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CHAPTER ONE

 


Now

 


Martha was
making a noise, like she was mumbling and burbling all in one. It
was a wet mumbling and it was a noise that was unbecoming of her. A
noise that didn’t suit the elegant feminine vision that she had
been, before now. To be truthful it was an awful noise. And one
that she was making because she was being denied the opportunity to
orgasm. It was as though she’d been teased with the possibility of
orgasm but then denied it, time and time again until she was on the
cusp of madness.

And she was
trembling as well. A tremble that affected the whole of her. And
one that saw her soft, succulent flesh ripple and role. Every so
often she sucked back her own drool that was collecting on the
fullness of her cherry red lips, and she did this as though she’d
forgotten that this was what she had to do all the time.
Occasionally she was too late and the drool would overspill to the
mountainous flesh of her breasts and then form little rivers that
seemed to head for the huge dark specked flesh of her aureole, and
her nipples and then pool right there.

“Mmmmm mmmmm
mmmmmm mmmmmmmm.”

That noise like
a constant noise in what was otherwise silence.

Her nipples
were like something out of an exaggerated fantasy. Except this
wasn’t fantasy, it was real life and it was happening now. Those
nipples, so swollen, so engorged, so bloated that they were almost
black, with little veins and ridges of red to emphasise them even
more. What could have happened to those nipples to make them this
way would need to be left to the imagination. But then what kind of
imagination would be able to come up with the answer? Those nipples
quivered, as though they had a life of their own. And yet they
weren’t being touched, or stroked, or pinched. It was like that
invisible string between nipples and clitoris had been plugged into
the mains electric and made ‘live’. That hadn’t happened of course.
It was just that this poor woman was ‘alive’ throughout her
femininity, and that aliveness was being used to torture her
more.

“You’re doing
well Aunt Martha - really, really well.”

And this was
the thing about Caprice - it was disturbing the way she sounded in
this space. Even though she had just turned eighteen, she sounded,
and even looked younger in some respects. She sounded like a
‘little girl niece’. And that disturbed the senses to an extent,
but that she was with this older woman, in control of this older
woman made what was happening seem somehow ‘wrong’. And not just a
little bit wrong but a whole lot of wrong. It was the way this
petite, pretty girl was controlling this woman sexually - that was
what was so, so wrong. There was the hugeness, the statuesqueness
of this mature woman, and then the small, pretty petiteness of this
young girl - it created rumble in the back of the psyche that would
tell anyone that this wasn’t right and could never be right.

‘Mmmmmm mmmmmm
mmmmmmm mmmmmmmm.”

Martha wasn’t
really taking on board what Caprice was saying. She was aware that
this girl was so close to her that she could feel her sweet, warm
breath wash over her, and that was kind of feeding her. And she
wanted that, she craved that, but she just couldn’t engage her mind
enough to comprehend what this girl was saying to her. It was as
though all she wanted, at this precise time, all she needed was to
be allowed to cum. If she could she cum, she could then re-engage
her brain. But that was it, Caprice didn’t want her to cum, and it
was her who was controlling this. It was her who’s narrative this
was, even though it was clear that Martha, because of her advanced
age, who should have been the one in control, even the one that
should have stopped this bizarre, disturbing scenario. For some
reason she couldn’t, or didn’t want to do that.

There had to be
some sense of Martha wishing that she could turn the clock back. Or
not! Maybe once this was all over she would wish that - maybe once
she’d had time for what had happened to settle on her psyche a
little bit. But for now she didn’t want the clock to go back. For
now she wanted to move it on, to get that spill into orgasm that
she desperately needed. And it was a desperation.

She’d been
edged and edged so repetitively and so intensely over such a period
of time that the missing orgasm was the single most important thing
in her mind, and in her body right now. It was like a drug that
needed the orgasm as a form of antidote to the pulsating, wet,
dripping need that the edging had produced. Like the one and only
antidote was the orgasm and the cumming. Like nothing else mattered
at this point.

To see a grown,
mature, statuesque woman in this state of being was as disturbing
as seeing that it was such a young girl who’d put her there. And
that state was ‘dripping’, obscenely dripping. From between her
shapely, partially nylon encased thighs, she was dripping her
sexual juices. One couldn’t help but imagine that this would be
something that would humiliate, and degrade an older woman like
this. And yet it looked as though Martha was beyond any kind of
degradation, or humiliation. It looked as though these were other
states of being and other emotions that would come into play once
she came down from this particular high, IF she was able to come
down from it.

“You just have
to remember Aunt Martha, I have to ask you again, you don’t mind if
I call you ‘Aunt Martha’ do you, that this is our secret, right?
You don’t have to worry about me telling anyone, what I did to you.
It’s our secret. I won’t ever tell.”

Caprice was
almost whispering her words into the psyche of Martha. And at the
same time she was stroking now between her legs. She was stroking
the fleshy, plump sex lips, using the sexual juices as its own
lubrication. And those lips were producing more and more of the
slick, slippery stuff. It was like a river of wetness, that river’s
source, the epicentre of this woman’s sexuality. And with that
stroking, like a switch being flicked in Martha’s mind, a switch
that made her listen and know what was being said.

“Yes, yes our
secret, our secret. Yes, yes please call me Aunt Martha, I don’t
mind. I don’t mind.”

Her words came
in short sharp bursts, as though they were timed with the throbs
that came from somewhere deep in the core of her clitoral
bundle.

Caprice was
speaking to her in a way that a girl her age should never have been
able to talk to an older woman - as though she knew what the
triggers in this woman were. She used ‘Aunt Martha’ as a marker, a
marker that told how much older this woman was then her - using it
like a permanent reminder. And then the words she chose, the
‘secret’ between them as though she knew what they were doing was
illicit, wrong and even possibly illegal here. It was as though
she’d been made aware of how wrong it was before she had even been
taken to this sexual euphoria she was now experiencing. And now
there was this constant reminder, this constant ‘seed’ being
planted, and then replanted in her mind.

“Good
girl.”

And that was
wrong as well. This young slip of a girl, calling this Hella mature
woman ‘good girl’. That was just wrong. It was as wrong as looking
between Martha’s legs and seeing those slender fingers of Caprice
all coated and running with the sexual fluids of this woman.

“Please,
please…”

But that was
the only word Martha could get out as Caprice stroked the sex lips
and then pressed the clitoral bundle that she’d popped out from
under the fleshy hood a little earlier. Caprice blew softly on her
face, and then round to her ear and Martha visibly shivered.

“Please what?
You want to cum right?”

And she blew
again and pressed the clitoris again. This time she pressed and
used the slick wetness to rub the heads of those eight thousand
nerves that made up the clitoral bundle. And when she did that,
Martha’s eyes pinged open and she stared into something that to her
had to be, space.

“Ohhhhh yes.
Yes please. Please let me cum.”

And right
there, the ‘wrongs’ were piling onto each other. This older woman,
a woman that had to have been dignified before this, now ‘asking’ a
young girl if she could cum. Asking Caprice if she could have her
own orgasm. As though the orgasm wasn’t her’s to take but Caprice’s
to give. And that set all sorts of wrong signals going.

“I won’t tell
anyone about us, I promise Miss. I promise.”

Wrong piled on
top of wrong. Now Martha trying to convince Caprice that it was
their secret and that she wouldn’t tell.”

“You better
not. If you do, it’ll be you who’ll be in trouble. You’re supposed
to be looking out for me, not encouraging me, to, you know, do
‘this’ to you.”

And Caprice was
simply sliding into Martha’s mind deeper to remind her of what had
already been established. That was what she, Martha, was doing here
with this young girl. Maybe this was a direct sign of the demon
inside Caprice. That maybe this was a sure sign of the demon within
this young girl coming to the fore.

If it weren’t
for the fact that her fingers and her hands were dripping with the
sexual juices of this older woman, Caprice would look innocent. She
would look almost as though butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth. But
it was that vision, that image that would burn itself onto the
psyche of anyone who might see it, of Caprice’s fingers slipping
between sex lips and stroking, and those fingers, and her hands and
wrist dripping with those free flowing juices that would tell she
wasn’t so innocent at all.

“I know, I know
Miss. Me bad. Me bad.”

Martha gasped
and she struggled to get the words out between spasms of an orgasm
that kept building and building.

“That’s right.
You bad. Not me, you! You’ve made me do this to you. You’ve made me
do it. But I’ll let you cum. I’ll give to the best orgasm Aunt
Martha. The best orgasm you’ve ever had.”

And all the
time Caprice was using her fingers, either stroking, slipping
inside of Martha or manipulating that clitoral bundle so that it
would store more of that unspent orgasm.

“Thank you
Miss. Thank you. Me and not you, me. This is all my fault.”

And Caprice
smiled - like a crooked, evil smile, if that was possible from a
girl who was so pretty. If there had been anyone to witness this,
they would have been shocked into a silence. Whatever the story up
to this point, there was no doubt that Caprice had got into
Martha’s head. It was clear that Caprice had instigated something,
something ‘adult’ between them, and had then insisted that it was
their secret. And all the time manipulating the sexuality of this
older woman in a way that she should never have been able to. There
had to have been this twisting and this turning of Martha from what
she had been all her life, to what she was now.

From this
scene, for anyone stumbling in on it, what they would see in Martha
was this eager, hungry, slippery woman in her forties, eager to cum
on the fingers of this young girl. A young girl who didn’t look
legal but was, just. A young girl who had maybe been being helped
by Martha and now this sexual thing had developed illicitly. It
wouldn’t look good for Martha. she would look like the protagonist
in this. She would look like the mature woman taking advantage of a
young girl. It would be the only way anyone would see it, and then
Martha would be destroyed.

Of course
no-one would see this. It really WAS their secret. But Caprice had
been the one who’d slipped the reality of what was occurring
between them into the psyche of Martha. And then she had proceeded
to gain control and then manipulate her sexuality to the point that
she was more or less begging Caprice for her to let her cum.

“Good girl.
Good slut. You can cum, but it’s MY cum, not yours, you hear me,
slut?”

And Caprice’s
tone had changed up. There was an edge to it, one that resonated in
the mind of Martha.

“Yes, yes Miss.
your cum not mine, yours Miss.”

And Martha’s
voice had changed as well. She’d sensed the real possibility of an
orgasm incoming. And her little desperate breaths, and her
stuttered words emphasised that.

“That’s right.
Our secret as long as you do what I tell you to do. My cum, our
secret. Alway our secret. I’ll look after you. I won’t let them
take you away from me. I won’t let them split us up.”

Caprice spoke,
using every word and every opportunity to paint a desolate picture
for Martha, should she not comply, whilst the older woman was in
this sexual euphoria. So that when she came down she would feel
that she was utterly trapped. And it wasn’t like Caprice didn’t
want her to feel trapped because she did. And at this point there
would be questions pointed at Caprice.

How could she
do this to a woman who’d been tasked with helping her? How could
she create this sticky inescapable web that Martha would never be
able to wriggle free from? What kind of girl was she? What kind of
demons were inside of her that she had to do this to another human
being?

Just, right
then Caprice changed the rhythm of her fingers across the open ends
of Martha’s clitoral nerves. It was like she was changing up the
volume of what she was doing to this older woman’s most private and
secret flesh. Martha’s eyes opened wide. They almost popped open as
she was taken to the very edge of that orgasm and allowed to look
over into the abyss of it. As though she was allowed to just hang
right there and stare into that orgasmic abyss. And then another
change of volume to Caprice’s fingers and there it was, ‘the’
orgasm.


“Mmmmmmpppphhhhh mmmmmmmppphhhhhh.”

All of the
building up had been done. It had been built up and saved in the
very tips of those wide open clitoral nerves. Martha let out a huge
gasp, like it was her last breath of life and then her eyes opened
wider and she let out this little whimper that that sounded more
animal than human like.

“There’s a good
girl aunt Martha. You’re a good, good girl for your niece aren’t
you, hey.”

Caprice
whispered her words into the ear of Martha at the same time as
whispering her evil into her, and at the same time as whispering
her evil breath all over her face and into her mouth. That evil
serving to turn Martha on more. It was like she a was feeding on
that evil. But at the same time it couldn’t be helped but to feel
that when she came down from the orgasm that a ‘down’ of huge,
devastating proportions would be awaiting her.

For now though
it was all about the orgasm. It was all about that release of all
of that pent up, intense sexual pleasure. And it was as though for
Martha, a grown up, mature sexual being, she was experiencing new
ground. As though she would have experienced orgasm before, but not
like this. It was like she had been taken to a different place in
her mind and in her sexual euphoria.

She gasped for
breath as the orgasm reached its peak and as it stayed right there.
And as she held her breath she ‘squirted’ from between her legs in
such a way that it looked, and sounded obscene. She squirted and
her vagina, and her extremely aroused clitoral nerves made this
sound that was wet and ‘dirty’. And as she squirted her juices
mixed with her own urine, it splashed on the floor with another
obscene sound.

“Uhhhhh
uhhhhhhhhh fuck, fuck, fuck……”

The ‘f’ word
coming out from between trembling lips was something else that was
out of place for Martha. It was dirty, yes, but it was out of place
as well. Those words slipping from between trembling, babbling
lips, like her mind had been taken to the same place as her
sexuality right now. Like they had joined one another in that
place. And Caprice just leaning over and then blowing on Martha’s
face as she stroked her most sensitive, and private sexual
flesh.

“There there,
good Girl. Good girl.”

Caprice’s
voice, although young sounding, was also very advanced in tone, and
the words she chose to use were definitely from an advanced mind.
One had to wonder how a girl like this would be able to talk to an
older woman like Martha. It didn’t seem ‘real’, and yet it was. She
spoke to Martha and she let her breath wash over her face at the
same time as she worked her clitoris. And at the same time as she
held that orgasm right there.

The squirts
didn’t stop, nor did they alleviate in intensity until the orgasm
was on its way down the other side. And by this time Martha was
working, at least in her mind, trying to maintain that orgasm at
its peak. But she didn’t control that, Caprice did. And the further
down that Martha was taken off that peak, the paler her face
became. And then the more haunted she looked. As she was taken down
from that super high, and from that intense place, so she realised
the reality of what had happened and what was happening to her, and
her relationship with this girl. Caprice simply smiled as that
demon took up more of her own mind.

 



CHAPTER TWO

 


Rewind 4 Months
- Martha

 


The thing about
Martha was that she never remembered her dreams, not wholly, not
properly. If she could remember them, or at least know about them
then maybe, just maybe she’d have been warned about how her life
would unfold. She woke up often, sweating, saturated and that
wasn’t uncommon for a lot of women, especially ones in their
forties. But she didn’t just wake up sweating. She woke up
saturated between the legs and the thing was that she knew it was
sexual. Maybe her strict, unorthodox catholic upbringing was doing
it’s bit to block it all out. Usually, she just woke up like she
did, cleaned herself up and got on with her life having no real
idea about the dream that had got her into that state in the first
place.

Today was no
different. She woke slowly, and even more slowly she realised it
was back. That slippery, oily wetness between her legs. And with
that wetness it was the ‘tingles’ and those little shots of what
she referred to herself as ‘niceness’ down there. It meant she
would stay in the shower for an extra ten minutes, cleansing away
the ‘sins of the flesh’.

She’d never
forget her college days that was for sure, when she herself was
just eighteen years old - with the Nuns who’s discipline methods
were both revered and feared. Maybe tonight she would masturbate.
She allowed herself that occasionally. Her college days with the
nuns was decades ago. They had actively discouraged such
shenanigans. But as she’d got older she’d realised it was her body,
and her’s alone. And where she didn’t invite others to come enjoy
the sins of ‘her’ flesh, she knew the pleasures of masturbation
were there. And yet because of those early years, she still limited
herself. She still lived as though there was a Nun watching over
her shoulder. Watching to make sure she didn’t indulge too
much.

Then she
remembered. Then it came back to her. She was starting a new job
this very day. Helping young people with issues. Just giving them a
helping hand into life where maybe they didn’t have it before.
She’d always wanted to work with troubled teens, young unmarried
mothers, and even boys. And this dream of her’s was something that
had kept her going and helped her to negotiate the world that she
grown up thinking was evil and debauched because that was how she
had been taught by the Nuns.

 


She sat on the
edge of the bed, before getting into the shower, knowing that she
was wet down there. She could feel her sex lips rubbing together
with every little move she made. She’d never wondered how come she
was so sensitive down there, or ‘alive’ down there when she woke up
in this state. It was as though she pushed such curiosity to the
back of her mind. Or maybe it was because she knew, in the back of
her mind that she broke her own rules, when she was asleep, of how
much she masturbated herself.

That was the
thing about Martha, she was a little bit mixed up herself. She was
a woman who’d managed to grow up, and mature and come through life,
but not without a cost it seemed. Maybe there was a littlest of a
wish inside her somewhere that there had been someone, like her, to
have helped her when she was in her teens. But all she had were the
nuns. All she’d had was that daily fear of being called to the
study of the Head Nun to be caned for something that had been
natural. But that was the kind of thing that she blocked out. She
knew she’d been caned back in the day. She wasn’t in denial that it
had happened. it was just that she blocked out the intimate and
minute details.

If she thought
about it really hard, which sometimes she found herself doing, she
could see the face of that Catholic nun even now. About the same
age as she was now, and her huge breasts all tightened up and
covered inside that Nun dress. The hint of nipple poke through, but
nothing stark. She would never know why, of all the things she
might remember, it would be that. It would be even harder for her
to remember the punishments though. That was like she needed to
peel back a layer of her psyche in order look at the finer
detail.

It wasn’t
‘just’ the caning. It was the humiliation and the degradation that
the nuns inflicted at the same time. For girls like Martha who were
well blessed with breasts, they were often caned with their breasts
out. On some occasions, the breasts themselves were caned. Martha’d
had her breasts caned although those memories were so well buried
in her psyche, so well-guarded by her own mind that they very
rarely came to the surface. They did come to the surface but it was
rare, and it was often a time that shocked Martha to a standstill -
just to have those flash backs which lasted split seconds at a
time, and then gone again. These were the times when Martha was at
her most disturbed.

But she’d
develop this self-protection system through her years. Once she’d
got away from the Nuns, she was able to develop ways of dealing
with these things she’d been through at the convent college. And it
could be said that this was what moulded Martha into the woman she
was. What had made her this almost painfully shy, retiring woman
when her physical appearance was of this Amazonian, breath-taking
woman that she was. She was tall at over five feet ten in her bare
feet. She had long shapely legs for days. And she had hips. In a
world where younger women didn’t want ‘curves’, she had curves to
die for. And she had breasts that any child bearing mother would
crave.

Martha had
grown up and she had matured, but she would never escape those
school days or those nuns completely. She would never escape the
nuns altogether. As she sat on the edge of her bed, soaking wet
between the legs, she’d pushed that dream to the back of her mind,
where a nun had rolled both of her nipples between her thumbs and
forefingers. Rolled them and squeezed them gently until they were
fat and obscenely bloated.

“These are
disgusting organs child… they will lead to no good. No good will
come of them.”

The Nuns, all
Irish, called everyone ‘child’. It was like their way of exhibiting
their dominance over anyone. It was like a form of patronisation,
one that prevented any come back. Or any form of resistance to what
they were doing even when they were not talking to a child, as
such.

“This is for
your own good child. The caning keeps you honest. It keeps you as
you should be.”

And that was
the same Nun, even before she had got her feared, curved cane out
and swished it through the air, justifying what she was about to
do. She was lecturing Martha and at the same time still rubbing
those nipples, making them fatter and fatter and making them more
and more grotesque. And Martha just standing there, letting her do
it because that was the way it was. And yet in this dream Martha
was an adult now. She wasn’t that college girl any more. She was an
adult but if she ever remembered this, because she didn’t remember
them all, she wouldn’t cotton on to that - that she was an adult in
the dream and that it was like the Nuns had followed her through
her life via her dreams.

That ‘niceness’
of having her nipples rolled and lightly pinched like that coming
to an abrupt end with the beginning of that caning then. That
caning casually inflicted and yet at the same time, vicious in its
application. That Nun, the same Nun who had rolled her nipples now
caning her thigh flesh, and her ‘sweet spot’ until she bled. And
that was the thing, the bleeding. Back in the school Martha had
never been caned without there being blood. And now in that dream,
the fully developed Martha was being caned so viciously and so
competently, that the cane broke the skin of the raised welts with
ease - just the slight split to the flesh and the blood seeped
through before scabbing over. And this Nun wouldn’t end the caning
until the back of the thighs and the sweet spot was covered with
those bloody welts.

But sitting on
that bed, she didn’t or couldn’t remember any of that. She just
knew about the wetness that she woke up with. And the little
tingles of niceness that infested her swollen nipples. That was
when she nibbled her bottom lip. She pushed it back into her psyche
because that little bit of her, that little bit that lived back in
that convent school, was afraid that the Nun with the cane would
come back and find out that she was wet and needy. And she was
needy. But she needed to keep that in check. She needed to get into
the shower and wash away the sins of her body. And she needed to do
that now.

 


Of course
Martha herself had issues, but they were buried issues. Buried
deep. And they were ones that only surfaced, occasionally. And ones
that manifested in those dreams - and at those times when she
really thought hard about her life to date. Those times when she
was aroused and horny, even if she didn’t know it, were when she
was able to think and remember certain things in flashback that
lasted split seconds, and were gone again. This was a woman who’d
been moulded and made via her teenage years. She was a woman who’d
had a certain path in life mapped out for her but she wasn’t aware
of it. She was aware only of what her psyche allowed her to be
aware of.

As the water
cascaded over her she held her head back and let the steaming water
cover her and saturate her. She got a sponge a soft sponge and she
filled it with water and then swiped up between her legs. She knew
what would happen when she did that. She knew that the slight
roughness, the texture of the sponge would pleasure her and there
was this little thing in her, like this little girl who was being
mischievous. She was cleaning herself up after that wetness she’d
woken up to.

She wasn’t
actively pleasuring herself so the Nun couldn’t further cane her
for that. It was a mark of how disturbed Martha actually was. She
didn’t live in that abusive convent world anymore and she hadn’t
for a long, long time, but she still limited her own access to her
own sexuality in case the Nuns came. And she did smile to herself
when she used that sponge that way, pleasuring herself, but not
pleasuring herself like that. It was her secret. All her’s, and
only her’s.

She took the
sponge again and squeezed the water out of it, and then did the
same again to her sex lips, and to her clitoris. That spongy
texture, doing wonders on the tip of her clitoral nerves. But then
it was like she came to her senses. It was like she realised what
she was doing and stopped - looking around in that steam of the
shower for a Nun’s face to just appear and let her know that she’d
been caught out and needed a caning so that the sins inside her
sexuality would go away.

And this was
where what little she knew or sensed of those old days faded right
out and she was in the here and now again. She needed to shower,
dress and makeup and get ready to go to her new job. She liked
having something to fixate on. She liked that she now had the job
she’d always wanted and needed. She couldn’t have, not in the
slightest, a clue about how her life would unfold from this point
on.

 


The staff room
of the help centre stopped in its tracks when Martha entered for
the first time. She was used to that. In the early days she
couldn’t get her head round the fact that when she walked into a
room, all eyes would turn to her. She was used to it, to an extent.
It was something that made her cringe although not visibly. It was
very much a cringe because she was kind of drawing attention to
herself and that was what she didn’t want to do. In her mind - if
she drew attention to herself then the nuns would know and they
would come for her and accuse her of wanting to draw the attention
to herself for sexual reasons. Yes she was mixed up and that had to
be something that deep down she knew.

She did look
breath-taking though, for her first day at this particular centre.
A fitted suit with a tight skirt to just above her knees. Her legs
sheathed in sheer nylon. A silk blouse in cream and that contained
her huge breasts, but in doing so, stretched the silk to its limit
so that the magnificence of her bloated nipples would be seen if it
weren’t for the fitted jacket she wore. That jacket, short, and
perfectly fitted and flared over her hips.

Her shoes then,
strapless black patent leather courts that forced her feet to arch.
Truth be known her heels were higher than they possibly should have
been. There was this under current of sexuality that emanated from
Martha and this was something that she had to have known about. Or
possibly it was something that, because it was her, it escaped her.
She had her own issues. Did shrinks analyse themselves?

She looked
‘smart’, beyond smart even. With her hair pulled back and then out
up in a high tight bun type pony tail she added to this
undercurrent of sexuality. It was as though growing up and into
adulthood, she invited this stop and look at her mentality, and so
she might as well make the most of it. her makeup was perfect -
maybe a little too perfect for a place like this. But this was her
look. This was how she countered being able to stop a room in its
tracks. Deep red lips was her trademark. It was how she rolled.

The same with
the eyes done dark, and her lashes almost dripping with mascara.
She was of the age where she couldn’t be bawled out for wearing too
much makeup, or wearing heels that were too high. She could do what
the fuck she wanted and in another way this was her sticking her
middle finger up to the nuns that seemed to follow her through
life, at least in her mind.

Martha was a
‘specialist’. She’d been hired because of her credentials and her
qualifications. She had all manner of certificates in psychology,
and behavioural sciences. One might wonder how much she knew of her
own issues. But again it was unlikely that someone like her would
analyse herself. She would need outside help, if that was the road
she decided to go down. But, she never did.

“You must be
Martha. I am so pleased to meet you at last. I’m Dora, the head of
the centre.”

And this
little, short, round woman approached Martha with her hand
outstretched ready to be shook. Elegantly Martha accepted as she
looked down on Dora. There was this sense, just a little sense of
Martha superiority over this woman. It could have been her stance
and her overall presence. Martha didn’t naturally dominate others -
or she didn’t do that knowingly or consciously. It was just that
maybe, possibly the look that she had developed over the years, to
this point, was a look that she thought would keep the nuns at bay.
There was something deeply psychological about her. It was like
defences that she had developed and perfected over the years.
Defences that had served her well and then that had kept those nuns
well at bay.

“I’m so pleased
to meet you as well Dora. May I call you Dora or do you insist on
the “Miss”? I know a lot of establishments such as this do.”

Martha looked
right at Dora. That was another skillset she had developed - to
look someone in the eye. And to never blink or look away first.

“Oh Dora is
fine my dear. We are all colleagues here after all.”

And this woman
used the ‘dear’ word as something of a put down she used on all
women. If there was anything about this little round woman it was
that she was insecure and constantly seeking to affirm her role as
the head of this place.

“We’re an
establishment that specialises in young people, eighteen plus, who
have fallen behind and maybe have fallen through the filters
somewhat. We just try to help them get back on the right track. We
encourage them to catch up with their education first and foremost.
And for the ones who have fallen more through the cracks we offer a
deeper helping hand. Which I guess is where you come in my
dear.”

That irritated
the fuck out of Martha first and foremost - the ‘dear’ thing.

“Yes, I know
what this place does. I’ve done my research. You’ve been here since
day one Dora. It must suit you?”

And again she
looked right at the head with her full, deep red lips stretched
into a slightly lopsided smile. Dora immediately had this look of
smug satisfaction on her face. This new woman Martha’d looked into
her. For some weird reason she liked that because it gave her this
sense of importance. Dora was already doubting that Martha had
given ALL the staff that research treatment.

 



CHAPTER
THREE

 


Martha &
Caprice Meet

 


“That’s right
dear, I have indeed been here since day one. The very first head
didn’t work out. He just didn’t get it, whereas I did.”

Martha could
see herself hanging onto this woman’s windpipe as she shook every
instance of the dear word out of her. But she didn’t let on. Of
course she didn’t.

“I’m very
impressed Dora I have to say. For someone like yourself to stay in
what must be a high pressure place for so long is a credit to you.
A real credit. So I repeat I am very pleased to meet you at last.
It’s been a long process.”

And Martha held
her hand longer than what a person would normally in such
circumstances. But she wanted Dora to remember their meeting. At
some point in the very near future she would ‘mention’ that she
didn’t like being called dear. She wouldn’t give a reason for not
liking it. Although somewhere in her psyche would be the knowledge
that the nun who caned her, and other girls always called them dear
after they had been caned. And that was what set her nerves on
edge. And there was now the fact that there was this little round
lady calling her dear. No, that was something that she needed to
sort out, once her feet were comfortably under the table, as it
were. Or maybe sooner.

Dora led the
way through the staff room and introduced Martha to each and every
one of the ‘team’. Martha could have done without this. She just
wanted to get on with the job. She wasn’t a sociable person. Indeed
she was anything but, so this being the centre of attention for the
collected staff was not her thing at all, and it didn’t matter how
spectacular she looked.

Somehow she
knew she looked spectacular, she always did. It was almost like she
was a contradiction of herself that she presented to the world. As
in, in reality she was this shy, awkward woman who had a mountain
of issues herself, but she didn’t look like one. In fact she looked
quite the opposite.

“This is Jean,
she’s been with us for five years. This is David, he’s been here
three years. Sally started the same day as myself and has been here
right through, like me.”

God this woman
didn’t waste an opportunity to let everyone know that she was in
charge here. Martha followed Dora’s introductions with her eyes and
she smiled politely as each was introduced. She liked it that other
women kind of shrunk back in her presence. She didn’t know why she
liked that, she just did. It could have come down to the fact that
in that convent school she’d been in, there was no chance of the
nuns shrinking back in her presence. In fact they used to use her
physical attributes to put her down so, so often - especially her
breasts.

And then there
was David. Martha let her eyes settle on him slowly. He was more
making eye contact with the bulge of her breasts and the line of
her nylon sheathed legs and the arch of her feet, than he was with
her eyes. That must have been the attention of ‘men’ that the nuns
used to lecture all the girls about.

“Men will use
you and then throw you away. It’s what they do. They will use you,
do disgusting things to you and with you and then they’ll throw you
away as though you are nothing but rubbish. Never let them do that
to you.”

She often
thought that these nuns must be lesbians or something. It can’t
have been her imagination that told her when a nun, or a group of
nuns were present, back in the day, the way they looked at her. Or
the way the caning nun would look at her breasts and lick her thick
lips, that they would do to her exactly what they were warning her
that men would do. It was all part of that big melting pot of
things that were in Martha’s mind and in her deeper psyche.

She let David
‘look’ her over and she smiled a bit. When he did eventually
realise that she was watching him, he just blushed up a furious red
and looked away. Martha liked that - it was a victory. She spent
the next painfully slow twenty minutes or so, spending time with
each and every one of the staff. Others joined and she greeted them
herself. She wanted to get this over and done with so that she
could get on with her job.

“I have to say,
it’s been a pleasure to meet you all and I look forward to working
with you all in due course. If ever any of you want to come and
talk, my door will always be open.”

Dora didn’t
like it that Martha spoke like this. It was as though she had taken
over the staff room or something, and taken her thunder away. She
kind of sneered a smile - something that didn’t go unnoticed by
Martha and that made her smile.

“Come Martha
dear, I’ll show you to your office. It’s a bigger office than I
have, because you will also work with the young people from there.
We’ve supplied everything you asked for. If anything is missing
please just ask.”

Dora was
leading Martha out of the staff room now as she spoke. Once again
Martha could have cheerfully choked this woman to death if she
called her dear one more time. It was ok though, she would be
dealing with that very soon.

“Here we
are…”

And Dora opened
the heavy wooden door into a huge room with a large desk, and
little lounge set up where she would be able to talk to the young
people who were sent to her.

It was clear
that Dora was having to suck on a lemon a little because of the
attention Martha got from others and the fuss she was having to
give her. This establishment had existed successfully for long
enough without a ‘specialist’ being brought in. The truth be known,
Dora knew full well that there was a need for someone with Martha’s
credentials.

It was just
that she could see her reign as the queen bee coming to an end and
it was hard for her to swallow. She’d probably lived and breathed
this place for twenty years and she’d probably had it all her own
way. But those powers that be would have seen how with the deeper
needs of certain young people, she just didn’t have the skills.
Neither did any of the other core staff.

“I’ll leave you
to settle in for the morning dear. You can get your bearings in
here and around the building.”

There was that
dear word again and Martha just looked at her. In her mind’s eye
she was seeing her own fingers close in, vice like around this
woman’s windpipe so that they could slowly squeeze the life out of
her.

“That would be
great Dora thank you, dear.”

And Martha was
turning the tables. And it was in that second, that split second
that Dora looked at her.

“I don’t like
anyone calling me dear, dear.”

And she spoke
in a low tone to Martha.

“Neither do I,
dear. Now can we agree that we won’t call each other that, ever
again? What you do with the rest of your minions out there is fine
by me. And you can call me Martha, and never ‘dear’. Are we clear
on that?”

One thing was
clear, and that was that Dora had never been spoken to like that in
her life. She took a step back and probably for the first time in
her life she was stuck for words. Martha though, didn’t budge. She
stood her ground and looked down at this woman as though she meant
what she was saying.

“Uh, yes, yes I
guess so. Yes we’re clear on that.”

The fluster in
Dora was obvious and it was stark.

“Now, if there
is anything else… it’s just that I want to ‘settle in’?”

Martha had no
intention of letting this woman off the hook that easily.

“No, no I’ll
leave you. I did pencil a young person in for you to see this
afternoon. I wouldn’t normally, but there is a pressing need for
Caprice to be seen. You’ll understand when you meet her.”

Dora’s tone was
different now, professional.

“That’s
absolutely fine. Is there any clue what the issues are?”

That this woman
had taken it on herself to book Caprice in didn’t bother Martha one
little bit. That was why she was here. This would have been the
professional thing to do. She had the feeling that she would need
to hit the ground running with this position and so she was ok with
it.

“Caprice came
to us from a troubled background. We don’t really know what the
issues are. Hopefully you will be able to get to the bottom of
that. It’s difficult to describe Caprice to anyone. They have to
meet her and take it from there. Anyway, she’s coming at 3pm to see
you. She knows you’re starting today. And if there’s anything else,
just give me a buzz Martha.”

Dora spoke with
not a ‘dear’ to be heard. That made Martha smile inside. It just
confirmed to her that she used that word deliberately, and in that
put down way. But she’d put that to bed now. And now she could
concentrate on the job she’d been hired to do.

 


14.58 - Same
Day

 


“Ah Caprice,
you’re early, I like that.”

Martha had
always been a stickler for timekeeping and promptness. The nuns had
instilled that into all of the girls in their charge. At first
Caprice, this painfully pretty girl just stood and looked at
Martha. She tilted her head first one way, then the other, but
again she didn’t say anything. And if anything Martha got this
sense of unease that seemed to travel up and down the core of her
spine.

“Why don’t we
take a seat, and have a chat?”

Martha
indicated to the two, two seater sofas that were arranged at right
angles to each other, with a coffee table serving both, as it were.
She tried to ignore the fact that Caprice was looking at her, all
of her. And they were not just glances she was giving her but full
penetrating looks. She started with the eyes. And this young girl
didn’t flinch. It was like she was looking way past the eyes. It
was like she was looking into the mind of Martha. There was this
definite ‘shudder’ that Martha felt. But it was fine. She knew that
she would come across young people with deep seated issues that she
would need to get to the bottom of. But this was her first and she
wasn’t prepared quite, for the psychological hit that she was
taking. She didn’t talk she just let Caprice do what she was
doing.

And what she
was doing was penetrating her with her eyes, and then she was
crawling all over Martha with those eyes. Over the silk covered
breasts, and then down to her hips. And her nylons sheathed legs,
and arched feet. It was ok - Martha kept telling herself that this
was ok. She was letting her training kick in and she was stepping
back, letting Caprice become comfortable with her and her
presence.

“So Caprice… is
it ok for me to call you Caprice? Or would you prefer I called you
something else?”

The young girl
seemed to snap out of it, and refocus on Martha.

“I like being
called ‘Miss’ as well. But maybe when we know each other
better.”

And there was
not one sign of a smile. She was well spoken, clear and precise.
Martha had no trouble understanding her, it was just the words and
the tone that took her back a bit.

“Well ok
Caprice, you let me know when I should call you Miss - that’s not a
problem at all. I want to get on with you and I want you to trust
me. That way, we will make progress.”

And as Martha
spoke she could feel those penetrating eyes again.

“Is there
anything you want to talk about Caprice - anything at all?”

Martha was
putting the ball into her court.

“Not really, I
don’t like talking much, especially to older adults.”

Martha smiled
inside,

“But you’re an
adult now. You’re eighteen years old, so it’s like we are two
adults talking together.”

Martha felt a
small sense of achievement in what she come out with to the young
lady.

“We’re not
really the same though are we Martha? I mean, you know… I see you,
that’s all.”

And that had
thrown Martha completely.

“What do you
mean, you see me? I don’t understand?”

And the older
woman was genuinely puzzled by what Caprice had said.

“I’m sorry. I’m
talking out of turn. Please forget I said anything. This is your
place. You’re here to talk to me I get that.”

The thing was
that Martha didn’t want to forget what she’d said. She wanted to
know more. But she knew enough not to push it.

“Tell me about
yourself Caprice. Tell me something I don’t know about you? I mean
I’ve just met you and I know you are achingly pretty, and a
well-spoken girl. But I have a feeling that I don’t know everything
about you, or anything in fact.”

Once again
Martha was putting the ball into her court.

“They used to
do things to you didn’t they Martha? You know, the older adults.
They used to do things to you, right?”

And Caprice was
simply looking Martha right in the eye. And once again Martha was
taken aback and shocked at what this girl had said. What could she
have meant - they used to do things to her? Surely she can’t have
meant the nuns? There was no way this girl could know about the
nuns. Was there?

“We’re talking
about YOU Caprice, not me. Tell me something about you, that I
couldn’t possibly know?”

Martha was
trying to gloss over what the girl had said. That was twice now
that she’d said something without fleshing it out. If the truth was
known Martha wanted to halt things right here and make her tell
her. But she decided that wasn’t the way to go. There was no
guarantee that she could get anything out of her and that would
create a barrier between them straight away.

“You look like
you’ve had things done to you.”

Once again
Caprice completely ignored what Martha had said and threw another
curve ball into the mix. She thought for a couple of seconds before
deciding to go with this girl’s narrative.

“I don’t know
what you mean - I look like I’ve had things done to me - what does
that even mean?”

Martha couldn’t
decide whether she was getting one over this girl by continually
putting the ball in her court, or whether she was succeeding in
tying herself in knots by evading the issue.

“Maybe
something from when you were my age or before. I don’t know, but
it’s something. I just know it.”

This time
Caprice’s tone was different - less straight, less weird. But there
was this sense that a breakthrough was being made so Martha was
prepared to go with it for a little while longer.

“How about you
tell me what happened to you, and then I’ll tell you what happened
to me? Is that a deal?”

Martha looked
straight at Caprice as she spoke to her.

“It’s a deal
but you better not cheat me on it. I won’t like it if you do.”

And that weird
tone came back with the warning to Martha.

“I promise I
won’t cheat on you. You tell me, and I’ll tell you.”

Martha was all
serious but she was thinking that she didn’t really know what she
was getting into here, and she didn’t know what she was really
going to tell this complete stranger about herself.

“My mom used to
do things to me. You know, down there? She waited until I was
legal, then she started.”

Caprice
indicated between her legs, what she was talking about and for the
first time Martha was shocked. She was shocked at the rawness of
this girl’s honesty. But if this meant that she was getting through
to her, then it had to be a good thing - at least in her mind it
had to be a good thing.

“Why did she
used to do those things to you? She was your mother for god’s
sakes.”

Martha was very
unsettled about this exchange but there was no way she could just
let it drop now. Besides, she’d told Caprice that she wouldn’t
cheat out on her.

“She wasn’t my
real mother. Just my dad’s friend. I had to call her Aunt as well
sometimes. Come on, now it’s your turn. You promised remember?”

And there was
that weird voice, that weird tone again. And now the ball wasn’t in
her court any more it was in Martha’s. Should she make something
up? She decided against that as it could just snowball into lies
that she wouldn’t be able to keep track of.

“I went to a
convent college where there were nuns. They used to cane us. And
humiliate us. They used to degrade us really badly.”

Martha heard
the words coming out of her own mouth, but it was like it wasn’t
her speaking them. She didn’t know where the words came from and
her memories of the convent college were so sketchy she didn’t know
how she could be so precise with clarity about what the nuns did to
her and others.

“I bet they
used to make you feel guilty, sexually as well hey?”

Martha
swallowed dryly. This girl had her finger on the pulse, that much
was clear. But this was a worry for Martha. Was this a sign of
things to come? That she would be put on the back foot by every
young person she saw because she wasn’t ready for the next thing
that came out of their mouths?

“Yes. Yes they
did. They made me guilty for having breasts, you know like
this.”

What was of
more worry to Martha was that this girl had made her remember her
past in ways that she’d never done before. It was like just for
these minutes that she could see clearly. The first time she’d seen
clearly for as long as she could remember. Usually it was just
fuzzy things that she remembered and then didn’t know if she was
remembering or making it up in her own mind as she went along. Now
she knew though.


CHAPTER FOUR

 


Where Demons
Are Seeded

 


“If you let any
of it out, I’ll cane your tits until they’re black and blue. Do I
make myself clear?”

The woman was
almost hissing her voice into the ear of Caprice. The girl was
whimpering and crying and she was holding her tummy, as though she
was in pain. The little panties she had on were all she had on.
There was this stringiness to this girl as though she had some
filling out to do. Long almost spindly legs that needed shape. She
had barely any hips, and her breasts were still coming through,
although her nipples looked like they’d had some prolonged
attention already and were thick, and long. She had promise. She
was very pretty even with tear stained eyes.

“Yes, yes Aunt
Celia. Yes yes Aunt Celia you are making yourself clear.”

There was a
desperation for her to get those words out before she was hit with
the pain from another cramp.

“Good girl. Now
put your hands to your sides and just stand for me. I want to see
you, all of you.”

The woman, Aunt
Celia sounded very calm, very much in control of what she was doing
and what she was getting Caprice to do. For Caprice she didn’t want
to drop her arms. It was like if she pressed her arm to her tummy,
it offered up at least a little comfort for her. But she dropped
her arms, both of them to her sides anyway.

“That’s
better.”

A bare foot
Caprice was doing this little dance, transferring her weight from
foot to foot as she tried to cope with the pain she was feeling.
With her arm out of the picture now there was a distinct swelling
to her tummy. That was where the enema had been fed into her and
swollen her bowels. The secondary swelling was from her bladder
where a catheter had been fed down and into her bladder where icy
water had been fed. The discomfort had been immediate, the agony
had taken a little time to build but was now on full song.

In her bowels a
warm, oily, heavy substance had been gravity fed in via a thick
tube. The combination of icy water and warm, thick, heavy oily
substance took a little time to reach its peak, but when it did
there was this awful pain, like a torture. More than a torture. And
certainly more than a young girl like Caprice should have had to
contend with.

“ I can and
will plug you if I have to. But I want to see you suffer for me. I
want to see you visually distraught at the effort you put in for me
not to plug you.”

There was no
doubt that Aunt Celia was a sick fuck. She was a woman in her late
thirties or early forties maybe. An attractive woman with thick
auburn hair and bee sting lips painted in red.

“I’m trying
Aunt Celia, I’m trying…”

And there was
this sense that Caprice was indeed trying her hardest. She wouldn’t
be able to release the pressure in her bladder because the catheter
controlled that. There was a little ‘tap’ on the tube that
protruded from her urethra. That could be turned to release the
water or at least release some of the pressure.

But it was the
pressure in her bowels that would be causing most of the pain. The
natural instinct in Caprice would be to open up and let it all out.
The natural order was that she should be evacuating her bowels of
this heavy oil stuff that was inside her. But she had to ignore
those instincts. She had to squeeze, and squeeze tightly so that
she didn’t evacuate all over the floor she was dancing foot to foot
on. And to do that she had to squeeze for all she was worth so that
her anal muscles tightened and closed up.

This thing,
this scene wasn’t a one off. It was clear from how his woman spoke
to Caprice that this was just another session of her being
tormented by this woman named Aunt Celia. And for Caprice it was
clearly just another time that she had to do what this deranged,
deviant woman was telling her to do. There was this ‘wonderment’ at
how Caprice could do what she was being told. And this even further
wonderment at how she was holding herself together in the
process.

“For gods sakes
girl, it’s running down the back of your legs. Am I going to have
to get the plug? If I do you know what that means right?”

But she was
right. There was this almost clear stuff running down the backs of
Caprice’s legs. That happened - this wasn’t a one off either. After
so much time, the pressure and the cramps got too much. So much so
that the ‘squeeze’ became looser and looser and it was inevitable
what would happen if it was left much longer.

“I’m sorry Aunt
Celia. I can’t hold onto it much longer. I can’t. I just
can’t.”

There was this
desperation in Caprice’s voice. Oh yes it was like she had been in
this predicament before. It was as though she had been in it many
times before.

“So the plug it
is then?”

Aunt Celia
wasn’t really expecting an answer from Caprice it was like a
rhetorical question. It seemed that this was the ‘game’. That she
would be filled with this stuff via the tube that still swung from
her anus, between her ass cheeks, and past her panties. And then
she had to hold it for as long as she could before being plugged.
Or she had to hold it until the tell-tale signs showed more of that
stuff running down the backs of her legs. Then she would be
plugged. And it seemed that this time had now been reached.

For Caprice, at
least she was a little further along in the game now. The pains
were terrible and they would be even more terrible by the time an
inflatable plug was lubricated and the fed past her sphincter and
into her anal passage. There would then be more pain as the plug
was inflated by Caprice herself. It was like part of the game that
Aunt Celia would hand her the little rubber bulb thing that was
attached to the tube, and then stand back and watch as Caprice
further tormented herself by stretching her anus wide, locking the
plug in. Caprice must have presented the perfect view for any
sadist. That this was a female sadist had to have been the perfect
storm happening then and there.

This was when
the option to self-evacuate the contents of her bowels was taken
away. Aunt Celia would close off the tube and then detach the bulb
so that it was impossible for Caprice to evacuate her bowels just
like it was impossible for her to empty her bladder. This was when
the two pain sources seemed to blend into one. This was when the
agony was as one, and infested this young girl like no other pain
she would ever know.

That constant
pressure to her insides from the oily substance and from the ice
cold water. That water would eventually warm to her body
temperature but the pressure would remain. And it was the pressure
that would create that internal agony that would probably make
Caprice wish she could just check out and die. Of course that
wouldn’t be an option. No sadist wanted their victim to die. That
would mean the end of the fun and games. Death was a way out and no
real sadist wanted to, nor would offer a way out.

“Please Aunt
Celia, please plug me. Please or I am going to have an accident and
I don’t want that to happen.”

By this time
Caprice was almost doubled over in pain. Her knees were clenched
together tightly as she tried to add to the squeeze that was
already becoming weaker and weaker. And because of that her feet
were splayed in this quite cruel, almost sad way, so that her toes
were pointed in to the opposite feet toes.

“No we don’t
want an accident do we? You know what happens when there is an
accident right?”

And Aunt
Celia’s smile was kind of camouflaged by her nasty tone. This woman
was enjoying what she was doing to this young girl. There was no
concern in her for Caprice. There was no concern that what she was
doing to her was just not right and that it was cruel. There seemed
to be no concern either that what she was doing was most likely
illegal and criminal. It was as though she existed in this parallel
universe where she could do anything to Caprice, with impunity.

A little later,
Caprice was squatted so that she could slide the plug into herself.
That seemed to be a theme, to get the girl to do as much to
herself, by herself as she possibly could. That way her degradation
was added to and it was enhanced by what was happening to her.

“Ooooh Aunt
Celia, that hurts so much. It hurts so much so badly.”

And it was
then, right then that Caprice sounded nothing more than a young
girl, frightened and in pain. And yet she managed to do what she
had to do as she squeezed the bulb in her hand and inflated that
plug. What she was doing was making the bulb fatter and longer.
Already it was pressing against the bend in her colon. And already
it was getting fatter, widening the tube that was her anus. And it
was also stretching the outer ring of her ass, and that created a
pain all of its own.

“Good girl. Do
it until it hurts and you can’t take it anymore.”

Aunt Celia
softened her tone as she watched Caprice do what she had to do. And
that was the thing - she knew what she had to do. There was this
sense that she had been ‘trained’ to do things to herself for the
pleasure of others. There was this sense also that she made the
right noises for this woman. That yes, she was in pain. The
evidence for that was stark and real. But that she made the noises
that excited the woman. It was like in a way, Caprice was getting
through what she had to do, in her way. She’d learned what pleased
this woman she called Aunt Celia, and whilst she knew she had to
suffer, she also knew that she could help herself by making those
right noises to please this woman.

“I can’t do it
any more Aunt Celia, it’s ‘huge’ inside me.”

And she had
this pained expression on her face that told of that agony she was
suffering.

“That’s ok
darling, just stand up now, and turn for me. I want to see all of
you. And you want to please Aunt Celia right? Because you wouldn’t
want ‘him’ to find out that you’d failed to please me now would
you?”

The way this
woman now spoke now sexualised the scene. There was a sexual
element from her, like a sadistic sexual element that would be hard
for anyone from the outside to swallow. But that was just it,
no-one from the outside would see any of this. If they did it would
be stopped and one would imagine that this woman would be locked up
and the key thrown away. Which begs the question why didn’t she get
away? She must surely have had opportunities to do that. Or, had
she been so brainwashed by what was being done to her, she just
took it because she thought she knew she had no other choice. She
wouldn’t have been aware of the line ‘there are always choices’
because she had never been fed that line.

“No, no Aunt
Celia, I wouldn’t want you to tell ‘him’ that I’d failed in any
way.”

And Caprice was
weepy. Her face was wet with tears that had spilled from her eyes
as she’d taken that pain she was in onboard and was dealing with
it. She turned on the spot - the agony she was in saw her body
reacting by keeping those knees clenched, and her feet splayed. She
also, somehow remembered to keep her hands and arms at her sides.
It was her pretty face that was the saddest and cruellest sight.
Yes she might have known how to help the process along and give
Aunt Celia what she wanted to hear and see, but the pain was real.
She was not acting that. She couldn’t act that. Her pretty face was
screwed up and it was like she was screwing up her eyes and her
face because that helped her. At least in her mind it helped
her.

“Open your eyes
sweetie, let Aunt Celia see those gorgeous wet eyes of yours.”

There was no
doubt that this woman was one of life’s sick fucks. She was getting
some kind of kick or buzz from this young girl’s pain, agony and
degradation. And she didn’t give a flying fuck about it, other than
getting to see what she wanted to see. This wasn’t a man, a sick
man driving this woman, she was doing that all by herself. It was
like she had this level of twisted all to herself and she was
thriving on it.

Caprice opened
her eyes and tears still spilled and poured from both. She looked
directly at Aunt Celia because she knew that was what she had to
do. And she pressed her thin lips together and rolled them in,
another sign of the agony she was in.

“He wants to do
things with your nipples tonight. You know, to get them ready?”

Aunt Celia
spoke casually not really thinking of the cataclysmic things she
was saying. Who the fuck was ‘he’? Again Celia was sexualising what
was being done and what was to be done with her.

“Yes, yes Aunt
Celia, I understand. He likes my nipples I know he does. He says
that he wants them ‘right’, before my breasts fully develop. He
says I’ll be a better slut then, for him.”

And she
struggled to get the words out because she was now in this constant
pain filled turmoil. It wasn’t bursts of pain of cramp any more. It
was like all of those cramps had blended into one continuous cramp
that seemed to infest the whole of the inside of her
femininity.

“Yes, yes he
does like your nipples. He likes ‘perfect’ nipples and is sure that
they will be perfect. He’s already done some work on them hasn’t
he, hey?”

Aunt Celia
could talk without the strain and the despair that Caprice was
forced to endure. From her it was like a conversation that she was
having. But from Caprice it was an effort for her to communicate.
But this was another thing that she had to do. It was another thing
that she had to fight against every microbe in her body to do. What
she wanted to do was simply collapse and then scream and scream the
place down because of the agony that she was in. But somehow, for
some reason she didn’t do that. She couldn’t do it, or ‘he’ would
find out. So maybe whatever he did to her as a result of her
failing had to be far worse than what she was going through right
at this time.

“Mmmm yes Aunt
Celia. I like it when he works on my nipples, making them longer
and fatter. It makes me feel ‘nice’ somehow. And he does it so
well.”

Again she
struggled with the words that belonged in a twisted conversation.
These words should not have been coming from her in this way, or
any way at all. But they were.

“That’s right
darling, it feels nice. It isn’t all about this nasty pain now is
it? You get to learn that you get ‘nice’ things done to you as
well, when you are a good girl. But also, if you fail in anyway,
you also get to be punished. This will confuse you at times, but
you will learn in due course, I promise.”

And this
conversation, these words from this woman would serve only to
confuse any sane mind. This was a complex situation. A complex
predicament that this girl Caprice was in. She got to experience
pain, for no reason and then she got to experience punishment if
she failed to please ‘him’ or ‘her’. And then as well she got to
experience ‘nice’ things.

There was no
real way that a girl like Caprice could work it out in her mind.
All she could do was go with the flow. All she could do was as she
was told when she was told and how she was told. Maybe it would
make sense to her as her predicament progressed and as she became a
little more mature. And as targets were reached and surpassed.

‘He’ often
talked about targets that Caprice would need to reach. And about
how she would get more ‘nice’ things done to her the more she
achieved. The more she achieved meant the more she suffered for him
and for Aunt Celia.

“I want to
learn Aunt Celia, I really do. But sometimes the pain is so bad
that I can’t concentrate - like now. I feel like I’m going to
burst. I feel like I’m going to leak this stuff out of me.”

She was
beginning to talk nonsense. She knew that she could not spill any
of the oily stuff or any of the water from her because she was
locked up and sealed. All she could do was suffer the pain.

“You hold on
there sweetie, just a little bit longer and then he will be home to
do those nice things to you again. That’ll help you get over the
agony until you get more of it tomorrow.”

Caprice was
whimpering now and her stance was more a continuous squatting, with
the agony. As though she were a little animal about to give birth
or something. Aunt Celia just lapped up the sight. She was wet
through at the sights and sounds before her.

 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


Martha and
Caprice 1st Meeting cont

 


Martha would
never forget this first meeting with Caprice. It had got to her in
ways she couldn’t understand. It was simple really though, a
control freak, a psychopathic control freak would be able to do
what Caprice did with ease. It was like ground work. Like homework
and like a softening up of the mind before the real work started.
It was Caprice herself who slid across her sofa so that she was
closer to Martha.

The older woman
didn’t stop her, or didn’t show any sign of being unsettled by
this. Caprice smiled at her and she smiled back. Martha had already
come to the conclusion that this girl was in the wrong
establishment and that possibly she was probably not the one to get
through to this girl at all. It was like she felt she was out of
her depth and she didn’t know what the next step or the next move
was. She needn’t have worried since it would all be taken out of
her hands. It might have been a good time for her to opt out,
before it was too late. But she wouldn’t do that.

“I can see why
the nuns used to pick on your breasts though Martha. Is it ok for
me to call you Martha, or should I call you something else?”

Caprice was
mimicking what Martha had said to her earlier and it was just weird
now.

“Martha’s fine.
It’s my name and to be perfectly honest with you, I prefer to be on
first name terms. It sets the tone. I don’t know what you mean
though, by you can see why they picked on my breasts?”

Martha sat back
and crossed her legs - the sound of nylon rasping nylon seemed to
fill the air.

“I love that
sound don’t you Martha. Nylon on nylon. It’s very sensual.”

Martha was
puzzled. This girl was jumping around in her conversation, as
though she couldn’t, or chose not to have any focus on one
particular train of thought. It was like she was hovering before
she chose her attack.

“Mmmmm yes I do
like it. For me it’s a comforting sound and sensation. But tell me,
why you can see why the nuns picked on my breasts?”

Martha wasn’t
really sure she was handling this right at all. She wasn’t sure of
anything at this point. For some reason she was feeling that
Caprice was this powerful young woman who had an insight that most
her age would not have. But she didn’t know if she was doing the
right thing, talking more about herself, revealing more about
herself. On one hand this might make Caprice open up more to her,
but on the other hand it might not, and it might just mean that
Caprice would know more about her than she was comfortable
with.

“Well they’re
epic breasts aren’t they? Even I can see that. Look Martha, do we
have a lot of time now or do you have to fit someone else in before
the end of the day?”

The way Caprice
was able to snap into and out of focus and with clarity was truly
disturbing and exciting at the same time. For Martha it was like
this young girl was having ‘episodes’ and she understood that. That
could have been the sign of something underlying that was yet to be
diagnosed. It would help Martha later to decide if she needed to
get another professional on board with her, or not.

“We have as
much time as it takes Caprice and no, I don’t need to see anyone
else today.”

For the first
time Martha smiled a sincere smile.

“Then why don’t
you lock the door, so we won’t be disturbed, and we can get into
deeper things. I know you want to.”

This time it
was Caprice’s turn to smile, and that simply emphasised her
prettiness to Martha. Martha herself didn’t know, not at first, how
she felt about the suggestion from Caprice. She was in that place
in her mind where she didn’t want to do anything or say anything to
put the girl off. It was like she was opening up now, kind of, and
she didn’t want to kick the door to Caprice’s mind closed
again.

“Ok Caprice, I
hear that. Being disturbed isn’t a good thing, so I’ll lock the
door. If it means we’ll make progress and that we’ll make some
trust between us then it’s fine.”

Martha talked
as she uncrossed her legs and got up to her full height on the
stilettos. Caprice followed her every move with eyes that did not
seem to blink. Martha, for the life of her didn’t know if she was
doing the right thing. There was something inside her psyche
excited by what was happening, and she didn’t get that.

Caprice was
more than half her age and yet, it seemed that she was more
advanced in some ways, than she should be. She turned the key in
the heavy wooden door and the lock tumbled into place, meaning that
no-one could walk in on them. Caprice patted the sofa that Martha
had been sitting on, indicating for the older woman to return to
sitting right there. But she did it with that sweet smile of her’s
and Martha couldn’t help but smile in return at that. She sat and
recrossed her legs, and there was that sound again. Nylon on
nylon.

Martha wasn’t
seeing this as wrong at all. There were just no red flags up and
there should have been. There should have been no reason for the
door to be locked - and there should have been red flags that it
was locked. But Martha was being guided right past those red flags
by this girl. She wouldn’t at all feel that she was being
manipulated by a greater mind, or the demon inside.

“Let’s slip our
jackets off, make this more comfortable. Are you ok with that
Martha?”

The tone of
Caprice was odd. She wasn’t asking if they should remove their
jackets, she was stating it as a fact and there was this
understated edge to that tone. Martha was so taken with this girl,
as though she already trusted her, that it was no problem for her
to remove her jacket and she was the first to do this. In her mind
she was doing this Caprice’s way so that the girl would feel
comfortable and would get some trust going as a result.

Caprice’s eyes
opened wide, almost popping as Martha removed her jacket and threw
it over the back of the sofa. Caprice did the same, revealing a
short crop top, and a bulge of breasts that promised some kind of
magnificence of their own in the years to come. Her eyes were
focused on the huge, huge silk covered mounds of the older woman’s
breasts.

“You see, your
breasts ARE epic. That’s why they picked on them. Did they hurt
them as well? You know, the nuns, did they punish your breasts as
well?”

Martha could
feel her mouth drying up. This wasn’t how she envisioned her first
day in this place going. Now maybe there were little, tiny, seeds
of doubt that this wasn’t the right way to be going. She was
supposed to be getting to the root of Caprice’s issues. It was
supposed to be her asking the deep penetrating questions not the
girl asking her.

But for some
reason Caprice made her feel so comfortable with her that she kind
of didn’t think it an issue to open up to her. And on top of that,
after just these few minutes with Caprice she was already
remembering things that she’d never done before. It was like
Caprice herself was able to look through the fog and see.

“They did. They
used to cane them, really hurt them. Not always but sometimes, you
know? I’ve tried to push all that to the back of my mind. But now
that we are talking, it’s all coming back to me.”

Martha wouldn’t
be able to say that she didn’t feel vulnerable with Caprice now.
Not because she feared her physically, but rather because she was
opening up to her now. Caprice slid closer so that they were at
corners to each other. She rested a flat hand on Martha’s crossed
over, nylon sheathed knee and she looked her directly in the
eyes.

“It’s ok. I
understand what they did to you. I understand they hurt your
femininity in a bad, bad way. It was their way of controlling you.
And it worked didn’t it?

“Yes, yes I
guess it did.”

Maybe this was
the first time that Martha saw a red flag. She just looked at the
slender hand, and fingers of Caprice on her knee and she aware of
that hand pressing and moving slightly over the nylon. This wasn’t
how it was supposed to be at all but already Martha was being taken
along on this ride with Caprice. A ride that she didn’t know in
what direction it was heading.

“You want me to
trust you Martha and I want you to trust ME. Do you understand
that?”

This was too
much for Martha to comprehend. The roles had been switched inside
this locked room - she was now the troubled one with issues. She
knew it, and yet she did nothing about it.

“I trust you
Caprice. I trust you. I really do and I want us to explore these
things together.”

Martha’s voice
was a little breathy, a little whispery and although she didn’t
show it, Caprice recognised it.

“They
sexualised you and you didn’t know it. They planted seeds in your
head that would only flower when you got older, like now. That’s
not your fault Martha, it’s their fault. You did nothing
wrong.”

Martha, in her
mind was trying to say that this was ok, she had this. It would be
ok. But there was a little voice telling her at the same time that,
no it wouldn’t be ok. That this wasn’t right at all and that she
needed to do something about it - but what?

“I know. What
they did to me, to all of us girls was awful. I couldn’t get out of
that school quick enough, I can tell you that.”

For some reason
it felt good to be unloading on Caprice in this way. She’d never
felt such a sense of relief before and that was hard to let go
of.

“I’ll bet you
thought once you got out of that convent place and away, that the
trauma was a thing of the past hey? Once you got away and left,
that not only were the punishments a thing of the past, but so to
that guilt and shame and self-loathing were gone for good,
right?”

Martha was
trying to work out how the actual fuck Caprice could do this. How
could she get into her head so easily and get her to open up like
this. And most of all, how she could have such an insight into such
issues at such an early age. It didn’t matter though because she
would still answer her.

“I did. I
thought it was all over. That was the happiest day of my life. I
left that place like a different girl compared to who’d resided
there for two years. I was free.”

“But that
didn’t last long right? You weren’t free for long. It didn’t take
long for your mind to start playing tricks on you, right? The wet
dreams, the dreams and nightmares you could never remember?”

Martha
swallowed. She’d never been forced to face her past, or her time in
that convent college before now. And now it was like a freight
train hitting her head on.

“Yes, all of
that. All of it!”

Again Martha’s
voice was breathy. Caprice kept her hand in place on the older
woman’s knee, and now that was warm and pleasant.

“So you live
with this day in, day out right, with no end to it in sight?”

In the back of
Martha’s mind she knew she was being analysed and tested by this
girl. But for the first time in her life she felt good about
letting it out and Caprice had already spoken about trust between
them and this was it.

“I do. I don’t
have a choice. I go to bed, I wake up, clean myself up and go to
work, or whatever I am doing for the day and then I come home and
go to bed and it all starts again.”

And now there
was an almost weepy quality to Martha’s tone. She’d let Caprice in,
and she’d dropped what little guard she had.

“I know, a
viscous circle of existence right? But you know it doesn’t have to
be like that. You can face your traumas head on. Take them on and
beat them.”

Caprice spoke
and it all sounded so easy. Martha was here in this locked room
with a young woman who seemed to get it, who seemed to get it all,
and she felt different to how she’d ever felt in her life.

“I don’t know
how to take my traumas on. I’ve never even thought about trying to
do that.”

And, just for a
second or two there was this silence between the two of them.

“I can help you
with that.”

This was what
Martha should have been saying to Caprice, but it was the other way
round.

“How
though?”

She was
genuinely curious, as well as feeling all these other alien
sensations she was feeling.

“Look, let’s
start now. Uncross your legs and sit straight. Shoulders back,
knees together. Sit as though your proud. Push your shoulders right
back, thrust out your breasts like you love them. I promise you’ll
feel better than you’ve ever felt in your life.”

Caprice was
smiling, just a slightly lopsided smile that gave away that she was
thinking ahead, that she was thinking of steps in a process. Martha
wouldn’t have known a thing about the darkness, or the demon, in
this girl at this point. At this point Caprice was simply finding a
way into this older woman’s head so that she could reside there
rent free for the duration. She was endearing herself to Martha,
and she was being driven by her own demon inside.

Martha did as
suggested. She lifted that one leg off the other and sat with her
nylon knees touching. And then she placed her hands on her thighs
and sat upright, more upright and then pushed back her shoulders.
And she could feel the huge strain of her mammoth breasts against
the silk of her blouse. And she did feel better about herself right
at this point. She could feel Caprice’s eyes on her breasts but
that didn’t matter. She’d never felt the way she felt now before
and she wanted to hold onto that.

“How does that
feel?”

Martha was
becoming a victim of something known as autosuggestion. Caprice had
suggested that she would feel better sitting up proud with her tits
thrust out, and so, she did feel better.

“I feel
amazing, if I’m honest Caprice.”

“Try, ‘I feel
amazing, Miss’ and see how that feels.”

Carrie had
started a narrative and was quick to follow through. But she could
tell it was resonating with Martha.

“I feel amazing
Miss.”

And she did,
because Caprice had suggested that this would be the case. And
because she did feel amazing she wasn’t feeling that she was
submitting, for the first time, to this young girl when she
addressed her as Miss.

“I know you do,
and it will be amazing always, with me, I promise, as long as you
are honest with me. And as long as we trust each other.”

And as she
spoke Caprice was bringing one hand up, and under a silk covered
breast she was taking the weight, just gently. So that as Martha
was absorbing more auto-suggestion from this girl, so Caprice was
already moving on to the next stage. The physical, sexual touching.
She became aware though and her eyes dropped to Caprice’s hand
under her heavy breast. She didn’t say anything though.

And Caprice was
watching for any sign of objection, or distress to what she was
doing. This was this girl or the demon inside of this girl gaining
control of Martha. And it was Martha without any knowledge of this.
She wouldn’t have any knowledge of it until it was too late.

“Is this ok,
for me to do this? You have beautiful, beautiful breasts Martha,
and they should be treated with utter respect. They should be
worshipped in fact.”

Caprice was
talking more in whispery tones now. As though she was seducing this
older woman. And for Martha, the words that this young girl used
were making her feel special. Where those nuns made her and all the
other girls feel like shit, Caprice was using her seduction skills
to make her feel good. And inside her mind somewhere she was
knowing that she was feeling more than that. And it was as though
Caprice was reading that mind of her’s already.

“You know, it’s
ok if you’re wet down there. I understand. I understand
completely.”

Martha hadn’t
been aware of her wetness until Caprice spoke of it - then just the
slightest move of her thighs and she could feel the wetness inside
her thighs, up high. That could have been the point at which she
was yanked out of this world that Caprice was introducing her to,
but it didn’t happen.

“I’m sorry. I’m
sorry Miss.”

Again that
immediate submission in the word Miss.

“There’s no
need to be sorry. We trust each other right? We want to help each
other right?”

And straight
away she knew how to put Martha’s mind at some ease by saying that
they were helping each other. When in reality she was simply
helping herself to control this older women more and more.

“Yes, yes Miss,
yes we trust each other and are helping each other.”

By this time
Caprice’s fingers were circling one nipple poking through the silk.
She was just circling ever so lightly, using the silk as the
friction to the aureole through the thin silk and the even thinner
bra. Missing the nipple stem altogether and building up that need
in Martha to have the nipple touched - which Caprice didn’t do. Now
she was taking Martha into another realm.

 



CHAPTER SIX

 


In That Other
Realm

 


After a few
minutes Martha was gasping. She was still sitting upright. She was
still thrusting her breasts out, though now even more, as though
she was forcing her breasts into that incessant attention and not
dragging them away. And that one nipple was ‘huge’ through the
silk. Caprice had been working the silk and the aureole for twenty
minutes non-stop. She’d moved in close and she was letting her
breath wash over the older woman’s face. Martha was in that other
realm and she was utterly saturated between the legs. She would
never remember being so wet, or so slippery without her touching
herself before.

“You know
Martha, the thing about silk is that it micro-irritates sensitive
flesh. It does things to the flesh and you don’t know it’s
happening. But you know what, I can do those epic nipples and
breasts more justice if you remove your blouse and bra. Do you
think you can do that, for me?”

And all the
time Caprice was working that nipple and all the time she was
whispering close to Martha’s face. One might have thought that the
older woman would need some convincing to go topless but this
wasn’t the case at all. The words had barely come out of Caprice’s
mouth and Martha was unbuttoning her blouse and slipping it off.
Then her bra, leaving her pendulous tits to swing and ripple to a
standstill. Her nipples looked odd. That was because they were
odd.

Caprice had
been only working on one and not the other. The one that she’d been
working on was hugely bloated and that was with her just
concentrating her efforts through the silk with her fingertips and
nails. And now in the open air and free, it was clear that this one
nipple was engorged. The other nipple was simply ‘erect’ and not
yet bloated.

“You look
beautiful Martha, seriously, I’m in awe of you.”

Caprice spoke
in a sweet, but sickly voice as Martha went topless in front of
her. She’d already got into Martha’s head and now she wanted and
needed to suck her more into her world so that she could begin her
work properly. Or, so that demon inside her could begin its work on
her properly. And there had to be that demon - it had to be there,
somewhere.

“Thank you,
thank you Miss. Thank you so much.”

Martha’s words
came in a breathless, stuttering sentence. And now more than ever
she was in a different place to where she’d been as she’d started
her new job earlier this same day.

“Ohhhh god,
Miss, Caprice, Miss….”

It was like in
her arousal she was getting confused with what she should be
calling the young girl.

“We have to
have some ground rules if I am going to help you with your issues.
Don’t you think? And I like that you call me Miss, so that
stays.”

And in Martha’s
mind there was this little, tiny insignificant voice screaming at
her telling her that this was all wrong. It was telling her that it
wasn’t too late to regather and save her position, but she had to
snap out of it to do that. But at the same time there was her own
secondary voice, even smaller, telling her it didn’t matter. That
she could save her position after this little coming together with
Caprice had come to an end. And that this was just too beautiful a
thing to let go, right now.

“Yes, yes Miss,
yes Miss. Ground rules, yes Miss.”

Caprice was
‘blowing’ across that engorged nipple and as she did that she was
just running a perfectly filed nail around the dark, speckled,
freckled flesh of the other aureole. In effect she was beginning
the process of evening up the nipples. And she wasn’t in a rush to
do that. She would take her time, just like she’d done with the
first one. She would work the nipple without touching it. She would
use her finger nail and resonate it with that speckled pimply flesh
of the aureole and she would do it without even the slightest touch
to the nipple tip or stem. And that in itself would feed a need,
and a greed that was being unleashed in Martha.

And yet that
second nipple would swell, and it would bloat and engorge as though
it was being sucked and twirled by a fleshy wet tongue. For now,
for that nipple it was just the nail, teasing it. Getting ever so
close to the base of the thickening stem, but never touching it.
And yet that finger nail having the desired effect - feeding that
aggravating need and greed.

“Uhhhhhh
Misssss, Misssssss, Misssssss.’

But for the
other nipple it was Caprice’s wet slithering tongue wrapped around
the stem and that moving as though it was masturbating that nipple.
That was it - the tongue, for all we know, the demon’s tongue was
wrapped around the nipple and it was moving up and down its length,
but never touching the tip. Never swiping the flat end of the
nipple. It was like the tips of these nipples were hallowed ground
that Caprice was saving for some kind of finale. Her fingernail,
just one, her forefinger, working the aureole, sending those
sensations through the flesh and into the core of the nipple making
it hard. Erecting it, bloating it as Martha was taken deeper into
some kind of rabbit hole that she didn’t really know, or care, if
she could climb out of, or not.

“That’s right,
sit upright, straight. Force your shoulders back and push these big
old tits out. Place your hands, palms up on your skirted thighs as
I show you what your breasts are for, in my world.”

There should
have been the red flags here as well. ‘Her world’. What was her
world? Martha was definitely existing on another deeply sexual
level, but so was Caprice. If anyone was there to look into this
young girl’s eyes they would see a blankness, the pupils open wide,
and the lights not on. There would be this ‘thing’ that emanated
from her that would not be decipherable to anyone not in tune with
what was going on in this room, Martha’s room.

“Oooooh
Missssss, Misssssss, Missssssss.”

Martha was part
hissing and part dribbling her words. The way she was, was hardly
becoming of a woman of her stature and her status in this facility.
The way she was resonating her words, and the obvious sexual hunger
that those words were drenched with was not becoming of her at all.
But Caprice was blowing her mind. Just concentrating on her huge
thick nipples like she was, she was blowing her mind. She wouldn’t
even be thinking that this girl was adding to the nipple treatment
by just residing in Martha’s head, working on her
psychologically.

And then
Caprice was blowing on that second nipple and as she did that
Martha was trembling. At some point she would have known how wet
she was between her legs. And now that she was sitting as
instructed, knees together, hands upturned on her lap, that wetness
would definitely be ringing in her ears - along with Caprice’s
voice.

“I know, better
still, remove your skirt Martha. I want to see those perfect legs
in all their glory. Keep the nylons, and the heels. Just slip off
your skirt. Let’s get to the epicentre of what this is all
about.”

And maybe, just
maybe one could expect Martha to snap out of this and put it to an
end now. But no, she didn’t do that. Instead she reached behind
her, unclasped the skirt and remained sitting as she wriggled out
of the skirt. She just lifted herself slightly and then back down
so that she was sitting with her ass cheeks on the chair and a
string thong, like a cheese grater between them. Her nylons were
self-supporting stockings, dark brown ones, sheer in their
denier.

“Stockings! I
like that, but let’s get rid of that unsightly thong hey? The
stockings kind of set you off as the sort of woman you are Martha.
Full marks for the heels also. You look amazing. You look very much
like my Aunt Celia. Did I tell you about her? Oh I must tell you
about her some time. Do you mind if I call you Aunt Martha. I
think, I think that would be perfect, don’t you?”

At all the
points at which there should have been red flags there weren’t.
Martha was too far down that rabbit hole and she was too busy
dealing with the desperate need to feel this girl’s lips around her
nipples. And desperate to feel that wet sucking sensation she knew
would result.

“Yes Miss, yes,
Aunt Martha it is, yes Miss thank you Miss.”

Martha’s voice
was more breathy than ever as she ran her tongue across her
lips.

“Good girl. My
Aunt Celia never treated me very good. You know she did things to
me, nasty things. But you won’t do that, I just know you won’t
because you’ll enjoy way too much what I am going to do to
you.”

This should
have been Martha learning about the deeper psychology of Caprice,
but she was missing all of the cues. She was too far gone to be
holding anything in, except what Caprice wanted her to hold in.

“Sit with your
legs spread Aunt Martha. Spread them wide, then sit up again, sit
back, thrust your breasts and these delicious nipples out. And let
me see what’s between those perfect legs of yours.”

This was like a
young girl, getting some kind of bizarre revenge on her Aunt Celia.
Except it wasn’t Aunt Celia it was Aunt Martha. This had to be a
worry for the older woman. Caprice had let enough out, that the red
flags should have been waving in the debauched breeze in that room.
Martha was listening to it, she was taking it in. She had to have
been taking it in, what Caprice was saying in order to do exactly
what she was telling her to do. And now the thong was gone. Her
sexuality, framed with what seemed to be a down of jet black hair
was exposed, and vulnerable to the gaze of this young girl.

“I see
‘wetness’ Aunt Martha. I see you are ‘dripping’ between these
stockinged thighs of yours.”

It was as
though this girl had such an insight into what she was doing that
she was painting the picture of Martha sitting there, with her legs
spread open displaying her leaking sexuality, so that it would be
burned into the psyche of Martha as this coming together
progressed. And for sure Martha would remember all of the words
this girl whispered and hissed into her psyche long after that
sexual need and greed had faded back.

“I’m sorry
Miss. I’m so sorry I’m wet, like this, I’m so so sorry.”

And Martha did
sound sorry. But she sounded sexy, and breathy as well. At some
point it would dawn upon her that she had been taken to this state
by this young girl and that she shouldn’t have allowed it. That she
should have put a stop to it immediately when it showed a sign of
turning sexual. But it was too late for that now. She’d been taken
too far.

“No need for
sorry Aunt Martha. This is ‘you’. And I as your ‘niece’, am going
to help you.”

And yes - now
this was where it got even weirder. It was clear that Caprice had a
thing about older women because of this ‘Aunt’ who did things,
nasty things, to her when she was a bit younger. So it was more
clear now what Caprice’s issues were. It was how she was going
about addressing those issues that was the most disturbing thing
that was going on.

She was taking
a path, her path. She was dealing with things in her way. She was
dealing with ‘Aunt Celia’ in her way. Or she was dealing with the
demons of Aunt Celia in her way. But she was also letting another
demon give her a helping hand, or maybe even the upper hand. And it
was Martha or Aunt Martha that was in her line of sight. Martha had
already been hooked and now Caprice was winding her in.

“You must be
desperate for me to suck your nipples by now. I know you will be.
So I am going to do that for you, and at the same time, without
even touching you between the legs, I am going to make you ‘cum’.
I’m going to make you cum and cum. Would you like that Aunt
Martha?”

And there was
yet another red flag that would not be picked up by Martha. And
this was a red flag that she really needed to pick up. The thought
of this young girl making her, as an older, wiser woman, orgasm and
‘cum’ should have been enough to drag her out of that sexual mire
she was clogged down in. But it wasn’t, and instead it seemed to
feed her more and more.

“Yes, yes
please Miss. Yes please Miss.”

Martha
repeating herself like this was a sign that she wasn’t really able
to function on a normal level. The sexual need, and ‘greed’ were
driving her now. To all intents and purposes Martha was in the
advanced stages of being lost to this girl, and she didn’t even
know it, not really.

“How about you
just sit forward on the chair now and slide your hands behind your
back. Imagine they are ‘tied’ behind your back and you can’t bring
them back around as I pleasure you Aunt Martha? Think you can do
that for me? I think what you feel will be hundreds of times better
if you just do it my way without even thinking.”

That this girl
had got a hold, and got control of Martha was not in question. It
was the manner, and the ‘viciousness’ of that control that had to
be seen to be believed. There was this seductive quality to the
control that Caprice shouldn’t have been able to display, but she
could. That seductive quality of her control was just that,
seductive. But in that there was this viciousness that would make
anyone from a normal world despair at what they were seeing. But of
course, no-one from a normal world would be seeing this. This was a
vicious taking down of an older woman by a younger one, that was
’secret’ and it was in that space that was ‘forbidden’ from the
being viewed by normal people.

Martha did as
was suggested by Caprice. She sat forward a little and leaned
forward a bit more so that her breast were hanging. She slipped her
hands behind her back and immediately imagined they were ‘tied’
there and that she couldn’t bring them back round. And the fact
that her breasts were hanging slightly, meant that the pressure
that was behind the nipples was greater. So that greater pressure
was adding to the pleasure that the both now bloated nipples were
feeling. Immediately there was this expression of euphoria on
Martha’s face. She couldn’t possibly know that she was assisting in
setting herself up for the greatest fall. That such a thing could
happen couldn’t have been further from her mind.

“Good girl Aunt
Martha. You know, I’m going to put right all of the ‘Aunts’ wrongs
in the world. Well, we are going to do that together. Right the
wrongs of Aunt Celia’s and Aunt Martha’s all over the world. Just
me and you.”

And what
Caprice was saying didn’t make any sense, not really. If anything
she was underlining her own deep seated issues. If anything she was
bringing to the fore the demon that was running wild in her psyche.
But she was also in the process, the early stages of a process of
fucking up Martha. To the untrained eye there would be no sign of
this. There would be the sign of the seductive capabilities of this
young girl, but not the deeper intentions of her. And that was the
thing that needed to be seen so that it could be stopped. The
deeper intentions.

“There there
now Aunt Martha, you just relax, let me pleasure your teats. Let me
give you a cum you will never forget.”

Caprice was
speaking in a hushed whisper, almost emphasising what she was doing
here was wrong. And at the same time she was using both hands, both
thumbs and forefingers to lightly, ever so lightly touch and ‘grip’
the nipple stems and once again, avoiding the nipple tips. She was
working the nipples but almost invisibly. This girl knowing how
softly, and how gently to treat those almost black, bloated
nipples.

“Thank you
Miss, thank you so much Miss.”

And that was
the thing, Martha was grateful for what this girl was doing for
her. She was sitting on the edge of that chair, slightly hunched
over at the waist and hips, and her breasts were exposed and
vulnerable like this, and hanging. Her hands were behind her and
she had easily convinced herself that they were tied that way and
that she could not make use of them at all. And Caprice was working
her. She was thumbing those nipples at the same time and she was
just gripping them ever so lightly. Then she brought her both hands
up to her own mouth and she saturated them in her own saliva before
bringing them back to the nipples, using that saliva as lubrication
for the nipple stems.

“Ooooooooohhhhh
oooooohhhhhhhhh ooooohhhhhhh.”

The pleasure
sensations that Martha was experiencing surpassed anything she had
felt before, and because of that she was a different woman from
this point on. Caprice edged her, and edged her a number of times
before finally stroking over the nipple tips with her wet fleshy
tongue - first one, then the other. And immediately Martha
orgasmed. She didn’t just orgasm, she came and came. She orgasmed
without any touch to her vaginal flesh or her clitoral flesh at all
and that was a head fuck all of its own.

The way her
eyes opened wide bulging as she came and came told of a deeper
trauma being inflicted on her. Caprice made Aunt Martha cum, she
made her squirt from between her legs, and she held it there, right
there at the peak until she knew that what this woman was going
through was irreversible and then she brought her down from it,
slowly. All the time she sucked one nipple and thumbed the other,
swapping each every so often.

There was no
doubt that Martha would know, during that come down from the orgasm
that what had happened to her, with Caprice, would not be something
that she would simply walk away from. Caprice brought her all the
way down before she spoke to her again.

“I want to see
you again Martha, in my own place, and with enough time to make
more progress. Is that clear? I need to do more work with your
nipples. I want them to be perfect. I like perfect nipples. And I
like a perfect clitoris - so there will be my work on that as
well.”

 



CHAPTER
SEVEN

 


Martha -
Aftermath Of That First Meeting

 


“Yes, yes Miss,
another meeting, another one for us. Yes Miss, please yes.”

Martha was
delirious as she devoured every word that came out of Caprice’s
mouth. It was as though whatever words Caprice spoke contained some
kind of drug that enhanced the delirium that Martha was in, and so
she was acting accordingly.

“Good girl.
Good Aunt Martha. I’ll let you know where and when. In the
meantime, don’t you be forgetting about me, y’hear?”

And she blew a
kiss to Martha who was simply stunned on the chair, naked save for
her stockings and heels. She was breathless and stunned. But it
wasn’t the kind of stunned that would immediately go away. It was a
‘stunned’ and ‘devastated’ that would stay with her and fester
through the rest of that day, and night. And now Caprice was gone,
leaving her to deal with what had happened to her.

 


Some Time
Later

 


“Good grief
woman, you look like you’ve seen a ghost! Are you ok?”

That was Dora,
who’d come across a bemused Martha in the corridor. Martha had
needed to get out of that room, the room where what’d happened,
happened. She just needed to get out of that space. She’d dressed
now and cleaned herself up. It was just the paleness of her, and
that slight trembling of her bottom lipsticked lip.

“I’m ok. I just
had a funny turn. I came out for some air that’s all. I’ll be ok
Dora, really.”

The little
round woman just looked at Martha and smiled.

“I take it
you’ve met Caprice? How did that go?”

Two questions
in one hit.

“Uhhhh y-yes
yes we met. We had a long chat, and we’re going to meet again,
obviously. I think we are going to get along, I really do.”

Martha was
talking on some kind of autopilot as well as lying. It was like she
was saying things that she thought Dora would want to hear.

“Just be
careful not to let her lock the door, that’s all Martha.”

And there were
those words out of the blue that shook Martha to the tips of her
toes. And for a few seconds she couldn’t think of what to say in
response.

“Oh? She likes
locked doors hey?”

Martha was
responding on the fly and she didn’t know if what she was saying
was making much sense or not. She already knew the answer to the
question but she was so shocked, so devastated by what’d happened
between her and Caprice, that she was having trouble, a lot of
trouble, functioning normally.

“She does. And
she can be very ‘touchy feely’ with people she comes to like. It’s
way too soon for it to happen to you, being your first day, but I’m
just giving you the heads up.”

Dora was just
re-shocking Martha all over again. She was warning her about
something that had already happened and she was also dealing with
the fact that she couldn’t tell Dora any of it. She had to fight
with herself, to react as though she was being told this for the
first time and she had to deal with what was becoming a bigger
issue in the knowledge that this was all on her and that she
shouldn’t have let it happen, as well.

“Oh Dora, thank
you for the heads up. I’ll keep an eye on things and on Caprice.
I’m sure it will be all ok once I begin to work on her
properly.”

Martha was
lying again and she knew it. She carried on,

“I’m going to
call it a day. It’s been a busy one.”

Dora smiled and
walked off. And there was just this sense left hanging in the air
that this little round woman knew more than she was letting on.
Martha didn’t get that though. She just needed to get out of there
and get home, behind closed doors so that she could digest what
she’d been through today.

 


Two Hours
Later

 


When she got
home Martha stood looking at herself in her full length mirror, and
she didn’t like what she saw. She just didn’t. By this time, it was
all over her psyche that she had let that happen with Caprice and
she should have been the one to stop it. There was nothing but
devastation floating around in her mind that she had done nothing
to stop it, and that if anything she had assisted Caprice in doing
what she did. And it was like it was weighing heavy on her mind
already.

“Fuck’s sakes
Martha what is the matter with you?”

She spoke to
the reflection of herself in the mirror. It was a sign of the
reality hitting home. She’d experienced pure, undiluted sexual joy
with Caprice and that could not be something she would forget, or
forgive herself for. And there was something in the back of her
mind that told her that at any time Caprice could dob her in. Or
tell someone what had happened. There was no way that Caprice would
get blamed. She would be considered always as the innocent in all
this. Martha herself would be the one to carry the can if this ever
got out. And so on top of everything else her mind was painting
literally the worse pictures of what life could mean for her going
forward. That is, worse for her as she knew it. Poor Martha’s
version of worse would prove to be a walk in the park compared to
the reality of ‘worse’.

“Maybe I’ll
leave. I’ll just leave and sink out of sight?”

It was a
solution, but it would never ever work. And it wouldn’t stop
Caprice spilling the beans on her. In fact if anything it would
anger her enough to do just that. Caprice was a young adult with
issues - that’s why she was in that place, because she had issues.
And Martha was the professional who should have been helping her.
Instead, she had succumbed to this girl. So if she went AWOL, how
would that look?

“You’ll look as
guilty as sin Martha you absolute fucking idiot.”

She spoke to
herself like she was speaking to another person. Something that may
have hinted at least, of her own issues. She was berating herself,
and the way she was doing that told of her knowing the gravity of
what had happened in that office of her’s.

She started to
undress. She needed to get these clothes off - it was like they
were tainted with what had happened. At the very least those
clothes had been witness to what had happened between her and
Caprice. She undressed in front of the mirror. For some reason
there was this sense, or this vibe that she needed to punish
herself like this. She wanted to see the woman in the mirror
looking back at her ashamed of what had happened.

“Martha you are
a fucking idiot you let her get into your head and now look…”

As she spoke to
herself she slipped off her jacket. And immediately there were the
poke through of her nipples. They were still erect - still solid.
And immediately she could feel the attention of the silk over the
tips. She hadn’t put her bra back on. She’d needed to dress so
quickly after Caprice left her that she just stuffed her bra into
her bag. So now she was more aware than ever, of the effects of the
silk across her nipple tips.

“Oh for fucks
sakes what is going on. This can’t be happening to me, it just
can’t.”

She swallowed
as she used her own finger tips of both hands to play over the
nipple tips through the silk. And it was like she was getting some
kind of shock of realisation as her arousal was instantly brought
back. She licked her full red lips and she swallowed dryly as she
played with her own nipples in this way.

“Fuck, mmmmm
fuck.”

The tone
changing from her being mad with herself for what she’d let happen,
to that eye rolling intense arousal she’d felt when Caprice was
doing what she was doing. And now she couldn’t get the image, or
the vision of this young girl out of her mind. There were things
that were turning her on about Caprice that weren’t obvious when
she was with her. It was as though this girl had got into her head
and sown the seeds, and now those seeds were festering.

She began to
unbutton her silk blouse. And as she did that she was peeling the
silk back to reveal the volume of succulent white flesh that made
up her boobs. And she slipped her tongue across the width of her
mouth as she let the nipples peak out. And she gasped when they
were fully revealed.

“Uhhhh fuck,
what has she done to your nipples woman?”

Again she was
talking to herself, but it was clear that she was shocked at what
she was seeing. Usually she could arouse her nipples, play with
them, erect them and excite them but they would recede a little
once it was all over. But now they were aroused more than they’d
ever been. They were thicker, longer and more sensitive than she
had ever felt. But they were just like they were when Caprice had
done what she did to them. How could that be?

“What the fuck
have you done to me girl. Tell me for fucks sakes. Tell me what
you’ve done to me?”

She was
caressing her breasts at the same time as talking to herself in
that mirror. Except it wasn’t her in the mirror now, it was
Caprice.

“I’m gonna fuck
you up Aunt Martha, just like Aunt Celia did to me. It’s her fault
you know, that I am like this. It’s her fault and you are going to
pay the price.”

Martha was
swallowing hard now as she circled her nipples with her finger
tips. She’d sunk into some kind of delusional state. In the mirror
Caprice was fully made up, older than her years, and she was
dressed ‘sexually’ in a see through mash top that showed
tantalising glimpses of her own developing breasts, and her own
darker erect nipples. And a short, a very short leather skirt with
ripped nylon encasing one leg but not the other. It was like the
one stocking on, one off effect. And her feet arched severely into
high heels that she seemed more than capable of standing and moving
in. And that was the thing this image, this vision of Caprice did
keep moving as though she was transferring her weight from one foot
to the other. And she was smiling, almost sadistic smile at Martha
after she’d explained what was going to happen.

And then Martha
snapped out of it, and it was her again. This showed that probably
she’d worked it all out in her own mind. That she’d worked out what
had happened but that she had her own sexuality to contend with
herself. She was knowing that Caprice was forbidden fruit. She
didn’t need to be told that, not even by herself in that mirror.
But that didn’t stop her wanting Caprice. It didn’t stop those
overarching urges that she had for this girl to give her pleasure
like she had back in her office.

And there was
something there, like draw to that forbidden fruit that was
Caprice. Knowing what had happened was not enough for her to break
free from this girl. She needed to turn down her sexuality. She
needed keep her distance from this girl. She needed to cut her out
of her life altogether. But how realistic was that to happen? She
was so aroused now, her nipples looked like they were about to be
launched from her tits. And she was saturated wet between the legs
so she needed to masturbate. Oh fuck did she need to
masturbate?

She slipped her
skirt off and looked at herself from the arch in her feet in the
high heels, over the length and the shape of her long legs, to her
hips, her waist and then her tits.

“What the fuck
has she done to you Martha?”

The saturated
wet tone of her voice was the only disguise to the bemusement of
this woman. She knew what Caprice had done and she knew that there
was no way out of it. She had a feeling that no matter what she
tried to do, to break this hold the girl had over her, Caprice
would somehow work around it, and reel her back in. So her answer
for now, was to masturbate and then deal with it all later. She
didn’t know that this would always be the case. She didn’t know
that she would always need to masturbate. She didn’t know either
that she wouldn’t always be able to masturbate because she wouldn’t
have the freedom that she had right at this moment in time.

What Martha
wasn’t accepting was that Caprice’s hold over her would only
increase and that it would tighten. What she was concentrating on
in her own fucked up mind was what had already happened between
them. What she wasn’t considering, because she couldn’t, was that
it was about the future. Caprice would use the recent past to keep
her hooked, keep her on that line so that she could be reeled in,
but she would do other things to her that would be
irreversible.

“Deal with that
little bitch after. For now just get an orgasm. You need the
orgasm.”

And it was back
to the reflection of herself in that mirror taking back to her,
ticking her off, telling her what to do. And behind her in that
mirror, in the dimmed light was a nun - that nun. She blinked and
she was gone.

“Fuck…..”

 


A Few Minutes
Later

 


“Uhhhhh fuck,
fuck, fuck, fuck……..”

Martha had been
able to break free for long enough to bring a chair into the area
in front of that full length mirror. She didn’t usually have any
desire or urge to watch herself masturbating, but this was
different. This whole day had been different. This whole day had
been about images and visions. And constantly on replay in her mind
was the time she’d spent with Caprice. And what the young girl had
done to her.

She couldn’t
get out of her mind the wash of Caprice’s breath over her face. She
could smell it now as she slipped her fingers up and down the
length of her labial lips - up and down the length of her sex slit.
And she was watching herself. One second it was just her looking
back at herself, with her long stockinged legs spread wide crudely,
the next there was Caprice at her right shoulder watching her
smiling. And then the next there was the nun at her left shoulder.
Both watching her. Her past and her present had come back to haunt
her in the most obscene way.

“I told you
Martha, your tits would mean trouble for you one day. And here you
are, in lots and lots of trouble.”

And that scared
the shit out of Martha, that she could hear this nun as clearly as
though she was really standing at her left shoulder.

“Yes, she
really, really is in lots of trouble. And I am going to see to it
the she pays the price, just like my Aunt Celia had to pay the
price.”

And this was
Martha’s mind, her subconscious and her psyche playing tricks on
her. Somehow these two situations, these two lives of her’s had
come together as one. And what did Caprice mean by, she would pay
the price like Aunt Celia had paid the price? Caprice hadn’t gone
into that much detail about her experience with that Aunt of her’s.
And certainly there had been no hint even of Aunt Celia paying any
kind of price for the things she had done to Caprice. So was this
Martha’s mind running away with her?

And if it was,
fair enough, but why then did the thought of this girl making Celia
pay any kind of price add to her arousal and to her sexual
pleasure? Same question to why would she find herself paying any
kind of price for what she has done, add to that wet slippery
sexual excitement that she was feeling?

Then she was
alone in the mirror, legs spread, one hooked over the wooden arm of
the chair, her stiletto dangling and swinging. That jet black down
of hair the framework for her pink sexuality. That sexuality
dripping with her own produce. That was it - that hair perfectly
emphasising and enhancing her pink slit - that slit like a steamy
swamp that every so often forced the tips of her clitoral bundle to
break the surface.

“You dirty
whore Martha. You dirty dirty dirty disgusting whore.”

Caprice was
back in the mirror now. And this was Martha’s fantasy in full
swing. Her masturbating whilst this young girl looked on berating
her, humiliating her by calling her a whore. And that should have
been devastating for her on lots of levels, and it was. But what it
meant the most was that she was being stimulated because of that
fantasy more than she had ever been stimulated. And what it would
mean when she finally orgasmed and then came down from that orgasm
was that she would be even more ashamed of herself for what she’d
done. She may have thought that it couldn’t get much worse than
what had happened between her and Caprice, but it could. Now that
she was masturbating to the image and to the vision, and to her own
psyche of Caprice, oh yes it could get worse.

When she came,
she did so in drenching squirts. She held her breath as she flicked
her clitoris and that was when the images of Caprice, sneering and
grinning as she orgasmed were at the most hi definition. When they
were at their most devastating. This wouldn’t make her want to
escape Caprice. Far from it. This would see an addiction forming
and not one that would be a passing addiction. It would be one that
would grip her, and continue to tighten the grip until……..

 



CHAPTER
EIGHT

 


Now - continued
from chapter 1

 


“Oh Miss, Miss,
Miss…”

It was all
Martha could say as she was taken further down the rabbit hole she
hadn’t known existed until now.

The squirts
didn’t stop, nor did they alleviate in intensity until the orgasm
was on its way down the other side. And by this time Martha was
working, at least in her mind, trying to maintain that orgasm at
its peak. But she didn’t control that, Caprice did. And the further
down that Martha was taken off that peak, the paler her face
became. And then the more haunted she looked. As she was taken down
from that super high, and from that intense place, so she realised
the reality of what had happened and what was happening to her, and
her relationship with this girl. Caprice simply smiled as that
demon took up more of her own mind.

When it was
over Martha looked like the end of the world was on her doorstep.
She looked haunted, yes she did. But there was something else there
as well. There was something more than that. It was like her life
as she knew it had ended and this other ‘thing’ was taking its
place. The more she came down from the orgasm the more this was the
case. The more haunted she looked, the more devastated she
looked.

“I’m so sorry.
I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry.”

It was as
though during the build-up phase her personality had been switched
to this sexual being, this hungry, greedy, dripping sexual being
where all that mattered was that sexual pleasure. And now that she
had peaked and come down the other side of a pure, raw, intense
orgasm, she was back in the real world. It was just that part of
that sexual world had followed her back there. And the part of that
sexual world that had followed her was Caprice.

So now she had
the guilt to contend with as well. A guilt so pure, so undiluted
that all she could do with her lipsticked mouth was apologise to
‘Miss’ time and time again. And that was another thing that had
followed her back from the sex drenched evil world - her calling
caprice ‘Miss’. It was as though she was pandering to an inner
perversion that she’d never known existed.

 


Martha was in
this ‘chair’ but it wasn’t an ordinary chair. A chair that was on a
central raised plinth, and that allowed this modified
gynaecological chair to be adjusted, height, angle and facing wise
in any direction. It also had the ability to spread and adjust the
legs to any width, to any height, via stirrups. And this was what
had happened to Martha.

She’d been
taken to this other place by Caprice - she’d been shown this other
world by this young girl that she’d been helping - that she’d been
tasked with helping because she had been designated a ‘young person
with issues’. And that was all Martha had ever wanted to do, was
help young people like her. And if she tried to think where it had
all gone wrong, she couldn’t pin it down. Or maybe she could if she
tried, but she just didn’t want to admit it to herself, so she
wouldn’t try.

It had started
out so well - Martha had felt that Caprice would be her greatest
achievement yet. She’d felt that to take her out of herself, or
take her out of her shell, all she needed to do was coax her and
encourage her. And she’d done that. In a way she had felt that
Caprice had been much like her. She’d seen a lot of herself in
Caprice - a shy awkward young woman. Martha had grown out of it, to
an extent although she still tended, and preferred to keep herself
to herself. Maybe she’d seen enough in herself to kick start her
need to help others.

But now she’d
had this orgasm again - an orgasm that had rocked her world - just
like the one she had given her where her clitoris hadn’t even been
touched. But this, an orgasm at the tips of Caprice’s fingers. And
because of that her world had also been turned inside out. She had
been rocked enough to know that what had occurred had been so, so
wrong. But then she’d known that when she was at the peak of that
beautiful squirting orgasm. But then it didn’t matter. All that
mattered then was the sexual pleasure that this young girl had
given her and that she’d absorbed with a gratitude that was as
obscene as her ‘squirting’ had been.

“I know. You’re
ashamed of yourself aren’t you Aunt Martha? Ashamed that a young
girl did that to you?”

Caprice’s
taunting was there in droves. But there too was her knowledge of
what would hurt Martha psychologically as she sat, strapped into
the chair, exposed and vulnerable in the aftermath of that
orgasm.

“Please, please
don’t call me that. Please don’t call me Aunt Martha.”

And this tiny,
tiny voice mumbled from between this statuesque woman’s red lips
but seemed out of place. Caprice smiled because she knew what she
was hearing in this woman. She was hearing a growing and deepening
despair that wouldn’t pass. This was what she wanted to hear and
needed to hear in Martha. A ‘damage’ that was irreversible, and one
that would fester over time.

“You liked that
a little while ago - when my fingers were inside you, pleasuring
you. You said that me calling you Aunt Martha turned you on. You
told me that.”

And Caprice
sounded ‘hurt’. For the first time she was sounding like that
little girl she sometimes looked like and acted like.

“I did, I did I
know. But this is wrong Caprice. Doing ‘this’ it’s wrong.”

Martha had come
all the way down into the cold light of day. And yet she was in
this place, in this space. The space that Caprice had taken her, to
do what she had done. A space that was dripping with sex and
sexuality. A place that was dripping with ‘wrongness’. Inside of
Martha there was this anger that was bubbling up in the back of her
mind. An anger with herself. And anger that she had let this
happen, again. And now that it had happened there was no going back
from it.

In fairness to
Martha there was so much going through her mind now, so much, that
she was in this place that was alien to her. So much that although
she was knowing that what had taken place was wrong, her mind was
still trying to cope with what exactly had happened.

“I know
Caprice, I know, I liked it, I know that. But this shouldn’t have
happened, and it was my fault. But it can’t happen again. It just
can’t.”

The words that
Martha spoke sounded regretful. It sounded like she regretted it
from the bottom of her soul. And yet to see her, in that raised
chair, with her stockinged legs spread out, and her cunt dripping
its own juices like a tap inside her had some kind of leak going
on, they were hollow words. There was this gash of sexuality, with
a fine down of black pubic hair which seemed to enhance the rawness
of her sex lips and the pinkness of the wet inner flesh of her
vagina. And then there were her nipples.

Those
grotesquely bloated nipples that didn’t get any softer, or more
‘human’ with her come down from the orgasm. They looked like needy
nipples. Needy in the sense that they needed to be touched,
stroked, gently pinched and wetly sucked. It made something of a
mockery of her words and Caprice smiled because of that.

“But Aunt
Martha, it did happen, and that can’t be undone.”

The way this
exchange went, it was clear that Caprice knew what she was doing,
and what had happened. That this wasn’t something that had happened
by mistake - something that was wrong and needed to be forgotten
about and consigned to memories that would slowly be forgotten and
watered down with time. Caprice wasn’t going to let that happen and
even though Martha had these regrets now, and these feelings of
shame and self-loathing, Caprice knew she was on top.

“I know. I know
it can’t be undone but it can’t happen again. That’s what I’m
saying. You need to let me off this thing now. I need to go. I need
to not be here.”

But as she was
talking in that shamed hushed voice that sounded like she was on
the verge of tears, Caprice was coming back in close to her, she
was sliding her fingers inside of her. And there was this gasp from
Martha as she felt those slender fingers slide inside and then curl
back up towards the upper flesh of the inside of the vagina. It was
there that Caprice touched Martha’s G spot. How could a girl this
age know this? She didn’t have to look for the G, she knew where to
find it and she knew what to do with it. She knew that the G spot
of any woman would respond best to pressure - direct pressure of
finger tips and not ‘rubbing’. So she pressed that slightly rougher
flesh of the G and immediately Martha could be seen to sink back
into some kind of sexual nirvana.

“I don’t think
you mean that, do you Aunt Martha?”

As she spoke,
as she almost ‘hissed’ at Martha she was pressing and moving,
pressing and moving her fingertip to bring the older woman back to
a state of arousal that she Martha herself wouldn’t be able to turn
off. If her hands were free she might have had sufficient willpower
to take Caprice’s fingers out of her, freeing up the G spot that
was now alive all over again. But it would only ever be a ‘might’.
Caprice was too experienced at what she was doing for this to
happen. She was too ruthless at what she was intentionally doing to
this older woman.

Martha didn’t
answer straight away. She was absorbing what Caprice was doing to
her. Every so often her heavily made up eyes rolled in their socket
as she absorbed a spasm of pleasure that was almost paralysing. And
when her eyes rolled like that, her spread open legs strained
against the stirrups they were suspended in.

“Please, please
Miss, please don’t do this again, please Miss.”

And then right
there her tone had changed. She was back to that dripping pleading,
almost animalistic person she’d been just before the orgasm. She
was back to that greedy, dripping self but with the knowledge more
firmly burned into her psyche.

“Ask me again.
Ask me again to stop this Aunt Martha, and I will. I’ll stop it, a
let you go and we’ll never speak of it again.”

And that was
‘the’ opportunity for Martha to have broken free from Caprice. That
was the one and only opportunity that she had, to have at least
been able to break away and try go and mend herself somehow, and
recover from what had happened. But Caprice knew that she been able
to take this older woman right back in with just those simple
actions of her fingers playing and pressing the G spot.

“Go on, ask me
Aunt Martha - ask me to stop and I will.”

And in a way
Caprice sounded like this spoilt child who was in danger of having
her favourite toy taken away from her. And this in fact was not far
from the truth except she knew, she knew from the expressions and
the state of Martha that this would not happen.

“No, no I can’t
Miss. I can’t. Please don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

And that
change. That absolute change in Martha was stunning and
breath-taking. From a woman who’d been deeply ashamed and haunted
by what she’d had done to her by this girl, to this needy, greedy,
dripping sexual being again who would never call a girl ‘miss’ in
her normal life.

“Good girl. And
you know what, I don’t want to hear that kind of talk again, do you
understand Aunt Martha? Because you know, no-one can give you cums
like your niece right?”

The cruelty in
what Caprice was saying had to be analysed to be appreciated. She
was able to re-turn this woman on with simple finger actions and
then she was able to deepen the guilt by using words and phrases
that more than hinted at the wrongness, of what Martha had
supposedly done. What in effect Caprice was doing was tightening
the hold she already had over Martha. It was like there was a noose
around the older woman’s neck and all that Caprice was doing was
tightening it, little by little.

“I know Miss, I
know. I promise, no more talk like that. No more.”

And already the
need was there again for orgasm.

“That right, no
more talk like that.”

And as Caprice
played with that G spot, pressing it, manipulating her wet slippery
finger tips on the spot, she leaned to one of Martha mountainous
breasts and she sucked the nipple into her mouth. But she didn’t
just suck that nipple, she devoured it with her young, full lipped
mouth. She sucked it wetly and she sucked it with varying pressure
being applied to that bloated flesh.

“Mmmmmm oh
Miss, Miss, that is wonderful. Thank you so much Miss.”

Martha spoke in
deep, lurching breaths as Caprice established a rhythm with her
mouth, and with her tongue. Yes that tongue, that wet fleshy tongue
that really belonged in an older woman’s mouth. The ways she used
it to create pleasure for Martha had to be the skill of an older
woman. But then here she was, eighteen years old and what she
couldn’t do with her mouth wasn’t worth knowing. She sucked that
one nipple until it swelled to an almost popping size. And then she
let it plop out of her mouth so that she could lean across and suck
up the other nipple.

And as she did
this there was this inevitable contact of their bodies as Caprice
leaned across the older woman. With alarmingly accurate dexterity
she managed to keep her finger working Martha’s G spot and if
Martha had been able to, she would have been wriggling in that
chair. But she was secured. Her hands and arms to her sides, her
legs in those stirrups with just her feet and lower legs dangling
‘free’ but spread wide.

Even as she was
absorbing the pleasure Caprice was giving her, in the back of her
mind there was this festering knowledge that what was happening
between the two of them was not right. But it didn’t matter. The
intensity of the pleasure was such that any wrongness wasn’t
registering quite the hit psychologically that it should have.

Caprice plopped
the second nipple out of her mouth leaving it coated with her
disturbed, tongue stirred saliva. And then she peppered the both of
Martha’s breast mounds with soft kisses. As she did that she
pressed the G spot more getting an almost breathless reaction from
Martha.

“Ohhhh Miss,
Miss, oooohhhhh thank you Miss.”

Caprice smiled
as she licked the soft succulent breast flesh between kisses. Every
so often she flicked her tongue over one nipple or the other. She
just flicked her tongue over the tip of each nipple because she
knew that this was the most sensitive spot of these particular
organs. Just like she knew that the G spot needed to be under
pressure for the pleasure to pump into Martha. To say that this
older woman was under the thrall of this young girl would be an
understatement. An understatement of huge proportions.

“I’ll give you
another cum, if you promise me you’ll behave from now on?”

Still Caprice
peppered those kisses over those breasts. Still she flicked her
tongue over those nipples, and still she pressed and manipulated
the G spot inside this woman. But now she was instilling this sense
inside of Martha’s psyche that she had been misbehaving and that
this was a chance for her to behave instead. Caprice was using the
spasms of pleasure to control the older woman. She was using her
sweet voice and sweet kisses to control the narrative. And because
the arousal had come back to Martha, with interest, she was falling
in line. She was acting as required by the younger woman.

“I’ll behave, I
promise I’ll behave.”

“I know you
will. If you don’t…”

And she left
her words hanging. She was using the mounting, intense pleasure to
gain Martha’s agreement going forward. It was like this bizarre
case of one step forward and two steps back. There was this utter
sense that as soon as Martha orgasmed again, that she would have
that hard and horrible come down, and that despair and that
self-loathing. But with each step, each stage that Caprice took her
on, there was this bigger sense that the older woman was being
taken beyond the point of return. It was like she was using the
high intensity sexuality of Martha to bring her deeper into that
rabbit hole.

She would work
on her, revisit the orgasm, revisit the ‘cum’ time after time after
time until the sense of despair when she came down from the orgasms
morphed and blended with the need to be back in that sexual space.
Eventually Martha would be locked in. That was the intention of
Caprice, to lock this older woman into a world that she knew was
illicit and wrong and yet that she needed with all her being. This
was what the young girl aimed for, that ‘locked in’ status, where
Martha would be sexually switched on, all the time and yet where
there would be this bemusement, and confusion that she was in this
psychological prison of absolute filth.

“But we don’t
need to talk about if you don’t behave yourself, because I know
you’re going to. I know that you like the cums too much for you not
to behave, that’s right isn’t it, dear?”

That word again
- dear. And there was this change up in Caprice’s tone. As though
there was a sharp edge to it. One that emphasised and underlined
her growing control over Martha. But that was it, this control was
an insidious one that encompassed the body and the mind of the
older woman. Caprice smiled again. The demon was getting its own
way, yet again.

 



CHAPTER NINE

 


The Demon Gains
A Tighter Grip

 


If there was
one thing that Martha dearly wished, that she dearly needed even,
was that she didn’t get the bursts of clarity and knowledge she
kept getting. If there was one thing that she knew, because of what
had happened with Caprice, it was that she was fucked. If any of
this got out, she would probably led away in cuffs. She knew this,
but she wished upon wish that she could simply sink into that
filthy dirty sexual mire and just stay there and not have to deal
with the rest of it. She wished she could just be left there so
that her brain could rot away with this sexual infestation this
girl had inflicted her with and not have to deal with real life
ever again.

She knew what
came next. Caprice would leave her soon. She would leave her in
this place, on this rig thing, all exposed, all leaking her sexual
fluids, to come down from that pleasure again. And that was what
Martha wanted and needed to avoid. That was what she needed not to
happen again. If there was a time when her mind actually rotted
from the inside because of what she’d become for Caprice, then this
was it. Once the orgasm was gone, done and dusted and once she had
nothing to take its place except her despairing thoughts, this was
when the effects of the come down were at their most potent.

“I’ll leave you
alone now. For a little while, to ‘reflect’ on how life changes for
certain people, like you.”

Caprice, all
leathered and heeled up smiled. Martha wished Caprice didn’t wear
that red lipstick. She was so young to be emphasising her lips and
her mouth in that way. She knew what ‘men’ would say about those
red lips - ‘cocksucker lips’ and that almost broke her heart
despite what Caprice was doing to her. She wished that Caprice
wouldn’t dress like this, when she did these things to her. She was
a young girl who dripped sexuality from every pore of her body. But
only when she was doing this to her. Only when the sex in her was
turned on and free flowing.

“Please, please
don’t leave me Miss? Please don’t?”

Martha was
sobbing already because that despair she knew would come had
already flowed into her psyche and she knew that it wouldn’t get
better this soon and that it would only get worse. The thing was it
didn’t just get worse, it just got thicker and less easy to
function inside of.

“Oh nonsense
Aunt Martha, you know I have to go. But you can stay here and wait
for me to come back. I may have a surprise for you, IF I think
you’re occupying your time alone well.”

Martha sniffed
as Caprice, using a drawcord, opened a red velvet curtain and
exposed the huge, huge mirror that was situated right in front of
the older woman. It was the case that the Martha couldn’t avoid
looking at herself, even if she wanted to.

“You know this
will help you to focus on what kind of a woman you are now.
Probably the same kind of woman you’ve always been. Except I have
released the ‘real’ you. I bet that’s what the nuns used to tell
you, right? When they used to cane your tits after telling you that
they were nothing but trouble in your life, right? I mean they
weren’t wrong were they, look at you right now. This karma thing
has a way of coming round no matter what the circumstances
right?”

Caprice was
smiling with those red lips. There was this thing about her, that
she was capable of the most breath-taking sensuality and seduction.
And yet at the same time she was capable of the most devastating
cruelty. The cruelty that she was able to inflict with just her
mouth, her words, were enough to make an older woman like Martha
incandescent in her despair. And yet, what she could do physically
was like something out of a horror story. And Martha couldn’t work
out what she’d done to deserve karma of any kind. Those nuns had
abused her and they had abused others and yet, Caprice spoke about
the nuns as though they had a point or something. As though they’d
been right all that time ago. And there was the fear that if
something was eluded to enough, if something was said often enough,
loud enough, then it became true. And Martha’s response was a
pointer to this.

“Yes, yes Miss,
they were right all the time about me, about my tits. They were
right, all right. Nothing but trouble Miss.”

The despair was
almost dripping from Martha the way her juices dripped. She tried
to avoid looking at that mirror but she knew she couldn’t. In the
cold light of day, after the most intense and debilitating orgasm
she now had to look at herself. She was compelled to look at
herself and devour the sight she was. And what a sight. A mature
woman, an elegant woman, a statuesque woman taken down off her high
horse to a place that was obscene and suggestive.

She was shocked
at first. She knew she’d been secured, immobilised tightened to
that chair come rig thing. But she wasn’t quite prepared for the
actual ‘nasty’ sight she presented. And it was a nasty sight.

“Take a look
Aunt Martha, this is you. The real you.”

The thing was
that Martha was still shaking, still trembling with that orgasm.
There was still sexual fluids dripping from between her wide open
legs, and from the black framed sex hole of her’s. In her mind
she’d had this vision of what she must have looked like and yet she
was in no way prepared for the reality. One of her stilettos had
fallen off leaving just one fitted to her other foot. Both her long
shapely legs were nylon sheathed, but one of the self-supporting
stockings was holed and laddered. Caprice had done that,
deliberately with her own nails just to,

“Mess you up a
little bit.”

And she’d done
that with a pretty, lipsticked smile. It was a pretty lipstick
smile because at that point, Martha was turned on. At that point
there was no sign of the despair that infested her between
orgasms.

And the bondage
was ‘stark’ and it was ‘intense’ if that’s the right word. Her arms
forced behind the ‘rig’, cinched at the elbows and at the wrists.
Her shoulders forced back so that the magnificence of her tits were
forced forward, thrust out into any form of attention that was
offered to them.

Her legs then,
spread so wide that there was this pressure on her hips that was
there all of the time. A pressure that hurt, but only hurt now that
she was not on that sexual high. That was the thing, when she was
on that sexual high nothing else mattered. Nothing hurt her and
nothing bothered her. It was when she came down the other side,
that was when the hurt was there. That was when things bothered
her.

There had to be
this need in Caprice to do this crazy roller coaster ride
deliberately knowing what the results would be. There had to be
this desire in Caprice for Martha to come to terms with what she
was, for her, when she looked back in that giant mirror in front of
her’s. There had to be this extra facet of the take down that she
was delivering en-mass.

“You can get to
know yourself a little bit more Aunt Martha. I want you to ‘know’
yourself, inside out. And when you look at yourself for the next
few hours, you’ll ‘know’ yourself, trust me.”

“Please don’t
leave me Miss. Please!”

It didn’t sound
like Martha but of course it was her who dribbled and whimpered her
pleading to Caprice.

“I told you, if
I think you’ve been spending your time well, I will bring you a
surprise when I come back. I want you to know that things are never
as bad as they seem, and that you’re not alone in all this.”

These were
strange things for this young girl to say. Martha wished from the
core of her femininity that things weren’t as bad as they seemed
but that was a lie from Caprice. Things weren’t just as bad as they
seemed, they were a hundred times worse. She couldn’t work out why
she would say that. But then she couldn’t work out why she would
tell her that she would bring her a surprise either. There was
nothing that Caprice could do, or bring that would be a pleasant
surprise and she was making it sound like there would be a reward
for her or something with this surprise.

This was why
Martha had got to the point where she wished she didn’t have
clarity and where she didn’t get to think about things in such
forensic detail. Having these despairing come downs from the
orgasms made everything real in her mind and she didn’t want that
any more. If she was going to be this ‘sexual thing’ for Caprice,
she just wished that she could sink into the turned on, wet,
slippery sexual state and stay there for the duration - whatever
the duration was. She didn’t want to dip in and out of reality
because the reality was rotting her mind away. It was doing things
to her that she needed not to be done. She couldn’t know that in
fact the opposite was true.

“I’ll be back.
You just relax and reflect. You’ll feel better for it, you’ll see
Aunt Martha, you’ll see.”

If it was
Caprice’s intention to bring the two worlds together, the sexual
one and the despairing one, then she was doing a good job of it.
Martha looked at herself and she could see herself all ready for
whatever was done to her, or with her. And she could see herself in
that despair as well. That white, pale face, haunted because of the
agony of despair.

“This is all
going to work out Aunt Martha, I promise it will. We’ll all get
what we want out of this, I promise you that as well.”

What did that
even mean? In Martha’s mind she was asking herself this but coming
up with nothing as an answer. And who was ‘we all’? She didn’t get
it. And she didn’t want to be left alone either. But Caprice was
gone now. She’d blown Aunt Martha a kiss and then she was gone,
leaving her all alone in her despair.

 


This place was
isolated. There were no sounds coming in from the outside. There
was just nothing. Martha could just hear her own breathing and her
own whimpering. She wished that wasn’t the case but it was. She
could look at herself in that mirror and she could ‘reflect’. But
the reality was that she could only get more ‘disturbed’, erring
more towards madness the longer she was alone for. To make things
worse, she could feel herself getting turned on again. She could
feel those urges and she wasn’t so harsh in how she thought of
Caprice any more. In fact she was wanting that orgasm again, that
‘cum’. In fact in her mind she was wanting the girl again badly,
however evil Caprice was, she was wanting her. She was wanting and
needing her to give her an orgasm again.

“Please help me
someone. Please help me.”

But of course
she was talking and pleading to no-one. And in the event she didn’t
know how long she was alone for. She just didn’t know. The time
just passed. And she spent that time having the image of herself
all tied and exposed and dripping like that, burned into her
psyche. And she spent that time trying to give herself micro bursts
of pleasure by squeezing her thighs, and her tummy muscles. But the
bondage made that difficult. Every so often she got some pleasure.
And she thought maybe she could replicate that time after time and
give herself an orgasm in due course. But she never could replicate
it and that bondage and the way she was ‘displayed’ were designed
so that she couldn’t self-orgasm. She’d had that ability taken off
her by an eighteen year old girl with an ageless demon inside of
her.

“There, I told
you I would be back. And I told you there would be a surprise for
you, if you behaved yourself, and spent your time well. And here we
are.”

Caprice’s voice
came out of the blue. Martha hadn’t heard her coming back in. But
what made Martha’s eyes pop open was the fact that Caprice was not
alone. And this fact was the one that brought a whole new level of
‘something’ pouring into her psyche. It was horror, fear, dread,
anxiety, and despair all rolled into one and it was something that
Martha had never felt before. She looked through the dim lighting
and immediately she knew who it was that was with Caprice. The
silhouette of Caprice was unmistakable - the skin tight leather cat
suit the fitted her eighteen year old form as though she had been
poured into it. The sky high heels on her knee length boots. And
now, the high tight pony tail that swung with every move she
made.

And then there
was the other person. Dora - her silhouette was unmistakable
because of the roundness of the woman. And at first they didn’t
come closer. It was as though they stayed back a bit, just to take
in the sight before them. The sight of Marthe on that rig.

“Ohhhhh for
god’s sakes tell me this isn’t true. Tell me it’s my mind fucking
with me.”

Martha mumbled
and she dribbled the words out. But they were hollow words. She
knew they were hollow words as she spoke them.

“Oh don’t be
like that Aunt Martha. I just wanted you to know that you are not
alone. I told you that earlier. Aunt Dora here has been, ‘with me’,
since I came to the facility. She’s in a similar place to you.
Well, no, she’s not really in a similar place to you because what
you are is fucked. She’d not quite fucked but I needed someone on
the outside, you know, to watch over things for me. I have a hold
over her, the same as I have over you, but she is someone who I
know will be a help to you. To help get you prepared for what I
have planned for you. This is a good thing Aunt Martha. This is me
being kind to you, helping you to make progress in my world.”

And the thing
was that Caprice spoke with this authority that told of her
believing every word she spoke. And now both her and Dora were
coming closer.

“I knew Miss
Caprice would like you Aunt Martha, that’s why I pushed for you to
get the job. That was why I ensured you came to us.”

Martha wished
that Dora didn’t talk to her because when she did it made it all
more real. And when it was real like this then there was no way to
back out of it. There was no way out of it for her. She didn’t want
Dora to see her like this, but it was too late for that now. Both
her and Caprice were in her space now and instantly she wished she
was alone again - but that was a sign of her fucked up mind. One
minute wanting Caprice to be back, the next minute wanting her and
that fucking round bitch to be gone.

And then the
questions in her mind. What did Caprice have on Dora, or Aunt Dora
as she called her? Oh this was fucked up even by the standards of
what had happened to her so far. This was way more than just fucked
up. What the fuck did it matter what Caprice had on her? This was
just another layer being applied to the several layers that Caprice
had already smothered her with.

“It’s ok
sweetheart, I know it’s a shock to you. But it’s all going to be
ok, I promise.”

Dora was right
in her space now looking in her eyes and Martha didn’t want that.
She could feel this little round woman’s breath slide over her face
and that made her feel more wretched than she already had.

“You helped set
me up for her! You did that and now look at me!”

Martha was
angry now and her arousal had taken a hit.

“It’s all for
the best, you’ll see.”

Dora was more
convinced by her own words than Martha was. And Martha was trying
to deal with an increasing anger over how she had been set up. This
should have been the weakest link in Caprice’s plan to take her
out, but it didn’t feel like it. Introducing another person to the
the fold always held risks. But in her mind Martha was
underestimating Caprice and her capabilities. She would do that for
some time to come, always thinking there would be a way out for
her. That there would be a mistake from the young girl, but then
finding out that there wouldn’t be.

And then Dora’s
fingers were sliding into her. Past the down of black hair and the
swollen pink lips and into the inside of her most sensitive
private, easily aroused flesh. And when there were four of her
fingers inside she hooked them back to find that G spot and Martha
gasped and took in a deep, deep breath. And in that instant she was
back where she was learning was the best place for her. Back in
that dirty obscene sexual mire where she could forget about the
realities. The realities of Caprice and what she had done to her,
and about Aunt Dora and what she was now doing to her.

This was the
best place for her. Where she could cope with what was happening.
Actually where she didn’t need to cope, she could just exist in
that beautiful place - that sexual place. That place where all that
mattered was the sexual pleasure and the orgasm. But it was a topsy
turvy world she was in right now. In that place one second and then
out of it. Then back in.

 



CHAPTER TEN

 


Dora - An Oral
Animal

 


Aunt Dora
played with Martha’s G spot. That was exactly what she did with her
fingers. She played with that G spot, rubbing it, pressing it,
keeping it under pressure so that those little pulses of pleasure
were always there. Caprice stood back - she didn’t say anything or
do anything, she just watched. She watched and listened to what was
going on.

“I think we
need to lose the pubic hair Martha, don’t you agree?”

With her free
hand Dora was running her fingertips very lightly over the down of
black hair that framed Martha’s cunt. She was using her G spot
fingers to keep that pressure up, to keep that sexual arousal up so
that basically, Martha would agree with her.

“If, if you,
think so.. yes yes it has to be ok.”

Martha’s words
came in little stuttering single words, some punctuated and some
not.

“What does Miss
Caprice think I wonder.”

Dora, this
little round lady kept playing and teasing with the most private
flesh of Martha as she talked.

“Yes, I think
Aunt’s like Martha are much, much better with a smooth, hairless
cunt. The hair, looks ok, but it takes focus away from the ‘cunt’
of the bitch. And that isn’t right.”

Once again
Caprice’s ability to shock was to the fore.

“You see Aunt
Martha, Aunt Dora knows best.”

And Dora was
smiling with these thick red lips and she was adding to the fucked
up bizarreness of what was happening in this place. For Martha, her
head was swirling and it was filled with fog. Caprice had fucked
her head up all by herself, but now, with this other woman, this
round woman - almost a caricature of a woman, her head was being
taking to a different place that she didn’t and couldn’t get grips
with. And this wouldn’t get any easier to cope with.

“I think nice
and smooth, before I eat, is the way to go, don’t you Aunt
Martha?”

And as she
spoke she was pressing and rubbing that G spot inside of Martha’s
femininity. The trouble for Martha was that at this point
everything was sexual. Everything said, everything done was sexual
and she was holding onto that because it meant that, to that
certain degree she could ignore everything else in the real world.
Always in the back of her mind though was the fact that she would
be back there at some point. Back in her real world - the god awful
world where the despair was like a quick sand swallowing her
up.

“Yes… yes I
think that’s best. Me nice and smooth before you eat.”

And for the
life of Martha she couldn’t work out what ‘before Dora ate’ meant.
And if she was honest with herself she didn’t give a flying fuck
what it meant. And then all of a sudden those little fat fingers of
the round lady weren’t inside her any more. They had slid out of
her, and now Dora was holding them, dripping with the produce from
inside of Martha above the older bondaged woman. But she kept her
other fingers, from the other hand just lightly playing over the
down of black hair - keeping the excitement and the juices
flowing.

“Wanna lick my
fingers clean, show Miss Caprice what a good girl you are?”

Martha was
dealing with the loss of the pressure from her G spot, and she was
super focussed on what pleasure she could get from those other
fingers. She needed to be in that place again. That super intense
sexual place. But instead of that she was in this other place, like
between the two. As though she was trapped between the two levels.
And that just brought on a desperation to get there.

“Yes, yes
please, yes please let me lick them, and suck them clean for you,
yes please.”

Martha’s voice
was breathy, and urgent. She needed to get fully back to that place
so that she could leave the intense degradation she was feeling at
being at the mercy of these two women now. And this was what was
hitting her. She’d gone to the job in good faith, and to now find
that she had been set up from the first day was almost too much for
her to bare.

And for a woman
who had spent her whole life, since getting away from the nuns,
more or less in her own isolation, to now be at the mercy of these
two women was like her psyche was being hit by a freight train. It
was something that she didn’t feel like she would ever get over or
be able to contend with. And that added to her urgency to get to
that hallowed place where she could forget all this shit.

And as Dora
slipped one, then two, then three, then four fingers into the mouth
of Martha, she still wasn’t there, but she was trying. She was
trying her best to get to that place. But these women knew what
they were doing. Caprice was just watching but she knew. She knew
what Dora was doing and she knew the effects on Martha.

“That’s a good
girl, you give them a nice sucking and a nice thorough cleaning
before I eat.”

There it was
again, ‘before I eat’. What did that even mean? The question did
play and replay inside her mind, but for the life of Martha she
couldn’t think enough to be able to come up with the answer.
Instead she fed off her own juices that had been dripping and
clinging to those little fat fingers. She was tasting herself and
she was consuming her own produce. And that fact played and
replayed in her mind continually as well because she still was not
where she needed to be, where there was nothing except that orgasm
to think of and look forward to.

Martha’s mouth
made dirty disgusting noises as she cleaned those fingers off for
Dora. Dora almost ‘lovingly’ kept her fingers dipped into the soft,
warm, swamp like mouth of Martha. And every so often she dipped a
little deeper and then deeper still so that Martha could clean
herself off all the fingers properly.

“That’s a good
girl Martha. Wrap that eager tongue of yours right around each
finger and make sure all of that stuff is off.”

Dora was
coaxing and guiding Martha. She knew full well that this woman,
bondaged and displayed and dripping in front of her was in this
place just short of the place she needed to be right now. And she
knew that anything sexual would be super arousing for her as well.
And yes she knew also that Martha still wouldn’t be able to reach
that place. There was this desperation and this compliance in
Martha that would blend and morph together to create this other
creature in her. And Dora smiled as she looked at Caprice. Both of
them smiled together knowing what they were doing to Martha. Both
of them knew they were in the process of destroying a few more
brain cells in Martha. And that was just what they needed to do to
her.

 


Martha could
still taste ‘herself’. That taste of her consumed juices would stay
with her for some time. It may be a taste she would never get rid
of. Maybe she would always be able to taste herself ‘in her mind’
in this way because that was the way it was supposed to be. It was
all part of destroying her in this sexualised, obscene way.

“Get you
lathered up and we’ll get that nasty old hair from you. Make you
nice and smooth, and inviting hey?”

Dora sounded
‘jolly’ as she’d brought the trolley to the side of Martha still
bodged to that rig. She’d gone about her business in this jolly
‘business like way’, and that in itself was fucked up. Martha was
in this state now where she was dripping from between her legs, but
she wasn’t in the place, in her mind, where she wanted to be. She
didn’t know that soon, it would be harder for her to get there than
anywhere else. Or that soon, she wouldn’t control a single aspect
of whether she got to that headspace or not. In truth Martha didn’t
have not even the slightest idea of the despair and psychological
torture she would be subjected to. That was something that would
come to her slowly. It would come to her, but only eventually.

“Uhhhhh fuckkkk
uhhhhhhhh.”

Martha made
that noise, and it was a noise as opposed to properly constructed
words that came from between her red lips, as Dora mixed then
soaped up the hair that was about to be shaved from around her
cunt. Even the brush that Dora used was providing the older woman
sexual pleasure. Like a teasing tickle as Dora swirled and brushed
and then swirled and brushed again, and again. Those soap covered
bristles working through the soap to the flesh.

A thought went
through Martha’s mind, that if Dora could just brush her clitoris
like that, then maybe the pleasure would be so intense that she
would get to that place she needed to be. She thought about asking
- but it didn’t get any further than a thought. Even Martha knew
that she was incapable of formulating the words required in her
head, let alone propelling them to and then out of her mouth. But
that thought spurred her on. She was super aroused but she wasn’t
in that place where she was being edged and edged until she felt
that she was about to explode with utter, pure pleasure. Not
yet.

Dora finished
with the brush and she was using a real, cut throat razor to remove
the pubic hair from Martha. She’d made a point of showing Martha
the lethal looking razor. She’d wanted her to see it, and the
result of that was that there was this element of danger introduced
to the mind of Martha. For some reason, whatever reason, she’d not
felt herself to be in ‘danger’ where maybe her life was threatened
before. She’d not really felt that throughout what had happened to
her with Caprice and now this woman, Dora.

It hadn’t been
about threatening her life. It had been about fear of the future
yes, but not in a life threatening way. But now seeing this almost
medical grade cutthroat razor glinting in the dimmed lighting, this
was another feeling, another sensation to her brain that she had to
get used to. It was like yet another level that she had to contend
with.

“You keep
yourself perfectly still now you hear Aunt Martha? I’m going to get
rid of that unsightly hair so that you have a pretty cunt for Miss
Caprice to look at.”

And Dora spoke
as she glided that ultra-sharp blade across that pubic flesh
through the hair. She didn’t repeat strokes, she didn’t need to,
the hair was just taken away to skin level. Martha was as skilled
with that blade as Caprice had been at getting into Martha’s head
and staying there. She worked slowly and she worked precisely. And
the sensation of that blade cutting through hair and gliding over
that flesh was something else that was providing sexual pleasure
for Martha.

She kept still
- like she had a choice, whilst secured to that bondage rig. But
she’d got the implication that if she as much as twitched one of
her vaginal muscles in the wrong place that the blade would have
sliced through the flesh and made her bleed. And it was that fear,
that danger and jeopardy that she had to deal with.

That was where
that real fear had come in. That was what she’d done - she’d held
her breath for every stroke. And with every stroke of the blade by
Dora, there was less and less hair to remove. And as this little
round woman removed the last of the hair and then wiped her down
there was the new sight for Martha to take in, in that mirror. Just
a gash, a dripping gash of sexuality now and no hair. She looked at
that for a long, long time knowing that both Dora and Caprice were
watching her and taking it in.

“Now, time for
me to eat. You’re gonna love this Aunt Martha, I just know you
are.”

Dora was
licking her lips and Caprice was smiling.

 


Martha wanted
to sink into that mire again as the little round lady was between
her legs eating her. But she just couldn’t. There was this sense of
disgust, obscenity and degradation that was evident in her mind and
the whole of her body. It was as though the whole of her, together
was fighting against going to that sexual place driven by the
little round woman eating out her cunt. It was like she didn’t want
to in the sense that Dora didn’t do it for her. But this was the
whole point - that she would be taken to that place she craved so
much by Dora, and that eventually she could be taken there by
anyone who wanted to take her there - anyone that Caprice wanted to
her there.

And this was a
battle that Martha could take part in, for a limited time. She
could take part in it because she was allowed to be taking part in
it. But once a certain marker in the time line was reached, then it
would be like that orgasm that could elude her, she would be tipped
into that place. She was only being allowed to fight because it was
adding to the torture in her mind. This was the kind of torture
that Caprice liked to see inflicted and prolonged.

“Mmmmmm
uhhhhhhh mmmmmmmm.”

There was this
sense that if she could, then Martha would wriggle away from the
dripping, fat tongue of Dora, and from her slippery lips. But she
couldn’t do that. She was secured and spread wide open so that the
strange little round lady could eat her out - so that she could
feed on her. And something inside of Martha would have been telling
her that she was fighting a losing battle trying not to ‘enjoy’
what this woman was doing to her. She could feel that tongue enter
her and then search the inner flesh for the most juices so that she
could feed on them at the expense of Martha’s sanity.

And now Martha
was starting to want that tongue to be inside of her. That just
disgusted her more and filled her with more self-loathing. That
just deepened the growing habit in her to lessen her self-worth.
Like how could this little round woman be pleasuring her like
this?

Caprice was
watching - and she was listening to Dora feeding from Martha. But
more than that she was looking for signs of Martha cracking. She
was looking for the signs, the last signs of the fight in her -
that time just before she tipped over into that oblivion that she
craved. The little look in her eyes that was telling her that she’d
lost the fight. The time when she wasn’t sure if she was fighting
any more or just giving in. The signs that she didn’t want to be
taken to that other place by Dora, and the sign that she needed to
be so badly that she would do anything for it. That place of
neither being here nor there and yet of acceptance that she would
end up there.

Martha
swallowed at that precise time. She was trying to work out how this
woman’s tongue was so long and how it could be so far into her that
it felt like she was licking her cervix. That was it, she was
licking her cervix and that wasn’t right. Except, at the same time
it was right. It was right because she was taking her tongue back
up, out from between Martha’s cunt lips and she was flicking the
end of it over the clitoris. Dora had applied pressure with a
finger, to the clitoral hood and popped out that bundle of dripping
nerves and then she had done more magic with her tongue, to provide
a sensation that Martha was familiar with already. The collection
of the edgings that would take her closer and closer to orgasm. She
liked that. It showed that she was nearer to that place now.

“Mmmmmmm
mmmmmmm mmmmmmmm.”

Her noises
becoming less noises of distress knowing it was this little round
woman doing it to her, and more noises of hunger and greed for her
to feel more of it. And that was the thing about Dora, she was
eating deeply - she was spreading Martha’s chubby sex lips wide and
she was more or less wearing Martha’s cunt as a mask. That fleshy
wet mask sealing to her face as she ate Aunt Martha deep. And it
was just after a few of those edging sensations, those sensations
that built and built the orgasm behind the tip of those clitoral
nerves that she finally gave up the ghost. Her eyes rolled in their
sockets and her head went back as she gave in to it and let herself
be taken to that place by the little round woman.

“Good girl Aunt
Martha. Good girl.”

Caprice had
come in close now and was sharing the space with Dora and Martha.
It was like she was some kind of pseudo-sadist coming in so that
she could taste, and smell what she could from this scene of sexual
carnage.

And now there
were the questions about Caprice. A young girl subjected to sexual
Armageddon at an early age and then going on to develop this
‘persona’ this creature like behaviour that saw her devour older
women in this way. Getting wet through at what she was creating and
what she was making happen. What kind of rewiring process had she
been through? And to what extent had her mind been fucked? If there
was anything that was for sure, it was that her mind had been
fucked. And now the other question was how long would it be before
she gave the all clear for Aunt Dora to spill Aunt Martha into
orgasm?

 



CHAPTER
ELEVEN

 


An Interlude,
Of Sorts

 


Martha was the
closest she’d been yet to madness without actually tipping into
insanity. What Caprice had done to her all on her own had brought
her into that sphere but not as close as she was now. Dora didn’t
use her fingers in the same way that Dora used her mouth, and that
unusually long tongue of hers. There was more dexterity in this
little round woman’s lips, and her tongue and the way she used her
breath on Martha’s now hairless, smooth vagina. It meant that there
were infinite number of sensations she could apply singly and in
combination with each other. If Martha had been a candidate to hold
onto her sanity, then she was losing the battle now.

She was
helpless in that rig, and she was a sitting duck for Dora. This
woman had been doing things with Martha’s sexual flesh that
couldn’t be described. Being edged by Dora’s eager, hungry mouth
was not the same as being edged by Caprice’s fingers. Caprice had
been the one breaking Martha in, and no doubt she had other tricks
up her sleeve for when things got more advanced. But for now it was
Dora taking her further down that road of utter ruination that she
was on.

“Please, please
Aunt Dora, please let me orgasm, please let me cum.”

Martha was only
just getting her words out, and even then some of them had to be
guessed at because what she was doing was dribbling them. Wet
dribbled words that were all but indecipherable.

“All in good
time Aunt Martha. All in good time.”

That wasn’t
Dora that responded at all, but Caprice who had come in closer, for
a closer look at the carnage she had instigated. There was no
disturbing Dora who was in a rhythm of her own. Her mouth and her
fleshy wet tongue turning Martha’s sexual flesh into a swamp like
mush. There had to be questions about Dora! What she was doing, she
was not doing for the first time. What she was doing was a
speciality of her’s. And one that she excelled at. But it had to
come from somewhere else as well. It had to have been coming from
her own desires, her own kinks and her own perverted urges.

For Dora to
have another woman at the mercy of her mouth and tongue like this
had to have been an all-time favourite fantasy of her’s. It’d have
to have been in her ‘blood’ to want to do this, to ‘this’ degree.
There had to have been something of a sadist in her to want to edge
another mature woman to the point of insanity. It’d have to be
something that she deliberately wanted to do. There was no way that
she could do this accidentally. There was no way that she do this
off the cuff without having some kind of objective in mind. And
that was it, the objective simply to prepare Martha for the next
stage of her devouring by Miss Caprice.

What she was
doing with her mouth was stripping back several layers of Martha.
She was doing it slowly and she was doing it ‘deeply’. What she was
doing to Martha would not, could not be something that would be
undone. It was something that was like a one way trip and with no
return on offer. The way she ‘ate’ Martha had to be seen to be
contemplated. There are no words to describe what she did to this
poor woman with her mouth. She was as much eating her mind as her
sexual flesh.

For Martha she
was breathing in terribly paused and stuttering breaths. And there
was this desolation in her eyes that told of a torture that she was
going through. That torment of being edged time and time again with
no mercy. That edging taking her to the very precipice of orgasm
but never quite getting there. And it was the degree of ‘nearness’
to that orgasm that was the most maddening. Almost like that point
had been reached, that orgasm in the bag, Martha’s breath
arresting, and stopping so that she could immerse in the orgasm and
then only to have it snatched away from her, not once but over and
over again until this poor woman just cried, and cried.

“Mmmmmmm
nnggggggggg hhhhhhhhhhh.”

Martha sounding
pathetic, wretched even. But it would be doubtful that she would
care about that. It would be doubtful that she’d even know about
that from the headspace that she was in. All she would be capable
of knowing for sure was that another edging would be coming soon,
and that edging may be the last before she was allowed to cum. That
was all she had to hold onto really. That was all she was allowed
to hold onto.

“Mmmmm mmmmmmm
nnngnggngnngnng…..p l e a s e…”

Just the one
word decipherable, and extended. But it was a genuine ‘please’. Not
a contrived one, but one that she meant from the bottom of her
heart. Or from the base of her clitoris. And yes that clitoris,
under the constant attention of Dora’s mouth and tongue, had become
swollen, and it had become like something that couldn’t be
recognised as a clitoris any more. Like something that was engorged
with its own blood and because of that had seemingly taken on a
life of its own.

There was this
‘quiver’ to the clitoral bundle. When that clitoral bundle was not
in the warm wet confines of Dora’s mouth, it quivered, as though it
was a creature searching for its own sustenance. And this had an
effect on Martha. It had an increasing effect, one of her dropping
her into this headspace that was debilitating. She was like a drug
addict who needed a fix. In her case that fix was an orgasm, or a
‘cum’. She needed it badly but it was like her ‘dealer’, Dora was
keeping it from her because she’d not paid for her last lot of
cums. It was like she owed her and she’d not paid her debt yet.

“I know, I know
it’s torture isn’t it? But you’ll see that this will make you a
better version of yourself. This will help make you what I want you
to be.”

Caprice spoke
with her own ‘tone’. There could be no doubt that she was in her
own sexual space. One had to be reminded that she was a young girl,
and this was an advanced scene of sexual carnage. And yet it was
obvious that it was tuning her on. It was obvious that she was
highly aroused by what she was watching and what she had caused. It
had to be that the major part of her turn on was what she had done
to this woman and the thoughts of what she would do to her in the
future.

There had to be
the notion that this young girl had a mindset that was advanced and
that she knew no bounds of where to take a woman like Martha. There
had to be the fact that she had no limits, and in that she was an
addict in a similar way to Martha. Except her needs were to surpass
the last big buzz that she had and that had to be the worrying
thing for Martha.

That worry
might dawn on Martha at some point, if she was allowed to get some
clarity, or even some time to just think to herself outside of this
sexual slavery she was in. Then maybe she would realise that
Caprice didn’t have her mental well-being at heart at all. In fact,
that she didn’t give a flying fuck about her mental well-being. If
anything, that it was her diminishing mental health that was at the
heart of what Caprice was doing to her and what provided her with
the most wet pleasure between her own legs.

The further
down that rabbit hole she could take Martha, keeping her intact,
just, the better for Caprice. And so it was unlikely that Martha
would get that chance or that opportunity to find a way out of
this. She was in the place that Caprice needed her to be in, so
that she could work on her mental health more, but not in a good
way.

 


By the time
Caprice gave Dora the go ahead to spill Martha into orgasm, the
older woman was in a babbling state that neither looked good nor
sounded good. The noises she was making were like an animal in
distress. Those sounds might have meant something, or been
recognised by another distressed animal. And how she looked was not
good either. She was covered with a thin film of sweat that was
dripping off her. That was due to the intense amount of energy she
was using up dealing with each instance of edging she was being
subjected to. And there was this strained, haunted look to her
face.

Her eyes were
open wide, as though they might pop at any second. And it was like
she was being plagued by living nightmares. She needed that orgasm
and she needed it badly, just so that she could rest - just so that
she could get something like a rest or recovery going on. The whole
of her trembled in that exploitative bondage, and in the way she
was being held ‘open’ for Dora’s mouth.

It was as
though she’d been subjected to one after another after another
after another enforced orgasms and now she just wanted them to
stop. Except she didn’t want anything to stop, she just needed that
one almighty release from what Dora had been doing to her for hour
upon hour. Her head had been fucked with, and her mind was a
mush.

“Ready for a
nice cum Aunt Martha? We’ll call this one for Aunt Celia, god rest
her soul.”

And that was
Caprice again, right in close so that she could feel those
desperate breaths of Martha’s. Martha was immediately on alert.
Orgasm time. Cum time. Release time. Oh Yes!


“P-p-p-p-l-e-a-s-e cum cum cum……”

She wasn’t able
to talk cognitively, in any respect. If anything she sounded as
deranged as she looked. It was just mention of orgasm and cumming
that snapped her into a bit of something near clarity that she
needed to get those fucked up attempts at words to dribble out of
her mouth.

“Yes yes I know
Aunt Martha I know…..”

Dora was still
eating. She was still eating deep because she could. It was like
she was licking the plate after a meal. That tongue of hers she was
making all kinds of shapes and then sliding it into Martha.
Sometimes she would slide it deep and scoop up the free flowing
sexual juices Martha was producing and other times she would just
use the tip of her tongue and flick it over the clitoris head -
just swiping it casually waiting for the gasp as Martha thought
‘this time, it must be this time’.

“Give it to her
Aunt Dora. Give her what she needs, what she’ll always need.”

There was this
almost morbid toxicity that was drenched in an incestuous vibe. The
‘Aunt’ thing, coming from Caprice alone was something that would
make any decent person shiver. And yet it wasn’t just her. It was
Dora and it was Martha - they’d bought into it as well, and that
just added depth to the vibe. There was more than something wrong
with this whole thing - almost like a living, deeply twisted horror
movie that deepened with every twist and turn. And the thing was
that there was no end to it. There was no light at the end of a
very long and dark tunnel.

Dora came up
for air and as she did that she peppered Martha’s swamp like
vaginal flesh with kisses. And then she flicked her tongue over the
clit head and then pressed. And then she swirled her tongue into
the eight thousand nerve endings that made up the clitoris. And
then she pressed again making that orgasm happen. And there was
Martha holding her breath, and making this odd, squealing noise as
the orgasm hit her at an intense level immediately. That was when
the first squirt came from between her sex lips. It was more a
‘gush’ than a squirt, and the juices were thick, and slippery, and
plopped to the floor with purpose. And it seemed Martha’s pussy was
pulsating with a life of its own. And undulating mass of flesh that
was steaming with the heat the orgasm was generating.

She held her
breath for the whole duration of that orgasm and she went almost
blue in her effort to ride that orgasm out. Dora held her right
there, right there so that the orgasm was at its peak. It was peak
pleasure, but it was another level of peak. It was the way that she
was taken to a new peak every time that would keep her hooked. Yes,
Caprice as a sadist would search for that next big buzz in what she
did to this woman’s mind and her body. But for Martha the buzz
would be when she was taken to new heights of orgasm each and every
time an orgasm was given to her. And now she was sucking the life
out of that peak. Or the peak was sucking the life out of her.

“Yes, we’ll
call this one for Aunt Celia, god bless her soul.”

As Martha came
down from the orgasm and into a slightly more fogged head space,
those words of Caprice were playing and replaying in her mind. What
the fuck did they even mean? Did they mean that Aunt Celia, the one
that had abused Caprice was now dead? It had to mean that! “God
rest her soul”. Those words were not uttered unless a person had
died. And this was another revelation to Martha as she came down
from that orgasm and yet with Dora’s tongue still slurping at her
smooth, hairless sexuality. Aunt Celia wasn’t THAT long ago,
Caprice was only eighteen years old now. This woman’s death must
have been recently. Maybe she died, somehow, and that was why
Caprice had come to the facility for young people with issues. But
a more pertinent question remained, and that was how Aunt Celia had
passed - what was the cause of death there?

That had to be
the morbidity that existed when Martha came down from that orgasm.
This was when everything came in on top of her. When everything in
her life right now just seemed worse. It seemed worse because it
was. It was when she could think again. It was when the reality hit
her again - and when it did hit her it was like a sledgehammer into
her psyche. How her life had changed in the blink of an eye. And
what a terrible woman she was, and never realised before how
terrible she was. Each of those come downs from orgasm would match
the orgasm for intensity. She got a more intense, absolute orgasm
every time and so her come down from it matched that.

This was the
way that Caprice could build in this ‘addiction’ inside Martha
without breaking her completely. She knew that if she wanted to,
she could break this woman completely and utterly. But then Martha
would be like a zombie and that was not a good thing for Caprice.
She needed to know that Martha knew what was happening to her and
this was why she needed those come downs. So that she could be back
in that space of clarity and knowledge. And so that vicious circle
going forward was all but guaranteed to be a factor.

“There there
Aunt Martha, you get it all out. You get all that emotion out where
it belongs.”

Caprice spoke
softly, almost seductively as Martha came down into that despair
she knew she was existing in right now. The older woman was crying.
She wasn’t just crying, she was crying bitterly as she came down.
In her mind she needed to get out of this place. She needed to go
home so that she could lock herself away and not come out ever
again. If she could do that it would be easy. She could just slip
away and that would be that. But it wasn’t like that and she knew
that and that was why she was crying the way she was.

“Please, please
Miss Caprice, please don’t do this to me anymore? Please? I need to
get away from here. I need to go away. Away from you, away from
this…”

And her words
tailed off as though she was realising the futility of them. And
that was the thing, she was realising the futility.

“Now now Aunt
Martha, you KNOW it doesn’t work like that. You KNOW you couldn’t
just walk out of here now and that would be the end of it. You KNOW
that you would come crawling back to me, for more of the same. You
wouldn’t survive out there alone Aunt Martha, you need me to exist.
And I exist for you, to help you.”

There should
have been a bit of Martha that was comforted that Caprice was
telling her that she existed to help her. But it wasn’t like that.
It didn’t matter how softly this young girl spoke to her. Or how
comforting the words should have been, there was still this cloud
of despair hanging over Martha that she could not shift. That she
wouldn’t be able to shift. It had to dissolve away on its own over
time. Or it had to just ‘ping’ away when her sexual triggers were
applied again. She knew that she was trapped in some kind of
downward spiral. She knew that, but it didn’t stop the hope - that
little bit of hope in her that she would be able to stop all this
eventually.

“Yes, yes of
course Miss Caprice, yes of course. I wouldn’t survive out there on
my own. I’d come crawling back to you. I just would, I know it. I
need you Miss Caprice. I need you so, so much that it hurts.”

“I know you do
Aunt Martha. I know you do.”

 



CHAPTER
TWELVE

 


“I Need You
Miss Caprice, I Need You…”

 


Dora was still
slurping away at the wet, slippery vagina of Martha. She was
cleaning her. She’d taken her down and now she was cleaning her
with that same expert tongue. She was helping the older woman down
into that despair so that it would settle and rot a little more of
her brain away.

“I don’t want
to hear you talking of leaving me Aunt Martha because that hurts
me.”

Caprice was
using a tone that was threatening, but not at the same time. It was
as though there was an undercurrent of a threat, without there
being an actual threat.

“I know Miss
Caprice. I’m so sorry. It’s just when that cum is gone I feel so
bad.”

Martha was
sniffing back snot and her eyes were streaming tears.

“I need you to
feel that ‘bad’ Aunt Martha. I need you to feel that for Aunt Celia
who is no longer with us. I need you to feel bad for yourself, but
carry some of it for her as well.”

And this
situation, this predicament just got more and more disturbing.

“H-how did she
die? Aunt Celia, how did she die?”

Martha was so
distraught with herself that she didn’t even think that maybe she
shouldn’t have asked that question. That of all questions she could
ask, it shouldn’t have been that one.

“It was an
accident, a terrible accident.”

“Oh I’m so
sorry Miss Caprice. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s ok. I was
with her. But it was an accident. I swear.”

And Caprice was
being reflective, but her voice - there was this tone, and this
‘mood’ to her voice that was as strange as it was disturbing. It
was clear that she wasn’t going to go into any detail as to how
Celia had passed. And yet at the same time she let out enough,
just, to tell Martha that the death of this woman was something to
do with her. And so, still with no actual verbal threat in sight,
she had threatened Martha by letting her know that she’d had
something to do with the death of the woman who’d abused her when
she was young.

And on top of
that, she’d already bracketed her in the same category as Celia,
somehow and for some reason, and so she was letting her know that
‘accidents happen’. And that accidents can happen any time and any
place. Martha didn’t need to be threatened because she was getting
it now. But that didn’t help make the despair she was in now any
better, or any easier to cope with.

“I believe you
Miss Caprice, I believe you. I really do.”

But that was
just it. She didn’t believe her. And now where there had been no
fear for her own life before, Martha was rethinking that. If Aunt
Celia could just be ‘gone’ like that, then so could she and that
meant that she was living on a knife edge from this point on. When
she was in that absolute despair, she was also balancing on some
kind of knife edge worried if the same fate would befall her, at
some point in the future.

Now she was
beginning to see another benefit of being in that sexually ravenous
state more and more. If she was in that sexual mire then those
thoughts of her own demise would not be with her. Or if they were
then such danger would be added as a sexual kick.

“I know you do
Aunt Martha. And I believe you can now see the importance of not
being negative with regard to your future with me. It’s important
that you accept it and immerse in it.”

That made sense
to Martha.

“I do accept
it. And I want immerse more and more, I really do.”

In a way she
was saying what Caprice wanted to hear but this young girl was not
a fool. What she had instigated here was something that she
controlled - that she fully and microscopically controlled. She
knew at any given time the state of Martha’s mind. She knew about
the ups and down. And she knew about the despair and then the
triggers. She looked at Martha and made sure she knew the woman was
looking at her deeply.

“You’re not
just saying that are you - because you think that’s what I want to
hear? I wouldn’t be happy if I thought this to be the case. I’d be
angry if I’m honest.”

And there was
this change up in tone of her voice - like it had an edge to it.
And there again was another unspoken threat. It was a way that
Caprice used, to get into the head of an older woman she had no
intention of letting off the hook. And her words certainly hit the
spot in Martha.

“No, no Miss
Caprice, I mean it, I mean every word.”

And this time
she did. She knew that she was going to have to play ball and that
she had to do that very well. She would have been more convincing
if she was held in that sexual place where she was waiting for an
orgasm to be allowed. Then she would have been able to put more
emotion, and more neediness into it. Then she would have been able
to ‘drip’ her words. But this time she did better and Caprice
smiled that pretty smile of her’s knowing that Martha was trying
harder but at the same time knowing the truth.

“Time for you
to go home Aunt Martha.”

Caprice changed
the subject, just like that, and she was smiling again at
Martha.

“I can go home?
Really?”

Martha wasn’t
really getting it. She knew she wasn’t going to get out of the
reach of Caprice’s claws and yet at the same time she was being
told she could go home. How could that be? She could do a runner
from home. She could just slip away from this, from the job, from
Caprice and Dora and never be seen again. It was funny what despair
did to a person’s mind.

“Of course. I’m
not a complete monster you know. I have no doubt that you will come
back to me. You might not think that yet. But you wait until the
small hours of the morning when you are so needy, and you can’t do
anything about it. That’s when you will come crawling to me, in
your mind, dripping from the thoughts that you have of what I can
do for you. And besides, you do have a job. We will see each other
every single day, several times, I can promise you.”

Martha was all
bemused, nodding, trying to smile as Dora finished between her legs
and then got up, wiping her smiling mouth. Martha was so far down
into the despair now, that the sight of this woman, this little
round woman, in front of her, smiling at what she had just been
doing to her most private, delicate sex flesh was enough to make
her feel suicidal.

It was that
this woman had slipped her tongue into her and tasted her from
deep. It was that knowledge that this woman had been inside of her
like this that made her feel so degraded and humiliated. And in
Dora’s smile was that knowledge - as though she knew what she was
feeling. That she knew of the deeper despair that she was feeling
because of what she had been able to do to her, with ease.

That was it -
Dora had been able to eat Martha and then make her orgasm her most
intense yet. This little round woman had been able to do that to
her and she couldn’t quite correlate that in her mind. She couldn’t
come to terms with the fact that she’d allowed her flesh to be so
aroused, so needy, so greedy that she’d just cum and cum. What was
worse for her was the fact that she had been greedy and needy for
it.

But now in the
cold light of day that need and greed were hitting on her deeper
psyche. She needed to go home. She needed to be alone. She needed
to process what had been done to her - what she had been through.
She needed to try to process it in a way that would enable her to
face it again. That was what would be the hardest to do, was face
what she had to face on a daily basis. The problem for Aunt Martha
was that she didn’t know what she was going to have to deal with on
a daily basis.

 


The Small Hours
Of The Morning

 


Being released
from Caprice’s own space, and that rig Martha had spent hours and
hours on - days and days for all she knew, had been a bit of a blur
for her. She’d functioned on auto pilot to an extent. She couldn’t
get over that she was just being allowed to walk away. She’d
remember thinking that she should disappear, but then asking
herself where she would go, what she would do? At the same time she
didn’t know what would happen if she did this. Would Caprice come
after her, would she look for her, hound her down and bring her
right back into the fold? She didn’t know the answers to any of
these questions.

What she did
know was that she wasn’t the same any more. She wasn’t the same
woman that had started that job. Something that had been in her,
wasn’t there anymore. She felt like there was something broken in
her, in her mind. There was this sense that psychologically, she
had changed. That she had been rewired and not for the better. Her
mind was full of ‘fog’ and it stopped her functioning the way she
used to. The closer she got to ‘home’ the more she realised how
damaged she was.

 


“Uhhhhhh
fuckkkkkkkkkk.”

She woke up
saturated, leaking from her newly smooth, hairless sexuality. She
could feel herself lying in bed swimming in that saturated sheet.
She could feel herself slipping around in that wetness. But more
than anything she could feel her fingers deep inside herself
masturbating. That was how she woke up, impaled on her own fingers.
That was how she woke up, moving her fingers inside of herself. And
as she’d woken up that dream, a dream that would normally fade away
as she opened her eyes stayed with her, was flooding back to her.
It was so real, so full of clarity that she wondered if it was
actually real.

“You know, it
can be easy for you to carry the burden of ‘Aunts’ like Celia, for
the rest of your life, as long as you simply let yourself go. Don’t
fight it.”

In that dream
Caprice spoke casually. That fact that it was so casual was what
made it so shocking. Her clitoris had been sucked out from under
its hood, and then tied off so that it couldn’t relieve its own
swelling. And that clitoris was quivering, like it was desperate to
explode into orgasm. But as well, there was an appendage that had
been slipped up into her ass and then inflated.

Martha couldn’t
understand this. She’d never been penetrated via her anus. Her
sexuality had been fucked up for a long, long time but she had
never needed to be penetrated in that way. She’d never had urges
for this. But this dream was graphic, and it was disturbingly real.
Her ass stretched around that appendage until it’d hurt her. And
then inflated so that her hole got bigger and so that the flesh got
thinner and thinner. And inside of her back passage, the appendage
getting so much bigger, and longer, that she could feel it nudging
against the bend in her colon.

“I know, I know
Miss Caprice, I want to carry the burden for all of those wicked
Aunts in the world. I want to carry the burden of them for you Miss
Caprice.”

Those words
from her were like she’d spoken them as she woke up. It was where
the dream and the reality were coming together and combining. Even
as she woke up, there was that sense that her anus was actually
stretched wide by that appendage. There was this sense that it was
still inside her and that it was still being inflated bigger and
bigger. But then when Martha reached a certain point of waking up,
she realised that it was the dream and that was kind of a
disappointment to her. She was driving this dream and this
obscenity herself. Caprice had broken her to an extent. And her
fingers were inside of her, masturbating herself because she was
trying to replace that dream with reality.

“You will carry
the burden because you have no choice. And carrying the burden
means you giving me all of you. Not just some of you, but all of
you. I want it all. Do you understand that Aunt Martha?”

Again in that
dream Caprice had been casual. Yes she was the same pretty, butter
would melt Caprice, the one that no-one on the outside would see
anything wrong with. There no leather, no nylon and high heels,
just this sweet, pretty girl. And that was the dream turning and
flicking into being a nightmare. It signified that Martha would be
trapped, eluding to the fact that she couldn’t run. That to run
would mean she would have somewhere to go to, or someone to go to
so that she could tell them what had happened to her. But that if
that happened no-one would believe her. No-one would believe this
sweet girl, now blowing on her swollen, quivering clitoris, could
be so evil.

In a way she
was figuring it out for herself. That there was no way out for her.
She’d had it spelled out to her enough times but now she was having
her dreams confirm it for her. That was one aspect of the dream.
The other was the conflict or the inclusion of her sexuality going
forward. Her dream confirming that this girl, this young girl would
be controlling her. And maybe the little bit of the old Martha that
was still inside her, the diminishing one, was just trying to fight
that last fight for her. The last of her fading away. She was
recognising her own last vestiges of fight being filtered away.

“I’ll give you
all of me Miss Caprice, all of me. All of me.”

Her voice in
that dream, resigned and reflecting. And yet also tinged with that
sexual need. That need, and that greed letting her know how she
would be able to cope going forward. That dream letting her know
that Caprice needed to avenge Aunt Celia, and that she was the one
who would allow that. And to do that she would need to give her
sexuality over to Caprice in a complete way and in a way that she
would not be able to reverse.

That had
already happened. As she woke more fully she was keeping her
fingers inside her and she was masturbating. She took back one of
her drenched four fingers that had been inside of her and she
played with her clitoris. She was alarmed at first that her
clitoral bundle was swollen and hard. But that alarm faded away as
she began to play with it, press it, rub it and distort it so that
pleasure was the result.

In her mind, to
aid her she was imagining that Caprice had slipped that appendage
into her ass and inflated it. It was like she was reliving that
dream she’d had. She was in the process of looking for bigger,
better buzzes for herself. She was in the process of becoming
sexualised, and addicted to obscene sexual acts done to her, or by
her. She was in the process of learning how she would get through
the despair and the terribleness of what she was being forced to
endure by Caprice. She was learning how she would cope with the
burden that this young girl had put on her.

“Ohhhhh yes
Miss Caprice, yes, yes, yes…..”

She was fully
awake now and fully immersed in her own obscene act. She was
flicking her bean of a clitoris and she was absorbing the pleasure
from that quivering. She was building her own orgasm. She was using
what she had experienced so far to build that orgasm behind the
base of the clitoris, in the core of her femininity. And once she
had built and built that orgasm, she would let it go. She would
spill into that orgasm because it was her that was controlling it,
not Caprice. She might edge herself sometimes, or not. But it would
be her choice and not the choice of Caprice or Aunt Dora. It was
her here now, not them so she could do whatever she wanted to
herself. It was like a little victory thing she had going on.
Except that she was about to learn another lesson.

“Ohhhh goddddd
ahhhhhhh god please, please, please.”

What she was
begging for in real time as she slipped around her drenched sheet
in bed, was for an orgasm she could not give herself. She’d been
able to edge herself time after time, after time, but she wasn’t
able to spill herself into that orgasm. She could edge herself over
and over. She could even tell herself that she was edging in an
attempt to trick her sexuality into giving her that orgasm. But no
matter what she tried she could not give herself that orgasm. So
the more she woke up, the more she came back into the real world,
the more sexually frustrated she became. And this became her state
in real time.

She’d had no
sleep, unless she was in that dream, and now she was so sexually
frustrated and addled that this was how she had to return to her
job. But in her mind, it was ok to a point. If she was sexually
needy like this, then she wasn’t in that deep state of despair. And
if she was like that then she could concentrate on her bearing that
burden for Caprice.

 



CHAPTER
THIRTEEN

 


The Locked
Door

 


“There, much
better now. No-one will disturb us Aunt Martha.”

Caprice spoke
as she locked the door to Martha’s ‘office’ come work space.

“Yes, yes of
course Miss Caprice. No-one will disturb us.”

Martha
responded but her voice was almost a monotone.

“How did your
time alone go. Did you reflect, did you rest?”

Caprice’s tone
was upbeat and she was smiling that sweet smile of hers.

“I barely slept
Miss Caprice. With everything that’s gone on, my mind wouldn’t, you
know, slow down. Everything just going round and round and
round.”

There was this
‘husk’ to Martha’s voice, as though she might be losing her voice
or something.

“You
masturbated didn’t you - I know you did. You tried to orgasm and
couldn’t right Aunt Martha?”

And instantly
Martha was like this vulnerable child who’d been caught doing
something she shouldn’t have been.

“I’m sorry. I’m
sorry Miss Caprice. I woke up, saturated wet. I needed to do
something. I just couldn’t help myself.”

And her words
tailed off. She didn’t want to confess to the dream because from
there she would have to detail it, and she just couldn’t. But it
didn’t matter, she was underestimating Caprice’s skills.

“Oh I’m sure
you couldn’t help yourself. You were dreaming as well weren’t you?
That’s why you woke up wet through. It’s ok, I know this happens. I
know that it will happen a lot. It’s nothing to be ashamed of, at
least when you’re with me it’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

And it was
Caprice’s turn to tail off the words. And as she did that she
placed a finger under the chiselled jaw line of Martha and she
lifted her head, so that she was looking up at her.

“You tried to
masturbate and you couldn’t cum right?”

Caprice asked
the question looking Martha right in the eye.

“Yes, yes I’m
sorry Miss Caprice. I just felt I needed to do something that’s
all. I’m sorry.”

And she did
truly sound sorry. But at the same time she was feeling there was
nothing she could hide from this girl. That somehow, Caprice always
knew about her, and what was going on in her life.

“There’s no
need to be sorry Aunt Martha. You will always ‘try’ to cum. That’s
in your nature. But you won’t be able to, without me. And if I’m
not mistaken, you are still needy right now. Isn’t that right? You
masturbated because you had to and then you tried to recreate what
I do to you, but you couldn’t? And so now, you’re a wet slippery
mess, right?”

This was not
right. In Martha’s mind she was asking herself how this girl could
know this. She wouldn’t have been thinking anywhere near along the
lines that this young girl had skill, psychological skills, a
skillset that she shouldn’t have had. It was like she knew all
these things about her and all she could ask herself was ‘how?’ And
on top of this, there was this way that Caprice was ‘degrading’ her
with this conversation. Like a casual degradation that was slowly
biting into her psyche.

Martha puffed
out her lower, deep red lip and she nodded.

“Yes Miss
Caprice. Yes to everything you say. Right down to the fact I
couldn’t cum. I was so, so hot and needy and I should have been
able to cum but I couldn’t. And now, yes I’m just this needy, wet
mess.”

And Martha’s
voice was teary now, as though she’d just offloaded onto Caprice,
which of course, she had.

“Yes a needy
mess. That is what you are. That is what you will always be. And
the truth of the matter is that you will never be able to cum
without my help, or, without my permission, never. But I can help
with all of that.”

And Caprice was
running her fingers up one nylon sheathed calf of Martha. The older
woman just touched the corner of her lipsticked mouth when she felt
those fingers. And once again she was feeling the power of auto
suggestion. Caprice was taking advantage of this attention she had
from Martha and she was taking advantage of the fact that she had
this initial control over her and she was planting seeds into her
psyche that would fester in time.

“I mean you
want me to help you right? That is what this is all about after
all. It’s not just you carrying the burden of Aunt Celia, for me.
It’s about me dealing with the demons in you as well. It’s about me
dealing with your issues - and let’s be fair you have a fair few of
those. Even the ones I’ve uncovered now, let alone the ones I have
yet to expose.”

Caprice could
have been talking about herself when she spoke of the demons
inside. And she was twisting a knife that was already inserted into
Martha’s brain.

“Yes yes, I
need your help Miss Caprice. I need it badly. Can I cum Miss
Caprice. I mean like ‘now’ can I cum just so that I can get on with
my day?”

And to Martha
that was a pretty reasonable request. She was in that needy,
sexually addled head space. She was alone with Caprice and the door
was locked. What better opportunity would there be, to be given an
instant orgasm that would, or might see her through the day?

“Uhm, no Aunt
Martha. I don’t think that’s appropriate for you, at the moment.
You are in the early stages of learning. And one thing you ‘need’
to learn as soon as possible, is that you do not get to cum, just
when you think you need it, or even deserve it. It doesn’t work
like that. If that was the case then you would be treating me like
some mind of ‘sex slave’. And you KNOW how wrong that would be now
don’t you?”

And there it
was again. That threatening tone of Caprice. The underlying tone,
letting Martha know that it would always be her who would look bad
if this ever got out. She was just letting her know what a bind she
was in, as though Martha needed that.

“Yes, yes of
course Miss Caprice, of course.”

And Martha
swallowed dryly as she felt Caprice’s breath wash over her face.
She wanted to pout her lips up to her and kiss her on the lips if
she was honest with herself. But she was in that awkward space in
her mind. Horny and needy, yes, but also with that knowledge that
she was this older woman with this very young girl and that she
shouldn’t be thinking about kissing her, her let alone anything
else. The objective of Caprice was to fuck with Martha’s head and
her sexuality and she was doing that with interest.

“I want to
‘feel’ you, under your skirt Aunt Martha. I want to feel how wet
you are, then I want to do something for you. I mean that is ok
isn’t it? That I ‘feel’ you and do something for you, for
today?”

Caprice ran her
tongue over her lips. And those lips were so close to Martha’s own
lips. Martha whimpered a little bit. The neediness in her seemed
treble fold when she was this close to Caprice. She didn’t know
what had happened to her mind. She didn’t know why she felt like
this - or why she wanted Caprice to do dirty, nasty things to her
like this. She could spend time trying to work it out. But then no
she couldn’t because she was so needy. And that was the point. She
couldn’t function when she was like this. Beside, Caprice wanted to
‘feel’ her and given the state of herself down there, that could
only be a good thing. There was no despair now, just this promise
of pleasure from the feel that Caprice would give her.

“Oh yes, yes
please Miss Caprice, please do feel me. Please please do that,
please.”

Martha sounded
like a drug addict about to get a fix. There was this desperation
in her voice, and she leaned in to Caprice, her nipples thick,
protruding through the silk of her blouse. And at the same time her
legs were already spreading for the girl to feel her.

“No bra Aunt
Martha, I like that. Silk on nipple tips is to die for. I know all
about that.”

She was right.
So needy, so wanting was Martha when she was getting ready to come
to work that she left the bra off deliberately. She’d thought that
maybe, if she got the silk to swipe over her nipples all day, that
she’d be able to cum that way, without touching herself, down
there.

“I know, I’m
sorry. I just… I just….”

But she
couldn’t find the words to explain why she’d left off her bra - no
matter what she’d said she would sound like a dirty old lush. There
was nothing she could say or do in order to offset the crudity of
her protruding, thick nipples.

“There’s no
need to apologise Aunt Martha. I know what women like you are like.
I know you’re driven by what’s between your legs.”

And now she was
reaching down, her lips very close to Martha’s face, and she was
breathing normally as she slipped her hand under the skirt and then
up the self-supporting stockings to the flesh above the stocking
top, and then to the saturated pussy of this woman.

“No knickers
either Aunt Martha? Well well, you are well and truly cooked,
aren’t you hmmm?”

And by this
time Caprice was running her finger through the thick juices that
had leaked from Martha and were clinging to her very upper, very
inner thighs. And she held an eye contact with Martha that was
intense. She worked her fingers through those juices and then to
the flesh that used to have that down of black pubic hair and she
was just lightly using a finger nail over that flesh. She
deliberately kept her fingers away from the labial lips, and from
the swollen clitoris. There was always the ‘hope’ in Martha that
she would touch all of her down there.

“I’ve got the
perfect undies for you, for today and going forward. They’ll keep
all of that ‘badness’ locked inside, just for me.”

And Caprice was
smiling. She momentarily pulled back from Martha so that she could
look at her face, all of it. But then she came back in and kissed
Martha softly, ever so softly on the lips. And as she did that she
swiped the older woman’s clitoris. That was like a shock to the
core of Martha. The softness of this girl’s lips to her’s. And then
that touch, like a glancing touch of a fingertip over her clitoris
brought all of the intensity back, instantly, as though she’d been
edged and edged a hundred times.

“What do you
say then Aunt Martha - want my special undies? A gift from me to
you?”

Caprice didn’t
need to ask the question but she did anyway. It was part of her
‘fun’. And it wasn’t like she didn’t know what the answer was going
to be any more than she didn’t know the effect she had on this
older woman - of course she knew. She already knew she was inside
her head and she already knew that she had fucked up her
sexuality

But this was a
little light hearted fun for her as she played with Martha’s
emotions. It made her smile inside when she did this. She enjoyed
‘playing’ with older women like this. She enjoyed using their play
time to bring a woman deeper into her world.

“Yes, yes Miss
Caprice. Yes your special undies, yes please Miss Caprice.”

And Martha’s
voice was all breathy, and punctuated by little licks of her own
lips as though she was trying to taste that kiss that Caprice had
given her and Caprice smiled. Martha’s neediness for this young
girl was stark and it was obscene. This was the scene again. A
scene that would be disturbing to anyone not understanding what was
going on.

Caprice was
playing with the emotions and with the mind of Martha and that was
something which in these doses was lethal and it was cruel. She
brushed the lips of Martha with her’s again and then she removed
her fingers and she stood away from her leaving the older woman
gasping, needing her more and more.

“Excellent,
then you can remove your skirt for me. Come, stand let me look at
you. I want to look at you.”

Caprice was all
sweet again. She could do that - she could switch from the cruel,
seductive little bitch she was, to the sweet butter wouldn’t melt
girl that she always was. Which one appeared was dictated by the
demon inside of her.

Martha stood
and she unclasped her skirt and removed it, revealing her long,
long shapely legs sheathed in sheer dark brown nylon hold-ups. Her
feet were arched into severe heels that forced her almost to
teeter. And to see a woman of this stature standing like this,
exposed and vulnerable was a sight for perverted eyes.

Between her
legs now, no down of black pubic hair, just smooth flesh and then
her glistening sexual ‘gash’, red from the constant attention and
the constant state of arousal. Her sex lips swollen and as though
folded out to reveal more of that inner pink flesh. And her
clitoris swollen, outside of its hood, like a grape that could be
picked from the bush.

Caprice twirled
her finger, directing Martha to turn on the spot which she did, and
then came back to standing facing Caprice.

“My my Aunt
Martha, what a state you are in there. We need to sort you out,
don’t we hmmm?”

 


A Little
Later

 


“Uhhhhhh god
Miss Caprice. Miss Caprice. Miss Caprice.”

Martha was
hissing her words as though with some kind of venom. She was
topless as well now and her big teated udder like breasts were
swinging and rippling with every slight move she made. Where there
were no panties there was now high waisted, latex pants that clung
to her like a second skin. There was the fact that this latex was
transparent, which made the flesh of her under the latex visible.
For instance, in her crotch was that wetness that ‘bubbled’ against
the inside of the latex.

But between her
legs there was a re-enforced slit in the rubber, and through that
her sex lips had been pulled. And in the time it took to get to
this point, Caprice had pinched and pulled on those sex lips until
they were chubby, slippery pieces of erogenous sexual flesh. And
now the juices were slowly oozing through and collecting on the
swollen labias.

In addition her
clitoral bundle had been pulled through its own hole in the latex.
And that hole was also re-enforced making it squeeze and constrict
the clitoris at the base making every move Martha made in those
high heels, amplified and accentuated. That clitoris swelling up,
and become darker and darker in colour.

“There Aunt
Martha, how does that make you feel? You know, Aunt Celia used to
ask me that question when she did things to me. She used to ask me
how made me feel. So it’s nice for me to ask the question
instead.”

For Martha, it
was about that burden she had to take for Caprice. She understood
it, but she felt the cruelty of it as well.

“It just makes
me feel horny Miss Caprice. Makes me needy, dirty, filthy. That’s
how I feel. That’s how I always feel when you are with me.”

“Oh, so it’s my
fault now? That you are a needy, dirty slut? That’s all my
fault?”

And Caprice put
on this hurt tone, even an outraged tone that this woman could even
think of blaming her. But that wasn’t what Martha was doing at all.
In a way she was trying to tell Caprice about the effect she had on
her, and that was all. Caprice smiled, to let her know she knew
what she was trying to convey.

“It’s ok. I
know what you mean. But you know, this is a fact going forward - a
daily fact that you will be like this. I don’t want you to spend
any time in the normal world. I want you in this world, of mine.
Not only will it help you to cope with your new life, but it will
gratify me greatly that you are where you belong.”

And this time
Caprice’s words were ‘cold’. She was saying it as it was and how it
would be going forward.

“Now shall we
do a little something with your nipples for the day? And then, you
can stay in here all day. How does that sound?”

Martha slipped
her tongue across her red lips.

“Mmmmmmm, yes
yes Miss Caprice. Something, anything with my nipples, and then
stay here because that’s what happens to women like me.”

Her neediness
and her horniness were driving her words. That happened when the
arousal was so strong that all she could think about was an orgasm
that might not come.

“Actually Aunt
Martha. A little lesson for the future. When you are here, if
someone, anyone comes in and they lock the door behind them, that
means that they want you to ‘please’ them? Do you know what that
means, for you to have to ‘please’ them.”

And the trouble
was that Martha was so sexually ‘high’ now that it came to her
easily, what Caprice was meaning. What she was getting at.

“I think so
Miss Caprice, I think I know.”

“And what is
it? What do I mean by that?”

Caprice was
quick to dig in to Martha while she had her full attention.

“I think, to
pleasure them, sexually Miss Caprice. That this is what I have to
do, if someone comes in and locks the door.”

And even as she
was saying those words, even as they were slipping out of her red
lipsticked mouth Martha was realising that this thing, whatever
this thing was, was taking a turn downwards in the spiral that she
was locked into.

“That’s
absolutely correct. And how does that make you feel? That you have
to gratify anyone who comes to see you, and locks the door? Male or
female - you have to gratify them?”

Caprice was
looking directly at Martha and she was piercing her with her
eyes.

 



CHAPTER
FOURTEEN

 


I Don’t Know
How I Feel About That

 


“I’m not sure
Miss Caprice - how I feel about that I’m not sure.”

It was as
though Martha had been hit with a core level shock. That was
because she had been.

“It’s ok, we
can work on that now. By that I mean we can work on you, so that
you feel completely ok with it. And I know that you will feel that
way. Trust me Aunt Martha.”

And as she
spoke Caprice was helping herself to the breasts of this
magnificent woman Martha - Aunt Martha. She was helping herself to
her at the same time as helping her into that place that Martha was
quickly becoming addicted to being in. She was circling those hard
nipples, with her nails, making them harder. Ever since that none
clitoral touching orgasm she’d been given, Martha’s nipples had
retained their hardness and stiffness. They’d retained their
thickness and their bloated appearance.

They’d remained
aroused even when Martha was in that state of despair after an
orgasm. She didn’t know it at the time, but it was the first sign
of her being permanently aroused. It was the first step in her
being in a permanently aroused state that she wouldn’t be able to
shake off. And that was it, ‘that she couldn’t’ shake off, or
couldn’t just brush off so that she could get on with a normal day.
This would be her normal day. These would be her normal days. This
would be her normal.

It used to be
her wetness that was the sign of her arousal. That was what it had
always been, before - before Caprice that is. But ever since this
girl had come into the life of Martha it had become her nipples
that were the first sign that there was a permanent arousal there.
This was the first sign that there was arousal through the despair
that she was in when she came down from orgasm. The first sign that
she was ‘fucked’ basically.

“Mmmmmm Miss,
Miss Caprice, that is so delicious when you do that to my nipples.
Thank you so much Miss Caprice.”

And there was
this almost wetness in her gratitude to the young girl. And that
was obscene and it was disturbing that a mature woman like Martha
could be so obscenely grateful to a girl who was pleasuring her in
this sexual way.

“I’m not doing
anything to your nipples. I’m deliberately not doing anything to
your nipples. I’m just preparing you, that’s all. But you feel free
to enjoy. I want you to ‘enjoy’ your life from now on. I want you
to enjoy it all. I want you to be addicted to your new life.”

And all the
time she was scraping the nail of one finger over the dark, pimpled
flesh of one aureole then the other. Every time her nail got that
friction going there was a gasp and a sigh from Martha as she
simply stood and let this girl do this to her.

 


“I’m going to
use this, to ring your nipples. It will band them, right at the
bottom of the stems, to make them even more firm. But it will make
them more responsive as well. You thought they couldn’t get any
more responsive already right? But that isn’t the case. This will
do that for you, and then we can continue.”

Caprice was
holding some kind of contraption, like a piercing gun or something.
Except it wasn’t a piercing gun, that might come later. This was
something that applied tiny elastic bands to the nipples making
them balloon and bloat beyond the ‘normal’ - whatever the normal
was.

The end of the
thing just slipped over the entire nipples, all the way to where
the nipples flesh blended into the aureole flesh. Then she primed
it. And when she did that there was this high pitched electrical
tone that emanated from the gun thing. And the a loud ‘click’. That
was one band applied to one nipple. Immediately Martha groaned loud
as she felt the constriction. Immediately there was this ‘pressure’
that was pushing up through the nipple core and to the tip - the
very nipple tip. And then Caprice repeated for the other
nipple.

“Mmmmm I like
that look Aunt Martha. We should write a story about ‘Aunt Martha’s
Nipples’. About her ‘teats’, don’t you think?”

Caprice used
that tone, her seductive tone because she knew already that
Martha’s arousal was turned up a notch or two. She knew already
that this band around the nipples were taking the place of her
fingers, circling the nipples, teasing them in this way. There was
this immediate difference in the nipple size and fatness that was
hard to miss.

“Mmmmm yes Miss
Caprice, yes, a story about Aunt Martha’s nipples. How lovely.”

Martha’s voice
was dreamy and she was already showing signs of a masochism that
was in her. That was the thing about masochists, they were so in
tune with their own bodies, their own minds, that they just loved
it when the centre of attention was them. If the centre of
attention was them, then it meant that they were being taken to a
new level buzz. That all the attention was on them and so they
might get an orgasm. Or their sexuality might be taken to another
level. They were selfish sluts in the same way that sadists were
selfish sluts.

“Mmmm that’s
right, ‘how lovely’. How would you feel to me scraping my initial
‘C’ across your nipple tips? I’ll use a little needle, and just
micro scratch it on. Something special to have between you and me.
It will show you are mine. How does that sound to you Aunt
Martha?”

Caprice knew
when to further a conversation. She knew when to take those extra
steps and into another dimension. Poor Martha didn’t even know that
she was an emerging masochist yet. She had no clue that she would
come to crave the abuse that Caprice would pile onto her physically
and psychologically. It was something that she would never think of
until it was too late. Of course Martha would know what a masochist
was, she was an educated woman but she’d never associate herself
with that state of sexuality in which she would crave abuse. At
least, not yet.

“Ohhhhh yes
please Miss Caprice. Your initial across the tips of my nipples
would be so special between us.”

And again that
dreamy voice from Martha. She was thinking nipple tips and orgasm.
Caprice had constructed this part of the process this way. She was
leading Martha into a rabbit hole, a dark one, a deep one, but
Martha was just salivating over more attention to her nipples.

“You’re right
it will be so special. So special for me and for my special
Aunt.”

And there was
that incestuous vibe, right there again, that was hard to miss. It
was like a vibe that shouldn’t have been there, but that was not
out of place as well.

“And if you are
a good girl, then how about I find something nice and fat, and
long, to slip up that ass of yours? You’d like that wouldn’t
you?”

Caprice did
this thing where she was asking, but not asking. What she was
actually doing was telling Martha what she was going to do. But
this would be something of a core shock for Martha - she’d somehow
dreamed of having her ass impaled and reamed in this way so she
liked what Caprice was saying.

“Mmmmm yes, yes
pleas Miss Caprice, Yesssssss.

This was the
‘unknown’ masochist in Martha making itself known. She was the
centre of attention after all. Caprice was making it all about
Martha and the older woman was lapping that up. She was loving what
Caprice was saying about her. And about what she was going to do
with her.

Of course,
Caprice knew all of this because she had been through a process
courtesy of Aunt Celia. And there it was right there. The source of
Caprice’s knowledge - the fact that she had been through something
similar herself. And now she had keyed into Martha’s psyche and she
was able to take this woman as deep as she needed her to be at any
given time because in her mind she was Aunt Martha, or Aunt Martha
was Aunt Celia after she had arrested the journey down a rabbit
hole that Celia had been taking her on.

 


“Uhhhhhhhhh
Uhhhhhh Miss Caprice. Miss Caprice, uhhhhhh.”

There was this
drenched tone to Martha’s voice as Caprice began the process of
scraping her initial C into the tip of one nipple. If those scrapes
had been fingertip swipes, then the orgasm would have been instant
and it would have been intense. But there was this ‘oddness’ about
what Martha could feel as Caprice worked. There was this odd
feeling of pleasure, intense pleasure yes but not orgasmic
pleasure. It was like a pleasure that was mixed with pain. There
was this odd blend of the two sensations, pain and pleasure, to the
point that Martha didn’t know which of the two she was
experiencing.

It was like an
introduction of another sensation that was neither pain nor
pleasure, but one that was both, and neither. That was the head
fuck that Martha was being subjected to. And all the time Caprice
was using that tiny needle to dig deeper into the nipple tips. A
little work on one, and then a little work on the other. More and
more of that flesh being scraped away, and a little blood, just a
little, as a sign of this ink-less tattoo being applied.

“You keep those
delicious breasts still now you hear Aunt Martha? I want these
nipple brandings to be ‘perfect’ so that it is clear you belong to
me.”

And that was
what she had always wanted, back in the day, to belong to Aunt
Celia. And she knew that Martha would be feeling the same, or very
similar to that. She herself had felt so isolated when Celia had
begun abusing her, that all she wanted was this woman to love her
and own her. Like she could do what she wanted to her and it didn’t
matter as long as she loved her. but it was never like that, and it
never would have been like that.

And now she was
doing the same to Martha, except this was what she would have been
doing to Celia had that ‘Aunt’ not passed. This was Caprice in full
psycho mode. This was where she was laying herself bare except she
was the one in control - she was the one in complete and utter
control. And to the extent that there would be no arresting the
process by Martha. She was doing what Aunt Celia had done to her,
without the mistake of letting herself be caught out like Celia
had. For Martha this was the first stage of a nightmare trip into
reality.

“Ohhh yes Miss
Caprice, I’ll keep them real still for you. I’ll keep them real,
real still so you can make me yours.”

Her words
echoing what her arousal was doing to her psyche, the way it was
making her more wet and her nipples more stiffer, thicker and
longer. Martha was trying to turn that sensation of this micro
needle scraping the initial C into her nipple tips into orgasmic
pleasure but of course she couldn’t. She was trying to replicate it
because she was a selfish masochist who didn’t even know it. But
that made Caprice smile inside.

“Yep that’s
right Slut Martha. Real real still so you can be mine.”

Caprice was
using language that would appeal to the sexual aroused state of
Martha. And the thing was that this older woman’s breathing already
gave away her sexually aroused state. It already told of her hunger
and her greed. And there was this way that every so often she
slipped out her huge fleshy tongue and swiped it across her lips.
Caprice was in so close, and so intimate to do the nipple scrapings
that her breath was all over the face of Aunt Martha. And Martha
was able to suck in that warm sweet breath - something that added
to her arousal, and that added to the wetness between her legs.

“A nice fat,
black cock dildo up your ass next Aunt Martha. You’re going to love
that aren’t you? And ‘if’ you’re a good girl, maybe you’ll get to
cum before we get on with the rest of the day. How does that
sound.”

Caprice’s
ability to keep the tension and the intensity up was astonishing.
It was as though she was communicating directly with Martha’s
psyche. If there was anyone able to exhibit the behaviour of a true
sadist, then it was Caprice. But that didn’t make it any easier to
absorb the scenario of her with this older, statuesque woman. It
was as though this was from a world that didn’t belong in the real
world. It was as though it was all wrong, but also that it was all
’right’. It was a head fuck of massive proportions and there was no
answer to that.

To see these
two together there was a sense of sorrow and yet of joy as well.
There was a sense of disgust and outrage, and yet one of arousal
and intimacy as well. Two women, one older, mature and the other
young, not yet in the prime of her life and yet in complete
control. There was no sense of ‘sense’ to this. It was as though
the whole vibe begged one to take it in, but it didn’t need to be
understood for it to be ok.

“Almost
finished slut.”

And this time
there was a sadistic edge to Caprice’s tone. And from Martha there
was just this whimpering and this confusion as to what sensation
and which emotions she was actually being subjected to, and
feeling.

 


Caprice stood
back to look at the ‘art’ she had produced across each flat nipple
tip. It was ‘micro art’ but it was art none the less. Those little
‘C’s seemed perfectly drawn, perfectly formed and perfectly scraped
into the flesh of the nipple tips. Martha was breathing heavy.
There were times when the pain of being marked like this outweighed
the pleasure of that attention to her teats. And in those moments
she got these slithers of despair that went through her as well.
Short lived slithers of despair that she was forced to absorb. It
was then that she had to think about her lot now. But she couldn’t
because no sooner had she thought about the despair, than it was
gone again to be replaced by that deep set arousal that she’d been
inflicted with.

“Ohh they hurt
a little bit Miss Caprice.”

“Oh now, what’s
a little pain when you’ve got the pleasure of being marked as mine,
hmmmm?”

For some
reason, Caprice’s voice sounded older than her eighteen years and
that was odd. And then on the other hand, Martha was whimpering
like a kid who’d been scolded. Except that she hadn’t been scolded,
she’d been marked up with the tiny lethal point of a needle.

“I know Miss. I
know that, and now I can feel me coming back to full wetness again.
And there’s this throb from my nipples somewhere deep, and that’s
helping me as well.”

Caprice smiled
to herself as she listened to the almost infantile musings of
Martha.

“You’re a good
girl Aunt Martha, that’s what you are. You know what’s best for you
and you know that I can give you what you need.”

Caprice using
that tone she knew would resonate with the sexuality of Martha.

“Mmmmm yes Miss
Caprice, thank you so much, so so much.”

Again that
grateful whimper from Martha that was almost as obscene as the
sight of Martha’s tits with those always thick, initialled
nipples.

“Don’t mention
it sweetheart. I can see how aroused you are from what your sex
lips are doing. They’re dripping, just like they should.”

And she was
right. Those sex lips pulled through that latex slit and hanging,
dripping, again obscenely. This sight of Martha, a grown, mature
woman, in this state, not of distress but of hunger and sexual need
and greed had to be seen to be believed. It wasn’t a sight for the
unwary, or for someone who might be easily shocked, or offended.
This was a scene that maybe should never be seen. A scene that
didn’t have a place in civilised society. One that was just
‘wrong’

“I am aroused
Miss, very. I need ’something’.”

“You mean you
need an orgasm, right?. You need to cum, right?”

It seemed the
way that Caprice did things - she tended to be straight to the
point. Almost like she was going for the jugular each and every
time. But she was a young girl with a modus operandi. And she
didn’t deviate from that at all - not in any way.

“Yes, yes Miss
Caprice. Yes please can I cum? Please?”

There was this
almost petulant, spoiled brat tone from Martha that was again out
of place for not only a woman of her maturity and stature but out
of place for the scene of older and mature versus young and
innocent. Except there wasn’t any innocence in Caprice. The demon
in her had woken now and it was the dominant force.

“You can yes,
in just a little while. But tell me again how you feel about having
to gratify those that come to visit you here, and lock the door?
Remember I asked you that a while ago and you didn’t know. But how
do you feel about it now?”

Caprice could
do that. She could rewind and fast forward the timeline whenever
she wanted to. And she could take Martha back to any point she
wanted to or needed to.

“I want to
Miss. I want to gratify anyone that comes and locks the door.”

“With no
questions asked, you want to give them what they want anything at
all? No limits right?”

Again she was
asking but she wasn’t asking.

“Y-yes Miss
Caprice, yes anything at all, no limits.”

 



CHAPTER
FIFTEEN

 


Anything At
All, No Limits

 


“Good girl Aunt
Martha. This is what I like to hear. This is what makes me happy.
And you do want to make me happy, don’t you? I mean, if you make me
happy, I make you happy with ‘cums’ don’t I?”

All the time
Caprice was manipulating the damaged mind of Martha. She was asking
but she wasn’t asking. She was leading her but she was making
Martha feel that she was coming to the conclusions herself most of
the time. Martha was being so taken over by her own sexual arousal,
her hunger and her greed, that she was walking into the trap with
her eyes wide open.

“I do. I do
want to make you happy Miss Caprice - just like I want to gratify
those people who come here and lock the door. And then I get cums
Miss. Aunt Martha gets cums if she makes you happy.”

And there was
this exhalation of air as Caprice sighed out. This was what she
needed to hear. She needed to hear Martha talking about herself in
the third person. That was a sign that she was mostly broken. That
she’d had her spirit largely broken and now all she could see was
that pleasure in promised orgasms. That made Caprice smile wide.
This was the time when Caprice was loving her life.

“So Aunt
Martha, what first, the orgasm or the big black cock dildo slipped
all the way into your ass? You decide. If it were me with that
choice, I’d take the dildo first - to make the cum that much
better, if you know what I mean.”

Caprice watched
her. She was watching for reactions and any sign of ‘anything’
occurring.

“The dildo, yes
Miss the Dildo first. Then the cum.”

And Caprice
breathed out with her own sexual delight again. She had manipulated
Martha once again. Although for the older woman, it wasn’t rocket
science. Anything to make the cum, the orgasm better and more
intense had to be the choice!

“Perfect
choice. Just perfect.”

Caprice almost
purred her response. And as she spoke she was taking a brand new,
thick, veined black cock dildo out of its protective packaging. And
that view of Caprice, that vision of this young girl, gripping this
enormous dildo, one that could be further inflated, was brutal,
that dildo almost dwarfing the petiteness of Caprice, her slender
fingers unable to meet around the dildo’s girth.

“You sit back
for me Aunt Martha and raise and spread those gorgeous legs of
yours. Hold them behind the knees so that you can hang them open
for me so I can slide this into you, all the way. You know, once
inflated, it locks inside you, making you unable to push it out.
And I want you to stay like this all day for me. Impaled on a big
black cock dildo because this is what ‘Aunts’ all over the world
deserve. And just to think, you are flying the flag for those
Aunts. That is something for you to be proud of. When you’re
suffering, anytime you are suffering, you need to be proud Martha.
Proud to be carrying that flag.”

And now Caprice
was talking in more graphic and obscene language. This was a sign
that she’d turned the corner with Martha. That she had her exactly
where she wanted her to be. And it showed just the kind of future
that Martha had. For anyone normal there would have had to have
been this puzzlement as to what she intended with this older woman.
But that puzzlement wasn’t there anymore. Now it was clear that
Martha would lead a life of sexual degradation and suffering. This
final set piece was like an underlining of Caprice’s
intentions.

It was as
though she didn’t need to molly coddle Martha any more. She didn’t
have to ‘seduce’ her anymore because she had taken over the
sexuality of this mature statuesque, almost Amazonian woman, and
now there was no need to hide her intentions. And now she was
watching as Martha, slightly dead eyed was lifting and spreading
her legs to expose everything that was sexual about her. There was
her latex skinned hips and her hanging sex lips and through that
transparent latex the pinkness of her inner sex meat pressed up
against the inside of the latex. The bubbles of juices collecting
inside the rubber giving a direct indication of the state of this
woman. Her clitoris pulled through a tiny hole, and seemingly
self-inflated, self-engorged and quivering with even the slightest
movement of this woman.

And as she
lifted her legs, and held them by supporting them from behind her
knees, it became clear there was this small hole, almost a tiny
hole in that latex that was situated directly over Martha’s anus.
But surely that enormous dildo wouldn’t fit through that hole?

Well it would,
but only with some expert cajoling and working by Caprice.

“I’m not going
to say that this isn’t going to hurt Aunt Martha because that would
be a lie. But you need to remember to stay proud for what you are
going through because this will keep you going when things get
tougher for you. And they will get tougher.”

Again there was
this glimpse into the future for Martha, if she was in a state to
take it in. ‘When things get tougher for her’. They were scary
words spoken as a matter of fact by Caprice, and she didn’t flinch
when speaking them. In fact she was straight faced, as though it
was ‘nothing’ that she was speaking about.

“Mmmmm Aunt
Martha will be proud for you Miss Caprice. Mmmmm yes Miss always
proud for you.”

Martha the poor
love, she needed an orgasm. If she could cum then she would be able
to level off, at least a little. But from the roll of her huge eyes
it was easy to see that she was in that other place now. That place
that she would find herself more and more as she sunk into that
downward spiral that Caprice had constructed for her. And now
Caprice was positioning herself so that she could slide the dildo
directly into the back passage of Martha.

“Lots of
lubrication Aunt Martha, that’s the secret here. Lots and lots of
lubrication and then a nice slow insert.”

Caprice sounded
like an established pervert. She almost hissed her words as she
described exactly how she was going to slide that dildo in. And as
she spoke those words she was literally squeezing oily lubrication
all over it, and spreading it with her slender fingers and her
hands as though she was masturbating it. She was making sure that
she was getting all of the surfaces of the dildo coated with that
lube. And she was doing it as though she was pleasuring a real cock
herself. There was more and more of that demon inside her coming to
the fore now.

Caprice was
acting freely and she was speaking freely. She didn’t need to be
that sweet girl any more. She could let the demon out now because
she had Martha where she wanted her. Caprice more than anyone would
know that there was no going back for Martha now. That it would be
a one way trip for her, that would either work out fully, or not.
It was the ’not’ that would trigger all kinds of horrors in someone
from the normal world, stumbling in on this.

 


“Take deep
breaths Aunt Martha, nice slow deep ones. Expand those tits of
yours and then let the air out. This will soon be all the way in.
Then you can cum.”

Caprice had
worked the dildo head through that little, tiny latex hole and then
she had worked it into the centre of the raised ring of Martha’s
anus. She pushed and she twisted the dildo at the same time. She
twisted more than she pushed as she worked to getting that anus to
dilate. It didn’t dilate easily. It took patience for Caprice to
work that massive rubber appendage to a place where she could
‘click’ it past Martha’s sphincter.

And when she
did that there was this ‘howling’ noise from Martha. Caprice could
have continued to push through in one go but she didn’t do that.
She didn’t want to traumatise this woman, too much too soon. She
just twisted and pushed - twisted and pushed a little bit more at a
time. And then there was that snap through as the dildo head, a
replica of a real, circumscribed black cock, slid past that
sphincter.

For Martha at
that point there was this pain, like a cramping as her sphincter
muscles gave way to the greater force.

“EEEEEEE AHHHHH
OWWWWWWWWWW.”

Caprice allowed
Martha to scream. It would have been doubtful that the older woman
would have heard the dulcet tones of Caprice as she was screaming
like that. And that pain would have blocked anything sensible out.
When the scream died down again Caprice spoke.

“Remember Aunt
Martha, nice and proud for me. I want to see you nice and
proud.”

There was like
this admission from Caprice that what she was doing was undoubtedly
painful but that Martha should be proud to suffer that pain none
the less.

“Yes, Yes Miss
Caprice. Yes, Aunt Martha is proud for you.”

Caprice
thinking that was cute again, how Martha referred to herself in the
third person while also knowing that this was an indication that
she was now as broken a woman as she needed to be. So she pushed
and twisted the dildo more, turning that girth of dildo now inside
of Martha and at the same time driving it in deeper and deeper.

Martha was in
this weird space. This space of discomfort and a level of pain. And
yet that dildo stretching her adding to the sexual pleasure. Maybe
even Martha, deep inside was shocked to be feeling that added
pleasure that the monstrous dildo was giving her. It was true that
she’d had that severe cramping pain, but that didn’t diminish her
need for a cum. A look through that latex and a look at her
hanging, swollen sex lips, dripping with her juices told of the
fact that she was in this place of need. Of desperate need. And
that quiver of her clitoris all bloated and deep red with her
blood, and a life of its own.

By the time
Caprice had twisted and turned that dildo in enough for the head to
be pressing up against the bend in Martha’s colon, Martha’s
breathing pattern had changed. She’d needed to adjust it, to allow
for the stretch and the invasion her ass was suffering. And when
that pressure came to her colon, Caprice smiled.

“A little
inflation now, to lock it in.”

She hadn’t
needed to say that but she did. It was like the sadism in the demon
that was now in control of this young girl. For all anyone would
know, Caprice may well have been an innocent at one time, back in
the day. But not now.

Martha’s eyes
almost popped out of their sockets as she felt that already
monstrous dildo stretched the inner walls of her anus and rectum.
But now, with an attached airline, she was being stretched more.
And that sensation, that feeling, immediately created additional
cramps that sent severe pain deep into her femininity. But at the
same time, there was her clitoris, throbbing. That clitoris pulled
through the latex and cinched with the re-enforced latex hole. That
throbbing that she could feel was almost certainly visible to the
naked eye, it was that pronounced

And all the
time that dildo getting fatter, and longer.

“Uhhhhhh Miss
Caprice, Miss Caprice, Aunt Martha is so so stretched….”

She let her
words tail off because there was nothing else she could say.

“I know. I know
she is. That’s because Aunt Martha is carrying the burden for the
bad Aunts all over the world. It’s because she has to suffer and
she will suffer. And she will suffer ‘proudly’ isn’t that
right?”

It was an odd
conversation. Martha speaking to Caprice in the third term and
Caprice responding as though she was responding to Martha’s
mouthpiece.

“Yes, yes Miss
Caprice, yes. Can I cum now please Miss Caprice.”

Martha getting
her selfish request in quickly, as though Caprice might forget
about the promised cum. There was no third person then. It was a
direct request from the core of Martha’s sexuality.

“You can, very
soon. But stand up, I want you to have a cum when you are standing
on your tippy toes on those high heels of yours. You’ll like it I
just know you will.”

If the truth
was known Martha would just prefer to cum when she was lying back
there, with her legs spread and dangling open. Now she had to slip
shoes back on, and that was like it was an effort because she was
so wanting that orgasm. And when she did stand in those shoes she
could feel everything immediately tighten up again, and that
shifted the dildo inside her, and that in turn provided more
pleasure to the distended, swollen clitoris. She could feel the
accentuation of her own shapely legs, the arch in her feet. The
slight pressure on her spine due to the height of her heels. And
then the push back of her shoulders, so that those breasts, and
more, those teats were pushed out and proud.

And there was
the key word, ‘proud’. Aunt Martha looked proud. And yet there was
this stance or this gait that the dildo inside her ass forced. That
gait, the dildo debilitated her a little bit. It was nothing
definite and maybe nothing at all to the untrained eye. But for
those who knew, there was this slight handicap to her stance. The
statuesqueness was still there in Martha. That Amazonian quality,
the breath-taking vision of femininity that she was. It seemed all
of that would always be there no matter what she was suffering or
what the debilitation was.

Caprice did
that thing with her finger, indicating for Martha to turn on the
spot. That in itself indicating that she wanted to take her in, all
of her. The disturbed view of this young girl taking the
sexualised, debilitated form of this mature older lady in. And for
some reason that scene was brutal. It was ‘honest’ but it was
brutally honest. Caprice watched Martha do that complete turn and
then she approached her, all pretty, innocent smiles. And yet
innocent wasn’t a word that could be applied to this scene, not at
all really.

“And now the
treat for Aunt Martha. The cum you want so so badly. The cum you
need.”

Caprice spoke
as though she knew the need in Martha. As though she knew all about
it. That was because she did know all about it. She knew from her
own journey through life to this point what it was like to need an
orgasm so badly that she would do anything for one. But now it was
Martha who needed that orgasm. Now it was her who would do anything
for it. And just right then, right at that point Caprice took the
little ball of nerves that made up the clitoris between her thumb
and forefinger and she instantly stopped that quivering, to replace
it with something much more intense.

“Uhhhhhh
UUUUUuuuuuuuuuHHHhhhhh”

There was this
instant change in Martha. This instant re-adaption in her that saw
her stockinged knees bend a little and then her trying to
straighten up as the orgasm hit warp speed immediately. It was the
hit of so much intense pleasure all at once and all of a sudden
that had this effect on the older woman. Caprice just squeezed a
little. She squeezed as though she was milking the orgasm. That was
what she was doing, she was milking the orgasm from Martha and all
Martha could do was stand there trembling as the orgasm rocked
through her and as her legs almost gave away time and time
again.

But she
remained standing, she didn’t go down to her knees. It was like she
was trying extra hard to be proud. And Caprice smiled as she milked
every drop of the orgasm from Martha. There was no ‘squirt’ but the
drips from her extended, swollen and exposed sex lips were more
like a gush. Caprice held at the peak of that orgasm and then she
let her down the other side slowly. As she did that she spoke in
that seductive voice of hers.

“Now, when
you’re down, in your little pit of despair, someone will come and
lock the door. And you know what you have to do then don’t you
darling Aunt Martha?”

Caprice dripped
her words in to the psyche of the older woman at the worst possible
time for Martha. She still had those come downs to deal with. They
would become less and less, the further into addiction she sunk.
But for now, she had to deal with the despair and she had to
gratify whoever came through that door and locked it behind them.
And it didn’t matter who it was, or what they wanted her to do, or
what they wanted to do to her. She had to gratify them. That part
was ingrained in her mind already. She’d had that ingrained when
she was at her horniest and most needy. And now she had to deal
with it as it happened.

“Yes, yes Miss
Caprice, I understand what I have to do. Anything and everything
required. I understand.”

“That’s right,
good girl. Don’t worry, I’ll get you ‘ready’ so it will all come a
bit more natural to you.”

And she
squeezed that clit a little more between her thumb and forefinger
and Martha gasped. This was it now, Caprice could switch this woman
on and off, at will. And soon, very soon there would be that little
knock on the door and that would be the first visitor, the first
door locker arriving.

 


THE END
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