understand.”
And that was it, Tina did understand. She understood fully. And yet even in this there was this level of cruelty being applied that was several times worse than direct pain. This poor girl’s name was being erased from her memory and from her life. And if that could be done, what else could be done as well? This was root level cruelty that Sadie seemed to not only be able to inflict with ease, but also revel in. Core level cruelty was something that turned, and switched her on. It was like she came alive when she was inflicting this kind of cruelty.
“The rules are simple girl. Tina here will pleasure your nipples with her mouth. And she can pleasure your breasts with her mouth and hands. And then once she has given you pleasure like this, you owe me. And what you owe me is pain. That’s how it works. That’s how it works for this game but it’s how it works in general as well. It’s like this is a lesson for you as well. It’s important that you KNOW and understand that you will always ‘owe’ me. It’s called ‘being in my debt’. And so now, today you will owe me for the pleasure that Tina will give your nipples and breasts. And I will collect for that debt. The debt you will owe me will be paid in pain. Do you understand?”
Sadie spoke in a clear and precise tone. If anything there was this mood that she created, this vibe that went along with what she wanted understood. For Shelley, she understood what was being said, yes. But the truth was that the chastity device had been working her unusually harder than normal and now she knew why. The result was this need and this longing to have Tina’s mouth suckled to her teats. With the teasing, tormenting pleasure that the device fed her, her nipples had been throbbing and needy, and now she was aware of why all this was. And all she wanted was to feel Tina’s mouth all wet and warm around her nipples. Right now she needed that escape and she would deal with the rest later.
 
Shelley had been proud of her breasts, but it hadn’t always been like that. She’d sprouted them during her hormonal early teenage years and at first she’d been mortified that she had these ‘monstrosities’. She’d tried to hide them at any cost at first. She’d dressed down for months, with loose clothes and ones that hid those mammary globes. But in the end she’d asked herself ‘what’s the point?’ And from that time on she’d let them be displayed to the world. She’d found other girls her age fascinated that she was so well blessed. She found more than a few of these other girls jealous of her fulsome, heavy breasts. And she’d worked out that if girls were jealous then it had to be a good thing. It was just that it took her some time to get used to carrying this extra flesh around with her. It took some adapting, and rewiring in her mind, but she got there. And she’d soon learned that her breasts and her nipples were inexorably linked to her hyper active sexuality. It was as though she learned to consider her breasts a bonus and an addition to her debilitated sexuality.
“You just stand girl. Hands clasped behind you, feet parted. You don’t reciprocate in any way to what Tina is doing. You have to act with some decorum even though you to have this ‘thing’ going on. There has to be discipline in your life - you will learn this as time goes on. You have to understand that you are my ‘toy’. And as such, you keep your feelings in check, at all times, regardless of your feelings. Tina is secondary at all times to ‘me’. And that is something you need to know from now. The rest will come in due course. But for now, it’s me.”
And immediately there was this sense that Sadie knowing about the two of them was being used against Shelley - well, against the two of them actually. It was like everything, a sadist would use everything and anything against a victim in order to hurt them more and more. And in this instance she was using the feelings that might have developed between Tina and Shelley. And this was explorative for Sadie now. She was an observer of this relationship for now. And she was seeing where it took them and her. But for sure she would use anything against Shelley, just to take her where she wanted her to be. And already, placing restrictions on them would be a telling thing over time and she would observe, from a distance, how this went.
“Yes Miss Sadie, I understand.”
Shelley could say she understood with some conviction now that she’d been partially broken. She didn’t have to think of her old life any more. It was now all just about Sadie and what she wanted. It was like a simple life now and Shelley didn’t have to keep trying to wonder what everything meant in her normal life. It was just ‘this’ life that mattered.
She was naked from the waist up. She had the device that was working her, and she had dark brown self-sporting stockings sheathing her long legs. And she had these pencil thin tapered stilettos that she needed to keep transferring her weight between. And with her hands clasped behind her, she looked a sight that was beyond stunning. She was a vulnerable sight and it was like that vulnerability oozed from her pores, every one of them.
The way her huge pale breasts were tipped with these almost obscene nipple teats was like an anomaly in these proceedings. And yet it would be Shelley’s breasts that would be the star of this particular show.
“Go for it Tina you slut. I know how you like to suckle teats. Show the girl here how you ‘love’ to pleasure breasts. How you crave to pleasure ‘her’ tits.”
Sadie throwing out mixed messages of restriction between the two of them, and yet encouragement at the same time, would keep both younger women on high alert. Tina pressed her red lips together and rolled them in as she moved in. She looked Shelley in the eyes as she reached with one cupped hand and took the weight of one breast. Shelley gasped an intake of deep breath as she felt the warmth of Tina’s hand, and then the other, lifting her breasts at the same time. But the volume of breast flesh was so much that the flesh overspilled her hands and this caused more gasps from Shelley as her sexuality tried to cope with another sensation.
Tina massaged and stroked those breasts for some time before she went in with her mouth. And when she did that, to one nipple teat, there was this loud exclamation of air from Shelley.
“Oh god. God fuck, god.”
The wetness of Tina’s mouth was instantly recognisable and so was the warmth of the confines of her lips. She flicked the nipple tip with her tongue and there was another series of gasps that came from Shelley. Sadie stood back and slightly to the side so the she could see everything. She had the best seat in the house. And in the first instance she watched as Tina devoured that first nipple. She slid her mouth, and her lips down that swollen stem of nipple flesh and as she did that she was flicking the very tip with her tongue. And she was interspersing that by wrapping her tongue round the nipple tip in its entirety. In response Shelley was whimpering and mewling all in one.
“Mmmmmmmmm ohhhhhhhhh yesssssss.”
And then Tina was sealing her lips around the base of the nipple and immediately then she started to suck. Just gentle sucking motions that saw Tina’s cheeks contract and expand. This woman knew how to service a nipple and she was doing it now to the best effect. As she sucked one nipple she was caressing and stroking the other breast. She was circling the nipple of that other breast with her long nailed finger. Just letting the sharpness of her nail scrape over the dark speckled aureole flesh surround the stiff, rubbery nipple. With this finger she was being careful not to touch the nipple itself. She was just teasing it, getting it ready for her mouth as she suckled the one already in her mouth.
For Shelley there was this feeling, this feeling that was increasing, that she would need, that she DID need an orgasm. She had this sense that Tina would be able to make her cum here and now. But she also had this sense that she wouldn’t be allowed or able to cum. And she was learning a little bit more now. That her life would consist forever of this ‘need’ to cum. She should have been and she was grateful for this pleasure that Tina was able to give her with ease. She wanted to stroke Tina’s face and head as she sucked her nipple, but she couldn’t do that. She had to remain with her hands clasped behind her and this was driving her mad. She was fantasising, and feeling that Tina was her lover. But was she or wasn’t she? Her head was doing cartwheels inside itself.
“Mmmm seeing you two together is delicious. I just wanted you to know that.”
And it was like Sadie was feeding the two younger women with this narrative so that it would remain with them long after this little session was over and done with. It was as though she was formulating and forming another tool that she would be able to call on at will when she was in the more advanced stages of inflicting the deep hurt into Shelley’s psyche. It was like as Sadie worked her cruel and relentless magic on Shelley, that other doors were opening to her. It was like she was recognising other opportunities to be cruel and then more cruel.
Tina swapped breasts. She took her mouth off that one nipple and left it quivering in the open air of that sealed unit on the 36th floor. That nipple was saturated, but it was visibly trembling as well as though with a life of its own. And Tina’s saliva was dripping - it was collecting on the nipple tip and then dripping down the front of Shelley. Instantly she wanted Tina’s mouth clamped back on to her mothering equipment. And already Tina was moving her head and flicking her tongue towards the other nipple.
“Ohhhhhhh jeeeeezzzz yesssssss.”
And Shelley’s eyes rolled in their sockets as she felt Tina’s mouth at work again. This time Tina’s full red lips felt softer, and wetter. And her tongue felt warmer and wetter as she went to work. And it was easy for Shelley to get lost in these moments as Tina pleasured her in this way. It was easy for her to get lost, and even forget that Sadie was watching from the side-lines. It wasn’t like she wanted to forget Sadie. She knew that she better not forget her. But with Tina doing this to her it felt like she was safe because Tina was with her like this. Like she didn’t have to worry about anything. This was really a beautiful thing that she was feeling. And for the first time since this new chapter in her life had started she was really lost in the sexual pleasure.
 









CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 
Breaking, Breaking, Broken
 
Tina was peppering kisses over the two of Shelley’s mammary mounds. She was kissing random spots on the breast flesh pressing and indenting her lips so that Shelley could feel every one of them. Then Sadie let herself be known again.
“Stop slut. It’s time for the girl to pay the piper.”
Her voice cut like a knife through the highly charged sexual atmosphere and immediately Tina detached herself from one breast and moved away. As she did that she dragged the nails of one hand down over one globe and watched Shelley visibly suck in that deep breath and lick her lips.
Sadie watched the two. She watched the interaction of the two - the two of them together and she was knowing that what she was seeing was an amazing thing developing between two younger women. That didn’t make her jealous. And it didn’t make her dislike either of them at all. Rather she was looking at the pairing as another beautiful thing that she could destroy in a whim, not because she hated them or disliked them, but because she was a sadist, able and willing to use every angle available to her. It was what she did - she destroyed beautiful things for her own enjoyment and gratification.
Tina wiped her mouth as she moved away. Little strings of drool had collected around the corners of her lips and it was these that she wiped away. The rest of her saliva was drizzling from Shelley’s breasts in longer strings. Little lipstick kiss imprints covered the two globes and around the base of each nipple were her sealed lip prints that told of her attention to the flesh of this young woman. It was easy to see from these particular lip prints that she had been sucking those nipples quite intently. The nipples themselves with thicker, and longer, and more rubbery than they had been. And that ‘quiver’ was a constant thing going on.
“Now for the payback for such pleasure. I hope you’re ready to give as much of yourself to this part as you are to the suckling of the girl’s teats, slut?”
Sadie was addressing Tina. And for just a moment there was this confusion that reigned between Tina, Shelley and Sadie. But Sadie knew what she was doing. She knew she’d thrown another curve ball into the arena.
“Oh, you thought it would be ‘me’ who would do the hurting of her breasts? No, absolutely not. You get to pleasure them, you get to hurt them as well. It’s a simple philosophy. Oh, I could hurt them as you well know. I could hurt them until she wished she was dead, but I want YOU to do it for me. And for you girl, you need to learn the contrast between pleasure and pain and you need to learn that your lover is equally capable of implementing either sensation, at my whim. If there is going to be this thing between you, then you need to know the way it is going to be. You need to know that I control how it develops, and where it goes. As long as you BOTH understand that, I won’t stand in the way of true love.”
That was some curve ball she was throwing in to the mix. It was like a depth charge that floated down and then exploded. She was pitting lovers against each other in a way. But then at the same time not. She was simply laying out the way it was going to be for the both of them.
“Yes Miss Sadie, yes of course.”
Tina answered her first and her voice remained steady. But this cannot have been how she felt inside. Sadie making her hurt this young woman for her pleasure was like a twisting of all logic, and fairness to a degree that it wouldn’t be possible to untwist it. And then there was the fact that she was falling in love with Shelley, and the further fact that she knew that Shelley was feeling the same.
“Yes Miss Sadie, I understand.”
That was Shelley following Tina. It was like they were in almost perfect sync. What was not at question was that Sadie was in control of both women and that they understood that her bidding was the most important thing. And yet the cruelty she was unleashing by pitting them against each other in this way was immeasurable. And that was even before either of the younger women knew by what means the breast and nipple punishment would be administered.
Sadie pointed to one of the walls of this enclosed space on the 36th floor. Tina’s eyes followed those fingers and she opened her eyes wide.
“Oh, Miss…..”
Tina let her words fade away. She’d seen a lethal looking cane that was propped up against the wall and next to it, a device that can have only been called a cattle prod.
“Oh Miss, what slut? You want to do my bidding but you don’t want to use my chosen implements, is that right?”
And she was staying one step ahead of Tina in this way. Shelley looked at the wall, and probably deep down she knew what she was seeing. Maybe she didn’t want to acknowledge what that meant.
“No, no of course not Miss Sadie. Of course not.”
Tina had been quick to try to correct her tone and yet inside she must have been distraught at the thought that she would have to hurt Shelley in these terrible and disturbing ways.
“I think you had reservations slut and I don’t like reservations and so you will give her treble the pain before she feels the sensuality of your mouth around those teats again. And I know that you know what you have to do with that cane and with that prod. I know this because I taught you. And in teaching you, I know that you would never forget.”
Sadie’s voice was husky with her own arousal at the control she had over these two women and the bedlam that she must have been creating for them. The bedlam for Tina had to have been immediate. The bedlam for Shelley would only come when she was in the midst of that punishment session.
“Yes Miss Sadie, yes I understand.”
It wasn’t as though Tina didn’t know where she had just gone wrong. It wasn’t as though she didn’t know she’d fucked up by that nano second of resistance she’d shown when she saw the thick, arched cane and that prodding device she knew would deliver maximum volts when fully primed.
But she also knew that she didn’t want to hurt Shelley in this way. She knew that the kind of pain that she was going to have to deliver would be more than Shelley could stand even given that she knew her breasts and nipples were going to be hurt. Sadie had been right all along, there was something between them, and right now she could feel it stronger than ever.
She could feel the love for Shelley and she just did not want to hurt her in the way that Sadie wanted her to. But that didn’t mean that she wouldn’t do it. She had to do it regardless of what she did, or didn’t want to do. But that in turn would hurt her inside. It was hurting her now. And it was like a vicious circle in the making.
“Prod first slut. Let’s get that flesh nice and alive, ready for the cane. And you girl - stand, hands behind your ass, feet apart, breasts thrust out in front of you. Stand like you’re proud that you are going to feel pain, for me, and for your lover. Stand like you mean it.”
It was all just sinking into the psyche of Shelley - the cane, the prod, what these things meant and what she was expected to do. There was this slither of fear that was running up and down the core of her now and this was making her legs tremble, so standing with her stilettoed feet apart a little helped her to remain stronger.
 
“Mmmmmm nnnggghhhh mmmmmmmm………”
The noise from Shelley was like a constant in that space. Tina had gone to the prod, picked it up and twisted the end of it so that it was primed. There’d been this low level humming sound that came from the device that told of the voltage it held. Sadie stood back as the latex encased vision that was Tina began her work.
“Low level first slut. Wake the flesh up before you turn on full power.”
Sadie spoke quite matter-of-factly about an implement that was designed to be kept in a farm yard or some similar environment. Tina circled Shelley first. She tried to get some eye contact with her so that she could at least apologise with her eyes for what she was about to do. And there was that split second where there was this contact between them. They both felt it - so it had to be that it was going to be ok despite what was about to happen.
Tina was being ‘ritual’. The way she moved in that latex and on her heels was provocative and sensual and yet it was almost like it was rehearsed. It was like she’d done something like this before. There was history between her and Sadie so the chances are that she had done this before in some role or other.
For Shelley, she hadn’t been inflicted with pain of the sort that she would be, in a very short space of time, and yet there was this slither of fear, like a shard that was travelling up the core of her spine and she didn’t understand that. She didn’t really know what to expect and maybe that was the cause of the fear. She’d caught that look from Tina and for some reason she knew that she was apologising to her. It was like they were attuned to each other’s thoughts and deeds. But then that contact was gone again and Tina was coming back at her with the prod.
“Uhhhhhhhh uhhhhhhhhhh god, uhhhhhhh……”
It wasn’t a belting severe electric shock that she received as Tina played that thing over the globes of her flesh. There were tingles that seemed to penetrate the flesh. It wasn’t an unpleasant feeling for Shelley. If anything it was a pleasant sensation that was linked to sexuality and that was linked to the throbs the chastity device was feeding to her between her legs. This must have been what Sadie meant by waking up the flesh. There were these tingles through the flesh that seemed to follow the head of the prod wherever Tina guided it to. She encircled both breasts several times with this buzzing prod. And then she worked in increasingly smaller circles with it as she spiralled in towards the hugeness of Shelley’s nipple teats, but avoiding those teats.
Shelley swallowed dryly as she stood stock still letting Tina just tease and torment her nipples - first one, then the other. There was this almost maddening niceness to what Tina was doing with that humming prod. And the result of that was that her nipples were left visibly quivering without even being touched. What Shelley needed was Tina’s tongue to swipe over the tip of each nipple. But she wasn’t going to get that. Tina had glanced at Sadie who’d simply, and barely perceptibly nodded. On that signal Tina twisted the end of the prod again priming it fully.
The first shock she initiated was to the side of the main volume of breast flesh. And that shock was so deep, so penetrating and so severe that Shelley was almost knocked off her feet. But she stood her ground. She remembered what Sadie had said about her being proud to experience pain for her, and for her lover. And that was what saw her be able to get through this harrowing bit of the rabbit hole she was in at the moment.
The subsequent jabs with the prod were random. From one breast to the other, and then under, and over and then to the sides. And then it was like not just the nipples were in this severe state of quiver, but all of that breast flesh. With each shock applied there was this like ripple of flesh that gave away where the epicentre of the shock was. And Tina applied these shocks until the second nod from Sadie.
“The cane now slut. Do it like you mean it. Do it because you love her. Show the girl how much you love her by how much you hurt her udders.”
And there was this different voice to Sadie now. It was like she had immersed in what she had instigated here. It was as though she was realising one of her all time fantasies - to have a pair of younger female lovers at her mercy. She wasn’t quite there yet, but the stars were all aligning right now. She squeezed her thighs as Tina went to the wall, replaced the prod where it had been and picked up the thick, arched cane that at best looked lethal and at worse looked deadly.
“I love her very much Miss Sadie and I’m going to show you that right now.”
Tina pressed her red lips together and rolled them in. She knew what Sadie wanted to hear from her. But she was also aware that Shelley would be hearing her as well. There was nothing she could do about that except try to get that eye contact again, and then mouth the words ‘I love you’ to Shelley before she began what she knew would probably break the younger woman altogether.
For Shelley, she was reeling from those shocks applied to the softness and the succulence of her breasts. Those shocks had introduced her to a kind of physical, deep pain that she had never known existed until this point in time. It wasn’t a direct surface pain but a penetrating deep pain and ‘shock’ that was indescribably, almost like a ‘punch’ from the inside. Quite how she managed to remain on her stilettoed feet was a mystery.
 
“EEEEEEE ARRGGHHHHH NOOOOOOOO PLEEEASE.”
Now the cane pain WAS a direct surface pain and created this ‘scream’ from Shelley that almost wasn’t human. But it was also a penetrating pain that went right through the breast tissue. There were ripples as well, similar but not the same kind of ripples caused by the prod. These were like tsunami ripples as Tina swung and then landed on her targeted area. What was more than slightly disturbing was that Tina seemed to have done this before. She seemed to competent with that long, thick heavy cane for this to be her first time. The way she held the cane, the way she moved on her own heels. The way she targeted and then lashed that exact spot, and the way she immediately moved herself to her next position told of an expertise that wouldn’t be in someone holding or using that cane for the first time.
“EEEEEEEEE ARGHHHHHHHHH NNNNNOOOOOO.”
And then of course there was the damage to the flesh that could only be caused by that cane, and the viciousness of the strokes that Tina was able to apply. The welts were more like swellings that appeared instantly. The cane wasn’t a thin one that might split or cut the flesh. Rather it was a thick one that caused bruising, and a welting that looked as beyond painful as it was.
And for Shelley, a young woman not used to existing in this world, time after time she was rocked on her stilettoed feet. On more than one occasion, such was the force of the blow down, or up under her breasts that she would take a step back, not to avoid it, but because the force was so great. And then Tina would pause, and point with the cane to the spot on the floor were Shelley would have to stand again. And all the time there was Sadie in the background watching and listening. This was her in her element. This was her in a deeply disturbing scene of utter sexual carnage.
And the thing was that she knew what Shelley was going through. And what Tina was going through. And that thickened the atmosphere in that space on the 36th floor. She could be seen to flare her nostrils as though she was smelling the pain and the despair and the damaged love between two younger women. She could see Shelley trying her very best not to displease her. And she could see Tina doing the same. Two younger women in so much sadistic despair and yet not wanting to displease her. And it was for that reason that Tina pretty much destroyed Shelley’s breasts. And for that reason that Shelley was pretty much fully broken now. And it was only very eventually that Sadie nodded for Tina to end the caning of those luscious, impressive breasts.
 
A Little Later
 
Sadie had come into Shelley’s personal space. All the time her nostrils flaring like she was sniffing the younger woman. She used a single finger nail on one immaculately manicured finger to trace just one of the bruised welts that Tina had applied to Shelley’s flesh. Shelley sucked in air at the immediate pain associated with that.
“I’m impressed girl. I just wanted you to know that.”
Sadie was speaking to the shell that used to be Shelley. She knew that though. She knew also that her words would be getting through the brain fog. She knew that her voice above all would be the voice that Shelley would hear. Shelley stood stock still, with her breasts uplifted with her own upturned hands from underneath, for inspection by Sadie Duvet. Her lips were parted slightly and cracked from where she had chewed on them through the sadistic treatment from Tina.
“Thank you Miss Sadie. Thank you so much.”
And the thing was that Shelley sounded like she was so, so grateful for what she had just received. And for some reason that was just wrong.
“I’m going to leave you both alone for a little while. Let you explore each other. Then when I come back….”
She let her words tail off as she strutted off in her own heels. As she did that there was a click and a buzz - the chastity device was releasing itself from Shelley. The tubes sliding out, the latex falling away.
“Enjoy lovers, tomorrow is another day.”
And with that Sadie was gone leaving just Tina and Shelley who for a few seconds just looked at each other. This was a complex aftermath in the making. The story was just beginning. But for now both young women just melded into one as they hugged. Shelley was weeping softly and Tina was cradling her..
“It’s ok, I’ll make you feel better. I’ll make you feel much much better.”
Tina almost whispered into Shelley’s ear. But she didn’t use her name again, nor would she ever.

 

THE END
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Side by side in the slick, glamorous world of corporate
law, a young woman'’s disturbing journey of submission
and masochism is being told.
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