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Chapter
1

 


NOW - CAMILLE

 


The
scene was one not unlike a gothic horror story. A cemetery on a
windy grey day. The wind amplified through the autumn trees and the
odd squally shower of rain, which were as well amplified by that
wind. The sky so dark that it looked like nightfall even thought
was the middle of the afternoon. There was a figure, a lonely
figure in black. From the distance it was difficult to tell if it
was a man or a woman. Then on zoom in it became obvious that it was
a woman. A woman in black. A striking woman, tall and with a
stunning figure. That figure eventually easy to determine because
it was a long fitted coat that seemed to hug her curves as though
it had been painted on. Every so often there was a gust of wind
that blew the flap of the coat open to reveal the longest, most
shapely pair of legs imaginable. And these legs were sheathed in
sheer, transparent black nylon and they were further enhanced with
this woman’s feet arched into what seemed overly high heels with
red soles. Patent black court shoes that didn’t spoil the line of
the leg with ankle straps. There were no such straps - just the
perfect unspoilt line of the legs and then the stunningness of
those red shiny soles.

One had
to wonder at the dress, or the skirt under that coat because there
was no sign of it when the bottom of the coat blew open. Surely
this woman who was standing looking at a grave headstone wasn’t
just wearing a coat with stockings under it? But then were they
stockings? Only the bottom couple of buttons of the coat were open,
so not enough of that flap revealed any such stocking tops. One
could think though - one could wonder - this woman cut a striking,
oddly erotic picture in that cemetery, and she was alone - all
alone. She bent forward and seemed to straighten the fresh flowers
that she had put into the little flower arranger. She stood up but
then bent again and adjusted the bunch again. She seemed not to be
able to get it right. But it was like she wasn’t leaving it until
they were right. There was almost this obsessive compulsiveness to
what she was doing.

It was
only when zooming in closer that this woman would be revealed to be
mature, in her mid-thirties maybe, extremely attractive with a
breath-taking bone structure to her face that was only added to by
the slash of deep, blood red lipstick that had been expertly
applied and which matched the soles of her shoes, almost to
perfection. And she had a mane of thick, luscious auburn hair that
was borderline ‘red’. ‘Big hair’ it would have been called in times
gone by. The black of her coat and the red of her lips made her
complexion seem pale but then the day would have done that all by
its self. It was hard to determine how long this woman had been
there. There was no sign coming from her - maybe that she had been
there a long time. There was this weird enigmatic ‘smile’ on her
face even though she was at this grave. Maybe she was remembering
the good times with the deceased person in the grave. Maybe she was
living those times in her mind. Maybe a thought was crossing her
mind like, he’s at peace now, totally at peace. And it was a man in
the grave - “Sir Robert ‘Bobby’ Simmons 1932 to 2018
RIP”.

Was this
Robert Bobby Simmons’s daughter maybe? Or a long lost relative? It
was hard to say - this woman in black with the thick auburn hair
that was loose and free in the wind was just standing there. She
had adjusted and re-adjusted the flowers and now she was standing
again. There was a bird somewhere overhead, a bird of prey, a
kestrel and it was screeching - looking for food - a mouse maybe,
or a small rabbit. A kestrel would just about be able to manage a
small rabbit if the kill was clean and first time. At the moment it
was high, circling - maybe it had spotted something. Soon it would
dive and this woman was watching it. She seemed to spot it
immediately she looked up - like she knew it was there and she knew
what it was doing. She was smiling. Still she was smiling. And then
she looked down again. This time though she turned and walked back
towards the road. Even if she was in such high heels she seemed
elegant over the grass and then even more elegant on the road when
she reached it.

There
was a black Mercedes Benz there waiting for her. That put a
different slant on it. Now she wasn’t just a woman in black she was
something else entirely. Now she looked like a wealthy woman in
black. A man in a peaked cap got out of the Merc and he opened the
back passenger door for her to get in. And she did that seemingly
with an amount of impossible elegance. That was what it was,
impossible elegance. Holding the coat so that it did not blow open
with the wind, or fall open when she sat to swing her legs into the
car because of the height of her heels. But there was that
‘glimpse’ of leg again - leg that was sheathed in that sheer nylon.
It was that nylon that seemed to add class to this woman even if
the amount of leg that came on view was almost eyebrow raising.
Only almost though because this woman, this auburn haired woman in
black was class. Class was written all over her, and it was
certainly written over the enormous V12 limo that she was in. And
that car just glided up the narrow cemetery road towards the main
gate. For some reason one expected to hear the engine of a car that
size. But there wasn’t any noise. Just the sound of the huge tyres
crunching gravel.

Inside
the car there was no talking between driver and passenger, except
for the initial exchange. “Where to Ma’am.” That was all he said.
And there seemed to be an amount of familiarity between the two. He
was older than her. It felt as though he had been driving this
woman for a long, long time, years even. “Home, just take me home,
I’ve had enough for today.” Her tone could only be described as
‘velvet like’. And yet it was sad as well. There was more than a
tinge of sadness to the tone of her voice. Maybe that was something
to do with the grave she had just visited. Maybe not though! There
was the sound of nylon rasping against nylon as she crossed her
long legs in the spacious car. That sound was almost acute - it cut
through the stillness in the back of that car like it didn’t have
any right to do. And there was this ‘bobbing’ of her crossed over
leg. Just a bobbing of the foot which would ultimately hypnotise
anyone else who cared to look.

And that
was just it - there would be no shortage of eyes wanting to look at
that foot arched into those high heels attached to the long leg
sheathed in sheer black nylon. There was something about this woman
- just something about her that was hard to fathom. Something that
kind of nagged at the back of the mind but not for anything in
particular. Rather, it nagged just because this woman was so
striking. She was striking and she was mysterious. And on top of
that she was beautiful in one of those breath-taking ways that was
again hard to describe or explain. It was like if the eyes were
drawn to her then they would be kept drawn to her. One might want
to look away but one wouldn’t be able to do that. And again there
was no reason or no explanation for that. One would find that one
wanted and even needed to look at this woman, and keep looking at
her.

The
cemetery was out of town - a private cemetery and now the huge Merc
was gliding back towards the city. The stunning skyline was so
vivid because it was looked down on as the car weaved down the hill
on top of which the cemetery was situated. The woman didn’t say
anything. She just looked out of the blacked out windows as though
she was in a world of her own. The windows of the car were blacked
out - the kind that could be seen out of but not in through and
there was an amount of comfort for this woman in that she wouldn’t
or couldn’t be seen through the glass. The journey back into town
was slower than normal because it was heading for the rush hour now
but there was no rush, not for this car. By the time it had weaved
through the City and through to the financial district it was
getting properly dark. The dark of the cemetery had given way to
the night-time darkness. The driver was experienced in these
streets, he weaved through the main arteries and then down side
streets that the car had no right to fit down. Then it vanished
underground. Down a huge curved driveway and through an
electronically operated gate. This was the exclusive address, the
exclusive apartment block that this woman, this mysterious woman
lived in.

Now
there was a contrast, a complete stark contrast. This woman was
framed in the floor to ceiling window that overlooked the city some
fifteen floors below. It was s stark and disturbing contrast
because there was no long coat now. There were however stockings -
self-supporting stockings that had sheathed her legs for the visit
to the cemetery. Those elasticated stocking tops clung to the very
tops of her extraordinarily long legs - and she was still wearing
the shoes. Where there had been the question of whether or not she
was wearing a dress, or a skirt and top or whatever under that coat
- that mystery seemed now to be solved in that she was wearing
neither. She had been wearing just a fitted leather corset. Nothing
else but a corset that hugged her well developed, perfect curves.
There was the threat of the spill over from generous breasts but
that threat didn’t quite come off such was the perfect fit of this
garment. There was the roll and the bulge of those fleshy breasts
and yet there was the roundness and the flawlessness of her bottom
as well. Both emphasised by the leather and the fit of the
corset.

The way
she stood framed in that huge window, it looked as erotic, more so
than the vision of her in that cemetery earlier in the day. She was
standing still on those high heels and her perfectly tapered legs
were splayed. It was like she did not give a flying fuck that she
was standing like this in this window. She was fifteen floors up
for gods sakes. But not only that but this modern block was fitted
out with see out but not see in windows much like the Merc was. She
could look out on the city below but no-one, not even in
neighbouring buildings would be able to see this woman in this
statement of exhibitionism - that is, unless they looked closely,
very closely, and even then it would be just a silhouette they
would see. She was holding one of those huge, thin stemmed crystal
goblets and in that was a dark, rich red wine that she was sipping
on every few seconds. She seemed deep in thought. As deep in
thought as she had been in the car.

There
was a confidence to this woman that seemed hard to pin down. The
way she stood, the way she almost ‘posed’ on those high heels. She
was a woman who was obviously confident with herself - comfortable
in her own body. Like she was a woman who had been over all of that
growing up that women did. The years of angst about how they looked
to the outside world and to other people. The self-confidence
issues, the self-loathing even. This was a woman who was over all
of that. She was a woman who didn’t care anymore. But then she
didn’t need to care anymore. No woman who looked like she looked
would need to worry too much about how they looked to others
anymore. They could take her or leave her - she looked like a woman
who wouldn’t actually give a flying fuck and wouldn’t be afraid to
tell them that.

It was
as though this woman was making a statement - dressed or undressed
this way. This was her domain and she could do anything she wanted
to do. This was her place. She glanced across from the window at a
display of photographs - there were military medals and the name
Sir Robert ‘Bobby’ Simmons. And there were wedding photographs -
this woman, a bride, his bride. This woman was married to a man who
was a lot older than she was. And now he had passed away. Then
there was this understanding for this woman and what she was going
through. Although the grave hadn’t been a new one - so Sir Simmons
passing was not that recent. It was like this woman was having
difficulty in coming to terms with being on her own again. And that
was the thing, it was pretty clear that she was on her own because
there were a lot of photographs but they were just of either him on
his own, or with her, or her on her own. He was a tiny man in
comparison to this woman. She was tall, curvy and model like. One
had the feeling that she would encourage comments like ‘they don’t
make women like her any more’ and such like.

There
was some kind of certificate on the wall. It was in her name, ‘Lady
Camille Simmons for services to the arts’. Very grand, very elegant
and from that it was easy to see where this woman fit in the bigger
scheme of things. Her husband had probably served in overseas wars
through the years - that was what his medals were for. But she had
played a part as well. One could see her being something to do with
‘the arts’ but not what exactly. But she was tall, elegant, heeled
and she was well stacked. And she seemed to carry herself with a
grace that was reserved for a special kind of woman. She wandered
away from the window now and she was sipping from the goblet of
wine. This time she went to a drawer in a unit and pulled out an
album after she had unlocked it with a little key that she was
wearing round her pretty neck.

This
apartment was huge. It took up the entire top floor of the block.
It was THE one and only penthouse there. And that penthouse had
been served via its own elevator which came up from the carpark or
from the ground level concierge area. Minimalist could have been
one word to describe this place. It was utterly modern. Lots of
glass, lots of brushed aluminium, and lots of marble. It was
clearly an interior designed space. It was clearly a place that had
a lot of money spent on it. There was a lot of class there and
there was a lot of expensive art pieces. Paintings which had been
hung to take advantage of light and shade. It was dark outside now
and that cast its own classy shadow on the entire open plan space.
But in the day time it would get loads of light. There were pretty
much 360 degree views over the city via those floor to ceiling
windows. There was also a 360 degree balcony that went around the
whole apartment. The variety of views that this place offered of
the city, and which the changing seasons must have offered was as
breath-taking as it must have been expensive.

Camille
took her wine and the album and she sat on a deep chair that
belonged to a suite. It was funny, it didn’t seem that big a chair
but it was. It was only because the place was so vast that the
furniture looked pretty ‘normal’. The reality of it was that there
was nothing normal about this place, or this woman. She flipped
open the album on the immense thick glass table and there would be
a collective intake of breath. It was an album full of photographs,
but this was hardly the ‘family album’. And now the leather corset,
the stockings and the red soled high heels were pretty much
explaining themselves. It was clear that in this marriage Camille
was the Dominatrix. Now it made sense. All of it made sense. There
was this confidence about her that bordered on arrogance and yet in
this ‘album’ it was taken to a new level.

It was
clear too that Sir Simmons was her submissive. It was almost an
album that told of ‘that side’ of their relationship. That told of
this secret life that the two led. And that was it, one look at
this album and there would be the obvious thing that screamed out
that this was a couple who lived that secret life. There were
professional picture, of Camille dressed up in very glossy fetish
outfits. Leather, latex, uniforms. Nylons, fully fashioned
stockings, and various other designs and patterned hosiery. She was
clearly the poser. She was clearly the exhibitionist. From the way
she was dressed and made up in these pictures she was clearly a
striking woman - and knew that she was. These were the professional
pictures. Studio shots and shots which had time spent on them,
setting then up to that they were perfect, in this
place.

But then
there were the others ones. Like snapshots. Shots that had been
taken on a tripod mounted camera with maybe some kind of remote or
timed release. These were the ones that were eyebrow raising. These
are the ones that brought things to a different level. Pictures of
this little man over his wife’s nylon sheathed thighs and her
posed, or really spanking him. Pictures of this man at his wife’s
feet, in some of them kissing her severely arched feet and the
stilettos they were in. These were quite shocking pictures. The
studio and set up shots were classy and maybe racy but these other
ones had this ‘sleazy’ element to them and one had to ask the
question - was this sleaze element intended? People from this level
of ‘life’ didn’t accept second best in anything in life. And some
of these pictures were sepia toned and some were filtered but
LOOKED filtered. There was nothing subtle about them but that was
just it. It was like they were supposed to look like this. One
could imagine that this man had seen the sleazy side of life in his
time and this was his little bit of real life brought into their
entitled home with his entitled wife. It was like a shock that had
been applied to their collective psyches - but a shock that they
applied of their own accord. Not one that had been applied for them
by someone else.

Camille
must have looked at these pictures a thousand times. Pictures that
had been taken over the course of the years. Pictures that they had
taken and collected and there were more of the sleazy ones than
there were of the professional quality ones. And if one spent some
looking at them on would be able to see that Camille was as at home
in the sleazy ones as she was in the set up ones. If one were to
look even closer at the glint in her eyes, Camille had been the one
leading it. She had that same smile on her face as she thumbed
through the album. Like she was remembering. Like she was reliving
their times together. And as she did that her hands were wandering
between her stockinged thighs. Soon she would be
masturbating.

 



Chapter
2

 


NOW - JAYNE

 


That
grey day looked grey all over the city. It didn’t matter the
location or the walk of life it was just that autumnal ‘feel’ to
it. Strong winds and squally showers - and almost a night-time dark
before it was even tea time.

Three
hours before a mysterious, erotic tinged woman in a long dark coat
and high heels with red soles was tending a grave in a cemetery
from a hill top overlooking the city, Jayne was living her version
of life. Nothing could be a starker contrast. From the air of
opulence and the high life of Camille and her mysterious life with
the erotic overtones, to the city streets. This was the street life
and that grit and grime that went with it. Jayne was in a hoodie
and the hood was pulled up over her head and the draw string pulled
tight - there was just hint, or a glimpse of her long dirty blonde,
partly dread locked hair poking out from that hood. She had come up
from the subway and she stopped at the top of the steps. It was
like she was looking for something, or someone. It couldn’t have
been because she didn’t know the place. She looked too well versed,
she looked too familiar with the streets and where she was for her
to be lost. She was wearing tight, ripped denim jeans - and that
was what it was about denim, they always enhanced the figure of a
girl.

Jayne
was 18, barely. She’d been left home for a couple of years. Her
parents had split up and her mother had taken up with a guy who was
older than her mum. There had always been something about this guy
that Jayne hadn’t liked. She had never known what it was, or why it
was that she didn’t like him. There was just something creepy about
him - and her feelings had been proved right when he came into her
room one night. She had pretended to be asleep and she had felt his
wandering hands under the bedclothes. The rest could be put down to
history. This was a man who had Jayne under his control for two
years, until she managed to get away. She’d never know how she had
managed to do that either, with what he had put her through. That
stuff would never leave her. That stuff would never leave her long
enough to have a good night’s sleep either. But she put it down to
life. That was all she could do. All she could do was dust herself
down and get on with it.

She
looked left and right, decided on right and made her way towards
the river. There was a little greasy spoon cafe she went to nearly
every day down there. It didn’t cost a fortune and she could even
get a decent breakfast there when she fancied it. “Usual darlin’?”
That was the woman behind the counter. Jayne was a regular and she
liked that. She liked the familiarity. It could be this middle aged
woman behind the counter or any of the others, they all knew her.
“Yeah make it strong and black though hey, I had way too much to
drink last night.” And she was laughing - the woman behind the
counter laughed with her. “Another house party hey? How come I
never get invited?” And the woman was laughing again. Jayne nodded
at her and laughed as well. “Oh you know how it is, limited numbers
and all that.” Jayne sounded as though she had been educated. Her
voice was clear, precise, and accentless. She may have looked like
she belonged on the streets but there was more to her than that.
One had the feeling that there was much more to her than that.
Almost like she was this intelligent creature about to burst into
womanhood and who was at the same time using the city streets to
hide in plain sight.

Jayne
was stunningly pretty as well. See beyond the street clothes and
the trainers, and the long dirty blonde hair that had been done in
loose dread style locks and there was something about her that was
beyond pretty. She wasn’t short and yet she wasn’t tall either. But
what she was, was perfectly formed. Those ripped jeans gave clear
hints to the length of her legs and the perfectly formed bottom
that resided in them. The rips across the jeans above the knee gave
clear views of perfect, flawless flesh. Those rips actually made it
appear that this girl was more than sexually aware. It wasn’t just
the rips in the jeans. It was the way she carried herself. For an
eighteen year old she seemed to know what she looked like and what
she was about. With what she had been through in her past there was
also there weariness there. Despite the arrogance and the
confidence, there was almost this reluctance in her. It was like
she was the way she was, and then she remembered - then she
remembered what she had been through in the past. There were just
odd glints, or vacancies in her eyes that gave the game away. But
you would have to look hard to spot it.

That was
the thing about Jayne - she had lived a life even before she was
out of her teens. And yet at the same time although she was digging
herself out of it, she hadn’t come out of the tunnel just yet. She
hadn’t come out of the tunnel and into the daylight the other end.
She was getting there - it was happening. If only she could get
away from those flashbacks that plagued her. And they did plague
her. But they were getting less and less now. And sooner or later
she would emerge out into the light again. Days like this didn’t
help though. Drizzly miserable grey days like this kind of threw a
shadow over everything for her. It was days like this that she
struggled with the most. She didn’t see her mum anymore because of
‘him’. She hadn’t seen mum for well over a year. But she had
shrugged that off as well. It wasn’t like her mum didn’t know where
she was. Jayne had made sure she knew. She didn’t want him to know,
and she told her mum that. Mum would never believe what she had
spent two years suffering at the hands of this deviant pervert. But
she had decided that she would never tell her either. That she
would spare her mum the details. Her mother had made her choice and
now she had to live with that but Jayne didn’t want anything to do
with it, or him.

She had
argued with herself in the small hours of countless mornings that
her mum should know what a pervert she was hooked up with but she
was always of the mind that people should know, that they shouldn’t
need to be told about their partners. They should just know. And
that was what she had gone along with and the longer she was away
from home the easier it got for her not to tell her mum. She had
told her that she needed to move out, that this was the right time.
And mum hadn’t quite understood it all. It was like out of the blue
that Jayne had moved out. But actually, it wasn’t - it had been
after two years of living inside Hell itself that Jayne had managed
to pull herself clear of it. She often wondered how she had done
it. It shouldn’t have been, and wasn’t an easy thing for her to do.
This man had a hold over her and he was cunning. He was
manipulative and he was cunning and for the first year Jayne had
thought it was all her fault - what had gone on. There had been no
blackmail, not spoken blackmail. But the implications had been made
clear to her - that her mother would not like what she had done to
this man. What she had done to this man!!!

“There you go love, steaming hot black coffee. Just right for
a morning like this.” The woman had disturbed Jayne’s thoughts but
she smiled as she did it and Jayne smiled back. “I don’t suppose
you’ve got a local paper as well have you? I’m going to find a job
- that’s my mission for today, find a job and make my millions?”
And there was something more than genuine about what Jayne was
saying. She was saying it like she meant it but at the same time
she wasn’t believing that her mission was anywhere near
accomplishable on this particular day. “As it happens, I do. Hold
on one second.” And the lady behind the counter trotted off to get
her own personal copy of the local paper. She slid it on the window
bench that Jayne was sitting at. “Thank you so much.” And just for
a few seconds she turned her attentions to the window and what was
going on outside. Just the city passing by. People going on about
their lives and their day. Jayne liked to people watch. She had
done it ever since she was a kid. As though she was much more than
a kid now!

Then she
looked down at the paper. She flicked through the news, and the
sport and to the classifieds at the back and she settled down to
scan the column after column of small adverts. She read and re-read
several of them, but one in particular caught her eye and she went
back to it time and time again. “WANTED - Companion / Housekeeper
for Widow in the city. No experience necessary as training will be
provided. This position is live-in. Accommodation and bills are
included on top of a generous salary for the successful applicant.”
On the face of it this was way out of Jayne’s league. It was like
one of those ‘in service’ positions that only the posh people who
hadn’t quite made the dizzying heights, applied for. She thought
for a few seconds - what a job! Looking after a widow woman and
having no rent and no bills to pay for. And having pay on top of
that. There was no way that she could be as lucky as that - for
this position to fall in her lap on this grey day.

But
Jayne kept going back to the advert - ‘no experience necessary as
training will be provided’. To her that said that this woman
probably didn’t want some extra precise person in her life that had
a place for everything and everything must be in its place. It was
that line, that no experience line that kept her coming back to the
advert. She sipped on the piping hot black coffee and she spent
some time thinking. She was thinking as well as looking out onto
the city streets. There was a bag lady - a lady who had fallen on
bad times, probably homeless, even more probable that she was
destitute and an alcoholic. Jayne wondered what her story was -
what tale could this old woman in the haggard clothes, and the rope
tied round her waist tell? And that exact thought brought Jayne
back to the advert. She was asking herself what she had to lose.
She certainly didn’t have experience and she would freely admit
that at any ‘interview’. But then the advert said that experience
was not necessary. She looked at the phone number - it was a
landline not a mobile and it was a city number so it all seemed
above board.

With
what Jayne had been through, she tended to be suspicious of
anything. And if anything seemed too good to be true then as the
saying went, it probably was. But then she considered that - the
thing that was telling her that this was not a case in point was
that she probably wouldn’t get the job if she applied for it
anyway. So, if it was too good didn’t apply in this case. This was
the way she was thinking. This was why she kept going back to the
advert. She slipped a hand into her hoodie pocket and took out her
cell phone. She didn’t do anything straight away she simply thumbed
the screen and looked at the number. ‘Go on, what have you got to
lose?’ That was the question that was playing and replaying in her
mind. And the lady behind the counter kind of spurred her on more.
“Looks to me like you found ‘the one’ - go on love give it a
go.”

And
Jayne smiled. She had the most amazing pretty smile, plus a mouth
full of the whitest teeth that anyone could wish for. Her mum
always called her ‘love’. She’d never minded it and she didn’t now
- it just brought back memories of the good times before ‘he’ came
along. “You know what, I’m going to give this one a try.” And Jayne
was up on her feet and she was heading out onto the street for some
privacy. That was a laugh - some privacy on the city streets. In
the event she slipped into a little side alley next to the coffee
shop she had been in carrying the paper and her cell phone. She
dialled in the number but she didn’t press dial straight away. It
was like she was considering if she was doing the right thing or
not. But then she pressed dial anyway and it seemed that the call
was picked up immediately.

“Hello, I saw your advert in the local paper and thought I
would apply. Could you give me some more information please.” Jayne
stopped talking and someone on the other end was saying something
to her. It turned out that the initial applications were routed
through an agency. She guessed that it was done that way to sort
out the possible from the impossible. “That’s ok, you can reach me
on this number. And I’m 18, single, obviously and have always
wanted to work in service, and, or be a companion.” Jayne was lying
through her teeth of course. She had never even given such a
position the slightest thought. If truth were known she had never
known that such a position existed. But whatever, the person on the
other end of the line obviously was putting her into the ‘possible’
category. “Do you have any idea when you will be able to let me
know? I mean let me know if I am lucky enough to be selected for
interview or not?” And there was another pause as Jayne’s questions
were pondered and then answered.

“I’ll look forward to your call then. And thank you so much.”
And with that the call was ended. Jayne took a moment to ponder
herself. It was like she was a little disappointed by the call she
had made. If anything at all it looked like she had become resigned
to not hearing anything else about this so called job. She had been
through all the ‘don’t call us we’ll call you’ interviews in the
past. She had been through more than her fair share of them so she
wasn’t holding out much hope. She slipped back into the coffee shop
come greasy spoon cafe to return the woman’s paper. “Thank you so
much for that, I’ll see you tomorrow.” She was about to dash out.
“No luck then love? Never mind something will turn up you’ll see.”
Even she was taking for granted that Jayne had been unlucky with
her phone call. “Yeah maybe something will turn up hey.” And with
that she was back out on the street. She had to ere on the side
that she might get a call back.

The
woman she had spoken to seemed impressed with her age and with the
way she spoke on the phone - and she had been quick to add her to
the list of possibles, so as they say, ‘anything is possible’. She
needed to get back to the little bedsit she rented, sort out
something to wear in case she was called back. That was a plan. It
was her plan for the day. Get back to the bedsit and sort out
something from her non extensive wardrobe - something that looked
half decent, but not over the top. The thing was that she didn’t
even know anything about the widow or the woman she was going to
possibly see or not. It was one of those days when everything
seemed fucked up, but not at the same time. She retraced her route
to the underground and slipped down the steps. Twenty minutes and
she would be home.

As it
turned out, when she came up out of the underground at the other
end, her phone pinged. Three missed phone calls, one voicemail and
a follow up text. The voice mail, text and one phone call were from
the agent she had spoken to. And two calls were from a number she
had never seen before. She called the agent back straight away.
“I’m sorry I was on the underground, I just got these now when I
came up onto the street.” She paused as she listened to what the
woman was saying. The Widow had been very taken with what the agent
said about her and wanted to see her as soon as possible. The calls
from the number she didn’t recognise was from the woman herself.
The agent told her to call the woman, arrange a mutually convenient
time and day. It was all a little much for her to take in. Out of
hundreds of jobs, literally, that she had applied for, she had
maybe got two or three interviews and then she had practically
begged for them. Now within an hour of reading this advert and
making the call, she was being ‘pursued’ or so it seemed. She had
to get home. She would make the call from home where it was quiet
and she wouldn’t be disturbed. She needed to create a hugely good
impression.

When she
got in she looked around. This was all she had in the world, what
was in this room. And now all of a sudden getting this job didn’t
just seem like a possibility but a ‘need’ that she had. She’d had
enough of this dingy bedsit anyway and she had been getting the
feeling that it was time for her to move on. She slipped off the
hoodie which left her in a short tight crop top. That in turn
revealed the extraordinary figure she had. She was only eighteen
after all, just a little way through the maturing process and yet
already she had curves and breasts. Jayne was a stunner and that
was something that she probably knew. She must have been told it.
She must have looked at herself in the mirror and come to realise
what she looked like. And how appealing she would be to the eyes of
others. She sat on the bed and slid her thumb over the number she
didn’t recognise. This was the woman, the widow herself. And she
could feel her heart beating. And it was beating very quickly. This
was her’s to lose now. “Hello Ma’am, this is Jayne. I applied for
the position that you are advertising. I’m sorry I missed your
call, I was on the underground. But I am responding now
immediately.” And Jayne stopped talking - the woman on the other
end was talking now

 



Chapter
3

 


FLASHBACK - CAMILLE

 


There
would have been a time when Camille would have admitted what she
had done. When she would have admitted that she married Sir Robert
‘Bobby’ Simmons for his money. There would have even been a time
when she would have freely admitted that a woman like her would
never look twice at a man his age. There was a time when she might
have joked about that with her friends. But that was back in the
day. That was before her feelings had developed for him, that was
before she discovered what made him tick. That was before she
discovered properly what made her tick. Once the deviances had been
exposed and then exploited, then, well it was a simple decision. A
simple thing for her to stay. It kind of killed two birds with one
stone for her - she could be a leather clad bullying Amazon, and
she could be wealthy at the same time. It was win, win for her. And
with the knowledge that Sir Bobby wouldn’t be around for long -
that was an added bonus. She could look for a ‘replacement’ once he
had gone. She could broaden her horizons - she could explore where
she hadn’t explored before. The world would literally be her
playground.

“That’s right darling, when you come to me, you ‘crawl’ to me.
You ‘crawl’ to my feet and kiss them in greeting.” Camille, put
simply, was a stunning woman. Statuesque, busty, curvy and it was
like she was built for the fetish, and the submissive and dominant
world. There was this ‘quality’ to her that oozed from her. She was
an astute business woman, and she was a prolific charity worker and
yet there was this other side to her - there was this other life
that she lived with this well respected man. There was this
untapped freakishness in her that remained dormant until she met
and married Sir Bobby. And it had come about by accident. She had
spent many hours asking herself if she had done the right thing. If
she had fucked up big style by marrying a man that could pop his
clogs at any time. And because of that, a resentment initially
built up. And from that resentment a ‘bullying’ emerged - that is
her bullying her elderly husband. And from that bullying his kinks
emerged - and her own. And from that emergence this amazing
relationship was born. It was like something that a film should be
made of. Something that would be unbelievable and yet true at the
same time. It would be an amazing story, a top shelf story - one of
those ‘based on a true story’ ones. And most definitely XXX
rated.

To see
this old man ‘crawling’ the way he was, was almost like witnessing
an extreme and total cruelty. And there was this contrast - there
was this ying and yang. There was the utter enhanced perfection of
Camille, dressed head to toe in skin tight leather. A supple
leather cat suit that seemed to have been poured onto her and then
sealed with zips, and little buckle straps. Knee length boots that
were fitted and with such high spiked heels that this woman was
forced onto her very tippy toes that she managed with elegance and
grace. And then, her head, and face hooded, again with supple soft
leather. That hood so tight, so hugging that it was almost possible
to ‘recognise’ Camille’s stunning features through it. And the
fullness of her red lips emerging through the leather mouth hole of
the hood. That red a stark contrast in itself. There was the way
she moved on those heels, like she was born to do it. And the
creak, the little creak and squeaks of the leather and the sharp
clicks of the metal tipped heels on the tiled floor.

That was
Camille - Governess Camille, her other self, as she was known to
her prose, crawling husband. And yes there was him. An old man,
naked, scrawny and not the ideal specimen of health. In fact it
obvious that he had ailments. And yet it didn’t matter in this
place at this time. He had to crawl to Camille and then he had to
kiss her feet. This was the secret private side of this couple.
This was the side that no-one saw. Not anyone from normal real life
anyway. By the time he had crawled to her feet he was out of
breath. There might have been a little show of sympathy from the
leather clad woman, but there wasn’t. She looked down at him
steely, and plain faced. If anything she was looking down on him
with contempt. That was it - contempt. This was a deep play - a
deep role play. And this would have been a soft domination scene
with anyone else. But because of Camille and the age of Sir Bobby,
it wasn’t that soft. It was a scene of cruelty that was being
played out through a soft focus filter.

Such was
the effort that he put in, that when he came to kiss the leather
clad foot of Camille he was drooling. He was doing his best to suck
back the drool but then some spilled on the leather arch of her
foot. And when he did that, or when he saw that he had done it he
whimpered. Like a little sob escaped from him and that was because
he knew that he had committed a cardinal sin. That was because he
knew that Camille had seen what he had done and that he would not
go unpunished because of it. “Kiss and lick that obscene mess up.”
It was all she said. And it wasn’t like Camille at all. It wasn’t
the way she normally spoke. There was this sharp edge to her voice.
She was letting him know that she had seen it and she was letting
him know that it would be dealt with later. And this was the
cruelty coming out again. This was an old man, a frail old man and
this huge, impressive woman was bullying him. She was standing over
him, towering over him. He looked even tinier on the floor than his
frail self actually was.

It
wasn’t so much that there would be sympathy for him. It wasn’t like
that - it was like a fear for him. And a fear of this woman. If she
was meant to look like a frightening woman capable of torturing an
old man then it was mission accomplished. She looked the part - she
more than looked the part. The thing was that if this was supposed
to be ‘playtime’ it didn’t look like that. It didn’t look like
playtime at all. This looked as serious as it could be and one had
to feel like asking questions about that. Not asking Sir Bobby, but
asking Camille. This was a man who could croke it at any time and
the whimpering that was coming from him would say that. And yet she
didn’t flinch and she didn’t waver from her role. It was like she
was ‘if he goes, he goes’ and she would simply get someone to clean
up the mess whilst she carried on with her life. That was what it
was like.

Sir
Bobby leant right down low to kiss her feet and he made sure that
he pressed his withering lips to the shiny leather to kiss
properly. He kissed every part of one of her leather clad feet,
including her heels and then he moved to the other one and
repeated. And it was an effort for him. Everything this man had to
do, or did these days was an effort for him. It was a strenuous
thing for him to be on his old knobbly knees and it was a complete
effort for him to kiss and repeat, kiss and repeat. It didn’t take
long for him to sweat. It didn’t take long for the whimpering to be
turned up a notch but there was no concern - there was not a sign
of worry or a change in stance from Camille. She was not deviating
from her role at all, if it was a role. “What did I tell you about
drooling and dribbling, you dirty little cunt, hmmmm?” And that was
an even nastier tone from Camille. There had obviously been
incidents before and there were obviously measures that she took
when such occurrences happened. This time the whimpering was more
like crying.

And then
there was the punishment. The punishment that fit the ‘crime’. One
had to prepare for the sight to be seen. It was a windowless room
draped in red velvet. It was the ‘red room’. There was no doubt
that it was an expensive room. And yet at the same time it was
designed and implemented to look ‘tacky’, sleazy even. It was
supposed to look that way. red velvet walls, a slightly dark shade
of red velvet drapes. Red deep pile carpet. But then this was a
fitted room. It was fitted with ‘things’. This wasn’t a room that
visitors to the property would see, or be shown. This was the room
where that other life of the Simmons couple was lived out. And the
sight of Sir Bobby, kneeling the way he was now was shocking. It
would shock probably the most hardened kinkster. On the face of it,
it was a straight forward scene. There would not need to be a
second look to compute what the eyes were seeing - that would be
straightforward. It was the fact that it was this old man in the
position that he was in, suffering the way he was
suffering.

Sir
Bobby was naked, that was always a shock to the system. To see this
tiny frail man naked. But he was on his knees - his knees actually
were parted wide and he was adopting what must have been a required
stance or pose. His feet had been taken up behind each of the legs
and then secured to his thighs by his ankles. Straps of heavy duty
latex prevented him from lowering his feet and this meant that his
entire weight was transferred down through his spine and then
through his knees. That would have been an effort for a younger
fitter man to endure but for a man Sir Bobby’s age, and for a man
in his condition, or his state of health it would have been
literally ‘torture’.

Around
his torso was some kind of ‘brace’ and that was there simply to
hold him in that position. this brace was not designed to further
the torture of him being on his knees. It was designed simply to
hold the old man there. It was designed to prevent him from gaining
any relief from being on his knees at all. That brace was attached
to a bar, which in turn was fixed to the red wall behind him. And
to the brace there were attached cuffs which Sir Bobby’s skinny
wrists were secured into. These cuffs were attached to very short
chains which offered little if any movement. Any movement of the
wrists and arms that these cuffs allowed only did so, as a form of
torment - like a promise that there might be further movement
available - further possibility that some form of relief might be,
just might be possible. But this was false - it was like a false
promise. Sir Bobby kneeling like that, was a form of torture that a
normal person in the normal world would not be able to
comprehend.

There
was the fact that the pressure on his spine would have been
immense. And then that pressure being transferred down through his
skinny thighs and to his knees. The pain would have been instant
for him. From the time his feet were pulled up behind his legs
there would have been this intense pain. It was not a pain that
would have built up slowly. It would have been there straight away
and then it would have stayed, right there. And those notes that
this old man made, they would not have built up either. They would
have been there from the get-go. They would have been there in the
otherwise silence of this room. Noises that simply hung in the air
and stayed there. And then of course there was Governess
Camille.

She
would have taken her time preparing Sir Bobby. She wouldn’t have
been in a rush to place him in that simple bondage. She was well
aware of the effect of anticipation on anyone. And she would have
been aware that in an old man, and in particular in her husband,
that anticipation would have been treble or quadruple. And she
would have known about the pain that he was in from the get-go. She
would have let her breath wash over him and she would have let him
‘feel’ her close to him. He was in trouble and he would have known
that he was in trouble. The thing about Sir Bobby, he was old and
he was frail but there was nothing wrong with his mind - or his
brain. And Camille liked that. She liked that his mind was still
there. She liked that this old man she was torturing knew what she
was doing to him. If he was gone in the mind, if he was suffering
from dementia or worse, then what she did to him would have been
pointless. He was all there, totally. But he was physically not up
to it and she liked that. That thought excited her. It made her wet
in her very private lady parts.

“So you little cunt. What did I tell you about drooling over
Me?” There was even something brutal about the way she spoke. This
woman, this educated and somewhat posh woman using the C word. That
alone made this scene brutal. And then there was the tone that she
used. It was the implication of her tone. It was almost a vicious
tone that was delivered in her soft voice. That made it worse again
- the words, the slight tone change and yet that softness, that
femininity of Camille’s tone. It was like in talking to this little
old man, her husband, like this she was letting it be known that
his ordeal wasn’t over. That it hadn’t even started yet. That she
just wanted him to understand what he had done wrong - that she
just wanted to spend some time establishing that he had done wrong,
that they had spoken about it before that and despite that, he had
done it again, and then the punishment would start.

“I’m sorry.” they were words that he could barely get out.
Between the wet, slithering whimpering sound that he was making,
those words were barely audible. Camille was up, towering over this
frail, kneeling old man. And there was this tiny, tiny cock
dangling between his spread legs. The thing was that the size of
his balls were huge. It was like these balls and that tiny cock did
not belong together - that somehow there was this mismatch going
on. But she came to him, right in front of him and looked down at
him. “No you’re not sorry, yet. You will be but not yet.” And she
used her right booted foot and it seems that she kicked the
dangling balls quite softly. But the noise that Sir Bobby made told
a different story. There was this ‘panic’ if that is the right
word. A noise that was awful from this old man. That kick to his
balls was not a hard kick, but it was accurate. It was well aimed
and in its execution it was accurate. The pain would have been
instant and he was already in enough pain. But there would have
been that knowledge that with that kick, there would have been the
pain coming on the next train. The kick, then micro seconds later
the pain. And that pain adding to the rest of the pain he was
feeling.

“Like I said, you WILL be sorry.” And there it was - the
bullying element again. This woman, this leather clad woman doing
this to this man because she could. And because he couldn’t defend
himself. There was this sense of entitlement from Camille. A sense
that she was completely entitled to mistreat this old man like
this. A sense that she owned him and that because she owned him,
she could treat him as she saw fit. And right at this moment in
time he was being corrected. That was it, he was being ‘corrected’.
And so she kicked him again. Exactly the same - just a well-aimed
perfectly executed kick to the big balls that belong to her elderly
husband. And again there was that noise from Sir Bobby. Like a
noise that an abused animal might make. Indeed that noise being
hard to associate with a human being. And her standing back and
just looking down at him. No look of concern on her face. Again
just that look of contempt. And there would have been the question
of whether this was the punishment, or whether that was yet to
come?

It could
have been that the kick to this little old man’s balls was just a
preparation. Just to bring it home to him that he was in fact going
to be punished. Just to wake him up maybe and get him in the
moment. And there would have been that uncertainty in his mind. Him
not knowing what next. The anticipation, the not knowing. And yet
at the same time the knowing that it was not over for him and most
likely wouldn’t be over for some time. And there would have been
the other noises from Sir Bobby, as that pain in his balls turned
into a dull ache that seemed to infest his whole being. Like a long
slow groan that was also wet. And an interruption in that noise as
Camille pulls up a stool to sit on, right in front of him. His head
full of her perfume, full of the vision of her, leather clad and
her red lips through that tight leather hood. And the worry of what
this meant. There was no set modus operandi with Camille - no two
sessions were the same. There were always the twists and the turns.
And just when Sir Bobby might have thought that she couldn’t hurt
him anymore, she does just that.

She
wouldn’t rush though. Just pulling up that low stool, right into
the space in front of Sir Bobby and then folding her immense size
and height down onto it. The height of her spiked heels forcing her
knees wide. And the sound of that creaking leather releasing the
aroma and Sir Bobby’s nostrils twitching and flaring to take in the
smell of leather. And then Governess Camille leaning forward,
reaching down and taking the balls of Bobby in her upturned hand,
and keeping them there, just taking their weight whilst she
listened to the noise that he was making. She would have known that
Sir Bobby didn’t know what was going to happen next. She was
holding his balls, she was just weighting them in her hand and
would she squeeze until he squealed like a little old rat, or would
she gently stroke and handle his balls as though to take the pain
away?

This was
the world that he was in at that point. And Camille would have
known this. She would have known about the torment in his mind. The
uncertainty, the apprehension and the fear, and then the
anticipation. She liked what she could do to this little man. She
liked the power - the thrived on it and she thrived on the
knowledge that there was nothing that he could do about it because
her control over him, her bullying over him crossed the divide into
real life as well. It was easy for her. And so she slowly started
to ‘squeeze’ the balls in her hand. She curled her fingers up and
she squeezed. Then she squeezed some more. And then he wept some
more. And there was this tiny, almost lopsided smile on Camille’s
lipsticked mouth.
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FLASHBACK - JAYNE

 


There
were birds singing outside - Jayne could hear them. But what she
wanted really to hear was the city. If she could hear the city then
she would be happy because then she wouldn’t be in this place. It
was always like she thought, or hoped that she was in nightmare
that she would wake up from - but it was never like that. It was
always for real that she was in this place that he had taken her
to. And she didn’t even know where it was because he always put her
in the back of the car, lying on the floor naked and blindfolded so
that he could take her here. She knew that was because he didn’t
want her to know where it was that he did what he did. She knew
that it was a thing for him - that it was his thing that she feel
frightened and isolated and lost as he did what he did. It was like
a kink for him. A sadistic kink.

She
would always remember the contrast, to that time when he came into
her room first - how gentle he was with his hands. How he assaulted
her sexually but how he did it ‘gently’ if that was even possible.
And how shocked she had been and terrified - and how that was
because that was all she knew then - that was the very first shock
to her system. That was because she hadn’t experienced anything
else except that. That seemed so long ago now - that first night he
had done that. Come into her room, her step-dad, just creeping in
in the small hours. Her mum had taken up with him after she split
with Jayne’s dad. Jayne had never liked him. For some reason she
thought he was a creep but didn’t know why she had come to that
conclusion about him. Until that first night. His fingers, one
maybe two of them were already inside her when she woke up and she
had been instantly petrified. He was over her with one of the
fingers of his free hand over his lips as though telling her not
make any noise. And to be quiet. And then he had moved his fingers
inside her. She would always remember that feeling as though it was
amplified.

This
man, her-step dad moving his fingers inside of her. It was like she
couldn’t get her head round what was happening. She had been in
deep sleep and then her eyes had just pinged open and there he was.
But what he did then, he kept moving his fingers in her until the
wetness came. And then, because the wetness came it was like it was
all her fault. And the way he looked down at her and kept doing
what he was doing, it was as though he was waiting for that look to
come across her face. That look of recognition and guilt that she
was taking the blame and that it was all her fault. What she should
have done is scream the place down there and then because, once he
saw that recognition in her he could move on to the next stage -
and then it was too late. And it was too late.

He could
keep making her wetter and wetter and he could keep making her feel
more and more guilty because what he was doing must have been her
fault. Once that thought, once that guilt was inside of her head he
could begin his work on her proper. “Mummy wouldn’t be happy with
this you know?” That was how he started it - that was how he began
the verbal assault of her senses and from there it just got worse
and worse. “I think I am going to have to tell her that this has
happened.” It was a threat that was out there in plain sight. It
was a threat that couldn’t be anything but a threat. But it didn’t
come across like that. It came across that Jayne was somehow guilty
of making this man do this to her. And there was this thing that
she would rather anything than her mother know that she was wet and
with her step-dad’s fingers up inside her. He was doing a proper
job on her. He must have done something like this before. He just
must have! There was just something about the way he worked on her.
Like he was working to a set modus operandi. There was that need to
get control of her first and foremost and that was what he was
doing here. This is what this man did. And he was confident, almost
arrogant that he could do it with ease.

“You be a good girl dear, and mummy doesn’t have to know. She
doesn’t have to know what a dirty little slut she’s got as a
daughter. How does that sound, hmmm?” And he was setting out his
stall. He was establishing the control, he was establishing the
threat. He was establishing the negative environment in which Jayne
would exist for the next two years. There was no way she would want
her mother to know what was happening. What would she think of her?
There was no way that any of this could get out. But what Jayne
didn’t know was that she had been manipulated into coming to that
conclusion. She had been forced into it - like she had been backed
into this dark corner that she couldn’t come out of. She didn’t
answer him as such - all she did was ’nod with her eyes’. That was
what she did - she agreed with him without saying anything and he
let her speak with her eyes time and time again, just so that he
knew that she meant it. And just that she knew that he was calling
the shots, not her.

And when
he got that - when he got that confirmation that he was looking for
he told her. “That’s a good dear - now spread your legs nice and
wide for me.” And it was like in that first instruction that had to
be obeyed, it had all changed. It was like a line had been crossed
but there was this grey space that was partly obscuring that line.
It was like the line was indistinct. He had got control of her, he
had petrified her and now he was showing his true colours. He was a
pervert but it didn’t matter that he was a pervert because he had
control over her. That guilt was inside her - it was inside all of
her and now he could do what he wanted to her and with her because
she was psychologically where he needed her to be. He needed her to
be there because of what he would do to her. Not what he would do
to her this time but what he would do to her over a period of time.
Like over the period of the next two years.

For now
he encouraged Jayne to produce more of her sexual fluids as he slid
his fingers in and out of her. And he encouraged her to spread her
legs wide at the hips so that he had unhindered access to her hole.
And when he was doing this all she had in her mind was that she was
a slut, and her mother could find out and that she didn’t want her
mum to find out what she was. This was all her fault and she had to
just go along with this. She just had to get through it if she
could. And she did. But she did as well as it got deeper and deeper
with this man. There was no doubt that this man would change Jayne
and who she was. She would be changed in a way that would never be
reversed, or healed. She would get away, but she would remain
‘changed’. In fact Jayne had been changed in a way that would blow
her mind and the mind of others in years to come.

But,
that was back then. This was now and she couldn’t hear that
familiar sound of police and ambulance sirens, car horns tooting
and people cussing other people that would be there in the city.
All she could hear was the sound of birds singing. She thought to
herself that the birds had no right to be singing when she was
suffering the way she was. He wasn’t here now. He had left her
strung up by her wrists in this barn like building and her feet
couldn’t touch the floor of the barn. she was literally dangling
and slowly turning round and round. He did this to her all the
time, left her strung up like this - it was like he was leaving her
for a short time with a message - some kind of message. That he
could do what he wanted with her because she was that slut that he
had crept in on that night. And what he did was fuck her. He
slipped his cock into her and emptied his balls into her and then
he left her to think about what he had done. She didn’t have much
choice but to think about what he had done because she was left
hanging by her wrists, her sexuality oozing his spent cum to a pool
on the floor between her feet.

She knew
he would be back though. He always came back. He spent himself
inside her, or over her and then he left her for a while. Like he
was getting charged up and ready to come back again. The trouble
was that when he came back it was always a step up. It was always
worse than the time before. It was like when he came back, it was
to blame her for what he had just done. Basically he would blame
her for him raping her. Or blame her for making him do what he did
to her. It was a sign that this man, her step dad was in a struggle
with himself - like he knew what he was doing was wrong, not only
wrong but criminal but he couldn’t fight off his urges. That was
it, his urges got the better of him, he did what he did and then he
blamed Jayne for it.

“You dirty little slut. Do you know how it feels when you make
me do these things to you, do you?” And he would often whisper
words like this to her when he came back - he did this time. Just
left Jayne hanging by her wrists. But now he had stopped her
revolving and he was running a finger up and down between her
breasts and then down her chest and tummy and to that slit between
her legs. It would be hard to guess how Jayne felt about this - or
what was going through her mind. Her head must have been filled
with so many emotions and fucked up thoughts. “I’m sorry, I’m
sorry.” And she found that if she apologised - if she went along
with what he was saying then to an extent, or to a point he was
appeased with that. It was like if she showed her guilt, if she
showed her regret the way he saw it in her, then it was alright -
but only alright to a point. Only to a point because he had come
back to do more of what he had done before he left her.

“Little sluts like you need to be ‘trained’. I’m going to
train you to gratify me - if you can’t help yourself, if you must
bring this out in me, then I have to do something - I have to train
you.” He was talking complete utter rubbish of course. It was this
man, this pervert knowing what he was, knowing what he did was
wrong and then sliding it onto a young girl. He was fucking with
her head. And right now he was running his fingers up and down her
naked torso. And then he was circling her breasts. Just using his
fingers to go round and round the vulnerable globes and then making
those circles get smaller and smaller towards the nipples. But not
touching the nipples. Just lightly, ever so lightly kind of drawing
those circles around her breasts. Doing one and then the other.
Drawing a series of circles with his finger nail on the outside of
the breast and then in towards the aureole. Jayne’s breasts had
started to develop nicely and with her strung up like this, they
were naturally presented for him. And with him doing what he was
doing, her attention and her ‘guilt’ was brought to them. He was
stroking her breasts, drawing those circles because he was getting
urges and that was all her fault.

By the
time he had drawn that last circle, just on the outside of the
aureole her nipples were solid. They were solid and erect. And this
was another thing that he could use, to inflict guilt on her. “How
do you think mummy would feel if she could see you ‘excited’ like
this. Dirty little slut.” And there was this tone to his voice that
might have told anyone listening in that he was disgusted by this
young girl. That he was almost ashamed of her and he wasn’t even
related by blood to her. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry.” And Jayne just
simply had to play this game with this man for two years. She had
to play the part that he saw in her. She had to play like she was
guilty and like she was ashamed. She didn’t have to do it on a one
off thing - it was a constant thing. It was an insidious thing that
bit into her psyche over time. She would have got over that visit
to her bedroom - that very first one. She would have got over that
if it was just that. But that was the thing, it wasn’t just that.
That was just the start. That was just the beginning of what would
be a two year nightmare.

“Oh you’re going to be sorry alright. Once I’ve trained you -
once I’ve got you the way I want you - then you’ll be sorry.” It
was almost a manic, mad rant - total bullshit and yet it was
something that she had to go with. She had needed to go with it
from the word go because she could see no other way out of it. That
had to have a psychological effect on her. It had to have been
doing something to her mind. What he did was bad enough, but the
role that she had to play added to it. “I know, I know, I need to
be trained.” Not that she even knew what that meant. But it seemed
to appease him again. There seemed to be this little bit of let up
if she just went along with him and this is was she did. This is
what she did day in day out. She appeased him. And all the time he
was abusing her. All the time he was putting himself inside her and
he was leaving something of himself inside her. Every time he
slipped his thick, long cock into her, he ejaculated into her and
he left her with that.

“You should be ashamed of yourself for making me do this to
you. Your mother would die of shame if she knew.” And there was
this grey line that had formed inside Jayne’s mind. It was like on
one side of this grey line there was this knowledge, there was this
cold hard fact that this man was doing wrong things to her. That it
wasn’t her fault at all it was his fault. And then on the other
side of that grey line there was this world that her completely mad
step dad had created, where it was in fact all of her fault, and
where this was all of this guilt. And the longer into that two
years it went, the more indistinct that line between the two was.
The less sure she was. The more sure she was that her mother would
actually be mortified if she knew what was happening. And then that
question of would her mum be ashamed of her and would she believe
this story, and this ‘world, that this man had created. And it was
a fact that the line, that indistinct line was getting thicker and
thicker. Like the two sides were merging and becoming one. That was
the danger of time - the time she was in that world. That was why
she had to get away - that was why she would get away. But she was
over twelve months from getting away, at this point in that barn,
god only knows where.

He
didn’t exactly take her down. Instead he jacked her up on his cock.
He kept her strung up and he spread her legs around his hips. He
allowed her to take her weight off her wrists that way. But that
wasn’t for her benefit - that was just by the by. What he was doing
was fucking her again. He had talked to her, berated her, guilt and
shamed her and now he was inside her again. Once again the ‘urges’
had got the better of him and he was deep inside this young girl
again. And once again she was ‘getting through it’. Or she was
trying to get through it. The first time he had fucked her it had
hurt. That had been the first time she had ever been fucked. This
man, her step dad had taken her virginity and she would have to
live with that. But that first time it had hurt her so much. But he
had fucked her so many time since that she was used to taking that
big cock of his now. He had fucked her pretty much on a daily basis
at the same time as playing with her mind. By this time in this
barn in the middle of nowhere, she was well used to taking his
cock. It didn’t get to her like it maybe should have. She was
desensitised to it. She was more responsive to the mind fucks that
he played on her time and time again.

“Girls like you should be hunted down and locked up to protect
innocent men like me. Do you know that?” It was a constant barrage
of psychological torment. Some credit had to go to this girl. Some
credit had to go to her for dealing with it all. To becoming
desensitised to it, but also, keeping that little bit of herself
locked away in her mind so that she would be able to call it out
when she needed to. “Yes sir, I know, I know girls like me should
be punished.” He had told her to call him sir - he said it was part
of the training. This was a man who was so fucked up. On one hand
he had those urges that he needed to satisfy on a daily basis - and
then on the other he had he had this link to kink. This need to
‘train’ a young girl. This fetish link that saw him being called
‘sir’ by a young girl he was ‘training’.

And he
was talking to her as he fucked her. He would fuck her maybe
another two or three times before he took her down. And then he
would beat her. But he would be careful to beat her so that the
marks could not be seen. He would be careful to beat her in a way
that she wouldn’t want to show anyone. That was because the guilt
and the shame would be such that she would be thinking that if
anyone saw the marks of the beating and then know what she ‘made’
him do, they would think that she was just getting what she
deserved to get. So the mind fuck worked on one hand. She was in
his world. But on the other hand she still had this little piece of
herself that she had locked away in her mind, that she would call
on when she needed to get away. And then, he was ejaculating up
inside her again. Again she was taking just another load from this
man, her step dad.

 



Chapter
5

 


THE INTERVIEW

 


Camille
loved this corset - and she always wore it to the cemetery. It was
like she was fulfilling a promise to her deceased husband that
whenever she ‘visited’ him that she would wear it because she knew
what seeing her in it did to him. A bit weird but then there are
weird people out there. The stockings were already in situ and she
had slipped on the red soled Christian Louboutin stilettos. She had
already made up, and she was in her stockings and heels. Her almost
biblical breasts swayed as she moved her weight from one heel to
the other. There was a tiny, and one means a ‘tiny’ thong that was
just about a cheese cutter that dissected her ample but firm bottom
and came out the other side. Just the smallest triangle of satin
covered her mons. And there was no sign of pubic hair. She was
smooth down there. She was smooth everywhere below the neck - and
even in that there was something obsessive about her. Her cell
phone rang and she picked up the call immediately and
listened.

“Ah yes, my agent told me you had called them. I’d be very
interested to meet you for an informal chat. What is your
availability?” And Camille stopped talking so that Jayne could
respond. “Very good, I like that. I’m busy for the rest of the day
today, but what about tomorrow, at let’s say 11 am? How does that
suit you?” There was another pause and Camille spoke again,
“Perfect then, I will see you then. I will get your address from
the agent and send my driver round for you, how does that sound my
dear?” Another pause. “I’m looking forward to meeting you. Don’t
forget, this is informal - not an interview. I don’t do interviews,
we’re going to be friends after all.” And with that the call was
ended. Camille called up a number that was on speed dial - her
driver. “Come for me in twenty minutes, I’m going to the cemetery.”
In that twenty minutes Camille would be corseted and with her coat
slipped over her. And before the driver came she would spend some
time in one of the many full length mirrors - and she would simply
smile at herself. Smile in that enigmatic way that she did. And her
finishing touch was to apply the slash of blood red lipstick
perfectly so there was no overspill of the lips.

Jayne
had been bricking it to make the call and even though it was over
now and she had a time when she would meet this woman the next day,
she was disbelieving of it. The way this woman spoke was like, she
would get the job - that they would be ‘friends’. Inside Jayne’s
mind it was all slotting into place. How easy it had been? Maybe it
was always like this - maybe she had been applying for the wrong
jobs all of the time. The woman sounded kind of posh but still not
over the top about it. Jayne had loved the sound of her voice - it
sounded smooth and calming for some reason. It wasn’t the kind of
voice that Jayne had heard before. There was no accent, but there
was this tone to it that was just kind of welcoming and warm. The
result of the relatively short phone call was that she was now
feeling strangely confident about meeting this woman. She was
feeling nervous about it because it was out of her comfort zone,
right out of it. But there was something telling her deep inside
her mind that this was something that she had to go through with.
That it was something that she needed to go through with. And Jayne
was agreeing with all of these thoughts that she was getting. She
was agreeing with them wholeheartedly.

She had
a little giggle to herself. A ‘driver’ was going to be sent for
her. That was almost too much for her to grapple with. She was
excited at dipping her toes into this other world that she had
never been to before. And she was excited that this really was all
now down to her. She wondered how many other applicants there were
for this same position. And when she thought of that she went into
a bit of a downer. But then she wondered how many of those other
applicants had the chance of speaking to the Widow herself before
they actually met her. That was by chance of course - it was
usually handled by the agent she had spoken to in the first place -
but because she had been down on the underground that wasn’t the
way it panned out for her. And now she had a head start on the rest
of them, however many there were. So she shrugged her downer off.
It was all good for her. But now she had another worry - in what
would she wear - how would she present herself to this woman for
their meeting?

Key had
been the woman stipulating that it would be informal. That it would
be a chat and that it would not be a meeting in interview format.
That was kind of a relief to Jayne. She wasn’t sure that anything
she had in her scant wardrobe could be made to look formal. She was
an eighteen year old for gods sakes! And that was one thing she
didn’t have to worry about too much. She just had to pick something
and then make it look half decent. And she had to make herself look
half decent as well. She was more confident with the second bit.
She knew she scrubbed up pretty well and she knew that she was more
than capable of elevating herself from ‘street’ to something else,
something above street. And what was really making her feel excited
was the fact that she had the rest of the day to work it all out.
She had the rest of the day and overnight. She was pretty sure that
she wouldn’t get much sleep this night but she had to try. Makeup
would cover tiredness to a degree but she needed to get her rest.
She looked at the bottle of vodka on the side. One or two to help
her sleep - that was the order of the day. Not too much. She didn’t
want to turn up with a hangover. She needed a clear head and she
needed all of her wits about her. The most important thing she
needed was a clear head.

She
poured the vodka then topped up the glass with coke. Her cell phone
was going mad - that would be her friends wanting to party again
tonight but she wasn’t having any of that. She was already seeing
this opportunity as a way out of the life she had been living. She
had stayed away from drugs - the hard drugs anyway. Ok she had done
a bit of weed but that was it. And it was her frame of mind that if
she could get out of this ‘street’ thing now, without going to the
hard core drugs, then it would be good. The more she thought about
it, the more she wanted, the more that she REALLY wanted to get
this job. And it was all down to her at the end of the day. She was
being shown the open door and all she had to do was step through it
to the other side. This was the chance for her to put her past
behind her once and for all. This was the chance for her to shake
off ‘him’ for good. What she had been doing is just living and
existing one step away from this man and her mum - but now this was
the opportunity for her to put two steps between them and her. She
lay on her bed sipping the vodka, ignoring her pinging phone. Her
mind was wandering. It was wandering to thoughts of how exactly it
would be in this crazy new world she was going to be introduced to
tomorrow.

By 10 am
the next morning Jayne was ready to go. It was too early but she
hadn’t been able to sit still or be still and her mind was working
at a hundred miles an hour. For the first time since she could
remember she was excited - like truly excited. She managed to
salvage a black skirt and a red silk blouse that she hadn’t worn
for a long time, the night before. Because she hadn’t worn them for
a long time and she had to try them on first to make sure they
still fit. Luckily they did so she gave both skirt and blouse a
quick wash. She had left them to hang over night to dry and then
she ironed them. They looked like new. She would have liked the
skirt to be a bit longer if she was honest with herself. It was
hemmed up to her mid-thigh but if she was being critical with
herself then she would have preferred to have been just, only just
above the knees. She would have been more comfortable with that.
But it was too late for her get another one. She’d thought that she
would put modest heels on with the skirt, and maybe pantyhose,
maybe not. That would give her a more professional look. It was
salvageable and she would look the bomb.

Jayne
already knew that she looked the bomb. She’d always known that she
scrubbed up well and that she could turn heads. But the two years
with her step dad had turned all of that on her head for her. With
what he had put her through, what he had made her do and what she
had done for him, just to keep him quiet, she didn’t really want to
make herself look desirable again, ever. Once she had got away she
had dressed down. She had made the extra special effort not to turn
heads and not to attract the wrong kind of attention. Her
prettiness and her looks couldn’t ever be hidden of course. It was
more of a psychological thing than anything. The only real thing
that screamed ‘street’ from her were the dreadlocks. They weren’t
dreads in the true sense of the word. They were ‘soft’ dreads that
started as curls. She had wound them round and round her fingers
and then they had started growing like that. If she had left them,
they would have become the real deal.

But she
had needed to put all that behind her for this non formal interview
and she had and those dreadlocks were now gone - washed and combed
out. She did look the bomb and she smiled at herself. This was the
first time since those days that she had dressed and made up like
this. It felt weird because it brought back all sorts of memories
but she knew that she needed to get over that. She knew that she
had to at least push all of that out of her mind so that she could
put her all into getting this job. and she did look the part - not
quite formal, and quite the way of casual. A little more leg on
display than she would have liked but she shrugged that off, and
besides the black pantyhose she wore made it all come together. She
was going to see a woman about becoming her housekeeper and
companion for gods sakes. She wasn’t going out clubbing it and on
the pick-up. Come to think of it, she had never done any of that.
It was a phase of teenage life that she missed out on because of
‘him’. She had missed out on a lot. But she was convinced somehow
that it was all going to come right for her. That karma was winning
out. She felt good in the heels - she did heels quite often with
tight jeans and she felt good about that because ‘he’ had never
seen her in jeans like this and with heels on like this. It was all
different for him. He had liked weird stuff - stuff that was too
fucked up for her mind to cope with.

She
looked out of the window of the first floor bedsit. The car was
there already - a huge black Merc, and her heart missed a beat.
That car looked out of place in this street. Anything except an old
banger of a car would look out of place in this street, in this
part of the city. It was like a huge imposing machine out on the
road that had a sign on top of it saying ’steal me’. But the driver
was with it so it was ok. She looked at her watch. The timing was
perfect because it was about a twenty minute run to the city and
there was fifteen minutes to spare in case of traffic. She wondered
if she would have to get used to being this precise, if she got the
job. She couldn’t ever imagine being precise again in her life. He
had insisted that she was precise during that two years that he did
what he did with her. She had needed to learn to be micro-precise
with a lot of things and if she wasn’t, well there were
consequences. She had also learned the term ‘micro-managed’ back
then as well because that had been what she was, micro managed by
this deviant pervert of a man who happened to be with her
mother.

She
checked herself again and she left. By the time she got down onto
the street, the man with the peaked cap was out of the car and the
back passenger door was open for her. She could imagine curtains
twitching, with people trying to see what was going on - what was
this big car all about and what the fuck, Jayne all dressed and
heeled up? She hoped to god now that she got the position because
she would for sure need to get the hell out of that place once the
word got around about her being picked up like this. The driver
didn’t say anything, he let her slide into the deep plush leather
seat and he closed the soft-close door. And to Jayne it was like
the whole world was closed and shut out of that car. There was just
this silence. On a sub level there was a ‘hum’ that would have been
the silky smooth V12 engine in the Merc, but one would need to
really listen for that. Likewise the driver didn’t say anything to
Jayne on the way into the city. That was a bit creepy. Jayne didn’t
put herself out there, or wasn’t loud in any way but she would
speak if spoken to. This man, this man with the peaked cap didn’t
say a ward. Not one single word and that unnerved Jayne a little
bit. Some conversation would have helped dilute her nervousness but
it wasn’t to be.

Jayne
watched the suburbs become the city proper. From street after
street of terraced house and semi-detached through to the higher
rise buildings of the city. The city architecture and then the
modern high rises. The office blocks, the bases of multi-national
corporations and then the ultra-modern apartment buildings - lots
of glass and chrome and the part of the city where the old
overlapped or blended in with the new, depending on which way you
looked at it. The driver seemed to handle the car with an
effortless ease. Even when the traffic thickened up and it was a
tight squeeze, he seemed to know exactly what he was doing. Down
some side street and then swinging off and down a ramp into the
basement of the block where Camille lived.

Jayne
wouldn’t be able to lie, she wouldn’t lie, but when that car went
down the ramp and into the gloom of the underground car park, her
heart did miss several beats. She was here and this was her big
chance. It was odd to her, just plain odd that 24 hours ago she was
living that street life and couldn’t really see a way out of it
unless she got out of the city. And now, here she was with this
opportunity that was pretty much too mind blowing for her to
conceive. She was having trouble computing with where she was and
what she was doing right now. But she had to pull herself together.
She had to get through this and for once in her life she was
realising that she had to get this job, at any cost.

“And you my dear MUST be Jayne. I am so pleased to meet you, I
am Camille - and that is what you must call me Camille.” Jayne had
been awestruck which led to her being dumbstruck as the elevator
opened out directly into the fifteenth floor apartment. She had
never seen anything like this place. Even in her wildest
imagination she would have never even thought and place like this
could exist. From the outside, these buildings were all designed to
look a certain way to blend in with the city, but inside was where
the real magic happened. “Uh, yes, yes I am Jayne, I’m so pleased
to meet you Camille and thank you for giving me the chance to come
see you.” You could take the girl out of the street, but it wasn’t
always possible to take the street out of the girl. But Jayne was
as blown away by Camille as she was with the apartment. Camille was
tall - tall and stacked. She was like a woman from one of those
glossy magazines. And yet she still wore heels. And she still look
perfect. But that was because she was perfect.

Camille
was in a long silk wrap and yet she still wore red soled heels. She
still wore expensive self-supporting nylons and yet she was in this
silk wrap. Jayne did a bit of a double take because she couldn’t
get her head round that. But she also couldn’t get her head round
the fact that she could practically ‘feel’ this woman eyes roaming
over her. It wasn’t that it made her feel uncomfortable at all
because it didn’t, but it was just the fact that she could ‘feel’
it. But then she reasoned with herself that this woman would look
at her. She would take a look at who she had invited into her house
and at who might end up being her companion and her housekeeper.
She settled herself by thinking that this was part of the process.
It might have been informal, but still it was a process. “You look
delightful my dear - and so, so pretty.” Camille ran her hand down
the side of Jayne’s face. That was another weird moment but Jayne
swallowed it off and she smiled. She couldn’t fuck this up. She
couldn’t screw up. She had to get this job, she had to. “Why don’t
we sit in the lounge. A day like today the view over the east of
the city are ‘amazing’. I want to get to know you. I want to get
the feel of you. I want to determine if YOU are ‘the’ one for me.
And Camille was smiling that red lipstick smile of her. But it
wasn’t the enigmatic smile, it was a genuine smile that oozed a
warmth from her. Jayne smiled as well - she was beginning to feel a
bit better. She had been nervous and she still was but now she was
there - now she was in the situation she felt that she could
handle. And she allowed this woman to put her hand in the small of
her back and guide her to this deep, deep sofa set in front of the
huge wall like windows overlooking the City.

 



Chapter
6

 


THE INTERVIEW continued

 


“Probably the only part of the job description that applies to
me is the bit where you say ‘experience not required as training
will be provided’” Jayne had sat back and crossed her nylon
sheathed legs - she felt the skirt fall down her thigh and she
considered pulling on it, but decided that would look amateur. And
it would make her look like she wasn’t confident or happy with the
way she looked. And far from that, she was smiling inside because
of how she looked and how she had made the right decision to go
with this skirt and top. She had responded to Camille’s question on
what about the job interested her most. She was just getting the
bit where she was out of her depth done and dusted and out of the
way sooner rather than later.

It was
like Camille could sense the desperation in her voice to get this
job. They had sat together on the sofa and Camille slipped her hand
across Jayne’s nylon thigh and she just held it there and squeezed
just a little bit, just above Jayne’s knee. And there was no
mistake in Jayne’s mind that this was getting more weird by the
second. “And I am always, but always true to my word, FULL training
will be provided. What I am looking for is personality, and a good
fit here with me. I want someone I can trust and can rely on. You
know this position is way more than a companion and housekeeper.
For the right person it could stretch to being my PA. I need
someone who is organised and presentable you see my dear? But it
could go even further than that for the absolute ideal candidate.”
And Camille was looking directly at Jayne. Once again Jayne could
feel those eyes - it was almost like a physical thing that she
could feel - Camille’s eyes roaming over her and then through her
at will. And then what did this older woman mean by it could go
even further?

There
was something inside Jayne that was screaming at her - but it was a
silent scream. ‘He’ used to call her ‘dear’ and she hated that. It
was because he used to call her it when he was doing things to her
- and when she was doing things for him. And now it was all coming
back to when this woman was speaking to her. Even when she referred
to FULL training - even that brought it back to her because ‘he’
had always said that she would be fully trained and she had never
known, at least at the start, what that meant. She hadn’t known
what that meant because what she did for him, he had shown her how
to do it, and he had told her what he expected and she had just
done it. Did that mean she had been ‘trained’? There was definitely
something off kilter about this woman and the way she was with
Jayne. Maybe she was just being how wealthy people were with her -
she wouldn’t know. Not from this first meeting but she had heard
that wealthy people with time and money on their hands could be
quite eccentric and that sometimes their actions were construed as
strange. In Jayne’s mind she was making allowances for this
woman.

“I’d love it if I was lucky enough to get the job, and for the
responsibilities to be extended. I’m keen to learn - I WANT to
learn and be the best that I can be. I’ve spent some time out of
work, and down on my luck a little but I’m ready to come out of
that now.” And Jayne was being honest - she had been through a bit
of a time and she had been down on her luck. And she DID want to
learn. And she DID want this job. Her eyes flicked down to her
crossed over thigh and Camille’s hand still there. She had a sense
that this woman knew that she was looking. Maybe even Camille
thought that this girl would object to being touched in this way,
and it could have been that this was a test or something - just to
see how Jayne reacted.

But that
was just it, there was no ‘being touched in this way’. It was just
an older woman being warm and welcoming to a young girl. There was
nothing odd or sinister about, was there? Jayne carried on, “Are
there many applicants for the position, if you don’t mind me
asking?” Jayne looked right at the hand on her knee and then she
looked at Camille, but she was smiling. She was letting this woman
know that she wasn’t phased by being touched in that way. She could
have gone on to tell her about how ‘he’ touched her and did things
to her and with her, but that wouldn’t be appropriate, at
all.

“I have a few to see. But to be honest, I think I have found
the one I want to work for me. I didn’t think I would find her so
quickly but then you walked in through my front door.” Jayne’s
heart was racing - she would never have thought that these were the
words that this woman would speak to her. If truth were known she
had the feeling that the woman would take one look at her and send
her on her way and now she was hearing this. “I don’t know what to
say!” And that was the truth. This could have been the first time
that Jayne was ever actually stuck for words. “Don’t say anything,
for now. Just listen my dear - just so that you know, and so that
you are fully in the picture - my husband passed away some months
ago and I have been struggling with that. I have been trying to
cope with grief and then managing his estate. Hence why I need
someone - why I need ‘you’.” And her hand was still on Jayne’s
thigh and one could never be sure if it was subconsciously that she
was rubbing up and down, up and down the young girl’s nylon
sheathed leg. But Jayne didn’t say anything. She didn’t go to move
her leg away from this woman - or tell her to get her hand the fuck
off her. She couldn’t do that - that would screw it up totally she
felt. In a way she was being coerced. Nothing hardcore but there
was an under the radar coercion going on but there was nothing to
worry about, was there? Jayne had it all in hand. She had never
been hit on by another girl - just the odd kiss on the lips at
school so that she could say that she had experienced the lesbian
thing when in fact she hadn’t at all experienced it.

But as
for gentle coercion, maybe - there was that leg touch and stroking,
and there was the mention of grief which was expected to give
Camille a free pass to do whatever she wanted. But Jayne wanted to
go with it. This was nothing to what she had been through with
‘him’. This was nothing that she couldn’t cope with and she decided
in her mind that the mention of training and the word ‘dear’ was
all her issues and not Camille’s fault. This had nothing to do with
this woman - Jayne was learning that she needed to cut the past
loose and get on with ‘now’. That she needed to leave the past
behind her and concentrate on the future. If this meant that she
had to get used to this woman’s touchy feely ways then, that was
what she had to do. It wasn’t that bad anyway - it was all kind of
exciting her still, just the thought of actually working and living
in this amazing place with this woman. She could put up with the
few idiosyncrasies if that was what she had to do. She had
practically been given the job already so she didn’t want to fuck
it up now. But at the same time she didn’t want to seem too hungry
or too desperate for it either.

“I’m so sorry about your husband, truly. So I do have this
right don’t I Ma’am - but this is a live-in position and salaried,
right?” She had the feeling that if she came across all naive then
it would help the situation along somewhat, and throwing in the
‘Ma’am’ title was a touch of genius that Camille would recognise as
well. She wasn’t wrong - Camille stroked higher on her leg just
slipping the hem of the skirt up a little higher - not a lot, just
a little bit. She had been told to call the woman Camille, but she
thought that the added Ma’am was a good touch. “It’s Camille, I
told you.” And the woman just tapped Jayne lightly on the leg, as
though to emphasise her point, but she was smiling at the same
time. “But yes that is correct, 25k a year, your own self-contained
part of this apartment, all bills paid. Does this sound like
something you’d be agreeable to?” Jayne almost had a heart attack
there on the spot but she remained cool and calm just bobbing her
high heel a little from her crossed over foot. “It sounds perfect
if I’m honest. When do I start?” And Jayne was smiling wide, she
had cracked a funny with the ‘when do I start?’ Sort of in a
jumping the gun kind of way. But Camille simply looked at her and
squeezed her thigh just that little bit more.

“I don’t see why, if you agree, that you can’t start right
away. You can move in, my driver will help you sort all of that and
we can begin your ‘training’ in a few days’ time once you’ve
settled in.” Jayne couldn’t quite get to grips with what she was
hearing. She had got the job. There had been no interview at all,
not even an informal one - just a visit with this touchy feely
woman. Although there was that word again, that ‘training’ word and
that kind of tugged at something inside Jayne but she shrugged it
off. She didn’t care. She was grasping this opportunity with both
hands and she wasn’t letting go. Jayne didn’t mean to cry but she
did. She had intended to thank this woman from the bottom of her
heart for at least giving her the chance. But as soon as she had
chosen the words to use, nothing came out and she just
cried.

And as
she cried she apologised - “I’m sorry, I swore I wouldn’t cry.” She
more blubbered those words than spoke them and then Camille was
leaning over with her arms outstretched and she was pulling Jayne
into a close hug and she just held her there. It was getting weird
again and Jayne could feel that but she let herself be held like
that. And the thing was that Camille held Jayne in very close - the
young girl could feel herself being pulled in and crushed into the
enormity of Camille’s breasts inside the silk wrap and that was
sort of ‘funny’ to her. It was an intimate thing and yet it didn’t
seem like it was at the same time. “There there, its ok, you’re
with me now. Whatever it is you’ve been through in the past doesn’t
matter. You’re with me now. You’re safe and you are going to smash
this job I just know you are.” And still Camille was holding Jayne
in close but now the hand that had been on Jayne’s thigh was up on
her hip and Camille was stroking her hip and then her waist - and
then up her side and to the side bulge of her breast. There was
nothing lascivious about it - at least it didn’t seem that way, but
like the hug, it did seem very intimate. Like a private
moment.

That hug
seems to go on for a long time and eventually it was Camille who
broke it away. In a way, Jayne wished that the hug had not ended.
It wasn’t an unpleasant thing and this woman smelled totally
amazing. Whatever fragrance she was wearing it was ‘expensive’.
“Does this mean that you are accepting the position then?” And
Camille was smiling. “I think it does yes. But thank you so much,
you don’t know what this means to me Camille, you really don’t.”
And there it was - a just a little ‘in’ that this older woman might
have needed. “Darling there is no reason, if you take to training,
and duties like I want you to, that this isn’t a job that you can
stay at for many years. I know I will need you for many years. All
you have to do is impress me.” And this older woman in the silk
wrap, the nylons and the red soled shoes was smiling again and this
time Jayne smiled back.

“So what I suggest is that you go home from here now, get your
things together and my driver will take you back here, how does
that sound?” Jayne was a little taken aback - she didn’t think it
would be THIS quick. “It sounds amazing but I have to give notice
on the room that I am in, a month.” And Jayne had this look of
extreme disappointment on her face as though this was something
that couldn’t be got around. At least that couldn’t be got around
in her world. “I’ll take care of that dear. I’ll just pay them the
month up front and get you out of the contract. Trust me this is
not a problem. So are you up for moving in today?” And again there
was this almost motherly smile from Camille. And now Jayne was
smiling again. She couldn’t believe how this day was turning out.
She certainly wouldn’t have thought it could turn out like this.
“Well, yes, yes I am up for it and thank you again. I can’t tell
you what this means….” And her voice trailed off as she started
crying again. But this time Camille called her driver and then she
showed the girl to the elevator. “I won’t see you again today, so
you just get settled in, but we will meet up tomorrow. The driver
will show you your rooms and show you round the place and this will
give you time to just get the feel of the place. I know this is a
big step for you, but I am going to be there the whole way.” And
Camille was smiling again. She was so tall, so statuesque that
Jayne couldn’t get over it. On this day she couldn’t get over
anything - anything at all.

“Congratulations Miss. You must have impressed Camille - now
there is one who is not easily impressed.” That was the driver and
he spoke like he knew Camille well. But it just confirmed the feel
- that this man was well known and well respected by his employer.
There was just this feel that this man had been around for a long
time. And Jayne was stuck for words for the second time the same
day - something that was totally unheard of. The driver hadn’t said
one word to her when he picked her up - and now he was all over her
like a rash. Inside she smiled to herself - he was probably all
over her because she was about to take the number two spot. But
then that was foolish - more like he was welcoming her on board and
news travelled fast. In the time it took her to travel down the
fifteen or so floors to the basement carpark, Camille had spoken to
this man and put him in the picture. He knew what he had to do in
helping Jayne with the move and he knew that she had the job. This
was a fast moving world. “Well, thank you, I just hope that I can
continue to impress her, because I really don’t wanna screw this up
if you follow me?” And this man with the peak cap on was smiling.
He knew what she meant alright.

“Well, I can tell you that when she feels a connection she
will have your back for as long as you are with her. All you have
to do is be easy on the eyes for her. She likes young girls like
you - just present yourself well. Be as impeccable as you can be -
you won’t be perfect all the time but she will see that you are
trying, and that is what she will like. Which reminds me, we have
£3000 to go shopping with. You need ‘work’ clothes and I just need
to come with you to carry the bags.” Oh this day just got better
and better and Jayne was in total disbelief. “£3000? Are you
serious? I wouldn’t spend that on clothes in five years.” Jayne ran
out of words, because there were no other words that she could come
up with that were appropriate. “Trust me Miss Jayne you are in a
different world now - just sit back and enjoy the ride. The hard
work begins in a few days or so.” Jayne just looked at him. He had
the passenger door of the car open just like he did when he picked
her up. And there was this like exchange between the two of
them.

Jayne
slid into the leather seat of the huge Merc and as she did she
asked, “What did you mean when you said that Camille likes young
girls like me?” That was all she said to him and she looked right
at him. But that was not a question that he was going to answer.
And in a way she didn’t really need an answer. She wasn’t shocked
that Camille could swing both ways. She wasn’t even shocked that
this woman liked young girls. There was a lot of that about and
this was 2018 after all. The thing was she didn’t know how she
would handle it if this woman came on to her. She didn’t know how
it would pan out. She had ridden the little touches and the strokes
of her leg back at the apartment. But now she was being told for
sure, more or less that this is what this woman was. Did it change
anything in Jayne’s mind? No it didn’t. She needed this job more
than anything and the more she was shown of this world, the more
she was convinced she was doing the right thing. She would deal
with any advances from Camille as they came. She might even go with
them if she had to, to a point.

And as
the Merc was winding back through the city to the suburbs, she was
pondering that thought. How would she handle it? What would she do
if this older, statuesque woman with the extra-long legs and the
enormous breasts came on to her? She tried to break it down, to
reality and fantasy. Maybe it was just a flight of fancy that this
woman would come on to her. Maybe there was just no way that it was
going to happen. But it was good for her to think about it - it was
good for her to have the bases covered. Maybe this woman was kinky
- maybe she took a fancy to young girls because she could dominate
them and manipulate them? And she pondered those thoughts for a
little while. Camille coming fully on to her would be something in
itself. But if she came onto her in that kinky way - THAT kinky way
- what would she do then? Would it be different than ‘him’ doing
the things he did to her, or would it be the same except an older
woman taking his place? And there were the beginning of
unsettlement in her mind. Maybe she shouldn’t be thinking like
this. Maybe she should just get on with being positive - she had a
new job - a new share of an amazing city apartment with no bills to
pay. Maybe she had a head start if this woman did think she might
submit for her. “So what’s it first Miss Jayne - shopping or clear
that bedsit of yours out?”

Just for
a few seconds, Jayne delayed the response to that. Then she said,
“Shopping. Let’s do shopping and forget the bedsit - there’s
nothing there that I want. It can all be dumped.” And for the first
time in a long time Jayne smiled wide. This was going to be a whole
new start - a fresh page in her life. The driver was watching via
his rear view mirror. “As you wish Miss. And by the way, my name is
Giles.”

 



Chapter
7

 


A NEW START

 


Camille
was in that window again - her favourite view over the city and she
was pondering. She was remembering the death of her abused husband.
There were little tingles down her spine, but that was because she
was reliving the times when she was doing things to Sir Bobby. She
was remembering and being thrilled by those memories of what she
put the old man through. She was being thrilled by how sadistic she
could be with him, and to him. Those were the days. The days that
she would relive and replay in her mind time after time. She could
bask in those memories and in the thrills that she gave herself to
this day when she remembered what she did to the little old man who
also happened to be her husband. But she was fully in the knowledge
that she needed to move on as well. She was fully in the knowledge
that her need to be sadistic would get stronger and stronger the
longer she went without that. She had urges that she needed to sate
and just because the late great Sir Robert Bobby Simmons was not
here anymore didn’t mean that her urges passed away with him. She
knew that she needed something to replace it - to replace ‘him’.
She knew that she needed a new start.

The
first thing she had done was think about taking on a companion. The
second thing that she had done was to decide that it would be a
young girl companion and housekeeper. And the third thing she had
decided was that this new girl, this companion would be the crux,
she would be the core of this new start. She had always been
attracted to younger women. Correction she had always been
attracted to younger ‘girls’ but had never acted on it. She had
always been guarded and she had always been secret about her inner
desires. She had let herself be known to Sir Bobby but that was a
mutual thing - that was a secret life, their secret life that could
remain just that - a secret life. Now she was in the mix again, now
she was out there again but she had made the first step in taking
on Jayne. She had known the first time she saw her, when she
stepped into the apartment the night before she had known that she
was the one. This girl whether she knew it or not, exhibited
qualities that appealed to Camille. Qualities that more than
appealed to her actually - ones that turned her on. And if
something turned Camille on, it wouldn’t be over stated to say that
she went for it. And if she went for something she usually got
it.

Jayne
was a pretty girl who sought to improve her looks with what she
wore and how she made up. She was naive, and she was ‘innocent’ to
a point. This was how Camille was seeing her. This was how this
older woman’s mind was working. She was feeling her urges returning
and the thing was they were returning with a vengeance. She licked
her lips as she thought about Jayne. And she swallowed as she
thought of a variety of scenarios and situations that she would, or
could indulge in. But she would play it cool, she would play the
long game. She had made mental notes on how the girl reacted when
she had touched her and hugged her. And she had made mental notes
when she had spoken about being ‘trained’. Camille hadn’t used that
word by mistake. She had been testing the girl and the signs were
positive. Positive signs which bode well for the future. And Jayne
hadn’t resisted. She had let herself be touched and she hadn’t
moved away. All the time Camille had been making those silent
mental notes. Even when she had allowed her eyes to crawl over her
Camille had smiled inside. Jayne was saying more about herself in
that short meeting than any formal interview would have
told.

Camille
was dressed for business today. A fitted skirt suit which frankly
made her look more of an imposing woman than the corset did. It
made her look like a woman to be reckoned with. It made her look
like one not to fuck with. And there was no ‘look’ that Camille
could create would be done so by accident. Everything was
intentional with Camille. The delicate nylons that sheathed her
legs and were enhanced with the thin seam that was perfectly
straight up the backs of her calves. Those seams begging to be
followed by the eyes but vanishing under the hem of the skirt which
was an inch or two above her knees.

What leg
was left visible more than told of their length and their
shapeliness. And then there was the arch of her feet into the
severe stiletto heels and the way she moved on those heels. It was
like she was born on them. It was like effortless for her to walk
in the spiked heels and navigate the tightness of the skirt at the
same time. There was the silk blouse, just off white, like a cream
but that was fitted to such an extent that the enormity of her
breasts was obvious. And the jacket, matching her skirt over that
blouse. And makeup that was slightly more than ‘day’ makeup, but
not quite so stark as ‘night-time’ makeup. Eyes smoky, lips a
lighter shade of red. And her high, perfect cheekbones brushed
upwards to make them appear even higher. Camille was a woman - that
was safe to say. And she wasn’t afraid to show it. She was a woman
who would have pubescent boys flipping their little cocks and would
have young girls and younger woman sitting up and taking
notice,

“Giles I want you in half an hour. I’m going to spend some
minutes with Jayne, give her a couple of tasks and then we’ll be
going to various stops round town for the rest of the day. Come up
when you get here.” Camille was speaking into her cell phone, then
she hung up the call. She was still looking out over the city from
her favourite window. Now her legs were splayed against the
tightness of the skirt, one of her heels was pointing out. It
looked like a statement pose. One hand glided up her hip and stayed
there. She was thinking again. Jayne would be here any minute. She
had messaged her to be here at this time, and she was keen to see
if she was going to be on time. She wasn’t disappointed, pretty
much Jayne was on the dot. And Camille didn’t turn to face her
straight away, instead she stood looking out of the window.
“Amazing view Camille?” And Jayne was sort of announcing her
arrival in case Camille didn’t know she was there. “Indeed it is.”
And Camille turned from the window to look directly at
Jayne.

“Now I ‘am’ impressed. I understand Giles advised you on some
of the clothes and you took his guidance? That’s good Jayne. It’s
good that you can take advice and guidance. If the truth were
known, Jayne had thought the skirt was a little bit short - but she
had good, long legs so she didn’t mind really. She thought the
tops, although designer, were not all to her taste but she went
with it. Giles had told her, “Camille likes a certain look. She
liked to see her girls in a certain way.” And Jayne had been a bit
bemused by that. ‘She liked to see her girls in a certain way’ like
what did that even mean? “I am keen to impress her I have to say.”
And that had been Jayne responding to Giles on their shopping trip.
He had pretty much dressed her, head to toe. The high heels, the
expensive nylons. A whole new lot of makeup. And through this she
was learning, or she was getting used to how she would look from
this point on. She didn’t mind, it was a new start after all. The
fresh page had been turned.

“I like a girl with ‘legs’ Jayne and you have ‘legs’.” It was
an obvious remark. It was also a remark that hinted that Camille
was coming on alpha to Jayne. “My mum always told me, my legs would
get me into trouble one day.” And she was returning the compliment
- she was being suggestive but not in an obvious way - rather,
almost under the radar but in such a way that Camille would get it.
The older woman smiled. She was more and more convinced that
choosing Jayne had been the right thing to do. Camille didn’t make
many wrong decisions in life. For Jayne she was playing along. She
was teasing her a little bit maybe - she was simply trying to start
off on the right foot. Jayne would have to give it to Camille - she
also looked the part. She was thinking if she looked that good when
she matured a little bit she would be happy. But at the same time
in this room at this time there was this ‘tension’ if tension is
the right word. There was this ‘vibe’ that couldn’t be explained,
not really. It was like something that was hanging in the air -
something that was there but not spoken about - like the elephant
in the room.

“Come, let me take a proper look at you girl.” Camille again,
dropping in the ‘girl’ word - letting it be obvious that at time,
if not more often than not, that her actual name would be dropped
in place of the more generic ‘girl’. It didn’t go over Jayne’s
head. It kind of cut into her psyche a little bit and she was
almost visibly taken aback. That is in her mind it would have only
just been visibly taken aback. But everything was a test with
Camille and she would have been looking for the tiniest reaction
and she would have known what to look for. She would have seen that
little bit of ‘hurt’ in Jayne’s eyes that she had been called
‘girl’. And she would have let her look linger - she would have
watched for the aftershock of that. And it was there, but it was
there at the same time that Jayne was taking steps towards the
older woman. She was doing as she was told. Something else that
would not have escaped either her, or more to the point
Camille.

“Turn, turn on your heels, let me see you. Let me see what you
look like. I want to have a good look at you. After all, you will
be representing me in a lot of ways - you will be representing my
apartment, you will be meeting and greeting guests. You may even
serve guests drinks etc. and eventually you may even be introduced
as my PA and represent me at meetings that I cannot attend myself
because of a diary overload. So I need to look at you - I need to
know that you fit the part. I need to say that you look the part.
And Camille was smiling. But it was a smile that she hadn’t used
before. Jayne hadn’t seen it before that was for sure. There was
almost a sneering quality to it that this older woman might have
wanted to hide but didn’t. And then she let her eyes pour over the
girl as she began to turn on her heels.

And that
was the thing, Jayne could feel her eyes. It wasn’t the first time
she had felt those eyes but she could feel them crawl over her
arched feet in the stilettos and then creep up over her nylon
sheathed ankles and the over her calves and the backs of her knees.
Jayne would swear she could feel the physicality of Camille’s eyes,
crawling. Like they were actually crawling. This made Jayne feel a
little self-conscious if anything. It was like she could feel the
already short hem of the skirt shrink a little bit more and it was
like she could feel Camille’s eyes just slip under the hem to
discover the self-supporting stocking tops and the tiny, tiny
panties. She was recalling what she had said to Giles. “Wouldn’t
pantyhose be better that stockings? I mean, with such short skirts
and all that?” And Jayne had looked right at this man she would
never have thought, in a million Sundays that she would be
standing, talking with, talking about her underwear.

Giles
had looked horrified. He didn’t even answer verbally - rather he
simply looked at Jayne with shocked eyes. As though she should
never speak such awfulness out loud. And Jayne got that. She just
got the way he looked but it brought another level to the
proceedings. It quite simply brought a new realisation to this
girl. Inside her mind she took step back. Did she want to be part
of this after all? Did she want to work for a woman, even in this
amazing apartment and in this amazing environment and world, with
such a level of ‘severity’ about it. In her mind she was having
visions of rules and regulations being applied. She was having
visions of what she had been afraid of in the start. She was having
visions of existing in that precise world that she couldn’t really
imagine - and yet that world that was forming in her mind right at
the same time as Camille’s eyes were crawling all over her. And
this was starting to have an effect on Jayne.

If she
was asked to explain or describe that effect she wouldn’t be able
to. Maybe she should have been offended at how she was being
treated by this older woman. But that was just the thing, she
wasn’t. She was still excited by the job and the opportunity. And
although in her mind she had this feeling that this woman had
issues - and that she was definitely starting to treat her in maybe
a submissive, negative way, she was still excited for the
opportunity yes, and yet she was still excited, maybe a touch
sexually by it as well. If this was an older woman coming on to
her, or playing games with her then it had never happened to her
before. Apart from those kisses in school, the lesbian kisses that
all fifth and sixth graders did, there had been no female to female
interaction for her. Maybe her mind was running away with her or
something. Maybe the whole experience, the whole shebang was
playing tricks on her mind. Maybe it was wishful thinking even. And
yet on the other hand there were alarm bells. But that were alarm
bells that were at this point distant and she felt she could handle
them.

But then
no because as Jayne turned with her back to Camille and as she
could feel those eyes crawling up and down her legs, the older
woman was right behind her. She was right up close to her and she
was nuzzling into the side of her neck. “You look amazing girl. I
just wanted you to know that. And I want you to know that you will
go ‘far’ with me if you continue to please me as much as you are
doing right now. You do want to go far, don’t you girl?” Once again
there was that use of the girl word and that had an effect on
Jayne. It put this distance between them but at the same time, with
what Camille was doing and what she was saying, she was bringing
this intimacy to it as well. It was like that ying and the yang all
over again. “I do, I do want to go far yes. Yes of course.” And
Jayne was responding to Camille’s breathy hiss into her ear. She
was rolling her head back into the older woman. But at the same
time there would have been this realisation in her and this
disbelief that she was acting like this.

Maybe in
Jayne’s mind she should have been pushing this woman away - maybe
she should have been drawing a line between them indicating that
work and pleasure did not mix well, or that it didn’t end well. But
she was fully conscious that she was acting like she was. She was
fully conscious about what she was agreeing to. She was aware of
what maybe she should have been doing but also fully aware that she
was not making the right decision. Maybe the whole thing was just
overwhelming for her. She was being swept away on this tide and
there was nothing that she wanted to do about this. She did want to
go far. That was the truth of it.

That was
the absolute truth of it. She didn’t think this older woman coming
on to her was reason enough to walk away from it. She was thinking
that maybe she could ease the situation further down the line -
that she could let this woman down gently. It was like in a way she
was feeling a little sorry for Camille - that maybe she was this
lonely old widow who just wanted some close company in the form of
a young girl. If that was the case, Jayne was such a girl that she
would not be horrible to Camille - she would rather work her way
round it. And when she had to cross that bridge, then she
would.

And then
she felt Camille’s hand on her ass. Actually on her ass. It had
slipped up under the short skirt and there had been the obligatory
inspection of her stocking tops. Jayne had been able to feel the
woman take one stocking top between her thumb and forefinger and,
her finger slipped down between the nylon and her thigh flesh, and
then rubbing it - as though the feel of the nylon was a ‘thing’ for
her. But her replacing the stocking top precisely before slipping
her hand around to her ass. If she had been unsure about this woman
was coming on to her, or trying something on before this, then now
she was more than sure. “I just want you to know Jayne, if you are
a good girl, if you are a real good girl for me, then you will go
very far indeed.” And Camille was now making it more than clear
that if Jayne succumbed to her advances then it would be better in
the long run. What she wasn’t making absolute was what this meant.
And what form that succumbing would take. It was a little clearer
now though. As she felt that hand smoothing over one of her ass
cheeks she was getting the picture and so she pressed back into
Camille. She did it subtly. She was subtly letting Camille know
that she was getting the picture. But at the same time she was
trying to work out in her mind what she had got herself into here,
and maybe how she could get out of it if she had to. Or if she
wanted to. Or how she could counteract what it all
meant.

She
could have said ‘fuck this’ and left. She could just walk out of
the door and never show her face again. She was sure that she could
do that and there was nothing that this woman would be able to do
about it. But the fact was she didn’t want to. She wasn’t at that
place yet. Maybe it was because she didn’t know what was going to
be entailed in her being a ‘good girl’. Maybe part of the
excitement was that she wanted to find out what this was all about.
Maybe she just ‘needed’ to stay with it, to go with it. Maybe this
was all mixed in with her maturing as a young woman. She was on the
cusp between girlhood and womanhood and there was this sexual
tension that she didn’t understand but which excited her beyond
belief. And so she pressed back into Camille and whispered back, “I
want to be a good girl, a real good girl.”
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A NEW START continued

 


Camille
moved away from Jayne and as she did that, she gave a little ‘pat’
to the girl’s ass before lowering the skirt hem and making sure it
was tidily back in place. “I am going to be out for at least all
morning, but part of the afternoon as well. I want you to spend the
time getting to know the apartment. Getting to know your way
around. You will be based here a lot during the first few months so
I want you to know what you are dealing with. Just feel free to
explore - get your bearings and begin to formulate in your mind how
you are going to deal with things. Menial tasks for instance. First
and foremost you will be dealing with menial tasks. If at a later
date we need to get you in a cleaner to do these tasks as you’ve
gone up the ladder, then we will do that. But for now you’re
starting at the bottom of the ladder. You do understand this don’t
you girl?”

It was
funny, because Jayne would have expected to start on the bottom
rung of any ladder offered to her. And yet because she had been
almost star struck by this place and by this woman there was almost
this thought that she might bypass the bottom rung. It was almost
to her , in her mind, like she had been promoted before she even
started. But this was bringing it back to earth for her, with a
bump. She had got the position so easily, she had pretty much
breezed into it. And now she was having it spelled out to her. That
she would have to start on menial tasks. For her it was ok - it was
a bit of a step back startled moment, but it was ok. It actually
brought a dose of reality to the situation. It had been like she
had been swept up off her feet and carried along on something like
a tsunami of euphoria. And now she had been dumped back down in
reality. So she had to re-adapt in her mind. She had to bring
herself back down to earth and she had to press the re-set button.
In a way it was a relief for her. There had been this build-up of
what she would find out was sexual tension and she hadn’t really
known what to do with this other than to go along on the ride with
it. But now, there was reality again and she liked that.

“Of course Camille. Of course I understand.” And Camille had
come back into Jayne’s personal space again, to the point that
Jayne could feel the older woman’s breath wash over her face.
Camille plucked at the blouse Jayne was wearing - just on the
shoulder and she adjusted it a little bit. All the time she was
looking for reaction from Jayne. And it was like this young girl
had been dumped back into reality but immediately she was being
reminded of this older woman coming on to her. But that was just it
- she hadn’t come on to her - quite. She had been touched and she
had been fondled, but that could have been the form of a test as
well because if there was one thing that was for sure, it was that
nothing in this place, in this world was what it at first seemed.
And then Camille’s hand was tracing the outline of Jayne’s torso.
Down over her upper torso to her waist, and then over her skirted
hip. Jayne nibbled her bottom lip and she was holding her breath.
From the reality of the fact that she would be doing menial chores,
back into Camille’s other world. And Jayne was forming the
knowledge or the realisation that this woman did live in two
different worlds and that the two worlds served as a contrast and
as a fuck up to each other.

By this
time the elevator door had pinged and out stepped Giles. He was
catching the end of this exchange and that brought yet another
dynamic for Jayne. Up to this point, the obvious had been only
between Jayne and Camille. And now here was this man watching this
older woman pawing her. That unsettled her - yes it unsettled her a
great deal because she could feel the chills run down her spine.
And she could feel herself blushing up. That didn’t go beyond
Camille’s notice and she acted on it. “Ah Giles, myself and the
girl here have had the chat. You know the one where I tell her
what’s possible if she is a good girl for me?” And Camille stopped
talking, again to gauge her words and their effect on the girl.
Jayne probably could have been gladly swallowed up by the floor if
a big enough hole had opened up to take her. But as it was she just
stood there, Camille’s hand on her hip as Giles came round to
witness the deep flush and blush of this girl. “And, IS she going
to be a good girl Camille?” And as he spoke he looked right at
Jayne but was speaking to Camille. “I believe she knows which path
she needs to take. Although we will be having another chat later
when we get back. I am Pretty sure though that she knows what she
has to do and that she knows how she must be good for
me.”

But that
was the thing, Jayne didn’t know. At this time she was going with
the flow. At this time she was riding another wave. She’d had the
up and the down and then the back up but she didn’t really
understand. One had to suspect that Camille knew this though. One
had to expect that she knew that she was placing Jayne on overload
because there was this almost invisible smirk across her made up
face. Like she knew of the struggle that Jayne was going through.
It was like she had created the struggle deliberately. Like there
was more to this woman than the obvious. Like there was something
deeply disturbed about her. And there was something that was deeply
disturbed about her. Sir Robert Bobby Simmons would be able to tell
of that if he had been still in the land of the living. One had to
wonder if he was watching from the grave, or from up on high, what
would he be thinking of what was happening here. He was the one who
knew what Camille was capable of - he was the one who would be able
to put Jayne fully in the picture if he wanted to. Maybe he was
turning in this grave at what was happening. Maybe he was screaming
but no-one was hearing him. Would he warn this girl off - would he
tell her to get the fuck out of that place and not come
back?

Camille
moved away from Jayne and the young girl seemed to breathe out
again - like she was sighing out with relief. Like she was thanking
god that she had time to think again. It was like when this woman
was on her, when she was in her personal space she had no time to
think and just went along for the ride. But now she could breathe
again - Camille was leaving and would be gone for a number of
hours. And that would mean that Jayne could think. She could at
least take a view. Did she really want this? Did she really want to
live like this or was there something better out there? Did she
just go with the flow and see where it took her? At least now she
would have time to think. Camille seemed to breeze to the elevator
with Giles in tow and she was waving one of her well-manicured
hands in the air. “Make yourself at home girl - this IS your home
now.” And with that she was gone. And it was like one of those
weird fashion shoots - the inside of the elevator, just before the
doors close, this woman, tall busty and almost intimidating, and
the peaked cap driver Giles at her side all haute couture. Once
again Jayne seemed to let out a sigh of relief - this time though
she could let the sigh out properly and she did just
that.

For just
a little while Jayne stood in the same window that Camille stood in
to look out over the city. It was tantamount to sitting in the
boss’s chair and that thought did cross Jayne’s mind. And for even
more of a split second she had that look of doom on her face - but
then she smiled. This woman couldn’t be all that bad. Giles had
been with her for a long time and he obviously knew that secret
side of her. She had made no secret of the chat they had had. He
obviously knew of this woman tastes and deviances. But she was
taking stock - she was thinking deeply now that she was on her own.
she was thinking was there anything that she could say ‘no’ to. Did
she want to work here - yes. Did she think that she could handle
the situation - yes. Did she think that she could be successful -
yes. Did she think that that she would be able to handle Camille
when or if the situation arose - yes she did, although there as a
question mark over that. There was nothing negative about what she
was thinking. It was all fucked up yes. But she had been fucked up
for a good part of her own life she was used to fucked up people.
All she had to do was keep a level head. All she had to do if
possible was keep one step ahead.

Jayne
wandered the apartment a little bit - it was vast. She had seen a
little bit of it earlier but most of that was her little bit of it.
Well she thought it would be a little bit, but it was in fact much
more. And now she was wandering the rest of it. It was so big that
she didn’t really know where to start. The bedrooms of the main
apartment were all on one side, and the kitchen and the reception
rooms and the massive dining room was on the other side of the big
entrance foyer. This place had been an interior designed project
and no expense had been spared. She started with the massive
reception rooms. Four of them and all tasteful furnished and all in
a different style. There were no two rooms the same in that
apartment - the kitchen was ultra-modern and fully equipped. That
kitchen was designed to entertain. There were two full size range
cooker and all the corresponding work space that anyone could want,
or need. The dining room was off the kitchen - it was like an open
place space. Guests would be able to see who was cooking, and vice
versa. It was a place it had to be said that Jayne got the
impression that it was sorely underused. She had the vision in her
mind of Camille and her husband rattling round in this huge place.
She slid open a drawer, a drawer that a key had been left in to be
locked again - butt his drawer was unlocked. Inside there was this
album, a photo album and she thought if she should look or not. She
chose not to, deciding that it would be like she was intruding or
something. She closed the drawer again.

The
bedroom wing of the apartment was like another world. There were
seven ensuite bedrooms. Three on each side of the central corridor
and then a master suite at the very end of the corridor. Jayne was
already formulating a cleaning plan in her mind. She had done it
throughout - the kitchen, and reception rooms, the dining room.
Despite its vastness this would be an easy place to keep clean. All
she had to do was formulate a rota plan and keep on top of it. That
was all she had to do was keep on top of it. She opened doors and
went into each bedroom. Her breath was taken away each and every
time and again each and every one of the bedroom suites was in a
different style and colour scheme.

It was
the main master suite at the end of the corridor that took her
breath away the most. This one she stepped into properly and fully.
Camille hadn’t placed anything out of bounds to her and so she
could freely roam. This master suite, obviously Camille’s own was
like a self-contained apartment in its own right such was the floor
space. She went to the self-blacking windows and looked out over a
different aspect of the city. Camille would get the sunrise in
here, but it would be filtered by that glass but one could help
thinking it would be spectacular none the less. It seemed that
everything that Camille did was spectacular. There was a walk in
dressing room, a walk in shoe closet that was like a small bedroom
in itself. And ‘odd’ there were other doors, like concealed doors
off the dressing room. The thing was that both had been open. Like
they seemed like they should have been concealed because the doors
were like sections of the wall that were on hinges but they had
been left open. Camille hadn’t told her to stay away. In fact she
had positively encouraged her to explore and get to know her way
around the vast place. And that was what she was doing.

She
hesitated at the first open concealed door. Should she shouldn’t
she? She didn’t know why she was hesitating but it felt ‘wrong’
somehow. It could have been that these concealed rooms were just
used for storage or something - something quite innocent but there
was something telling her that this was not the case. She didn’t
know what it was, just something. But she pushed the first door
anyway and it creaked slightly and the first thing that hit her was
the smell of leather, and something else like rubber or something.
It was the heat in the room that came out at her and made her
recoil slightly. But she got over that and went all the way in. And
when she got in there she kind of stopped in her tracks. She would
be sure that she stumbled on her high heels as she took in the
sight. It was a ‘red room’ - it was literally a red room. Red
walls, red floor, red ceiling. And red leather - not just red
leather but red velvet and black leather as well. And black rubber
latex - that would explain the rubber smell. And then the black
equipment - equipment that could only belong in a professional
dungeon from which a dominatrix would operate, except there was no
professional dominatrix - just Camille. Jayne was slightly open
mouthed as she took in this room.

There
was a shudder that went through the core of Jayne’s spine as she
took in all of the sight. There was all of that claustrophobic
redness, but as well, there were the instruments. Clusters of belts
and buckles and straps and then of stainless steel. The stainless
steel had to be spotted in the red gloom of the room but it was
there. And as Jayne was taking it all in she shuddered again. She
knew why she shuddered - and that was because she had seen a room
similar to this before. She had been in a room not exactly like
this but one very similar. He used to take her there. And that was
why she was shuddering. He used to take her there for ‘training’.
It wasn’t red though it was purple. It was a purple room. She’d had
a phobia about purple ever since. Nothing serious. But she didn’t
own any purple clothes, or shoes. She couldn’t go anywhere near
purple. This was red though and it was similar. The room was
similar and he used to take her here for hours and hours. Now it
was all making sense - now it was like a confirmed thing that
Camille was ‘that’ way inclined. It was a confirmed thing that
Camille was a woman who enjoyed the dominant side of life. All the
signs had been there. All of them and she had sensed it. She had
wondered and now she was standing in this red room and she was
trying to get her head around it all.

But if
this was the training room, what was the other room for? Jayne made
sure to take a long hard look at the red room before she reversed
out of it. She wanted to remember it. For some reason she wanted
that room to be indelibly ingrained on her mind. She wondered if it
was Camille’s intention to bring her there to be a ‘good girl’. All
sorts of things were going through her mind. And now her head was
in a spin. She backed out of the room as though she was trying to
evade capture by some bogey man in that red room or something. Of
course ‘he’ would be the bogey man that she was trying to avoid.
She backed out into the main dressing room and she flicked her eyes
across to the other concealed closet that happened to be open. She
wasn’t sure she wanted to see in this one. She wasn’t sure she
needed to see in there since she would be doing her utmost to stay
away from both of these room. But curiosity was getting the better
of her and she was edging towards the room.

Jayne
probably wished she hadn’t looked the moment she pushed the door
open. She was hit by the subdued purple light immediately. And
because it kind of swept over her, she stumbled into the room. She
might not have opted to go in there but she did. And the moment she
stepped in there - there was this sense that all was not the same
in this room as it was in the other room. There was some kind of
standing frame with attachment and then a chair, like a
gynaecological chair with the two stirrups and fully adjustable.
She looked at these devices and the contrast between them and the
purple. In here there was no leather smell it was all latex rubber.
And the walls were padded. That’s what they were - padded walls
that prevented any sound getting out - or any getting in. That’s
what she remembered about the purple room with ‘him’.

That was
padded as well. It was because the red room, wasn’t padded that she
could go in there easily enough. But this one, this one was
terrible. She had that feeling that it was all closing in on her.
That it was all closing in around her. And what made it worse was
as soon as she had stumbled inside the door seemed to close in on
her as well and so that vacuum was complete. And there was this
panic that she got - a total panic that seemed to completely
consume her. She tried the door and it seemed like it was closed
shut tight but it wasn’t. It was just her mind playing tricks on
her. And to her it was like she was locked in this place now and
she stumbled around a bit. She seemed to stumbled from corner to
corner and then back again. And when she thought she wouldn’t be
able to bare it, when she thought she would pass out and die or
something from that smell of rubber, and those padded walls, there
was a light that was turned on, a white light.

“So you found my little rooms then?” Camille was back but she
was on her own now and she was standing framed in the door of the
purple room. Jayne tried to regain some composure but she couldn’t,
not really. And it showed that she had lost that composure that had
been there all the time up to now. She span round to see Camille
glaring at her. “I’m sorry I didn’t mean to come in here, or the
other one. The doors were open and I just peeked. I’m sorry, its
private. I’m sorry.” And she sounded panicked and she sounded
sorry. But Camille just stood expressionless, staring at
her.
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“It’s ok girl. Take a deep breath - breathe just breathe.”
Camille’s voice was soothing, warm even. And yet there was this
smile on her face that said she was mildly amused at what she had
found. She wasn’t angry that Jayne had found these rooms or that
she was in one of them when she got back. That was intended, it was
always intended. But she moved in close to Jayne and slipped and
arm around her waist and then guided her carefully out of the
purple room. This was another chance for her to get in close to
Jayne. Another chance for her to feel her breath and her warmth.
She smoothed the skirted bottom of the young girl and she kept her
hand right there. “You know, I should be angry, but I’m not. I
wanted you to see these rooms because if you are going to be a good
girl for me, then you are going to have to spend some time in both
rooms, more especially the purple room, with me. I can teach you to
be a good girl in these rooms. I can teach you to be a good girl
and when you are not a good girl I can punish you. These rooms are
purpose built for girls like you.” And Camille’s voice was almost
this monotone.

Jayne’s
head was in a whirl. She was trying to compute what she was hearing
but she was not having much luck there. She had needed to get out
of that purple room so badly. What was it about purple rooms? She
had needed to get out of there as soon as she could but at first
her legs wouldn’t propel her out. They wouldn’t - just wouldn’t go
one foot in front of the other and get her out. Camille had noted
the girl’s reaction to the room with interest - with more than
interest. This was a young girl who had issues and rather than
coming over all concerned Camille was looking ahead - she was
planning ahead. Maybe, it wasn’t all going to be such a hard thing
for her to train this girl after all. All she needed to do was
spend a little time getting into Jayne’s head. She could spend a
little time delving into the girls head and into her issues and
then she could use them against her. That was what she could do.
She liked what she was seeing. Jayne had been in more or less a
blind panic and there was more to that than meets the eye. Camille
smiled to herself again as she led the girl out. “Just take it
easy, take it easy girl. I’m going to help you through this. I’m
going to make sure you’re nothing but a good girl.”

It
couldn’t be denied, there was this madness to the sound of
Camille’s voice. It was as though she were filtering in her voice
so that it rested on the psyche of the girl. Anyone who was around
when she was Sir Bobby was alive would have recognised it as the
tone of voice that she used with him. There was the patronisation
in her voice - as though on a certain level she was talking to an
idiot or something. And that was here with Jayne - she was talking
to her soothing her, calming her down but at the same time she was
leading her out of the purple room to god knows where. In the event
she took her back to one of the many reception rooms. “Take a seat
Jayne. We can talk for a little while. I’ll get us a brandy just to
calm you a little, then we can talk.”

Jayne
was coming back down now, her eyes were clearing and she was
worrying that she had blown it with this display. It was starting
to get dark outside. How long had she been in the apartment alone
before Camille came back? She couldn’t work it out. The time had
gone so quickly. But she had been into every room in the huge
apartment. And now it was dark outside. And how long was she in
that terrible purple latex room? She had all of these questions but
on the face of it Camille had come back and taken her away from
that so she had to thank the woman for that much. Just for a few
minutes it was forgotten that this woman had these rooms fitted out
for activities that she had been subjected to in the past. For now
she was just grateful. “Thank you Camille, thank you so much. I
don’t know what came over me. It was a good job you came back when
you did.”

And
there was this gratitude in her voice that follows a panic attack.
“It’s ok, really we can talk about it. Was it the smell of rubber,
was it the purple? What do you think set that off Jayne?” And now
Camille was using Jayne’s name again - that was because that took
her in closer to the girl again. She would feel comforted that she
was using the name rather than the girl label. “Oh, I don’t know
Camille just something I went through when I was younger. A man, he
did things to me in a room like that and, and I never really got
over it.” And there was this instant reaction from Jayne herself as
though she realised maybe that she shouldn’t have said anything
about what she had been through. But this was instantly
counteracted by Camille who always seemed one step ahead. “It’s ok
Jayne. I’m here now - you can talk to me and you will realise that
you can talk to me about anything you want. There’s no need to be
worried. What is said between us stays between us. You have to
realise that I am your friend now. I am not just your employer I am
your friend. So just relax, here, sip this, it will calm you
down.”

And
Camille sounded concerned now. But she was supposed to. This was a
different ball game now. She’d had a plan that she was going to
adopt but it seemed now that she already had that ‘in’ that she
needed with Jayne. Now she just needed to rethink a little bit. Now
she just needed to re-plan her route into this girl’s mind. On the
face of it, it should have been easy. Jayne was obviously damaged
goods already and whilst Camille liked that thought, she still had
to play her carefully - she still had to make sure that she got
into her head and stayed in there. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have
said anything to you about that. It was a long time ago and I
shouldn’t have said anything.” Camille tapped Jayne on the knee as
the girl sipped the straight brandy from the glass.

“Seriously Jayne you very much SHOULD have told me. I am
pleased that you have. And now that you have, we can work it out.
We can look for a way round these issues you have. I promise you,
you have done the right thing, totally the right thing in telling
me. You are working for me after all and you are staying under my
roof. Of course you have done the right thing.” And there was
Camille laying the guilt trip on Jayne. Not the guilt trip as such,
but rather she was making the girl feel indebted to her. She was
staying under her roof now so she owed her. She was employed by her
and so she owed her. This was Camille starting her work. This was
Camille at her most devious best.

 


That was
a couple of hours ago and now Jayne had sipped on quite a few large
brandies. She wasn’t used to it and it had gone to her head. And
Camille had been watching her get slowly drunk. Jayne was speaking
more freely than she ever had and Camille was letting her do just
that. Just the odd nod of encouragement and the odd lopsided smile
to let her know everything was alright. “He did some bad, bad
things to me Camille, I will never, ever get over it you know. It
comes back to me in the middle of the night. Not every night, but a
few times a week. I wake up sometimes and I am sweating - really
sweating.” Camille let the girl talk and but this time she was
sitting next to her on the deep sofa and she had her hand on
Jayne’s leg and was rubbing above the knee. She was making out it
was a comforting thing but it was more than that. Jayne didn’t stop
talking but neither did Camille stop thinking. She was trying to
imagine what this poor girl went through. If this monster of a
step-dad took her to a place equipped like her red and purple rooms
then it must have been pretty bad for her.

Camille
accepted that, that this girl had been through a bit of a time of
it. But she was weighing up the pros and cons. Jayne had come out
the other side and although she was haunted to an extent, by what
had happened to her, she was pretty well rounded. She had to have
been because she had got through her somewhat informal interview
process. Maybe there was something in that process that Camille had
picked up on - something that pointed to what she had been through
she was a sadist after all. Maybe there was something that was
under the surface of Jayne that she had picked up on that told that
she was a vulnerable teen and that she would be ripe for what
Camille had in store for her.

The
older woman let her hand dangle over the side of the knee of Jayne
and she tickled a little. She had already decided that Jayne was
going to orgasm whilst she was recounting what had happened to her
at the hands of her step dad. That was the sadist in in this older
woman. She was happy to let the girl talk but it was a good use of
time to let it go totally to waste. This was the true side of
Camille and one that might be hard for any other woman, or girl for
that matter to come to terms with. Jayne had almost cried herself
dry and she was drunk - she was visibly dazed and her eyes were
rolling. And it was as though Camille had been waiting for this
exact point in time. “Jayne, I want you to keep talking about what
happened to you. I want you to keep telling me what this man did to
you, but I want you to uncross your legs and spread them as the
same time. I want to show you that sexual touching and feeling and
exploration is not all bad. Nothing will ever be as bad as what
that man did to you. But I want to show you a new way of dealing
with it, a way where you can think about it, but not in such a bad
way - in fact where you can think about it in a good pleasurable
way instead, how does that sound sweetie?

And by
this time Jayne had uncrossed her legs and she had spread them. Her
feet parted wide on the floor in front of the sofa, and arched into
the stilettos she had been wearing all afternoon and into the
evening. Camille was working her way up the skirt and she was using
the sheerness of the nylon that was sheathing the girl’s legs to
tickle her just a little bit. She was using her manicured nails and
she was using them against the inside of the Jayne’s knee and then
up the inside of her thigh. And then higher. It was difficult to
tell if Jayne knew what was happening or what was happening
entirely but her eyes were rolling and she had this weird drunken
smile on her face. Camille was working the skirt up over Jayne’s
upper thighs and to her hips and at the same time she was exposing
the tight silk panties that covered her hairless smooth crotch.
Then she was using the nail of her forefinger between up the dead
centre of that pantie crotch. Like she was finding and tracing the
sex lips under the silk. And once she found them she was tracing
lightly. Not moving the panties to one side but using the silk as
added friction. And that is what she was doing - she was stroking
Jayne’s sex through that silk.

And
Jayne was responding - she was talking intermittently but she was
responding to the sexual advances of the older woman as well. It
was easy to tell that she was responding because she was trying to
spread her long legs wider and wider all of the time and she was
arching up into the stroking of Camille. “He used to hurt me, hurt
me deep.” And she was talking, or moaning her words and those words
were not always understandable but she was trying to keep on track.
It was clear that she was responding sexually because the talking
got less and less and the moaning got more and more. And when it
was like she couldn’t spread her legs wide enough, then she was
making a face, as though she was pained by what she was doing. But
Camille was watching her and she was using her fingers to best
effect. And by this time there was the damp spot soaking through
the centre of the crotch of the red silk panties like a spot that
was getting wider, and wider and wider the more the older woman’s
fingers worked. “Tell me more sweetheart tell me more as I play
with your pussy. Your dirty pussy, nasty pussy.”

Camille
was testing Jayne. She was testing how far the girl was gone. The
truth was that it was difficult to gauge. There were three elements
at play here. There was the brandy that the girl had consumed more
than any time before, and there was the obvious trauma that she was
in because of reliving her past and what had gone on in it. And
then there was the sexual stimulation that she was being inflicted
with. And that was the thing, she was being inflicted with it.
Camille was a woman who knew her way round another woman’s body.
She wasn’t out and out lesbian, she was ‘private’ but it was clear
that she knew where her fingers tips needed to be in conjunction
with that silk covered pussy of Jayne’s. And she was using the
dirty pussy, the nasty pussy to bring Jayne into another headspace.
Jayne would have been hearing that, she would have been hearing
Camille’s almost insidious voice and her words and in her mind it
would have all been blending in with what had happened to her in
her past.

Of
course this was deliberate in Camille. She wasn’t doing this by
chance - she was doing it because she knew what the effects of what
she was doing would be. She was doing it because she knew it was
the start of a mind fuck for this girl. In a way she was having to
fast forward through her plan. She would have arrived at this
point, or a point similar at some time in the future but now it was
here sooner rather than later and in a way she was having to
improvise. The brandy had helped. The girl was drunk but she was
also aroused and Camille’s fingers were doing a proper number on
her now. She was lightly tickling the slit through the silk and she
was threatening to slip her fingers under the crotch of those
panties. And whenever she got close to doing that there was this
noise that came from Jayne, like a little wet groaning noise that
was spilling from her flushed lips. And then Camille did slip one
then two fingers under the wet, saturated panty crotch and she
slipped it up to the top of the slit where she located the clitoris
straight away. There was this almost unbelievable dexterity that
she used. She slipped her fingers into the slit and brought them up
and then hooked them back at the top of the slit and the pulled out
so that the hooded clitoris slipped wetly into view.

And it
was like she had unpeeled a treasure. “Oh he beat me, came inside
me, and he hurt me all the time he hurt me.” And even though she
was living and reliving those times she was also realising the
renewed pleasure that she was feeling as Camille began to work the
direct nerve endings of her clitoris. There was this heightened
sense of pleasure and Jayne was feeling that as Camille’s fingers
were working her. They were sliding inside her then coming back out
and finding her clitoris again and then those same fingers were
pressing down on the button of nerve endings and she was keeping it
depressed - and just ever so slightly she was moving that button
around. She was pressing and then rolling the clitoris and as she
was doing that she was watching Jayne. It was like she was watching
for any sort of sounds and reaction from her. And there were
reactions in spades. First her eyes rolled and then her tongue was
sliding from the corner of her mouth and swiping its full width.
That tongue fleshy and wet with plenty of drool up and down its
length.

Then she
was sucking that drool back into her mouth as it spilled from the
end of her tongue and right at that time Camille was finding her
clitoris again and she was rubbing. She was pressing it, indenting
it into itself but she was also rubbing it. “There now, see those
times don’t seem so bad now do they? They don’t seem so bad now do
they because you’re just about to orgasm. When I tell you, you
orgasm pet, and orgasm hard.” Camille was an expert at this. She
knew when the girl was on the edge. She knew when her mind was
about to melt and it was about to melt now. Jayne’s breathing was
quickening, her chest was rising and falling as Camille manipulated
the clitoral flesh under her fingers. And she was using her
saturated fingers for the manipulation in such a way that she was
forcing Jayne to hover on the edge of orgasm - and she was forcing
her to stay hovering like that. She hadn’t told her to cum yet. but
she was about to. “Cum now pet, and think of all those things you
went through - think of it all as you cum and cum.”

And it
was like immediately that this girl orgasmed. Her eyes opened wide
like they were just about to pop and she convulsed a little bit.
And there was this bemusement in her eyes as though she didn’t know
what was happening within herself. And then she was catapulting
drool across the room and the thing was that it seemed that there
was no height to the pleasure that she was getting and it seemed
that she was unsure within her bemused self if she could handle
this bit of pure undiluted pleasure. The orgasm was clitoral based
and yet it seemed to take in the whole of her body - the whole of
her mind even. And Camille simply held her fingertips in place so
that Jayne could do nothing except ride the orgasm out. And the
older woman was looking at her - watching her immerse in the sexual
euphoria. This demonstrated how sick this woman was, getting this
young girl to orgasm whilst at the same time thinking about what
she went through all that time ago.

 



Chapter
10

 


A DOMINATRIX EMERGES continued

 


In
Jayne’s mind and in her body there was just the sexual explosion,
and this sensation that she hadn’t experienced before. There was
something that she would never have believed could exist, not on
this earth. She was spread over the sofa in an obscene a fashion as
she could possibly be. Her legs spread akimbo and the thin silk
crotch of her panties pulled between her saturated sex lips. As she
orgasmed she had been flooded with images of what ‘he’ had done to
her all that time ago. It seemed like she was living it again
except this time there was all this pleasure attached. And that was
what was fucking with her mind if the truth be known. How could she
be feeling all of this pleasure when she had been through so much
shit? She rode the orgasm out and at its height she let out a
little ’squirt’ of her juices - a little pressurised squirt that
flew into the air in that room and then seemed to evaporate in its
own mist. And all the time Camille was watching her. All the time
she was gauging how far gone this girl was.

Jayne
came down slowly and it was like Camille was there to come down
with her. It was like she wanted to stay with her, like she wanted
to stay with her all the way. She was holding her. Just hugging her
as she came down and it was at this point that Jayne would have
been aware of the enormity of this woman’s breasts crushing into
her again. And she would have been aware of her hot breath washing
over her. But there would have been this bemusement as well - this
disbelief at what had just happened. And then the realisation that
she had experienced all of that pleasure whilst thinking about what
she had been through. And not realising that it was now associated
with it. That because she had been thinking of all that she went
through at the same time that she orgasmed that it must be
connected. And Camille just smirking a little bit. Like a sadistic
smirk because she saw that realisation in her eyes - she saw Jayne
coming to that realisation of what just happened and then she saw
it sink into her mind.

Jayne’s
eyes darted around - like she had been caught in the headlights of
some truck or other. And then she saw something else sink in there
as well but she didn’t recognise that and it took her back a bit.
She sat up and away from Jayne - just at arm’s length. Jayne seemed
to come around and sit up a bit. She had been flopped on the sofa
with her stockinged legs spread wide but now she was sliding back
up and she was attempting to regain some dignity - something that
was almost lost on her. “I need to go to the bathroom. I’m sorry
Camille I will be right back.” And Jayne made to get up onto her
stilettos again but her legs were quite weak and she stumbled just
a bit. That orgasm had taken it all out of her and that was
showing. She pulled the skirt down over her ass as best she could
and then stumbled again. Then she left the room. It wasn’t clear if
she knew where she was even going. Camille didn’t do anything - she
just watched. She just let the girl go tidy herself up and get a
little bit of her mind back. And she knew that she would only get a
little bit of it back because what had just happened couldn’t be
reversed or repaired. Camille knew that this girl was like putty in
her hands now. She would allow her to have her bit of time in the
bathroom and then when she came back she could begin her work
proper. It was time for Camille to put phase one of her plan into
action. She had to do that before Jayne became too aware of what
was happening.

The
minutes seemed to tick away and there was no sign of Jayne
returning from her post orgasm bathroom visit. Camille looked a bit
puzzled - she tilted her head one way and then the other and then
she glanced at the clock. It was almost midnight. She would give
her a few more minutes and then she would go take a look. There was
the possibility that Jayne had gone to the bathroom and then laid
down on a bed, or gone to her own apartment and laid down and then
fallen into a deep, deep sleep. That wouldn’t be beyond the bounds
of possibility - Jayne had been through a bit of a day. And more of
a night. She would be exhausted but then Camille knew this. It was
why she was not that concerned with the girl coming back to her. In
fact she was quite casual about it.

In the
end though, she went to look for her. She looked in each of the
smaller bedroom suites but decided against looking in the girl’s
own rooms. If she had gone to her own bed then she would leave her
to it. She would leave her to sleep it off and resume proceedings
in the morning. She was more than sure that she was on top of it
all now. She was more than sure that Jayne was there for the
taking. But last of all she went to her own bedroom suite. The one
with the red room and the purple room behind the concealed doors.
She looked in the bedroom first, no sign. Her own bed hadn’t even
been sat on, let alone slept in. And she noticed the door to the
purple room open. There was that heady, glowing purple light
leaking out and into the walk in dressing room. “Jayne - Jayne are
you there?” Camille would never know why she called from outside
that purple room as opposed to going right it. It was her room for
Christs sakes. But it was what she did. She stopped just outside
the purple room and called out. No answer.

And then
there was a rustle behind her and she couldn’t quite get her head
around that. There was this rustling sound and then movement of
something that seemed to be coming towards her from behind. But
that couldn’t be, it was only her and Jayne in the whole apartment
- not even Giles stayed this late. Before Camille could turn around
though the micro thin plastic bag was over her head and drawn in at
her neck. There was this instant sucking in of the plastic bag and
it was stuck to her face. There was this horror film like quality
to the bulge in her eyes. She was in shock and her eye balls were
compressed up against the inside of this transparent plastic bag
and she was looking out. Jayne was behind her and she had to be on
her tippy toes in order to reach up and over Camille’s head and now
she was holding onto the bag, and Camille tightly as the
suffocation process began. “Don’t fight it bitch or you’ll be dead
before you hit the floor. Relax - when you’re relaxed we’re going
into the purple room. We will be in there for most of the night but
by the time you come out of there you will be a different person, a
different woman. If you fight, you die, here and now. I will kill
you and just leave. No-one will ever find me and you’ll be
gone!”

And it
was like it wasn’t Jayne speaking but someone else. Someone like
Jayne maybe when she was home with her mum and step dad. Certainly
there was a connection there. Certainly there was an almost
childlike quality to her voice that bordered on the melancholy but
also bordered on the manic. Put that voice and what Jayne was doing
together in the same frame and there was this sinister quality to
it. Jayne was holding that bag tightly and she was making sure the
suffocation process was well under way before she began to move
Camille to the purple room. It was slow and yet there was this
panic as well. It was slow casual process by Jayne and yet there
was this panic in Camille. She had brought her hands up and was
trying to grip Jayne’s hands and arms. But shock had got the better
of her and none of her limbs were really doing as her brain was
trying to tell them to. She was being moved by Jayne - it was Jayne
in control of this and she seemed to be doing it by some kind of
remote control

Now one
had to ask what was going through Jayne’s mind. What had happened
in that short time that she was away from Camille? It was like what
Camille had done to her, bring her to that intense orgasm together
with those thoughts and memories of her, triggered something else
deeper down. It was like some kind of psychological event had
happened inside Jayne’s mind. All that pleasure and all that hurt
flooding her at the same time. And it was like after the orgasm,
there was the come down. And then the realisation. And then the
fightback. What Camille had done to her and what she needed to do
to get out of it. It was like Jayne had sussed out what Camille was
up to. It wasn’t like this older woman had tried to hide it. It
wasn’t like she was intending to come at Jayne under the radar. She
would have, had it not been for this funny turn that the girl had
in this very purple room.

And that
was it as well - where had this girl’s phobia of the purple room
gone? She could have disabled Camille and taken her to the red
room. But she had stated that it would be the purple room. That had
been the room that had given her the most psychological problems
and yet she was taking Camille there. And there was this thing in
her eyes that that told that she knew what she was going to do when
she got there. She stepped to the back room and there was a chair
that she sat Camille on and there was this ‘slumped’ quality to
her. Camille had been brought down in the world. At least she had
in this world and Jayne was in no rush to remove the bag that was
tightly clinging to the woman’s head and face. Instead she turned
to a stainless steel table and she took up a pair of huge sheers
and she held them in front of Camille and the woman’s eyes seemed
to get to a new level of ‘bulge’. She could have been hoping that
Jayne was going to stick some holes in the plastic that was tightly
wrapped around her face, so that she could breathe. On the other
hand she could have been dreading what this obviously unhinged girl
was going to do with her - maybe she was going to kill
her.

In the
event Jayne began to cut away at Camille’s skirt. The sheers she
used, right up the centre of the skirt, just pinching at Camille’s
middle a little and then ‘snip’ through the waistband and the skirt
slipped and fell to the purple rubber floor. Only then did she used
the same sheers, the very ends of the blades to cut little nostrils
holes. And that there was this little flapping of the plastic as
Camille began to breathe again. There were these deep, deep intakes
of breath which expanded her chest and then the blowing out of
those plastic flaps at her nostrils. And then Jayne, still in her
stockings, heels, skirt and blouse was looking at Camille’s chest
and she was licking her lips. The way she licked her lips was
weird. It was more than weird. Like she was pleased with what she
saw and yet that can’t have been it because she was so young. But
she was young and with a brutal past. Who knows what this had all
done to her. More to the point what it had done to her
mind.

She used
the sheers again and she cut away Camille’s blouse. One had the
impression that these clothes were not cheap - and now here they
were in a pile on the floor at the woman’s stiletto feet. It was
just one snip with the sheers for the removal of the bra that
Camille was wearing to be facilitated and there in all their glory
were her breasts. Heavy and pendulous and with large dark aureole
and thick long nipples. Jayne’s eyes fixated on them. She just
stood back still holding the huge sheers and she looked at Camille
on that seat. There was a question of why this woman didn’t raise
her hands and take the plastic bag off her head and
face.

But then
there would also be the answer staring one in the face. That she
was petrified to the spot on that chair. That she had been taken by
surprise and that she was simply in the deepest shock that it was
possible for her to be in. Camille would have never encountered a
‘violence’ like this - even though there had been no actual
violence yet. She hadn’t put up a struggle in which she could be
inflicted with any violence or where there would be violence
needed. She had quite simply been rooted to the spot with fear and
shock and now it was Camille who was like putty in this girl’s
hands.

One had
to ask the question - where it was coming from in Jayne - what was
happening inside her mind. She had to be mirroring what had
happened to her in the past at the hands of ‘him’. She had to be
emulating him. Or there must have been such trauma applied to her
that she was producing her own nightmares for Camille from the
deepest darkest part of her mind. How would she think to wrap a
plastic bag around this woman’s head? How would she think to begin
a process of suffocation? How would she even know how to do that
stuff? And yet she seemed to do it with ease. And now she was
unwrapping Camille’s head and there was this deepest, deepest
relief in the older woman’s eyes. Almost like enough relief to be
mistaken for gratitude. Or maybe there was gratitude that this girl
hadn’t killed her, yet.

“Jayne, we can sort this out you know it doesn’t have to be
like this.” It was almost as though Camille knew that this was not
going to end well unless she talked Jayne out of whatever she was
going to do. Jayne didn’t respond straight away, instead she looked
at Camille with something like contempt. But it was contempt with
blank staring eyes. “I know it doesn’t have to be like this. But
the thing is it IS like this and it is what it is.” And Jayne
smiled just slightly - her powder red lips just about stretching
into that smile. “And because it is what it is - and because of
what you ‘thought’ you were going to do to me, I have to do
something to you. I have to change you Camille. And I am going to
spend the next few days doing things to you but first you are going
to call Giles - tell him he’s not needed for a week. Tell him to
take a break. I want you here, all alone - just me and you.” And
there was that smile again from Jayne, but it wasn’t the sort of
smile that would make anyone feel good about it. It wasn’t a
welcoming warm smile, more like it was one of those insipid smiles
that grated through the eyes and then into the mind of whoever it
was aimed at.

Camille
felt her skin crawl when Jayne looked at her like that. Jayne
handed the woman her own cell phone. “Call him now. Let’s get that
out of the way and we can concentrate on you. Have you ever been
‘trained’ Camille? I’m curious that’s all. You had all of these
plans for me, and don’t deny it, I know you did, I could tell, so I
am just curious as to whether you have been trained. You know they
say, the best submissive are the ones who have been dominant in the
past and vice versa. That’s because that way they know what it
takes. They know what is entailed. They just KNOW. But see, I have
a feeling that you have not been trained and don’t know what it
takes. So it is going to be interesting because I have been there.
I know all about what it takes, and you know I know. And now, you
are going to know as well. You are going to know what it’s like to
be at the bottom of the food chain - at the bottom of the pile. You
are going to know what the fuck I went through - except you are
going to know with a little twist in the tale.”

It
really was like it was not Jayne speaking at all, it was like it
was someone else. Like someone who had been through a bad time and
was now wreaking revenge. Except it was Jayne and that was because
she had been through a bad time. And now - now it was Camille who
was at the bottom of the food chain. Or it was Camille who was
going to be taken to the bottom of the food chain. She took the
phone of Jayne and it was easy to see that her hands were shaking.
She really was petrified. She sped dialled Giles and brought the
phone to her ear as shakily as she had taken it from Jayne. “Giles,
Giles it’s me. I know it’s late, sorry. Look take a week off, full
pay. I’ve got some private stuff on for a few days and I don’t have
any need for you, myself and Jayne can take care of it all.” Jayne
stood over Camille and she was smiling. That was because she was
impressed with Camille and how ‘together’ she was being in the face
of such adversity. Camille knew that she was fucked in this big
apartment with this girl on the rampage. But that fact was that she
knew nothing. She didn’t know what was in store for her. She didn’t
know where this was going to end. She had no idea.

All that
Camille could be reasonably sure of was that the girl wasn’t going
to kill her - and that this ordeal, whatever it consisted of, was
going to last a number of days. There was the fact that this place
was fully equipped, between the red room and the purple room, for
every aspect of fetish and bdsm play. Camille knew what was in
these two rooms. She knew what was possible in those two rooms and
especially in the sound proofed purple room and so for her this
tension and this apprehension would simply increase and increase.
It would simply play on her mind when she ran through the itinerary
of each room and the kind of things that could be done to her
there. There was the slightest hope for her though in that this
girl was very young and she would very unlikely be able to use, or
know how to use most of the more complex equipment and
implements.
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THE BREAKING

 


Camille
was in her stockings and heels and nothing else. She was in the
purple room and she was on the standing frame. The thing was she
had been in that standing frame for roughly three hours. Three
hours of keeping perfectly still. Three hours of simply being
exhibited there. The platform of the frame was raised and this gave
this impressive woman the impression that she was being ‘displayed’
and exhibited. And that was because she was being displayed. In her
raised position she would be aware of how vulnerable she was. Why
didn’t she raise her hands, or close her long legs and knees to
offer herself some dignity and relief? That was because she wasn’t
just in the standing frame, she was part of it. She had been
integrated into the frame and she could do little else but keep
still. Either that or add to her agonies.

Her feet
were parted, around two feet on the platform. Her stilettos forced
her feet into lethal looking arches and she was expected to endure
this. There didn’t seem to be anything about Camille’s treatment
that was good. But when one realised that it was Jayne who was
doing this, there seemed to be this brutality to it - there seemed
to be more than this brutality that simply oozed from her. That was
because of Camille in her elevated, displayed position and pose,
Jayne looked tiny in comparison and yet she was also in control.
And on top of that was this brutality coming from a girl so young.
Camille’s arms were behind her. Her wrists and been crossed and
secured like that and then her crossed wrists were fixed to the
base of her spine where Jayne had fitted an industrial latex belt
which had various forms and sizes of fixtures and fittings, those
crossed wrists were fixed to these with industrial cable ties so
that her arms and indeed her hands were rendered
useless.

And then
there was her stance. On her feet, feet parted and back straight.
That straight back, and her thighs would have been causing this
woman agony in the form of pressure applied to the spine. There was
this noise coming from Camille, and that noise was something that
told of her being able to feel everything that was and had been
done to her. Her shoulders were forced back and she was bearing he
full weight of her glorious boobs which remained on view. Those
gigantic boobs part of the display that was Camille. The most stark
and alarming thing was what was between Camille’s legs. She had
been placed very precisely on that platform and then on the bondage
rig that seemed only to shock the more one took in, were two
upstanding poles. Appendages had been fitted to the top of what’d
looked like tubes. Those tubes just the carrier for the two dildos
which were slipped inside her cunt and inside her ass. All the way
in until the cervix and the colon stopped their travel
in.

And once
there they had been inflated to the point that they caused to
Camille to scream out, there was just one more release of highly
compressed gas and following that there was another scream from
came from Camille. And effectively she was impaled on that platform
and yet at the same time she was being forced to support herself in
this way. She was helpless and she was fixed to this rig or this
standing frame and yet she still had to put in the effort to be
still and be virtually silent at the same time. It was testament to
Camille’s physical conditioning that she could do it. There was no
question of this woman’s fitness to be tortured in this way. But it
was something that was like an increasing torture for her to stand
on this platform like this and to remain still. It was even more of
an effort for her to remain silent. The silent bit actually became
less and less with each passing second.

There
would have been this need, or this urge for her to change the
emphasis of her weight from one high heel to the other. But because
of the spread of her legs and then the height of her heels and the
fact that her feet were secured to the platform floor, she couldn’t
do this and so she had to endure this position. The ache in her
spine must have been astronomical. Jayne had told her, “Keep still
and keep quiet bitch. I don’t want to see any movement and don’t
want to hear if you are in pain. Keeping quiet is your challenge
for now. Welcome to the breaking process bitch.” And Jayne was
smiling again now and it was that, that was disturbing. That she
was smiling casually as this older mature woman was going through,
or being put through hell. And smiling even more casually then as
the pressure on her spine and her legs increased with each passing
second.

Even
Jayne would admit that Camille looked impressive. She looked more
impressive here, secured and impaled on that platform where
everyone, literally everyone could look at her - where everyone,
could inspect her - that is everyone or anyone who might see her.
But here it was just Jayne. Jayne’s mind was wondering back to when
she had been on a platform like that and when she had things up
inside her most private holes. He had told her “shut up bitch or
I’ll give you something to whimper about.” It didn’t actually
matter if she could remain quiet or not because he always gave her
something to cry about. And he had always done that - given her
something to cry about. Now though, Camille was in something like
an agony of the fire that seemed to be travelling up and down her
spine and into the very tops of her thighs. And the thing was that
she would have known what was happening to her. She would have been
feeling every nuance of the pain and the discomfort that she was
in. And she would be in the fullest of knowledge of where all of
that pain was leading to. But she would have also been asking the
question to herself, silently to herself, how could this girl be
doing this to her? How fucked up was it that a girl as young could
know this stuff? And more to the point where was it all going to
end?

“You do have good legs Camille, and I mean that.” It was as
though Jayne was thinking out loud. But she was speaking the truth
regardless. Camille had Amazonian legs that went on for days, and
the stockings just enhanced them even further. Jayne was stroking
up one of the stockinged thighs. That was what ‘he’ used to do to
her. Stroke her exactly like she was doing to Camille now and the
thing was that she wasn’t even bothered. She wasn’t even worried
that what she was doing to Camille might have a detrimental effect
on her in the future. It was like she had covered all the bases.
The bitch Camille wouldn’t be going anywhere any time soon. She had
days to work on her and she knew that by the time she had finished
the older woman would be of a different mind-set.

There
was an issue that Jayne had to think of in advance and that was the
return of Giles. After a week he would come back and he would
return to work. And he would know that there was something wrong,
or something altered or changed about his boss, Camille. She had to
work through that in her mind. Maybe she could bribe him or
something - or offer him a pleasure or two that he wouldn’t be able
to refuse. For now she stroked Camille’s legs over the stocking
tops and then onto the bare pale thigh flesh. And she traced her
fingers towards the woman’s nether regions. “Nice and smooth down
here as well Camille. I do like a smooth and well-kept pussy.” And
she looked up at Camille who was now beginning to feel the
humiliation that she was being subjected to.

Jayne
was careful not to touch the sex lips of Camille. There would come
a time this night when she would be desperate to have her sex
touched. Just not yet! “Have you got anything to say before I put
the hood on you Camilla? I know you know all about the hood and
I’ll just bet you know all about sensory deprivation don’t you
hmmm?” Jayne was speaking at the same time as looking at Camille
directly. She wasn’t smiling now, not even that creepy smile that
she had been doing. She was watching for something in Camille. Yes
she was watching for the older woman to process her words. And she
was processing words. This time it was Jayne’s turn to ‘know’. And
what she knew was that Camille would realise fully all about the
tight latex hood that inflated with a second skin and that provided
a level of isolation that couldn’t really be described. And she
knew that such a hood would not only speed up the breaking process
- but that it would enhance it. It wouldn’t just seem like Camille
was being ‘broken’. It was that she would be broken with
interest.

“Please, please Jayne. We can stop this now. Just stop now and
I won’t say a word, I promise. We can work together - I’ll help
you. I’ll help you and can stay with me, work for me just like we
said. And we can work these demons you’ve got. We can get rid of
them together.” There was a shaky quality to Camille’s voice. It
was like she was aware that even with the addition of low level
talking, the agony in her would be emphasised and magnified. It was
like she was trying to adapt her voice to that risk. Adapt it
allowing for or preventing any addition to the sensations she was
feeling. It didn’t work though because her voice came out in a
series of words, as opposed to a series of sentences. Those words
coming out individually and as though they were not connected in
any way. Jayne had watched the woman and she had smiled as she
struggled to get out each and every word. She was remembering her
own experiences, of which there were many, on such a device. She
was remembering those things slipped into her most private holes
and then them being jacked up and then inflated so that she was
stretched and opened up. So Jayne knew exactly what this woman was
feeling.

Although
did she know exactly what she was going through? Jayne had been
very young when it happened to her. She wouldn’t have known about
true humiliation, true degradation - and of being stripped of
dignity in such a complete way. She would have been stripped of
dignity but she wouldn’t have understood it. Camille on the other
hand - she would know it and she would be feeling every nuance of
it. And she would have been aware with the fact that it was a young
girl that was doing his to her. That she was a mature woman who had
demanded respect and dignity all of her life and now there was this
‘girl’ doing this to her. She would have been imagining that it was
the same as if her little husband, Sir Bobby had turned the tables
and was doing this to her. She wouldn’t have been able to cope with
that any more than she could cope with this. “Aw, Camille, you
still want me to work for you? You still want us to live happily
ever after in the palace in the sky? You must think was I born
fucking yesterday? Do you Camille, do you think I was born
yesterday or came down in the last shower? There is no way you
would let this slide. Oh yes, right at this point in time you
would. But I would let you go, make out like I’d made a mistake,
and the first chance you got, fuck only knows what you would do to
me. So thanks for the offer Camille but it’s a ’no’.”

And
Camille would have been seeing her chances, her opportunities
pretty much vaporise in front of her eyes. The girl was right. She
wouldn’t have ever let it go. If she had managed to talk the girl
down, she would have waited for her opportunity and she would bring
her down. And when she did that, she would bring her down further.
Camille bit her lower lip as she saw the chances that she would get
to that position recede into the distance. One can only try to
imagine what this was like for this woman. She was a victim of her
own torture devices in her own torture room by a girl that she had
hired. How could this have happened? Why did she not see it coming?
Of course, how could she see this coming? This kind of thing, this
kind of sexual, sadistic carnage did not happen in the real, normal
world. Except it was happening, and it was happening to her. That
was the problem for Camille - she was realising that it was
happening to her for real!

She knew
that once that hood went on it was too late. Once the hood went on,
was fitted and secure, then inflated, she would be on her own or
she would isolated. She knew all about sensory deprivation. She had
spent years reading up on it and how to achieve 100 per cent
deprivation of the senses. It had made her shudder all those years
ago when she had read up on it and when she had realised what the
effects of it were. And now she was here and about to have it done
to her. If the truth was known she didn’t want it done to her. She
didn’t want to be broken in this way. In fact the thought of it,
right here right now was almost sending her into some kind of state
of phobia. Maybe that was because it was actually happening. That
was because Jayne had the hood already out and ready to go. She had
the gag bit as well. The phallus shaped gag that went through the
mouth hole, was secured there and was then inflated in situ so that
the rubber gag filled the mouth in its entirety and then slipped
right down and nudged the back of the throat. All of a sudden
Camille was remembering the exact day she had mail ordered the
hood, and had ticked the option box for the gag attachment to be
included. For the oddest reason now she was regretting ticking that
option box. She was regretting ordering the fucking hood full
stop!

“Please Jayne, please I know you’re full of hurt and mistrust.
I know what you’ve been through and I know what that must have done
to you over the years. But I promise, I promise from the bottom of
my heart that I will not betray you. I promise that I will help you
and I won’t ever tell anyone of this, ever.” And it sounded genuine
coming from Camille except there was this tinge of disingenuity
about it as well and that was what Jayne picked up on. It was
probably at that point, that exact point that she was realising
that this woman would betray her the first chance that she got.
That she would see to it that she never got this opportunity again.
“You must think I’m an idiot Camille. So this is what is going to
happen. No I am not letting you go, and no you will never get the
chance to get one over on me despite what that little head is
telling you right now. What I am going to do over the next week or
so, is break you down. And I know that I don’t have to expand on
that. I know that you KNOW what that means,”

In a way
Jayne was using this period of time to inflict some psychological
damage onto Camille’s mind. She was using words to inflict that
damage. She knew that the word broken and break meant different
things to different people - Camille herself would have come across
it at some point or other in her time as a dominatrix. And that was
the crux of the psychological hit. What was broken to someone else
was not broken to another person. Broken was something that was
open to interpretation. It was something that a number of levels
could be applied to. It was something that had no definitive
description, or state. There were different types, different
levels, different meanings to the word broken. And right about this
time Camille would have been working out that Jayne would have had
her own definition of broken that she would want to attain with
her. And that was what was frightening. That was what would have
been causing her to get the creeps, slipping and sliding up and
down her. She would have been wondering already, she would have
been thinking ahead to what this twisted girl’s definition of the
word broken was going to be. She would be grappling with the
knowledge that Jayne was already ‘disturbed’ and so did that mean
that her definition of broken was several steps beyond what a more
normal person’s would be?

This was
the time, the exact time when Camille would be beginning to worry.
This wasn’t the time when she thought that she might be in a spot
of bother but rather she was as deep in the proverbial shit as she
could be. She didn’t know what she was dealing with and that was
the problem. She didn’t know what this girl was capable of and for
that reason she didn’t know what she would be expected to deal with
as she was taken down this spiral vortex into the land of ‘broken’.
She looked at the girl again but this time no words came out of her
mouth. Maybe Camille was beginning to become resigned to what was
going to happen. And yet inside she was beginning at the same time
to realise what terrified truly meant. “It’s time Camille. I’m
going to slip this over your head, and the rest as they say will be
history.” And it was truly chilling how this girl could use the
psychological element on this mature woman the way she was. How she
was announcing that ‘it was time’. It was like the death knell to
Camille.

And this
woman really did not want to feel that thing, that hood being
pulled over her head. She had only ever been able to imagine what
it was like to have one’s head and face shrunk wrapped in latex
rubber., having every bump, and crevice and feature wrapped in that
skin tight rubber. And then the feeling of that hood being
inflated, the inner skin being pressed in and the outer skin
forming that isolation that was so frightening. And knowing that
this was only the start of what this hood meant, Camille was
already getting the chills again as Jayne took up the shiny black
hood and made her way towards her. “Please Jayne, please I implore
you, please.” And now there was this sincerity in Camille’s voice.
A sincerity that was not there before. It was like the end game had
come to meet her and she had exhausted all efforts to avoid it. Now
there was just the acceptance. Acceptance and the last ditch
begging.

 



Chapter
12

 


THE BREAKING continued

 


If
Camille was accepting her fate, she wasn’t doing that with any more
dignity than she was standing on that raised platform. It was like
all of the dignity had got a collective meeting and decided to
desert this impressive woman in one go. It would have been nice to
see that dignity desert Camille over time maybe but that didn’t
happen. There was this solemn look on Camille’s face as Jayne
peeled the tight hood over her head and face. The trick had been to
collect the thick main of auburn hair and then feed that through
the pony tail hole of the hood - and Jayne had been able to do that
with an ease that was as chilling as this whole scene. Camille did
make some sort of noise as the shiny black rubber was peeled down
to form her second skin. At this point the fact that this hood was
double skinned could not be seen, or gathered. It was just a work
in progress and Jayne was making sure that it was fitted to
perfection.

That was
it about Jayne, despite her age, and despite what she had been
through during those two years with her step dad, she had come
through as something of a perfectionist. Maybe BECAUSE of what she
had been through she became this perfectionist. And in the here and
now it was important for her, for things to go smoothly. It was as
important for her to fit this hood to Camille in as perfect
faultless way as she could as it had been for her to secure the
woman to that standing frame thing that she was now a part of. It
had to all go right. It had to all fall into place and Jayne didn’t
build in any additional time for mistakes or re-shoots and so she
had to get it right. She had to get it right first time. And
because of that there was this almost manic, maniacal slowness to
what she did and how she did it. It had taken her two hours to
mount Camille on that rig. Just making sure that everything was
right and there were no imperfections. And now with this hood it
was the same. The way she got right up into Camille’s personal
space and then peeled that hood over her head then rolled it down
her face and neck. All the time checking and smoothing - checking
and smoothing.

One
could try to imagine what it was like for Camille. But the sight of
her on that standing rig was enough to tell that she would be in
some kind of torment right at this point. She was already in pain.
She was already in fear of what the future held for her and yet now
she was being ‘inflicted’ with this hood. And that was the thing,
she was being inflicted with it. And because Jayne had this way of
working, this slow way that was tortuous in itself, the torment for
Camille was worse. Jayne just pulling that hood down slowly ever so
slowly and as she did, brushing up against the woman’s naked
breasts. Jayne smiling to herself as Camille’s nipples betrayed her
and perked. All the time Jayne making sure that the rubber hood was
perfect. It was important for her that it was perfect. And that was
it, it was like some kind of obsessive compulsive thing that she
had going on, that it was perfect. That everything was perfect. And
the need for that perfection created its own torture for
Camille.

The
purple light of that room was extinguished for Camille. That was
the only sense that was obliterated from the outset. In the hood
where there would be eye holes, there wasn’t. All there was where
the eye holes would be was pressure pads. Black latex pressure pads
that not only didn’t allow sight but at the same time pressed into
the eye sockets of Camille. It was like these pressure pads were a
reminder that she had eyes but her use of them had been taken away
from her. So she could have been anywhere at this point. It was
irrelevant to her that she was in the purple room. Except it wasn’t
irrelevant because she had that knowledge in her head all the time.
She was in the purple room and the purple room was sound proofed.
For some reason that it was sound proofed gave her added chills. It
didn’t before but now that she was a victim in here and not her
husband Sir Bobby - it was a classic case of the shoe being on the
other foot.

There
was this ‘tightness’ to the latex as it was rolled down over her
face and then her neck. It was like a constriction going on. A
constriction that was added to by the smell, by the aroma of that
latex. It was as though that hood was all consuming in more than
one way. That aroma of latex, a heady experience. Something that
infested her. It infested her sense of smell and that in turn
impeded her sense of smell. And that impeding of her sense of smell
would lead to the denial of it as well. And Jayne would have been
able to feel this grown mature woman begin to tremble the more and
more she rolled that latex hood down over her head and face. The
pulling of the hair through the pony tail hole, and her pulling it
tight then twisting it to another form of perfection - all of that
taking time. All of that adding to the preparation time. And that
was it, in Camille’s head, in her mind she would have known that
this was just preparation. That this wasn’t the big picture. That
this was just fastidious and slow but complete preparation. That
was it, this was just the prep before the main event. Before the
show really began.


Camille’s noises were muffled now. Jayne was simply smoothing
and the re-smoothing the hood. And she was making sure that the eye
pads were correctly aligned and placed, and the mouth hole. Yes
there was a mouth hole because any form of torture could be applied
through that hole. In Camille’s case it would be the inflatable
gag. But there could be feeding tubes, breathing tubes,
force-feeding tubes. But whatever, it all had to be perfect. It all
had to align, and it all had to be smooth before the inflation of
the hood. Jayne wanted to be able to stand back and watch that
inflation without having to adjust and readjust. It was like she
didn’t want anything spoiling her view of that hood as it was
inflated. There were nostril holes in the hood - but these could be
plugged off to prevent smelling or breathing. Likewise with the
ears. There were no ear holes as such, just a series of pin holes
that formed flat ears. But these could be covered as well, and
would be. And then all there would be was the inbuilt speakers so
that Jayne could communicate with Camille, if she needed
to.


Camille’s senses would be taken off her all at the same time
once Jayne was ready. Once she was satisfied with what she had done
so far. Just for a few minutes the young girl stood back from the
mounted, displayed and now hooded older woman and she looked at
her. There was something about the way that she looked. There was
something about the expression on her face and it was difficult if
not impossible to pin down. It was chilling but there was no reason
why it was particularly more chilling at that precise time. It just
was. She moved back to Camille and stood on her tippy toes so that
she could whisper through those pin holes at the woman’s ears.
“Ready for breaking, bitch?” And that was all she said before
stepping back down. The compressed air hose was already connected
to the base of the hood. All Jayne had to do was depress a button
on the rig and the hood would inflate.

And when
she did that there was this ‘hissing’ just a short sharp hissing
sound. A series of them actually. The inflation of the hood had to
be triggered and that was what Jayne did when she pressed that
button. But the inflation itself was microprocessor controlled. At
the point of trigger and within micro seconds, measurements,
pressures and other data was read and this hood then inflated
depending on what these readings and measurements were. It was the
perfect inflate. The constriction of the head and the face on that
second inner skin and then that outer skin just adding something
like five millimetres to the thickness of the hood. But that level
of compressed air adding a total isolation. A hiss, then a slightly
shorter one and then a shorter one again. It was all over in the
matter of two or three seconds. The hood inflated and
self-adjusted. At the point of trigger Camille had stood more than
she already was. There was a muffled sound from somewhere in that
latex and that had to be Camille. It had to be a sound of distress.
But it wasn’t one that would alert anyone. It even sounded, or
‘felt’ half-hearted and Jayne just smiled. She had to admit to
herself that she liked the look of this bitch rigged up like this.
She liked the sense of desolation that she herself could feel for
Camille let alone what the woman herself must have been
feeling.

Jayne
looked at Camille for some time before she did anything else. But
then she got up onto the platform to be near to her. There was
another noise from inside that hood, but again it seemed distant.
This would have been Camille in a heightened state of panic, or
alert, knowing that a process had begun but not knowing what was
coming next. And because she was effectively blinded this was all
emphasised and magnified for her. For Camille everything that
happened now, every level that she was taken to, or taken from
would happen in her head, in her mind. And what she felt happening
to her body in the meantime would be a feed to what was happening
in her mind. It would be an additional feed to what was happening
in her mind. “I’m going to fuck you up Camille. I’m going to fuck
you up properly. You hear me?” And she moved away to see if there
was any physical sign that Camille was hearing her. All there was,
was a more acute sound from deep in that hood.

“I’m going to cover these ear holes. You’ll hear a little
click so that the little speakers in your ears come on. But you
will only hear what I want you to hear.” And with that she was
moving away from Camille but she couldn’t resist a little touch, a
little light scraping of the two nipples that were most prominent
in front of the tethered woman. And that noise again from inside
the hood. And then Jayne pulling the Velcro flap over the pin holes
at the ears. At each of those pinholes there was a little rubber
pin to block any noise full stop. So where those little holes had
acted as ears now they didn’t. Jayne took time out to smooth the
ears and in doing so make sure that the little rubber pins were
fully embedded. Camille was now deaf and blind. Losing any of the
senses in turn was like losing a limb, only worse. And there was a
definite change in Camille’s demeanour. The bondage held her more
or less rigid and that she was impaled by both anal and vaginal
insert re-enforced that rigidness. And yet there were little
nuances that told of her distress.

Jayne
chose not to speak to the woman as she gagged her. She was
interested in how much instinct came into play for this older
woman. She offered the un-inflated dildo through the mouth hole and
- just slipped it in a little bit and then pulled it out. She
wanted to see if Camille’s tongue followed it out, and it did. She
liked that. Jayne smiled to herself - she was going to enjoy
playing with this bitch. She was especially going to enjoy playing
with her in light of what she had planned for Jayne before it all
went pear shaped. She slipped the gag back in - about the size of
an average cock - no bigger. Not at the moment anyway. But she
wanted the woman to lubricate it and so she turned it in her mouth.
She slipped it right in and then she turned it. And sure enough
there was the sound of Camille’s mouth working a little bit. She
could hear the saliva being produced and then coated over the
dildo. She pulled it out and slipped it back in making sure that it
was all wet. And then she pushed it in for the final time. That was
the position that it would be finally secured in. As she found the
little thread to screw the end of the dildo to, that would attach
it to the hood, Jayne also attached another of the compressed air
hoses.

Then she
flicked the little ear speakers to life so that Camille would be
able to hear her. “Give it a good suck Camille, imagine it’s a
cock, because I can tell from your nipples that you are imagining
that the gag is not a gag at all but a cock. I’ll make it just that
little bit bigger for you, then you can give it a proper sucking.
Then you can really go to town with your mouth.” And she clicked
the speakers off again. It wasn’t even as though Camille could
respond. There was no way she could communicate with Jayne now. But
the thing was, she would have known that. She would have known now
that she was fucked. That she was helpless. And she would have
known also that she wasn’t going to get less helpless she was going
to get more. And there was another hiss as the dildo gag was sent
on its inflation process. Measuring the size of the inside of
Camille’s mouth and the depth of her throat. Making calculations as
to how far down her throat it could go, and how wide Camille’s jaws
could be reamed open. Jayne had set it to ‘maximum’ and so the
device would gag Jayne to the maximum safe level. In effect her
mouth and the upper end of her throat would be blocked. Effective
that would cut off her breathing. But it wouldn’t do that
completely and totally. Rather - the gag was clever, or the
microprocessor that controlled it was clever. It would allow micro
seconds of minute deflation in each cycle that would allow Camille
to breathe through a tube that went through the centre of the
gag.

And
Jayne smiled at that as well because that little ‘pulse’ of
deflation that occurred every few seconds before it fully inflated
again, was making a constant hissing noise. It was kind of adding a
creepiness to this purple room scene that couldn’t really be
described. It was ‘hissing’ for fucks sakes and yet it seemed more
than that. It was when one stood back and realised that that little
microprocessor was effectively keeping Camille alive. A fetish life
support system! Now that was more disturbing than anything. That
this girl had this woman’s life in her hands. That she had her
actual life in her hands. At the moment of realisation of this,
there was this eeriness that didn’t go away, it just stayed there.
And then the focus would switch somewhat - to the spectacle of this
mature impressive woman on this rig, impaled, blinded, with no
hearing, and no means of communication, her mouth gagged to the
maximum of the processors ability, and with no means of
communication. One had to wonder about her. One had to wonder what
was going on in her mind right at this point. One had to wonder the
state of her mind and what if anything, could be done to fix it
again.

In
honesty, it didn’t look like Jayne had any mind to fixing Camille
once she had fucked her up. This was just the start - this wasn’t
the end of the process where she would simply let the woman go and
tell her it was all a joke. There was no sign of anything like that
happening any time soon. She clicked the speakers to life again now
that Camille had sufficient time to adapt to the gag - she wanted
to make sure she could hear her properly without all that ‘gagging’
going on. If truth were know, Jayne was impressed with how wide
Camille’s mouth had been reamed open and then how deep down her
throat she had taken the inflated dildo. She was sure that it would
be nudging the back of her throat and she was sure that Camille
would confirm that, if she could.

“Now it’s all about time Camille. It’s all about the amount of
time you stay here, like this. And it’s all about what I do with
you whilst you are here. The dildos in your ass and pussy have
micro-vibe mode and I will set those off soon. I just like to give
you a little warning first that’s all.” But in doing that she was
playing with the older woman. Whoever said that knowing, and the
anticipation was far worse, didn’t know what they were on about.
This was the tops - warn the bitch what was going to happen next
and then let her wait. She clicked the speakers off.

And then
she was running her finger tips over the very tips of Camille’s
nipples. There had been the brutality of the bondage and the
impaling - and there had been the brutality of the sensory
deprivation, and the gagging. But now there was this contrast - now
there was this total contest of Jayne just about running her finger
tips, or her nails over the tips - the very tips of Camille’s
nipples and one had to be sure that she would have been making some
kind of noise in that hood if she could. But that was just it, she
couldn’t. There was no outlet for noise of any kind so all of her
distress had to be contained within that hood. Or more to the point
it had to be contained within her mind. And that was the worst
torture of all. Jayne could sense that trembling, like a desperate
trembling and she looked down that the enormity of the entire pair
of breasts were like they had a life of their own. And there was
the thickness and the stiffness, the erection of the nipples. Both
of them solid hard and quivering as Jayne just played her fingers
over the tips of them. First one and then the other and then back
again.

She was
displaying that she was not in a rush. She was displaying that she
was in control and she was displaying that she could do anything
with this woman that she wanted. She was showing total disregard
for Camille’s dignity and her distress. And she was showing that
she had nothing to worry about. Nothing to fear. She was in this
apartment all alone with Camille and it was the small hours of the
night. At some point she would direct the woman to cancel her
diary. Not yet though. She wasn’t broken yet. She wasn’t fucked up
yet. She would be, just not yet. She put her ear to the gagged,
rubbered mouth of Camille and it was like she was trying to listen.
And one could swear that Jayne had this smile like she could ‘hear’
Camille’s despair. And one could swear that she had a secondary
smile as well, one that told she had only just started. The night,
the week, was young.
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LESSON ONE - THE COIN

 


If truth
were known, by the time Jayne turned the anal and vaginal vibrators
on, the woman was pretty much done. In her mind she was shot. She
was a victim not of a young girl but of her own purple room. She
had designed and implemented this room herself, and so she knew
what it was capable of. She knew what that room, and everything in
it could do. It had been instinct, like nature, for her to fight
the breaking process but she had known all the time if this girl
got it all right, then she would be broken. She had felt all of the
dignity sapping from her - and it had sapped from her. It had been
sucked from her by the process so far and by the time Jayne
switched on the vibros feeding her cunt and her ass, there was very
little else that could be taken from her. There was very little
else for this girl to take. But she knew that even that was not
true. She knew that once she was off that stand, once the hood was
off her and she had to face the world, as she was now - then it was
like a whole new level of degradation being applied to her and that
she would have to withstand that.

Jayne
had played with Camille’s breasts - correction, she had toyed with
her nipples and at the same time being very careful not to touch
the thick nipple stems or the larger orbs of the breasts. She had
concentrated her touch and her attention to just the nipples. And
by doing this she had brought Camille to a level that must surely
have been approaching madness. In Camille’s mind she would have
felt these little swipes and touches of the nipples and she would
have just wanted those touches to be more. She would have been
dealing with the humiliation of being sexually aroused by what this
girl was doing to her, and yet at the same time she would have been
wanting more and more. She would have been aware of the dignity she
once had but she would have been aware that the more this girl
worked on her like this, the less likely she would ever have any
dignity again, ever. And in the middle of all that realisation of
degradation she would have been wanting her nipples to be feeling
more of a touch. A suck maybe. Or a pinch. A pinch and then a twist
maybe - anything. She knew that she would crave that. And it was
the craving that was adding to her downfall at this
time.

But
instead Jayne had turned on the vibes and the instant she did that
there was this depth to the penetration of those vibes. The vaginal
vibes found her clitoris straight away and there was an instant
when her legs almost buckled under her. Those vibes found her
clitoris but they found other sexual nerve endings as well and once
they started it was just a constant. But she couldn’t go down
because she was impaled. And the anal vibes, they found her colon,
and from her colon they radiated out to the rest of her femininity.
And there was this ‘destruction’ that was being applied. It was
being applied inside her mind but inside her body as well. It was a
mashup and Jayne stood back to watch. Camille was held rigid in
that bondage but it was like she was a piece of human jelly in it
as well. She tried to adjust her stilettoed feet on the platform
but she couldn’t do that because they were anchored down. And she
tried to adjust in other ways. But it didn’t matter what she did -
whatever she did, it just made her torment worse, and she couldn’t
escape that torment.

The
thing was that she knew that it would make it worse. She knew that
there was nothing that she could do to avoid the destruction that
she was feeling. Nothing she could do to stop the sexual
destruction that she knew was happening to her. And it was about
this time that she would have been losing all sense of time. Or
more to the point she would have been feeling that it didn’t matter
about time anymore. She would have been thinking that for sure it
didn’t matter about time. It was all about what was happening with
her and what was going on inside her mind. And then in the
background was the realisation that she was the architect of her
own demise. She had designed all this shit, this purple room and
everything in it and now she was its victim. This was the room she
had used to destroy her little husband - the late great Sir Robert
Bobby Simmons. And she had destroyed him. She would be having
flashbacks of how she had set processes in motion for him and then
sat back sipping wine in that purple room as Sir Bobby simply
melted away.

And now
this was happening to her. And she knew it. That was the thing, she
knew what was happening. And she knew that she was powerless to
stop it. She knew that all she could do was go with the flow. Most
of her had already gone with the flow now. All she could do was
stand quivering in her stockings and heels and latex hood, with
those things up inside her finishing off the job. And every so
often Jayne at her nipples. The girl liked this woman’s nipples.
They were mature thick, erect nipples and she liked them - she
liked them a lot. But she liked them because she knew that she
could torment this woman more and more with them. Never mind all
the rest of it, she could do wonders with those nipples - she could
ease the process along. Not quicken it but add to it. And she could
‘enjoy’ the spectacle of this woman falling to pieces in front of
her at the same time as being able to do nothing about
it.

Then
came the time to peel Camille off that stand. To peel the hood off
her, and peels that gag out of her mouth. And to peel her most
intimate holes off those phallic objects that had played their part
in destroying her from the inside of her femininity. And the time
for her to have to look this girl in the eye. Inside that hood it
was ok - it was a trauma yes, but it was ok. She was hidden. She
was blind and deaf and she was in her own world. But at the end of
the process when she was taken out of her own world and into the
real world - that would be, that was when the enormity of what had
happened would hit her. And it was hitting her. “Stay, I want to
look at you.” That was Jayne telling Camille to remain on the
raised platform. She was standing on her own two feet now but she
was unsteady. She couldn’t bring her eyes to meet Jayne and the
young girl liked that. Camille wanted to step down off her elevated
position but she wasn’t allowed - she felt the lower she could go
the better, to be out of sight, out of mind - but that would be a
luxury. And luxuries were not on offer here.

And for
some reason she was standing in a way that emphasised her
humiliation and her degradation. Her stockinged knees were touching
and her feet were slightly splayed, toes pointing into each other.
It wasn’t the stance or the pose that was becoming of an impressive
woman like Camille. But Jayne gave her some minutes. She wanted to
give her some minutes so that she herself could soak up the sight
of Camille. And then she told her, “Look at me Camille. Look at me
now. I know how you feel. I know exactly how you feel, but this is
just the start for you. Now for the real fun.” And there was a
solitary tear that ran down Camille’s face as she brought her eyes
up to meet Jayne’s. She was back in the real world now and she had
to deal with what was happening to her on every level.

 


A little later;

 


There
had been almost a glee in Jayne’s tone of voice just before Camille
brought her eyes up to meet Jayne’s. And in Camille’s eyes there
was something like desolation. If she could have done something,
anything at that point - if she had to option of doing anything at
that point it would have been to step down and then clean her
thighs. The vaginal dildo had produced copious juices from her and
they and run down her thighs and soaked into her stocking tops. She
would have dearly loved to have been able to clean herself off -
just so that she didn’t look so, well, just so that she didn’t look
so pathetic. But she knew that she couldn’t do anything except what
she was told. She knew that the time for her to make choices and
decisions was gone now.

And she
just had to stand there as this girl looked at her. And now it was
her turn to ‘feel’ those eyes running and roaming over her. These
would have been feelings and sensations and emotions that Camille
wouldn’t have come across before. This were sensations that would
have been alien to her and so she was having to get used to these.
“Turn around Camille - turn around three sixty so I can see you. I
want to see you, all of you.” And Jayne had learned - she had
learned from her own experiences that words could be as damaging
psychologically as anything that was done physically. She knew that
by making Camille turn on the spot for the very reason so that she
could look at her, after what she had been through on that stand,
it would be another layer of hurt for her. It would be another
layer of ‘broken’ to her. And she smiled as Camille turned slowly
on the spot. This would have decimated Camille - she had never got
her husband to do anything like this. Her domination of him was
simply total and simply brutal - she didn’t pose him like this. She
didn’t display him. It was just about taking pleasure away from
him. Domination and the denial of pleasure. This was different and
Camille would have felt this. She would have felt Jayne’s eyes
roaming over at will.

“If the coin drops, its punishment Camille - and when I say
punishment, I mean punishment. I WILL hurt you.” Jayne was talking
in a matter of fact way as though she inflicted hurt on older women
on a daily basis. She sure was talking as though she was
comfortable with what she was doing. After looking, intensely
looking at Camille on that platform for what seemed like an age,
she had told the woman to step off it. She had noticed the weakness
in this woman’s long, otherwise strong legs but she knew that the
time on that rig and absorbing what the dildos and what the time in
that inflatable hood had done to her. She knew that Camille would
be struggling not only physically but mentally as well. But now she
was being put to the test more. Now she was being tested in a way
that she would never have imagined.

Camille
was still in her stained stockings, she was still in her heels -
and she still had not been permitted to clean up. In fact Jayne had
told her, “No cleaning up Camille. I like the way you look. I like
the way your juices make you look, how can I say this, ‘cheap’.”
And once again those words designed to hurt Camille, designed to
penetrate her psyche. Now Camille had her hands on her hips and she
was standing bent forward at the hips. Her feet were parted on the
floor because she had been told to part them. And she was standing
pressing her nose against one of the purple walls. Between the tip
of her nose and the purple wall was a coin - and she had to hold
this coin there with her nose. She had to hold it there and not let
it drop. And it was clear that if there was any significant
movement in her - or in her head then the coin would fall. And that
was what she had to work to avoid. She had to avoid at all cost,
the dropping of that coin. It was a simple task to implement and
yet to achieve it took effort of huge levels from
Camille.

She had
to retain that stance, and she had to make sure that she didn’t let
the coin drop. It should have been easy. It should have been
something that a mature woman could have managed at least for a
time with ease. And it should have been something that wouldn’t
cause too much distress. But this was the purple room - and the
purple room wasn’t a place that was devoid of distress. Indeed
there were times when distress dripped from those purple walls. And
it was doing that now. Camille was making a noise - some kind of
noise. One had to suspect given the circumstances, that she was
making the noise because it was all she could do. The alternative
was for her to stand up, away from the wall and let the coin drop -
but she wouldn't do that. She wouldn’t do that because she had
already been told what would happen if she did.

Jayne
was behind Camille and she was squatting on her own heels. And she
was stroking Camille. She was stroking her cunt. She had already
encouraged the older woman’s cunt to produce more of its sexual
fluids and now she was furthering that by stroking her deeper. She
was just using the tip of her nails to run across the labia, and
then she was ploughing those sex lips with the same nails. Just
ploughing them open - just easing those lips apart. And she was
using her nail to scoop up the juices and once she had done that
she was wiping the excess fluids across Camille’s ass. It was
something she was doing to add to the degradation this woman must
surely have been feeling. But that was just it, Jayne was adding to
the degradation simply because she could.

But she
was also playing, toying with Camille’s sexuality. It wasn’t enough
for her to be destroying her the way she was - she had to do it on
a sexual level as well. And here, it seemed bizarre to the point of
being disturbing that this young girl was doing what she was doing
to this older woman. She was right in close and she was stroking
Camille’s cunt. She was stroking not just in a way to tell the
woman that she could, but stroking her to arouse her. There was no
bondage now - there was nothing to physically stop Camille standing
up and moving away from Jayne. Correction, there was no physical
bondage. But there had been a bondage applied and that bondage was
in the mind. The breaking process had pretty much sapped any will
from Camille and so it had been easy for this girl to apply the
mental bondage required to ensure that this woman stayed in this
exact position as her sexuality was played with by
Jayne.

“You're dripping wet Camille. You are a slut. Tell me what you
are.” And Jayne was just about circling the woman’s clit. Not
pressing it, just circling it with her finger tip - with the tip of
her nail actually. And there was this movement in Camille’s
sexuality - as though it had a mind of its own. Like a undulation
of the flesh that told of the woman’s desire. And that was there -
it was there and Jayne was making this desire stronger. The cunt
was oozing its own juices and those juices were running down
Jayne’s nail and then her wrist. There was this obscenity that was
dripping in this room. It was dripping the same time as Camille’s
cunt was dripping. “I’m a slut. I’m a slut.” And there was a hint
in there as to the state of Camille’s mind. That she repeated
herself. That she told Jayne that she was a slut and then repeated
it. It was as though the admission of that was a feed to desire in
itself. As though just the admission that she was a slut was a feed
to that desire to such an extent that she had to repeat it and to
repeat it was a ‘need’ in itself. “That’s right, you ARE a slut.
But do you know what slut, you are MY slut now. Tell me whose slut
you are. Tell me now?”

All the
time Jayne was stroking the cunt lips and then around the clitoris
of Camille. And there was this bodily tremble, like a quiver in
Camille that made her stance less than sturdy. It certainly added
to the threat that she would drop the coin being held against the
purple wall by the tip of her nose. Jayne peered round the hips of
Camille and she looked up, she was still stroking, still fucking
with this woman’s head but she was looking at the erection of the
nipples - and the independent quiver of those nipples and she
smiled. She knew that Camille was fucked. And she was thinking,
thinking and smiling as she decided, or as she pondered exactly how
fucked this woman was going to be.

“I’m your slut. Your slut.” And again there was that element
of repeating herself. That element of extra desire that was just
there and Jayne smiled again. “Yes, MY slut. I wonder do you know
what that means? To be my slut? No of course you don’t but you
will. And you know that whatever ‘I’ want you to do, whatever ‘I’
want to do to you, you will simply go along with it, right slut?”
And now Jayne was upping the strokes to Camille’s cunt. She was
pressing as little harder and she was ploughing a little harder and
deeper. And when her fingers wandered, or slipped into the vicinity
of Camille’s clitoris, she was making it more intense. She was
making the touches more intense and she was making Camille feel the
intensity. She was using this woman’s sexual desire to control what
came out of her mouth.

Camille
would have been fighting with herself about now. There might have
been the slightest or tiniest little bit of survival instinct left
in her but she would have been knowing that her time was up. And
that she didn’t have much left to fight for. Her dignity was gone
that was for sure. She would have known that she could have not
agreed to what Jayne was asking her - but then the sexual desire
was so high by this time. The breaking process had been so
unmerciful to her mind and body that that little voice of reason in
the back of her mind was getting weaker and weaker with each spasm
of pleasure that Jayne was giving her with her fingers. “Anything,
yes, yes anything at all.” And Jayne smiled again. She liked what
she was hearing. She liked to hear this former proud, kick-ass
woman give herself like this. And that was a fact - Camille was
giving herself to her. She had given herself to her. “That’s right
slut, ‘anything’. Anything is right. I have a lot planned for you.
A lot I want to do with you, and to you. And you are going to give
yourself to me every single time, without fail.”

 



Chapter
14

 


LESSON ONE - THE COIN continued

 


“Let the coin drop slut, and we close and lock the door to
this purple room - we create the vacuum. And I know you know what
that means.” Jayne had been taking time out. She had been taking
time out to look at Camille.

One had
to wonder again what had happened to this girl. At what point the
trigger had been pulled in her own mind. And there was no doubt
that a trigger had been pulled. Something had clicked or tumbled in
her mind and she had taken control back. But she hadn’t just taken
control back - she had then taken control of Camille. Something
inside her, her survival instinct maybe, had kick started her and
not only had it kick started her, it had set her on a path of
revenge before even revenge was needed. Maybe it was the thought
that she could be heading into a similar situation or position that
she had been in the two years with ‘him’. Maybe she just needed to
avoid that. Avoid that ‘thing’ where she was abused, and tormented
again. This was completely different - Camille was a woman. But
maybe she had felt the abuse would be worse from another female. In
fact, if she really thought about it, she was sure that another
female, especially an older more mature one would know the exact
buttons to press and the switches to flick, more so that a
man.

She’d
never know how she knew that. She would just know. She knew that if
she fell to this woman then it would be a harder fall than the one
she had suffered to her step dad. There was something that told her
that this woman, this sadist Camille knew stuff that the pervert
step dad would never know and because of that, that she could make
her life more of a hell than her step dad ever could. Camille was a
sophisticated woman, a woman for whom money was no object - a woman
who had money and time on her hands to create the world that would
consume and swallow a girl like Jayne - and it was like it just
occurred to Jayne that this was the case. Just before she was taken
into Camille’s world, something kicked in. Something just kicked in
but not in a way for her to get out of that place but rather in a
way to take the woman herself out. To go that one step further. Not
just for her to wriggle free of Camille’s grasp, but to reverse it
and bring the woman herself down. Jayne hadn’t been ready to walk
out on this life that showed so much promise. She hadn’t been
prepared to submit to this woman to the degrees that she felt she
would be taken. But at the same time she hadn’t been prepared to
walk out on this new life that she had been shown a taste
of.

And that
was it, it was just a taste that she had been shown. But she wanted
more of it. She wasn’t prepared to walk out on that. She wasn’t
prepared not to take it as far as she could but with Camille under
control and not her. She was looking at this woman holding that
coin to the purple wall with the tip of her nose. And she knew that
Camille was struggling now. She knew that she had been in that
exact position for so long. When she had given her the orgasm,
Camille had very nearly dropped that coin. It had survived by the
skin of its teeth. But it had been the striking image, the vision
of Camille that had struck Jayne. She had never been attracted to
girls or other woman - she was just on the cusp of womanhood
herself but she had never really thought about another girl or
woman as a sexual partner. She was never shocked by it, or
disgusted by it - she had always been a girl who believed in to
each his, or her own. But now she was looking at Camille and she
was taking in all of her and what she was seeing was turning her
on.

At some
point Jayne would come to the conclusion that it was the submissive
picture that excited her. It was the picture of a former confident,
Amazonian woman who was now under complete control, and who had
been broken mentally that she found exciting. that she didn’t just
find exciting but that she found sexually explosive. This was Jayne
finding her own sadism. She wasn’t just a girl on the cusp of
womanhood - she was a young woman who was discovering the delights
of having an older, staggering looking woman, at her mercy. And
that was what she would have been realising first and foremost -
that she had this woman under her control. And she would have been
realising that there were all of these possibilities - all of these
things that she could do with a slut like Camille. She wouldn’t
know, not yet what all of these possibilities were. She would just
know that there was this big wide world out there - like a whole
new playground for her to explore. That there were ‘things’ that
she could do with Camille. That there were just things that she
would do - that she would find out as she went along. She was on a
voyage of discovery and where she didn’t yet know the direction she
was heading in, she would ultimately head in the right direction.
The right direction for her and the urges that she was
experiencing.

“Yes, yes I know what the vacuum means. I know.” And Camille
was talking to the purple wall. And because she was so close to
that wall, holding that coin with her nose she could smell it as
well. It was like the smell of purple, except the reality was that
it was the smell of latex - it was the smell of rubber. She knew
what the vacuum meant - she had created that vacuum and she had
created that hell for Sir Bobby when he had been alive. There was
no reason why this girl should know what the vacuum meant, but she
did and because she did, was almost too much for Camille to
comprehend. She would have been asking herself all of the
questions, she would have been asking herself how could this young
girl know all of this and how had she been able to get one over on
her? These were questions and ponderings that would stay with
Camille as she was broken down more and more. Most of her mind
would be dysfunctional - but there would be bits left - bits of her
mind that would come into and out of focus. And it would be in
those bits that she would realise what was happening. That she
would realise fully what was happening but also knowing that she
could do nothing about it.

Jayne
had found the steel core cane. Actually it was a hybrid, between a
cane and a whip. It was either one or the other and it was both at
the same time. And she had made a point of showing Camille. She had
made a point of sliding this hybrid cane across Camille’s tummy,
and under her huge hanging breasts, as she held that coin against
the purple rubber wall with her nose. So the older woman knew what
she was in store for. She knew that Jayne intended to use it. Or
she intended to use it to break her down psychologically a little
bit more. This made Camille’s task much harder. And that was the
thing - Jayne was making it steadily more and more hard for the
woman to cope with what was being expected of her. She was making
it more difficult physically for obvious reasons but she was also
making it harder for Camille to wrap her head round what was
happening. Camille had been through the unfortunate circumstance of
losing control and losing dignity in a drastically short space of
time and because of this it was as though a paralysing shock had
been applied to her and her psyche. And because of that shock she
was now on this roller coaster over which she had no control. There
was no out button. There was no brake she could apply and get off
the ride. She was on it for the duration.

“50 strokes Camille. That is was I am going to give you over a
period of time. 50 strokes to your ass, your thighs and to your
sweet spot. You know, the sweet spot, where you are not sure if
it’s pain or pleasure that you are being inflicted with?” And Jayne
let her words tail off. She didn’t need to say too much. In fact
she didn’t need to say a lot at all. Information overload was no
good for Camille. She was in a state of shock and Jayne had to keep
her there. But for that reason she had to limit what she told the
woman. Just keeping it to relatively short sentences and no more.
Just enough for Camille to take in. Just enough to further her
destruction but not enough to go into overload. And there was a
reaction from Camille. There was a sucking in of air as she pressed
that coin to the wall with her nose. There was a desperation in
that sucking in of air. There was the sound that she was finding it
physically and mentally challenging the longer this process when
on.

“I mean, you do think 50 strokes is fair, right?” And Jayne
was smiling to herself. She knew that such a question would raise
all sorts of nightmares in Camille’s mind. The 50 strokes, and over
time. Over how long? She didn’t know. Would she choose to get them
all over as soon as she could? Or would it be better if she went
over a period of time with it so that there was less danger of her
dropping the coin? There was no answer - just more and more
questions which added to her melting mind. “Yes, yes 50, 50 is
fair, yes 50 is fair.” And it sounded as though Camille was
desperate not to disappoint this girl. Like she was saying what she
thought the girl wanted to hear. Jayne smiled to herself. She liked
this game. The game that she was discovering as she went along. If
she asked herself how she came up with this little process she
wouldn’t know. It was just coming to her as she went along. Maybe
it was parts of her past that she had blocked out and were now
coming out like this. What she did know though was that she wanted
more and more of it.

“But then is ‘fair’ enough? Would you like to go that little
bit further for me - like 75 strokes, over say, three hours? I
think if you get over that, then I will be impressed slut. So what
you say, 75 strokes over three hours. That’s 25 per hour? That
sounds much better I think.” And there she was just letting a
little bit out at a time. Just giving Camille a little bit more
every time she spoke. Just enough information and yet enough to
further the torment. Offering the 50 but rising it to 75 and
knowing that Camille would be struggling in her mind with that.
“Yes, yes, 75 over three hours. Yes I think that is better. I think
it’s better yes.” And even at this point there was this manic thing
being applied to Camille. That repeating of her words, and her tone
of voice. Her tone was tortured as well as her mind and her body.
She had been in that stance for something like two hours now and if
the strokes with the hybrid started straight away, then she would
be like that for another three hours. “See Camille I knew you’d see
it my way. I knew you would. Just think you are doing it for Me.
That’s all you have to remember is that you are doing it for me.
All for Me!” And Jayne stood back and sighed out a breath. She was
excited by what she was doing and what she was discovering. In a
way this process was blind - but it was exciting - and it sexually
excited her. She was aware of the damp between her legs. Very aware
of it.

10
strokes in Camille was making this noise. She was trembling -
bodily she was trembling and it was the level of that trembling
that told of the effort she was having to put in to retain her
stance and to retain the pressure required on the coin with the tip
of her nose. But there was this noise that was coming from her
mouth as well. Like a constant wet noise that is hard if not
impossible to describe. What she could to was move her weight from
one of her stilettos to the other and she was doing more and more
of that. Jayne was laying the hybrid cane across the backs of
Camille’s thighs. 10 strokes that looked like they had been
measured and applied micro accurately. The strokes and the
resulting welts across both thighs. Those welts rising immediately
and in themselves telling of the pain that must have been applied
with them. “This is was happens Camille - this is what happens to
‘sluts’ who should know better.” One couldn’t be sure if Jayne was
speaking for effect. Or if she was speaking words that were meant
to punish Camille more inside her head. It should have been Jayne
now on the receiving end - this wasn’t exactly what Camille had
planned for Jayne - but whatever, it should have been her on top
and not this girl. She would have been using words as well though.
She would have been using words to coerce the girl - she would have
been using her voice, her accent and her experience to bring the
girl down more and more.

But in
the event, it was the girl using the words. It was the girl
speaking to her as she laid that hybrid cane on. What Jayne liked
was the noise the cane made as it whooshed through the air before
contact with Camille’s flesh - there was this ‘urgency’ to the
noise that was then cut short as the ‘crack’ came. And what was
impressive was that Jayne had measured each and every stroke on the
area of thighs above the stocking tops, leaving the juice stained
nylon of the stockings intact - perfectly intact - which was more
than could be said of the flesh of this woman. 30 strokes in and
Camille was sobbing. She was openly sobbing and now the strokes had
moved up over her ass. Jayne had left the sweet spot. She was
leaving that for the final 25 strokes of that hybrid cane. For now
she was caning this mature woman’s bottom in a measured and total
way. Not rushed, not in the least bit under any pressure. She was
taking her time - as though she wanted to do a ‘good’ job. As
though she didn’t want to fuck up her own prescribed punishment of
this woman.

When
Jayne did pause, when she did take time out, which she did often,
she came to the side of Camille and she stroked the woman’s breasts
- either one or the other depending what side she was on. She would
simply stroke the breasts that were hanging, udder like. And to
finish off her stroking she would just lightly, ever so lightly
grip the stem of the erect nipple and give them a little squeeze.
She liked to do this - to an extent Jayne was obsessed with
Camille’s breasts. It was the almost ponderous size of them. The
volume of the breasts and then the teat like quality of the
nipples. The thickness of the nipples and the semi-permanent
erection of them. The rubber like quality of those nipples was
something that fascinated Jayne. She was fascinated with Camille
full stop. The fact that she had this older mature woman at her
mercy was something that was taking time to settle in Jayne’s mind.
It was this fact that drove her on. Maybe it was this that was
drawing out the sadist in her.

And
there was no doubt that there was sadism in this girl. The way she
used that cane, the way she ‘forced’ Camille to retain that pose by
using the coin as a prop that she could not drop or there would be
dire consequences. She was liking the whole process - she was
already thinking ahead to how she could further this woman’s
torment in more sadistic ways. She was already recognising her own
arousal at the abuse of this woman and it was this arousal that was
driving her on. She was liking the noises that Camille was making.
They weren’t noises that anyone would expect a mature, stunning
woman to be making and because of that it was exciting
Jayne.

She
stood back and looked at her handy work between strokes with that
hybrid cane. She liked the constant motion of Camille - like a
little dance from one stiletto heel to the other and there was this
‘natural’ elegance in that little dance. It was something that
Jayne could not work out in her mind. Camille looked elegant in
that dance but at the same time as she had lost all of her dignity
already. Jayne liked the ying and the yang of that. She liked the
effort that this woman was putting in and she liked the little
noises. She like the fluid movement and yet Camille’s nose had to
remain pressed to that one spot - that one point on the rubber wall
and the coin. Like her head was perfectly still because it had to
be and the rest of her was in this fluid, constant movement as she
struggled with the pain that the cane was creating at her rear
end.

“Not long now Camille, slut! Not long now and you will have
received the 75 strokes. The last 25 will be to your sweet spot.
And I know you know all about sweet spots. But have you ever
experienced the sweet spot? No I wouldn’t have thought so. But its
close now. Close to when you experience the sweet spot - your sweet
spot.” There was almost this ‘glee’ in Jayne’s voice that the end
of this particular torment was in sight, and maybe this joy that
she could then move on to the next predicament for this woman who
she had gained complete and total control over. Camille was still
making this noise that was unbecoming of a woman of her maturity
and status. But it was because of who she was that the noise was
‘sexy’. It was a sexy noise to Jayne and now between her legs she
was saturated. She was wet and she could feel it and she knew why
she was wet. This didn’t bode well for Camille. It didn’t look like
this was a short ride of power for Jayne - something that she would
experience and then move on from. The girl was being sucked into
that sadistic world again - but when she had been in it before she
had been the victim. She had been the one tormented - but now she
was the sadist and she even thought that very fact, ‘I am a sadist’
and even that thought excited her. Excited her between the legs.
Excited her a lot.

 



 Chapter 15

 


LESSON TWO - THE WEIGHTS

 


But by
the time it came for Jayne to cane the sweet spot of Camille it
could be said that there was a competition on as to who was
producing the most ‘wetness’. Camille’s senses had already been
fucked about with and yet by the time that first cane stroke went
into the crease between her very upper thighs and the roll over of
her ass, there was this ‘splash’ of wetness that brought another
smile from Jayne. “You’re very wet slut. How are you going to cope,
now that you’re not sure if its pain or pleasure you are receiving
hmm?” And as she was talking Jayne was lining up another stroke.
Again she was not in a hurry. She had 25 strokes to deliver into
that crease of flesh and she intended to make the most of each and
every one of them. With the second stroke into that sweet spot
there was more of a splash. The words would have already got into
Camille’s mind but she would have been paying no heed to those
words not really. Her head would have been full of trying to work
out why the hybrid cane didn’t feel quite so bad after all. She
would have been trying to work out why she didn’t know if it was
pain or pleasure that she was feeling. She would have been feeling
the heat - but that heat would have been spreading from the
previous strokes. And now she had the immediate heat of the strokes
to that crease to deal with. And another stroke. And another
stroke. And another stroke.

By the time the 25th stroke had been
administered there were splashes covering the purple rubber floor
and the purple rubber walls in the immediate vicinity. And by this
time Camille was aware of what she must have looked like. She was
aware of how she felt. How she felt as a woman to have this young
girl punishing her like this, and aware of her own wetness that was
being catapulted round that room with each and every one of those
strokes. And she would have been aware of the fact that she wanted
to cry out with the pain - to beg and plead for that pain to end.
Except it wasn’t pain and so she couldn’t do that. At a point it
was like she had been pressing that coin to the wall with her nose
and yet at the same time dipping her back and thrusting back her
ass so to offer that cane a more pronounced target - a better
target for the hybrid cane. And Jayne would have been smiling at
that. As though this mature woman was inviting penetration - not
just inviting penetration but inviting deep and brutal penetration.
It was what she looked like. Camille would have felt what she
looked like and yet she wouldn’t have been able to do anything
about it. And there would have been more desperation being applied
to her task.

Her task was to hold that coin to the wall with her nose and
she would have been beyond desperate to do that because she knew
that not only would she be punished, properly punished for dropping
the coin, but that the pain pleasure ‘thing’ she was feeling in her
ass and beyond would have come to an end and that was what she
didn’t want. Even when that 25th stroke had been applied she
wished there was more. She didn’t want it to end. She had lost
count of all the other strokes. The fifty other strokes that Jayne
had given to her thighs and her ass - she had lost count of those
quickly in the bedlam of the pain. But each and every one of those
strokes to her sweet spot she counted loud inside her mind. When
the final one had been inflicted she wanted another 25. It didn’t
make sense - her senses were screaming - her ass was screaming and
her pussy was screaming. And yet she wanted more. And there was
more of that fluid movement. The perfectly still head as she
pressed that coin to the wall, but the constant fluid movement of
her shifting her weight from one of her high heels to the other.
And that rolling of her pelvis that seemed suggestive. That seemed
more than suggestive.

Jayne
stood back and for a moment she lifted the hybrid cane and ran it
under her nose. There were splashes of Camille on this cane and
Jayne was smelling that. This was something that was a mature thing
to do. There was Jayne, a young girl who was having her first taste
of her own sadism, and yet she was doing this mature thing. As
though she were smelling the cork of a fine wine. And she was
taking a deep, deep smell of that cane. And she was running the
cane under her nose as though she didn’t want to miss a single
splash of Camille’s juices. And then she ran it back down again.
“Delicious Camille, delicious.” And she knew that the woman knew
what she was doing and what she was referring to. And this added to
the fluidity of Camille’s movement. Her behind, her bottom, and her
sexuality would have been radiating heat by this time. And she was
still oozing wetness. With the undulations of her sexuality she was
squeezing out more wetness, more little oozes of her juices and
Jayne was watching. She was watching and she was making mental
notes to herself.

“You’ve ‘gone’ haven’t you Camille? You’ve gone past the point
of return haven’t you? I know you know what that means. I know you
know when that happens, you cannot just go back to the way it was
before.” Jayne was using her words to further coerce Camille. She
wasn’t having to do much work at all. She was just stating it as it
was. Just stating facts. She was just helping Camille along in the
process. And there was a change in the older woman. There was this
sense that this proud, impressive, statuesque woman had been taken
beyond ‘a point’. One had to wonder was she fully aware of it all -
or what it all meant? What she looked like, what she MUST have
looked like. And that fact that yes she had been taken beyond that
point of return. And one had to wonder if Camille realised that
what Jayne was saying was right, what it all meant for her now. How
could she go on with life knowing that she had been taken beyond
that point by this young girl. Knowing that all of her work over
the years now meant very little - or nothing at all. There must
have been this devastating realisation in Camille that everything
was different now - that everything had changed. And that this girl
had changed it - that it had all been changed by this young girl
with relative ease.

“I don’t know what to say. I just don’t know what to say.” And
Camille could only just get the words out, slowly one at a time.
But she was telling the truth - she really was devoid of words
which would convey how she felt in totality. “I know you don’t. How
could you know what to say? This is new for you. This is total
power exchange - there has been a swap round and you have no idea
how to deal with that. Well that’s ok Camille, slut, because I am
here to help you with that and I am going to help you. I am going
to help you with a lot of things from now on. You need to remember
I am here for you. You are not alone. But you need also to remember
that it’s all changed for you now. Everything has changed for you
now.” And there was something profound about what Jayne was saying
to this woman. There was something ‘dark’ about what she was
saying. Part of that was due to the age difference. The age
difference in the aggressor Jayne and the victim Camille. That
young, older gap created the darkness in what was happening
here.

Camille
cried out - she didn’t just cry out once, she cried out a number of
times and then the gap in those cries grew less and less until it
was one cry that she was erupting from between her lips. Jayne had
been squatting on her own heels and she had been working on and
around Camille’s sexuality. The brutality of the hybrid caning that
this woman had received was more than obvious. The welts, and they
were ‘welts’ had risen into long thin lines across the width of her
ass and thighs. And where Jayne had alternated the sides from which
she had administered those strokes, there was this strange, uneven
evenness about the pattern. But those welts looked angry. That
cane, and the way it had been used had produced vicious welts that
in places had bruised. And in odd places it looked as though the
skin was about to break. In one or two of the welts, the skin had
actually spilt and there were little trickling of blood. This
hadn’t been a mild caning that Jayne had inflicted upon this woman.
It had been a comprehensive and accomplished punishment by a young
girl, on an older woman.

One
couldn’t move on from that caning to what else this girl was doing
to Camille without covering the caning properly. The welts across
her thighs, and her ass and then up into that crease of her sweet
spot. In that sweet spot all of the strokes seemed bunched
together. Like she had been caned one stroke on top of the next and
so on and so on. And she had been caned one stroke on top of the
next. It was to maximise and amplify the sweet spot and the effects
of that sweet spot. Of the 75 strokes that Jayne had given this
woman, this last 25 to the sweet spot had been the most effective,
or the most profound. They had been the ones that had hurt her the
most, that had given her the most pleasure, and that had humiliated
her the most. They had been the ones that had destroyed her from
the inside the most. They had been the strokes that had brought her
into her new real world. And she had been brought back into her own
real world - and the thing is that she had been brought into that
real world with a bump.

If there
had been any thought from this woman that the caning with that
hybrid cane, would be the end of it - think rather it was the
beginning, only the beginning. And there would have come a point
when realisation of this would have dawned on Camille as well. When
she would have just been allowed to take her nose away from the
coin on the purple rubber wall. And when she might have been
allowed to stand up straight. And when she might have been allowed
to rub some soothing cold cream on that red hot ass and those
thighs of hers. Those thoughts would be short lived. Almost an
instant in time and then gone. And now she was already onto the
next part of her unfolding nightmare. And it was a nightmare that
she seemed to be embroiled in.

Jayne
had been down low, working on Camille’s sexuality. That is she had
been down low attached little crocodile clips to her most sensitive
and private flesh. She had been attaching chained and weighted
clips to her labia. At least that was where it had started. She had
done that in layers, as though she wanted to prolong the ordeal.
Undoubtedly she wanted to prolong the ordeal for this woman who was
now completely at her mercy. She had attached the spring loaded
clips one at a time. and at this time there were no chains, and
there were no weights. It was like Jayne had to get in very close -
like it was very important that she got in very close. She wanted
to get in very close because she wanted to ‘hear’ everything. She
wanted to open those jaws of the crocodile clips and she wanted to
slip them over the chubby labial lips of Camille but then she
wanted to ‘hear’ them as she let the clips go. She wanted to ‘hear’
the little ‘clicks’ as those teeth pierced and then sunk into that
delicate flesh. And there was no hiding this fact that Jayne wanted
to maximise her pleasure - or the perceived pleasure.

But it
was those ‘clicks’ that told of the pain that must have ensued. And
it was because of those clicks and the resulting pin point sharp
points of pain that were making Camille make those noises that were
coming out of her mouth. “Don’t forget Camille - the coin, make
sure you hold the coin perfectly in place throughout. If you drop
the coin, then it changes from a game to punishment.” And it was
difficult to perceive what this girl was saying. She was already
inflicting pain and yet she was talking in terms of further
punishment. And the pain that she was already inflicting on this
poor woman was already beyond any form of punishment that could be
imagined from the real world. But there it was again, that
comparison with the ‘real world’. The longer this scene in the
purple room went on, the further from the normal world that it
seemed to be.

Jayne
repeated her actions with those steel sprung clips, one then two,
then three, then four, then five and six times. She attached six of
those strong springer clips to Camille’s outer labia - or to her
sex lips. She had first enjoyed feeling the tip of her finger pad
run through Camille’s wetness and she has made sure the older woman
knew what she was doing. “So, so wet Camille you slut - so wet!”.
And then when the woman was absorbing that knowledge she had set
about attaching those clips very carefully, very precisely and
making sure that she heard ever set of ‘click’ as those teeth
pierced and then settled into that chubby but delicate flesh. She
had repeated what she did six times and six times she had heard the
set of noises that Camille made as those teeth bit in. And
attaching those six clips to that flesh had signified a series of
noises, to the start of a series of noises that this woman would
make and that would eventually blend in to one noise.

One
could surely ask how or why this girl did this to this older woman
who normally demanded and commanded respect and admiration. But
Jayne had been through something like this herself. She had been
through something like this with ‘him’. He did things like this to
her and when Jayne had found all of this equipment in this purple
room, she had just known what it was for. She had known what it was
for and she had known what effects it would create - and she sure
as hell knew that there would be a ‘noise’ from Camille. She knew
that there was a noise from her all that time ago. She knew that
there was noises from herself that she didn’t understand when he
had attached things to her like this. So she knew what would happen
when she did the same to Camille. And yet there was this time when
she would have known that she was going to hurt this woman badly by
doing what she was going to do. And there would have been this time
she there was a conscious decision made by her to continue. Jayne
would admit that to herself. She wouldn’t have a problem admitting
that if she had to go through it all that time ago, then Camille
had to go through it now. It was a case of ‘do unto others before
they do unto you’. She had got that feeling, that knowledge that
way of thinking before the caning and she had got it again as she
proceeded to clip, chain and weight Camille. This older woman had
to suffer for her - she just had to.

And she
made this ‘thing’ of attaching the chains. She made this almost an
arty thing that she was doing. Just hooking the lengths of chain in
little holes in the clips and then combing down the length of chain
with her fingers - as though she were administering delicate plaits
to a child’s hair. She was attaching the lengths of chain and then
just combing down, making those chains as still as possible. And
she paused between attaching each chain - just so that she could
look at it. Just so that she could see if they were as still as
possible. They were still as still as they possibly could be under
the circumstances. Camille trembled on a bodily basis and so there
was a constant movement there. But there was also this constant
fluid movement for her from one high heel to the other and then
back again. But this movement created only a slight swinging in the
chains and even then it was an even movement. Almost it was a dance
that those chains did - like some kind of erotic sadistic
dance.

Jayne
didn’t work as though she was in a rush. Or in a way that told that
she was under pressure but that was because she was neither of
these things. She was in some kind of zone of her own and that
could be seen if a closer look was taken. She got down low again
when it was time for her to attach the weights to the hanging
chains. It was again as if she wanted the closest and the most
intimate experience as she attached the bullet shaped weights to
each of the chains. Three bullets to each chain and she did that
not in an easily predictable pattern. She didn’t want this woman to
guess where the points of stretching taught pain was coming from
next. She hung one set of weight from one chain and then she sat
back to absorb the noises that Camille made. And then she attached
the next, the furthest away from that first set, and on a different
labial lip. Then she absorbed that noise. And Jayne would have been
able to tell the noise of confusion and bemusement in Camille.
There would have been this expectation in the older woman as to
where the pain and the stretch was coming from next and then when
it came from somewhere else completely there was this ‘shock’ that
was embedded in the noise that she made. And that was what Jayne
was aiming for. It was what ‘he’ had done to her all that time ago
and what she could do now with knowledge of what Camille would be
experiencing. And once again she knew it was right that this woman
suffer for her. For some reason what she was doing here was right -
there was nothing about it that was wrong.

One had
to wonder where that line was crossed though. That line that was
crossed where she knew what she had been through and now with what
she was putting Camille through. There was that line somewhere that
should have existed where she wouldn’t do to this woman what she
had been through herself. But there was no such line. Something had
been pressed inside Jayne’s mind. Some trigger or button had been
depressed and she was on a roll. And it was not on a roll that saw
her do the right thing. Or do what she should have done. It was a
roll that was making her do the opposite. The opposite to
everything. Quite simply this woman had to suffer. She had to
suffer now and she would have to suffer into the future.
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LESSON TWO - THE WEIGHTS continued

 


Jayne
had attached all six sets of three bullet weights and she was
standing back and looking at Camille. She was looking at her as
though she were studying her. From time to time Jayne tilted her
head one way and then the other as though she was getting some kind
of abstract view of this woman she was in the process of
systematically demolishing. The chains weighted, distorted
Camille’s labial lips. They pulled them down. They distorted them
down and then they stretched them. And the teeth of the crocodile
clips would not allow the weight and the clips to drop off. The
teeth, which had pierced that delicate flesh, added to the torture
of that same flesh. And it was a torture. There would be no other
description. The torture and the pain were forcing Camille to part
her legs more to avoid the chances of the chains and the weights
colliding to create more bedlam in the form of agony for this
woman. And this whole situation caused her to have to put more
effort into holding that coin in place with her nose.

That may
have been the most surreal, the most unbelievable thing about this
whole drama. That this woman had been able to go through all that
she went through and still hold that coin in place the way she had.
It showed something in this woman. It showed a remarkable
resilience and a determination. But then what Jayne would discover
was that what it actually showed was a determination that only
existed in older women. She hadn’t been able to complete these
tasks like Camille had. She hadn’t been able to hold the coin and
withstand all of that pain when ‘he’ had done it to her. That was
because she had been a young, a very young girl. And here was
Camille - Camille was a woman who would breed more sadism in Jayne.
In a way this woman would be the architect of her own demise to
Jayne. And because Camille was an older woman with more resilience
and more stamina, Jayne would travel a more detailed and a more
‘cruel’ path of sadism.

The
crocodile clip that the girl attached to Camille’s clitoris was
bigger. And the spring was more loaded than the others were. There
had been this noise coming from Camille all of the time. But in the
time that Jayne had stood back and watched this woman absorb what
the labial clips had done, the noise had subsided a little. But by
attaching that clitoral clip, that noise was immediately
re-instated and surpassed. When Jayne let that clip go there had
been this scream - and it was a scream. It was more like a scream
that would come from a little girl, than from a mature woman. but
following that scream there had been the ‘clicks’ of the teeth
piercing the flesh of the clitoris. Piercing the flesh near to the
clitoral nerve endings. Random clicks as each of the teeth bit in
then pierced that flesh. And Jayne just staying in close, real
close like she didn’t want to miss a single close up second, or
nuance of what was happening. She stayed in close as she let that
spring of the clip go and she stayed in close as the teeth bit in.
And she stayed in close as that scream erupted from Camille’s lips.
And as that scream erupted Jayne looked up at this woman in
absolute pain. Yes she was in absolute pain but as well she was in
the biggest effort of her life. The effort to hold that coin to the
purple rubber wall with the tip of her nose.

Jayne
couldn’t be anything except impressed with this woman. And yes she
was that - except because she was so impressed with how this woman,
stripped of dignity and pride, handled the cards she was being
dealt, she just wanted more for her. More of the same. She could
sit back and look at this woman all day. She was fascinated with
her and she was kind of obsessed with her. She let the clitoral
clip settle and bite in and she watched as Camille absorbed that
pain. And then she moved in. She noted the little notes of despair
as Camille was aware of her moving in close again. Jayne slid her
finger over that clitoral clip carefully avoiding the hanging
labial chains and weights. And she was working out that she could
surely play a tune on those chains, and those clips. That she could
surely ‘play’ those chains and clips and make any variety of noises
come from Camille that would result in a ‘tune’ being played. As
she lightly ran her finger tip over that clitoral clip Camille
upped her noise again. This time a wetter noise. But at the same
time, it was telling Jayne that this woman was sensitive, that she
would be sensitive to even the most minute of touches and strokes
when she was in this heightened state of sexual and masochistic
alert.

Jayne
attached the clitoral chain - a heavier gauge chain again to the
labial ones. And she let the length of that chain run over her
fingers as she let it hang. There was this wet moaning and groaning
coming from Camille. This was a new noise and one that Jayne hadn’t
heard up to now. This noise fascinated her as well. The chain added
some weight to the clip, but not that much. Another sign of the
pure sensitivity of this woman whose senses were under attack from
all directions. And when she attached the weight, a bigger, heavier
weight there was this other noise again. A higher pitched noise.
And it was then that Jayne’s head turned up to look at Camille. She
wanted to see this woman’s despair first hand. She wanted to feel
it and if she looked at it from such close quarters then she would
be able to feel it. And she could see all of that and she could
sense all of it. But what she could also see and sense was the
colossal effort that Camille was putting in to keep that coin
pressed to the wall with her nose. There was something that was
almost not human about the way that she was able to do this. But
then the noises of despair and that constant fluid movement of the
lower part of her, from the neck down was a reminder that Camille
was indeed human. She was a human under stress and duress. She was
certainly in a state of distress.

There
was this ‘thing’ that had to be going through the mind of Jayne.
And that was that this woman knew exactly what she was going
through. Camille had designed this place and implemented it on more
than one occasion - so she knew. She knew what she was involved
with and she knew what she had been drawn into. And for some reason
that made it more exciting for Jayne - that this woman knew - that
she knew what she was going through and that there was no point at
which Camille could say that she didn’t know or that she didn’t
understand. She just knew. And in Jayne’s mind because she knew, it
was ok to take her deep and deeper. she let the clitoral weight and
the chain swing a little bit. The pendulous motion created ensured
that there was this rhythmic and this pulsating pain associated
with it. She smiled - and that smile told that she still wasn’t
done. She stood back again and this time she studied Camille in all
her mature, despairing glory.

If Jayne
had been asked what she saw in Camille - she wouldn’t be able to
find the right words. Beautiful was one word that would escape her
lips but she would think that beautiful was an almost ludicrous
word to associate with an older woman who was in such a dire state
of distress and agony. And yes there was that agony. Pure undiluted
agony that would have been filling her most private and sensitive
flesh. And that agony from her labia and clitoris melding in and
combining with the agony that had been inflicted with the cane and
it all becoming one at the bottom of her torso and tops of her
legs. And she would watch that motion, that fluid motion of
Camille’s little dance from stiletto to stiletto. Those marks above
her stocking tops and yet apart from little splashes of her own
juices, those stockings in perfect condition and perfectly clinging
to the tops of her perfect thighs. It would be some time before
Jayne would move on. It would be some time before she began to
inflict the rest of what she felt she had to inflict on this woman.
But when she did that, when she did move on, it would be as
casually slow and deliberate as the rest of it had been up to
now.

Camille
wasn’t in just her stockings and heels now. Now she was in latex -
skin tight, almost transparent musty yellow latex. it was in the
form of a cat suit, and those weights and those chains had been
carefully and systematically threaded through a slit through which
the stretched labia and clitoris had also been pulled, and the pink
of her private fleshy lips and clitoris could be clearly seen,
emphasised by the latex that seemed to surround it - that seemed to
frame it. So to had her nipples been pulled through deliberately
small holes so that they could be left exposed and vulnerable. The
whole setup diminished Camille as mature woman who might have
demanded respect. She might have demanded respect at one time -
such as before Jayne came across her, or she came across Jayne. But
now it was all different.

That
skin tight catsuit clung to her like a second skin and it
emphasised her femininity as though Camille somehow deserved to be
emphasised in this way. And the heels she wore now were higher as
well. They were extreme heels which forced her onto her very tip
toes. They were fitted boots which seemed like they had been made
for her such was the closeness and the tightness of fit - and then
these boots had been tightly zipped and then tightly laced, and
then locked onto her via little straps over the arch of the feet
via little brass padlocks. These little straps prevented the boots
removal. It was like she had been fitted with these boots as a
statement of how her future would now be. The cuffs of the tight
arms of the catsuit also locked. The middle of the catsuit formed a
heavy latex belt, that was locked as well and the high tight collar
that extended her neck, forced her into a stance - that was locked.
But then at least she was not holding that coin to the wall any
longer. But she was back on a standing frame. She was back posed as
required but in a different way.

Her feet
were parted, and fixed about two feet wide on the platform and this
allowed those chains and those weight to just hang. Her feet were
anchored and this impeded her ability to do that little dance from
stiletto to stiletto. But that was impeded anyway by the sheer
height of the heels and that fact that she was forced pretty much
to bare all of her weight down onto her tippy toes. And that in the
end transferred all of her weight down through her spine. She had
been in a pressurised agony holding that coin to the wall with the
tip of her nose - but this was a different kind of agony now. This
was an immediate agony and not one that was built up over time. She
was fixed to a vertical pole behind her, via the heavier waistband,
or the belt of the latex cat suit and her wrists were also cuffed
to this belt at the hips. And then similarly she was secured via
the neck by the back of the stiffened, and locked collar of the cat
suit. She might have been anchored to this standing frame via only
a few points, but they were effective points. They effectively
immobilised her and held her rigid. And she was rigid.

“I think you’d like the hood again wouldn’t you slut? In fact
I would make a wager with myself that you want the hood again. That
would shut all of the reality out wouldn’t it?” And Jayne was in
some kind of tormenting mood. Like she was using her words again to
torment this woman who was already being put through the mill. But
she was right, Camille wouldn’t mind being sunk into that latex
world of the hood again. That would shut it all out to an extent.
It wouldn’t shut out the pain that her most private and delicate
flesh was going through. In fact being blinded in that hood would
probably emphasise it, magnify it even - but at least it would mean
that Camille could suffer her indignities and her degradations in
private. At least she could sink into that latex world and just
suffer in the dark and the silence.

“It’s ok slut - you don’t need to answer because I already
know. The hood will be back, just not yet. And when it does come
back there will be other pleasures for you that come with it -
you’ll see.” And Jayne was speaking as though this woman might not
know all of what this purple room held in store for her. Of course
she knew - she built the room, she equipped it, she used it. But
she didn’t know all of the different permutations of how the room
and its contents could be used. The different combinations of
absolute torture that she could be put through by anyone who had a
mind to explore and discover the possibilities in this place. But
that was just the thing. That was just it, Jayne did have the
desire and the curiosity to explore and discover everything - and
it was only slowly that this came to Camille. Now she wanted that
hood more than ever. She didn’t want this girl to see her in an
even deeper state of despair. She didn’t want that. She just didn’t
want it!

Camille
made another noise as her nipples were fitted with adjustable
rings. Jayne had made something of an obscene display in erecting
those thick rubbery nipples to the fullest capacity with her own
mouth. That was a shock. This girl torturing this woman before she
tortured her was one thing. But Jayne using the wetness of her
mouth to suck and erect the nipples in a sexual way was another
step in that downward direction that Camille was being taken. And
then the girl had slipped these rings over each of the nipples. All
the way to the nipple stem bases, right next to the dark speckled
aureole. Those rings had been tightened right there. Just adjusted
and then tighten to provide a little bit of a squeeze to the nipple
bases. Camille had bitten her lower lip when she felt those
squeezes. She knew that her nipples were her most sensitive organs.
Or her most sensitive sexual organ. She knew that she could orgasm
without touching between her legs, without swiping her clitoris and
by just swiping the tips of her nipples. She could orgasm like that
pretty much as and when she wanted. It was a trick that she had
learned very early in her adult life and it was something that
stayed with her. Like one of her dirty little secrets about
herself.

And she
knew now that having her nipples ringed like this meant that there
would be attention applied to them - and that was the thing. She
knew there would be attention but not what attention. But Jayne was
not being secretive about what she was doing. At this time she felt
like the whole world should know what she was capable of, but of
course she couldn’t let anyone else know - not yet at least. But
she wasn’t making any secret of what she was doing in the here and
now. On those rings were little eyes, and into those eyes Jayne
hooked the high tensile steel wires which she had pulled down from
above the platform on which Camille was standing. Those thin gauge
wires pulled down via a series of micro adjust pulleys and motors.
Camille had let out a little cry when she saw and felt her nipples
ringed and hooked like this. It was a little cry as though she knew
what was coming next. Or what would come in the very near
future.

In the
event she didn’t have long to wait. Jayne had been busy exploring
and discovering. And although she had been subjected to a room like
this room herself by ‘him’ she had never been subject to such micro
detailed torture and torment. In comparison, what she had gone
through with him, had been a lesser and a more raw form of what she
was now putting Camille through. Maybe it was a rougher, more ready
thing that she had been put through whereas this, in this purple
room now, all of what she could ever need and want to use and do
was available to her. And it was available in micro detail and
micro adjustment. And Camille cried a little bit more when she felt
the tug on her thick engorged nipples. They were being pulled up.
They were being pulled up against the weight of her enormous
breasts, and against the forces of gravity. Pulled up via little
micro motors. Pulled up to the limit of her breasts, and then
pulled up and stretched a little bit more. If she wasn’t already,
she would have been forced onto her tippy toes. But that was just
the thing, she was already on her tippy toes. But the bondage and
the suspension of her nipples seemed to enforce just that little
bit more of every torment that she was suffering
already.

And
there was this noise that came from her - almost a sad noise. She
knew what it meant to be tethered like this - bondaged like this,
and then forced to endure like this. And she knew that those micro
motors involved with her nipple bondage would be calibrated and
adjusted to torment her and stretch her to the maximum. And that
was right - to the maximum. Her thick nipples squeezed and
stretched and pulled up until they were distorted and almost
‘ugly’. And all the time Jayne just standing back and watching it
all happen. And she was able to do that. She was able to simply set
the micro pulleys and motors into operation and then stand back and
watch. The little high pitched whirring sound as the motors found
the tension. Then the little more urgent sound of the pulleys
stretching the nipples. Finding the tension again and then
re-adjusting. All the time Jayne watching ever more fascinated with
this woman that she had under her complete control. And maybe for
the first time Jayne realising what she was in control of. This
awesome, impressive woman in Camille - a whole lot of femininity at
her disposal. Maybe it was at this precise time that Jayne was
realising what was possible with this woman. Maybe this was the
first time that Jayne was actually taking stock of what was
happening in her life right at this point. Maybe it was now that
she was deciding that whatever Camille thought she had been through
so far or whatever she was going through right now, it was nothing
to what she would experience into the future. Jayne was wet, and
then wetter between her legs.
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LESSON THREE - THE BREATH CONTROL

 


Jayne
was doing that thing that she did again. She was standing back and
she was watching. Camille’s most intimate flesh had been clamped
and pierced and then weighted - both her labial lips and her
clitoris. She had been sheathed in latex, and her nipples had been
squeezed and then suspended - then they had been stretched upwards.
She had been tethered to this stand and she was unable to move, or
adjust her position to any degree. And her sexuality was being
pulled down. Those weights ensuring that her flesh was stretched
and pained. And yet her nipples being pulled up - stretched and
pained and it would have been like this woman was caught in the
middle. That was because she WAS caught in the middle. And now
Jayne was standing back and she was watching.

She was
taking all of what the scene offered in. Those weighted chains
between the latex sheathed and booted legs of Camille just gently
swinging in unison. That swinging being created by the tremble in
Camille. It didn’t matter that she was tethered the way she was,
she could still tremble. There might have been the temptation to
let her legs bend at the knees, just for a second or two, just to
help with the enormous pressure that she was under. But she
couldn’t do that. If she did, there was the stretch of her nipples
to make allowances for. And then the swing of those weighted chains
between her legs. If she did anything except stay as still as she
possibly could she would risk causing herself more pain. And that
was the thing. There was already pain - pain in immeasurable
amounts. She didn’t want more of that. She had to do everything she
could, at least in her mind, to prevent any more torment being
applied. And so she just stood there. She just stood there because
that was all she could do.

And it
was this effort that Jayne was watching and soaking up. She was
watching this latex clad vixen, this rubber skinned, booted amazon
in a state of distress that probably she had never experienced not
even in those two years with ‘him’. She was watching those chains
and that contraption of high tensile steel wires that were
suspending and stretching the nipple flesh, but she was also
watching and studying Camille’s face. She was watching this woman’s
face closely and she was looking into her eyes. At one point she
went right up to the platform and she looked up into the eyes of
this woman. And there was this ‘imploring’ quality leaking from
those eyes. There were tears yes - but there was this imploring
quality that was just there and that Jayne just got. Jayne would
wager that this woman would do anything, give anything for this
torment to stop right now. Jayne would bet that this woman would be
eternally grateful if she were to just stop it all now and let her
go. Jayne knew that she would be able to name her own price. She
could probably be very wealthy from this, if this was the way she
chose to go. She worked out that she could probably be wealthy from
it, even if she didn’t stop it all now. She was working out that
she could probably build that wealth in for the future whilst still
having some fun with this woman in the meantime. But that was
another thought for another day.

“You think you’ve had enough Camille don’t you? But you
haven’t. And you are not in the position to say when you have had
enough. You don’t decide enough is enough. Am I making myself
clear? Of course I am.” Jayne was asking questions and answering
them herself. She didn’t want a conversation with this woman. That
wasn’t what this was all about any more. She was interested in what
this woman had going through her mind but she didn’t want to talk
about it. Anything but talk about it. It was like she didn’t want
the spell to be broken. Like she was afraid this ‘magical’ time
would be ruined if she got into conversation with this woman in any
way. And that was what she wanted to avoid at all cost - this
magical time being ruined.

“It’s time for the hood Camille. Its time you went back into
that dark place but this time it’s going to be a bit different.
This time - you get to breathe because I allow you to breathe. You
get to breath as long as I feel like you deserve to breathe. Am I
making myself clear? Of course I am.” And there it was again, Jayne
asking a question and answering it at the same time. It could have
encouraged the questioning of the girl’s sanity if truth be known.
But there was nothing wrong with Jayne’s sanity. She was sane - it
was just that she was driven - driven by desire. And the longer
this went on, the stronger the desire was in Jayne. Between her own
legs, this girl was beyond saturated.

Camille
would have been grateful in a way. Grateful that she was going to
be put back into the inflatable hood. Grateful that she was going
to be able to sink back into that dark rubber stench of a world
that she had been in before. But then at the same time there would
be this level of petrification in her. Petrification because she
was going to have the power of breathing herself taken off her.
Petrification because she was going to have the choice of breathing
taken off her. And of the knowledge that Jayne could deny her
breathing any time she liked. There were the usual horrors
associated with those thoughts. The usual fetish horrors associated
with them. But also the horrors associated with the questions of
this girl’s inexperience of such activities. That this wasn’t a
case of consensual power exchange - that this was not a game that
was being played out by an adventurous couple, or one that was
controlled by the use of safe words. And that this was actually a
case of this young girl gaining control of her by force. Or by the
taking of it - and that this girl called the shots entirely and
without limits. Camille was realising, or she was having it
hammered into her now that she was in this huge apartment high up
in the sky, all alone with this girl and she had nothing to defend
herself with. She had sent Giles off, and by the time he came back
it would be too late for anything. Anything could have happened to
her by the time he came back. She was helpless and useless as a
human being. She had been reduced as a human being and even though
it was only coming to her now, she’d had her rights taken off her
in such a way, that she was completely and utterly at the mercy of
this girl and there was nothing that she could do about it.
Literally, there was nothing that she could do except go with the
flow. If she decided against going with the flow there was no
telling what this girl would do. No telling what state of mind this
girl was actually in and no telling what she would and could
do.

Camille
thought about trying to reason with Jayne one last time before that
hood was sunk over her head and then inflated, in effect
imprisoning her in this world of darkness, deafness, rubber and
restricted breathing, because she was sure that her breathing would
be restricted and would be reliant on the good nature, or otherwise
of Jayne. But again she thought better of it. This girl was on a
mission, and even in her own state of advanced despair Camille knew
this. There would be no reasoning with Jayne. There would be none
of that - all there would be was her being taken along for this
girl’s ride. That was it - her being taken along on someone else’s
ride. And now, now the pain and the discomfort was beginning to
tell on her. Now, standing on this frame like this was beginning to
tell on her spine, her legs. The caning had made her super aware
around her ass and the backs of her thighs and the weighted chains
hanging between her legs was making her more aware, more alert as
well. And then there were her nipples - and the steady ever present
‘throb’ that she could feel in their ringing and in their
stretching.

“Good girl. You just breathe easy now, whilst you still can.”
Jayne whispered to Camille as she slipped the hood back over the
older woman’s head and face. There was that familiar tightness, and
smell from the double skinned hood. If one were present for this
‘re-hooding’ one would swear down that there was a little sob from
Camille as her head and face was encased. It was like there was a
change in the dynamic now that the hood had been re-introduced.
Like there was this whole new energy flowing through her. But it
would have been an energy of terror that was flowing through her -
it would have been an energy of fear. This wasn’t a journey that
Camille should have been taking. She was a natural born dominant.
She was a natural born ass kicker. And yet she wasn’t that anymore.
She was neither a dominant nor an ass kicker. And more than that
she had been reduced as the impressive, statuesque woman she’d
been. That stature was still there. It was still there but somehow
in her stance, in her enforced stance she was lesser now. The
height was there, the legs, the curves, the enormous breasts - and
yet it was like these feminine attributes had been used to take
this woman down several levels in the food chain.

This was
a difficult scene to describe or put into words. It spoke for
itself and yet at the same time it didn’t. There would always be
questions with a scene like this. There would always be a niggle in
the mind or a disturbance in the mind somewhere. Like a disbelief
that this woman could be in this predicament and yet belief because
there she was. And then there would have been the simple fact that
although anyone who might see such a scene would know that they
should look away from this woman’s despair, look away from her
private despair, the eyes would be fixed to her unable to look
away. There would be the questions like where was this all leading?
Where was it all going to end? What would happen to this woman at
the end of all this? And the thing was that there would be no
answers to that. Even Jayne had not thought that far ahead. Even
this young girl had not thought where this was going to all end.
She was in it for the ride now - she was enjoying the ride now -
she was slippery between the legs because of the ride now, but she
did not know where that ride was going to end. Or she did not know
if she would jump off the ride once it slowed down - or if it
slowed down.

And this
was Camille’s world now - or it was her world for now. There was
the familiar feeling of Jayne working, smoothing down the hood -
making sure the eye pads pressed into the huge eyes of this woman.
Making sure the ear pads were aligned and the mouth hole. The
little nostril holes with the flap then when pressed into place
would cut off the nostrils as a form of breathing. And the zipping
the neck hem of the hood to the collar of the catsuit effectively
making it as one. There would have been that immediate further
extending of her neck - like an enforced deportment. The cat suit
had extended her neck already but this was more so. And it put this
woman on a heightened state of alert. There was nothing Camille
could do about this. It was built in - what was being done to her,
put her on this heightened state of alert and once that was there,
it stayed there. It stayed there throughout the process.

There
was the inflation of the hood. Those little bursts of compressed
air and that sensation and that feeling that she was being
isolated. That would have been the worse to bare. That would have
been more than her nerves could probably take in a normal
situation. And yet this was no normal situation - this was like
something that forced her to find more resolve - and forced her to
absorb more of this psychological torment that she was suffering.
That inflatable hood like a big bag of tricks, rubber tricks that
was different every time it was fitted. This time it would be like
a system that supported her life, supported her breathing, if it
deserved to be supported. And those words rung in her ears as she
felt the double skinned latex hood inflate and press around her
head and face and her neck. Those words still ringing in her ears
as the isolation became total and full.

Then
there was work at her nose - the nostrils of the hood being opened
up, and plugs then being pushed into the holes making it impossible
to breathe through them. Then work at her mouth - and the little
click of the speakers in her ears as Jayne spoke. “You be a good
bitch now and I’ll let you breathe. I may even let you cum. You’d
like that I know you would but you’re going to have to earn that
orgasm slut, earn it.” It seemed remarkable that this girl could be
delivering this level of torment and torture and yet be talking
about delivering orgasm as well. The two seemed not to go together.
Camille was in pain - she was in a lot of pain and she had been for
some time. So the thought that she could be in a position to
receive sexual pleasure seemed like a step too far. And yet there
was that throb in her tortured, inflated, suspended and stretched
nipples to contend with. The nipples by her own admission were the
most sexually sensitive organs that she had. And yet added to that
had been the massive caning that she had received at her sweet
spot. That would have still been large in her mind. Was it pain or
was it pleasure that she had been feeling? Her own wetness more or
less answering that question for her. And now, the clipping and the
weighting of her clitoris, the epitome of pain when it happened and
yet with the hanging weights just swinging gently, that pain dying
back a little bit. That pain becoming a little less pronounced and
that question nagging in her mind again - ‘is this pain or pleasure
that I can feel?’ And then not having the answer to that and
because she didn’t have the answer to it, the question remaining.
Just another thing that she had to deal with.

And now
on top of everything - this hood. This inflated hood and what it
added to the mix. The isolation and the control of her breathing.
And that breathing control would be added to the orgasmic mix of it
and would be used for that very purpose. But not yet. In the first
instance that breathing control would be used to scare Camille, it
would be used to scare her shitless. Jayne knew how that worked -
she had experienced that. Having her breathing cut off and
controlled - and she had experienced it being used to control her
sexually as well. This was a part of this process that Jayne knew
very well. This was a part that she could excel, a part that she
was confident with and one that she would explore beyond the normal
limits of endurance.

But she
was in no hurry. She knew that the psychological build up was as
important as the physical act of using the breathing controls. She
offered the breathing tube to the mouth hole of the hood and just
for a split second there was the glimpse of Camille’s wet fleshy
tongue coming out to meet it in an almost pavlovian display. Then
Jayne sliding that breathing tube in, all the way in. And then the
throat, the latex throat of Camille swallowing the end of that
tube. Camille knew how it worked and she knew also that it didn’t
matter if she knew or not, she knew that with the nudge of that
tube to the back of her throat, the swallow would be automatic. And
that was what Camille did, she swallowed the tube
automatically.

And then
there was the work that Jayne needed to do in order to seal the
hood. Seal the mouth, seal the nostrils and make that tube the one
and only method of breathing for Camille. And as the young girl
completed that work there was this hiss hiss sound as the woman’s
breathing was transferred to that tube totally. That hiss hiss of
breathing adding a creepy air to the proceedings in the purple
room. There was another noise - or another set of noises coming
from somewhere. From somewhere deep inside the hood maybe. Or even
deeper still like the pit of Camille’s stomach. This whole ‘event’
taking over her. This whole event overwhelming her now. She was
totally helpless, totally powerless and yet that wasn’t enough for
Jayne. It wasn’t enough that this girl had made her totally
powerless, and had in effect taken away her liberty. It wasn’t
enough that she had fucked this woman up in this way. She wanted to
and she was determined to fuck this woman up in as many ways as she
possibly could. In every way.

“That’s a good girl. Good slut. You just try to get through on
less air - because there are times when you will have no air. There
will be times when you will think you are going to die. Even if I
tell you I won’t let you die, you won’t believe it. You will be
convinced that I am going to let you go to the other side. So you
need to regulate your breathing now. Do it yourself so that when I
take it off you, you are prepared. Take shorter breaths. Get
through on less. Take shorter sharper breaths and then when I
decide to deny you, you won’t miss it as much. At least not at
first.” Jayne was using words again to further destroy Camille.
Just using casual words to knock this woman off her axis. But it
sounded that she was using these words as they had been used
against her in the past. It sounded like she had been subjected to
those very words - or very similar to those words. There was no
telling what Jayne had been through in totality in her 2 years with
‘him’. But it was coming out now - it was coming out of her in the
form of this sadism. And it was as though her seeing that advert,
then meeting Camille and then going to work for her had been like
the perfect storm forming out in the calmest sea. It was as though
there was this inevitability about it. And now that inevitability
was coming to fruition.

 



Chapter
18

 


LESSON THREE - THE BREATH CONTROL continued

 


Now it
was a more bizarre scene. Camille was like some kind of rubber
sheathed alien on that stand. Her feminine attributes were
perfectly emphasised - such as the length of her legs, the shape of
them. Her curves and her bizarrely suspended breasts and nipples.
Her parted feet arched what must have been painful into those boots
and all of that pressure down through her spine and her legs. And
then those almost clinically clean stainless steel chains that the
weights were hanging and swinging on. Those weights stretching the
bare flesh of her labia and her clitoris down and that contrast
between the shiny industrial mustardy yellow latex and the pinkness
of the intimate flesh was disturbing on first sight.

Those
chains swinging gently. It wasn’t just the pinkness of the flesh,
it was the brutality of it - the brutality of the stretching. But
then another contrast with that brutality was the wetness. The
wetness that seemed to leak from inside the rubber slit through
which the labia lips and the clitoris was pulled and stretched
through. And that wetness running down each of the stretched pieces
of flesh, onto the chains, and then onto the weight, and little
pools of wetness, sexual wetness collecting between Camille’s
extreme heeled feet. Quite literally she was dripping herself all
over the platform she was standing on.

And then
there were the ‘things’ that used to be her nipples. They were
still her nipples and they were still squeezed and suspended and
stretched the way they had been. But now they were bloated as well.
The rings had tightened around the base of the nipples and the
nipples themselves had bloated and swelled beyond ‘erection’. And
they had blackened. There had to be a measure of absolute torment
being applied via those nipples and that amount of wetness that was
dripping, literally dripping from this woman might have been a clue
as to that. And there was this hiss hiss hiss of Camille breathing
- all adding to the alien like feel to what she had become. Except
she wasn’t an alien.

Then,
all of a sudden there was this halt to the hiss hiss hiss. Her
breathing had been taken away. And when that happened there was
like this suspended animation going on. As though Camille had held
her breath, except she hadn’t held her breath - she had simply had
it taken away. She’d had her ability to breathe herself taken away
from her and she was without. And there was this stillness and this
silence that was creepier than the initial alien scene. And
although Camille was still and she was in this bondage, helpless
and still, there was this ‘panic’ associated with the stillness. It
was like a panic that was part of the stillness. It was like
something that was an intrinsic part of her now. This panic built
in. She couldn’t breathe - she was being stopped from breathing and
she was in this blind panic. It was almost a blind panic because
there was no obvious movement that told of that panic. Maybe there
was an upsurge in the trembles. Or an urgency that was associated
with those trembles now. But that lack of breathing, that period
between when the hiss hiss hiss was turned off seemed to be a long
long time.

One had
to wonder what was going through the mind of Camille herself. One
had to wonder if this was one of those exact times when she thought
she might be allowed to die - or to go to the other side. There
would have been that panic in her but also that knowledge that she
couldn’t help herself. There would have just been the knowledge
that she was at the mercy of this girl and that she wouldn’t be
given breathing rights again unless this girl gave her them. Then
Jayne did just that. Then she gave Camille those breathing rights
and there was this hiss hiss hiss again. Camille was breathing and
it was when she started to breathe again that the ‘relaxed’ stance
could be seen. So there had been a difference all the time - there
had been a change. It was almost impossible to see, but on that
first breath, there it was. Just that almost minute change that
showed she wasn’t quite so distressed anymore. Now that she could
breathe the distress was turned down a notch.

But even
that only lasted a mere seconds in length. Her breathing was cut
off more or less straight away - and if one was looking at this
woman at that precise time when that hiss hiss hiss stopped, there
it would be again - that distress and that realisation that she
couldn’t breathe again. That she was without breathing rights so
soon after the time before. Camille would have been thinking that
she was going to be killed after all - allowed to slip to the other
side. There was this tenseness again and this minute difference in
her stance that showed the upped level of anxiety that she must
have been feeling. And yes that was it - the upped level of
anxiety. And all of the time this woman in the darkness and in the
deafness of that hood. Her lips clinging and wrapped round that
breathing tube, the end of which she had swallowed. And her lips
clinging onto the tube, pressing it as though that would help her
to breathe again. It didn’t! And this time the duration of being
without breathing was longer. It had done that - it had got
steadily longer and longer and longer and she was having to survive
these incremental increases of time without breathing.

Was
there any guess as to what his poor woman was going through? Could
anyone guess what she was going through? It’s doubtful that the
full horror of what she was experiencing could be relayed in words.
Maybe there were no words to describe it. The hiss hiss hiss came
back again and she could breathe. This time the breaths she took in
were greedy breaths. As though she was thinking that she couldn’t
get enough of them before the breathing was cut again. As though
she had to get as many deep breaths in as she could before it was
cut off again - and before the longer and longer spells without
breath were applied. And Jayne was watching Camille - she was
watching her and she was seeing all of that anxiety in the form of
this rubber clad buxom vixen. Jayne liked what she was seeing - she
liked it a lot.

She
liked that she could put this woman through so much distress and
anxiety but she liked also that she could take that anxiety away
with the flick of a switch, or a reprogram of the CPU that
controlled the breathing apparatus. She liked that she could walk
around with the remote control and look at this tethered helpless,
mature woman from different angles. That she could look at her from
any angle. And she liked that at her leisure she could simply take
away this woman’s basic human right of breathing air. That thought
excited Jayne. She liked the power - she liked the absolute power
that she had over this older more mature woman. It was like a heady
feeling for her - like a power trip that she was feeling. And she
was looking at the woman with less anxiety than she had a few
seconds ago and now, with the flick of a switch on the remote, the
woman was without breath again and she was with maximum despair and
anxiety. Jayne smiled to herself.

And then
she was sucking in air again. She was sucking it in greedily again.
Like she had to feed while the going was good - so she had to
breath when the going was good. She might only get one or two deep
breaths in and it would be gone again. So she had to fill her lungs
and let it out as many times as she could. “Relax slut. That’s
breath control, and breath denial over with for now. At least
that’s the demonstration of the power I have over you, over with
for now. But I have other things to show you with breath control. I
have other things to show you what it means for me to control your
breathing - control the rate of your breathing and at the same time
control your sexuality. And the thing is Camille, I KNOW you want
to cum. I know there is this little thread inside you that wants
you to cum so badly that you would do anything for it right?” Jayne
was speaking to Camille through the ear speakers. Camille was deaf
except for those speakers and she would have been on high alert
every time she heard the click of those speakers coming to life
inside that rubber isolation.

All
Camille could do was suck on that breathing tube. She couldn’t
speak back - she couldn’t communicate in any way. The rubber tube
acted as part gag and the mouth of the hood was sealed -
effectively she was one hundred percent gagged. She may have nodded
her head as much as the anchor points allowed on the vertical to
which she was secured. But she would have been torn in that. She
wouldn’t have wanted to begin another round, or another roll of
extended pain on the top of already existing pain and so she would
have resisted any form of attempting to communicate by nodding. All
there was, was this hiss hiss hiss of her breathing. She could hear
what Jayne had said and she may have understood it, or she may not
have. But there was this change - this change in the rate of
breathing allowed. It wasn’t cut. It was just slowed to a hissssss
hissssss. It meant that she had to adapt, it meant that she had to
suck more gently on the tube that was feeding her breath. And she
had to gauge how much she was taking it - or how much she needed
before the next round was allowed. It meant she had to focus and
she had to adapt.

But at
the same time she could feel ‘tension’ in the chains between her
legs. More to the point she could feel tension in the chain that
was attached to the clip and weight that was attached to her
clitoris. But it wasn’t just a tension, it was a vibration. Not
acute vibrations, but almost sub-vibes that were sent up and down
the chain, and through the clip that was attached and stretching
her clitoris. At first Camille wouldn’t have been sure that she was
feeling it at all. She wouldn’t have been sure in all of that
rubber isolation and the need to regulate and adapt herself to the
restricted breathing that was now being applied - she could have
been imagining the tensions and the vibes that were being sent deep
into her clitoris. And that was the thing - she was pretty sure
that she was feeling those vibes penetrate deeply into her pierced,
and stretched clitoral flesh and this was something else that she
was now having to deal with. There could only be guesses as to how
this woman was coping with what was happening to her. There could
only be guesses applied to how she was dealing, inside her mind
with what this young girl was doing to her.

The
breathing rate was cut just a little bit more. And yet at the same
time the vibes being sent into the very core of her clitoris were
being increased. She was having to adapt again. She was having to
regulate herself - regulate her breathing. And there was this
constant need for her to have to do this. But at the same time as
all of that, she was feeling this sexual thing going on via her
clitoris. Her clitoris should have been in the most dire pain that
it could be in - it was clipped, pierced with sharp teeth of a
clamp, and it was weighted and stretched. There should have been
the kind of pain and discomfort there that could not be described
by words alone. And there was - except there was this other
sensation as well and that sensation was getting more and more
intense. As those vibes were added to, in acuteness, so the pain
was being overlaid with this pleasure and this would have been
causing a level of bemusement and confusion inside Camille’s mind.
There would have been this ‘thing’ that she could not get her head
around. So as well as being helpless and defenceless and at this
girl’s mercy, she was dealing with these ever changing sensations
and breathing abilities. In short she would have been having her
mind melted. That was the most polite way of putting it. She was
having her mind fucked in the most complete and total way and she
could do nothing, absolutely nothing about it. All she could do was
ride it out. All she could do was stand there - like she
was.

Camille
did have this overwhelming feeling or ‘need’ and that was not to
orgasm for this girl like this and in these circumstances. It was
like something that was hers for now. Jayne had taken everything
from her - literally. Most of all she had taken her dignity and now
she had this orgasm building in her that she did not want to give
away to this girl at any cost. It was the one bit of her brain that
was functioning properly, it was the one bit that was lucid. And if
she was sure of anything else as she went through this mind numbing
torture that she was going through was that she didn’t want to give
this orgasm up to this girl. Not here, not like this. But what she
was also grasping with was the knowledge that she was losing
control of that option. Camille had been a woman who was sexually
mature. She could turn it on and turn it off at will and that was
how she had gone through life especially since her mid-twenties.
She had even used her sexuality in the past to get what she wanted
- anything she wanted. And she hadn’t batted an eyelid in doing
that.

But now
she would have been aware that this was changing. By what was
happening to her breathing and her sexuality, she could sense that
she might not be able to hold onto that orgasm. That she would not
be able to keep it to herself for very long. Further to that, she
was coming to the conclusion as this girl toyed with her more and
more it would not be her decision to make as to when that orgasm
was given up to the girl. She had this feeling, or she had this
knowledge that this girl would be able to simply take it, ‘pluck’
that orgasm out of her whenever she wanted to. That she would be
able to play with her, build the orgasm inside and behind that
stretched weighted clitoris and just keep it there until she decide
it was time for Camille to give it up. And that was it - until
‘she’ decided that it was time to give it up to Jayne. That was
what Camille didn’t want. She didn’t want it at all. She didn’t
want to give this girl anything. She was accepting and she was
adapting to what had happened so far, but this was like the last
stand. The last crusade as it were. There was just something
profound and critical in the fact that she wanted to hold onto that
orgasm for herself. She just had to. This girl could not take it
like this. But she would.


Camille’s breathing was downrated again and this meant that
she was more or less sucking hard on the rube to get enough breath
into her lungs. And again that vibe rate intensity was upped and it
was like her clitoris had become live wired. She could feel the
bite of the toothed clamp and she could feel the stretch of her
clitoral flesh - but she could feel the vibes and the pleasure
more. And that was the thing, she could feel the pleasure more. By
design that pleasure would override the pain that she had been
feeling before. It was beginning to override all of the pain
including that down the centre of her spine, and that down her legs
and in her tippy toes. It was a gradual thing, but it was a certain
one that the pleasure that she was being given via those vibes into
her clit, would override all of the pain that she was feeling. It
was a fact that the pleasure would take precedence inside her
physiology and inside her mind. It was the cleverness of the
equipment that she’d had installed into the purple room. It was the
absolute cleverness of what she implemented in this room that was
now the driving force in her sexual demise.

“You know Camille, slut - I can take that orgasm any time I
want. It’s there ‘now’ for the taking. I can take it now if I want
to.” And it was like Jayne had been reading Camille’s mind. It was
like she knew every single thought that went through her mind and
now she was playing on those thoughts and fears. Inside the older
woman’s mind she was screaming - ‘no you bitch that’s mine and
you’re not having it so go fuck off’. But that was only inside
Camille’s mind. That was the thoughts and the mental ramblings of a
woman on the edge of a precipice. And it was the thoughts of a
woman who pretty much knew the game was up. And who was on the very
last threads of hanging on. But she had to breath and to do that
she had to regulate and she had to concentrate. That breathing rate
was brought down another notch and so she had to suck harder. But
that brought other sensations and sexuality into play. “It’s time
Camille - I’m taking that orgasm from you now. Not later, now. It’s
MY orgasm not yours. Mine.” And with that Jayne did something -
something but it’s not clear what, and Camille was sent into an
immediate and intense orgasm the likes of which she had never
experienced before. But there was nothing she could do about it.
She certainly couldn’t deny the orgasm or prevent it. She couldn’t
prevent it being taken by Jayne either and she couldn’t deny that
it was the girl’s orgasm and not her own on top of that. There was
this way that she stood tethered on that standing frame - it was
different to the way she had stood being denied breath and when she
was breathing. There was this newness to the way she stood in mid
orgasm.

There
was this ‘quiver’ to the entirety of her. And there was an increase
in the leaking from her rubbered slit. There was an increase in the
amount of her own fluid that was running down the chains to the
weights and then to the floor. One had to suspect that this woman
would have dearly loved to have been able to shift her weight from
one of those heels to the other. Maybe in her mind that was what
she was doing. But Jayne set this woman off into orgasm and then
she held her right there. And one had the impression that she held
her at the peak of that orgasm for longer than Camille would have
liked. Much longer!
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LATEX SLUT

 


That was
a laugh - that Jayne held Camille in that tethered, breath
controlled orgasm for longer than the older woman would have liked.
What Camille liked or didn’t was irrelevant. It was all about what
Jayne liked. And for some reason there would be no doubt that she
liked what she was doing to Camille. And that she had liked what
she had stumbled on here. That she liked the process that she had
begun even though it was unplanned and exploratory. And she liked
what she was discovering with each and every turn. One would have
to assume that Jayne ‘liked’ very much and that was all that
mattered. What Camille ‘liked’ was something that was a total
irrelevance.

Oddly
and out of place there was this ‘noise’ coming from the depths of
the rubber hood. Usually there was no decipherable noise but maybe
this was the indication of exactly how traumatised and yet how in
sexual euphoria Camille was at having her orgasm taken from her
like this. This was the lowest of the low to date. Camille would
have wanted this pleasure, this intense absolute pleasure but at
the same time she wouldn’t have wanted it to be controlled and
taken by this girl. This was the last thing she would have wanted.
That pleasure took away the pain - and it did - the pain all but
vanished as that orgasm swept through her. Camille knew from the
past that her clitoral based orgasms were the best - the best she
had ever had. But this one was different - this one was epicentre
at the core of the clitoris - she would have been able to identify
this. But then it had spread to the rest of her and that was where
the confusion would reign over her. That orgasm not restricted to
the clitoris - but the epicentre of it existing right there whilst
the rest of it radiated out to take in the rest of, and all of her
femininity. And even if it hadn’t been for the physical bondage
that held her, she would have been rooted to that platform. She
would have been paralysed to it as the orgasm rocked through her.
But that was just it, it didn’t just rock through her - it rocked
and then it swayed then it quickened and then it slowed and then it
seemed to explode all over again, causing this poor woman to become
like a bemused ‘sexual thing’.

There
had to be a sympathy for this woman - if not an empathy then a
sympathy for this woman who was already going through and had gone
through so much. This was a woman who had been an accomplished
woman. A successful woman and one who could kick the asses of even
the biggest egos. And in a short space of time, a very short space
of time she’d had that taken off her. And it had been taken off
her. All of what she was hadn’t just been eased from her grasp, it
had been yanked from her - pulled from her and possessed by Jayne.
She had been through something that she would never have thought
she would go through in her worst nightmares and now she was being
taken further. Now she was being held in a status called orgasm.
That orgasm, her orgasm had been taken from her, it had been
reassigned or re-owned by Jayne and there were these little
additions that were being applied to that orgasm now that it had
been re-assigned and re-owned. The little additions like the upping
of the vibe intensity and then the pulsing of that intensive vibe
thing. That pulsating making the orgasm go on longer, making it
last longer and making it stay at its peak for longer and longer,
and in doing so eating away at this woman’s brain.

There
would have been the time when Camille would have wanted to, or
needed to buckle at the knees, but somehow, and for some miracle
she would have avoided that. She could have bent her knees, but at
what cost? Her nipples were tight and taught, her heels were not of
the sympathetic design to let her go down. If her knees gave way
then she would be in an immeasurable amount of more pain - more
than she had been dealing with before the orgasm. But now the
orgasm had her where it wanted her. It had her in that place called
euphoria and as much as she wanted to be in that place she wanted
to be out of it as well. She was dripping from her chains and
weights. Dripping copious amounts of herself all over the standing
frame platform that she was tethered to. And there was that noise
from the hood. A noise which couldn’t be described. Even if it
could be described then one would have to hear it to believe
it.

It was a
sound of distress - yes it was that but it was also a sound of
desire and pure sexual joy. This would have been when the real core
of Camille was being taken away from her. Dignity was the outer
core, the shield, that was already gone. What was being taken from
her right now was the core of the woman herself. This was something
that would never be returned to her. This was something that Jayne
was relieving this woman of with very little effort. Something that
she was doing and it wasn’t clear that she knew what she was doing.
It was a bit like Jayne was de-coring this woman and not even
knowing it. And if she was doing that she wasn’t getting the best
from it. But this was a journey for Jayne as well. She was on a
voyage of discovery and she was learning bit by bit what she was
doing to this woman. All Jayne would know at this point was as
Camille orgasmed on that platform, that the older woman was in the
midst of her deepest desire yet. She would never have felt desire
and sexual pleasure like this before - nor would she again. But
that was it - that was the crux of this. She was being hit with a
measure of sexual addiction and she would never quite attain the
same buzz again. She would never attain the same level of orgasm
again. She would be like the proverbial crack cocaine addict,
always on the hunt for the buzz, for the high that got her addicted
in the first place.

But
never be able to quite find it. It was something that would change
her. Something that would change all of her. As well as being
de-cored, she will have this sexual addiction to cope with. She
would have this to deal with for the rest of her life. This
experience would never leave her and she would always be on that
hunt for that buzz she had…. When…. She wouldn’t be able to
remember when! But now on that standing frame the orgasm was
beginning to subside. For this one time only Jayne would let this
woman come down slowly. It wouldn’t always be like this though. For
now she was being nice to the woman - if this is what ‘nice’ meant.
And now the pain was coming back slowly as well - there was this
nagging pain already filling in where her core had been. That place
was vacant and now being filled by slowly oozing pain. Already
Camille wanted that pleasure back - already she wanted to feel that
orgasm again. But instead she had this pain and that was starting
to wear away at her senses and her will. Camille was already a
different woman to the one who had entered the purple
room.

 


Two days later;

 


“You want to fuck her Giles? You can you know, you have my
permission. You don’t need ‘her’ consent, just mine - she’ll take
all she can get she’s so far gone. But I know you want to fuck
her.” Jayne was smiling at the driver. She was dressed in a classy
short evening cocktail dress and her long legs were sheathed in
dark brown, sheer nylon. Her feet were arched into spike heeled
court shoes - ones without straps and that didn’t spoil the line or
the length of the legs. And her makeup was immaculate, heavy and
with emphasised red lips and dark, smoky eyes. She looked older
than her actual years and she was sitting crossed legged sipping
from a crystal wine glass that contained one of Camille’s finest,
most expensive reds. The scene now was back in the apartment and
not the purple room. The purple room had served its purpose, for
now.

For some
reason there would be the expectation that Giles would be shocked,
outraged even but he wasn’t. He barely blinked although he did run
his eyes over Jayne. “I thought you’d never ask. I may just take
you up on that offer. I could do with leaving a load inside of her.
I’ve wanted to do it for a long, long time but didn’t quite know
how to go about broaching the subject with her. But now I don’t
have to - all I need is ‘your’ consent. I like that idea, a lot.”
And Giles just about smiled before his eyes flicked back over to
Camille.

Camille
wasn’t tethered in bondage now. She was mostly freely standing if
that was the right way of describing her. The entirety of her
Amazonian, impressive figure was sheathed in black shiny latex.
There was nothing subtle about the fact she was dressed and
accentuated in this rubber stuff. She was designed to be
accentuated in this way. And it had to be that ‘she’ was designed
as opposed to the suit. The catsuit looked as though it had been
poured over her in liquid form and then left to shrink onto her
even more. The fitted, red leather boots, like the ones she wore on
the standing frame were knee length and extreme heeled. There were
zips up the backs that formed an odd kind of erotic ‘seam’, and
then tight laces up the front. They were both decorative and
functional. And although Camille was on her tip toes because of the
height of the heels, she didn’t seem to be having an difficulty in
standing in them. Or doing that little thing that she had done
before, when she could, moving her weight from one heel to the
other. One had to assume that the same or similar pressure was
transferred down her spine - except she could do that little thing
where she shifted her weight. For the time being she looked more
‘comfortable’ if that was the right word.

Between
her legs there were no hanging chains and weights now - just the
pull through very tight re-enforced rubber slits, of her labia, and
the slight ‘bulge’ of her clitoral flesh. That is, her most
delicate and private flesh was there to see all the time. Like it
was on some sort of grotesque, obscene display - like it was meant
to be on display as a permanent reminder of who, and what Camille
was. Likewise her breasts. The catsuit was primarily black, shiny
polished black latex and yet the breast cups, were transparent and
allowed the whole of her latex shrink wrapped breasts to be seen in
all of their glory. The grotesque nipples were still that, and like
the sex lips and clitoris were pulled through tiny holes and into
the open air to be displayed as a reminder to anyone who might see
them maybe, who and what Camille used to be. Around her waist there
was a thicker, reinforced rubber ‘belt’. This acted as a corset -
it acted as a cinch to her waist in that it enhanced the flare and
the arch of her hips and the V of her torso. And because of this
‘belt’, her massive latex sheathed breasts were enhanced
more.

The
collar of the catsuit was high and tight. There was this feeling to
this collar that itself was a corset - like a neck corset. It
hugged Camille’s neck, it forced her to extend her neck and keep it
extended and then organically it curled under the lower jaw and the
chin of the woman forcing her to keep her head up high - as though
high and proud at all times. This collar arrangement although part
of the catsuit that she wore was stiffer. It looked identical to
the main part of the skin tight latex, and there was no seam, but
it was just formed of thicker rubber. And that collar morphed into
the hood. A hood that took in all of Camille’s head and enclosed it
completely. her lush mane of hair plumed out from a hole in the
crown, and into a high and tight pony tail that seemed to animalise
this woman to an extent and for a reason that would escape anyone
who saw her.

There
was no blindness and no deafness and no oral constraints such as
gagging or breathing tubes now - there was just the stark, deep
blood red of Camille’s lips poking through the mouth hole. It was
no accident either that her mouth, her lips were so enhanced and
emphasised - it was like it was a deliberate ploy to sexualise her.
The whole look, the whole ‘design’ of Camille now was a deliberate
ploy to sexualise her. There was nothing subtle about it, nothing
accidental. It was what it was and it was like she knew herself
what she looked like. Not just what she looked like but what she
felt like. And this was probably key - that she could ‘feel’ what
she looked like.

Her eyes
- yes her eyes. Huge and wide, staring from the untethered eye
holes of the hood. There were lashes that were thick and dripping
with mascara - just like her lips were dripping with red lipstick.
Upper lashes and lower, all curled and free of the eye holes. Like
they had been allowed to be free for the purpose of accentuating
this woman in a highly glossed sexual way. There was this height to
this woman now, this height that had been added to by the pony
tail. But Camille had been a tall woman anyway. Even in flats she
was tall. With those heels that must have been seven inches and her
high tight pony tail, that height was added to substantially. But
because even her height was boosted and emphasised, so was the fact
that she had been sexualised, and ‘displayed’ like this.

Closer
inspection of this woman would reveal the fact that not only were
her extremities, her sexual extremities ‘available’ and accessible
from outside, so was the entrance to her rear. The latex looked all
closed, and sealed. But a little finger prod to a latex buttock
would reveal the slit that actually existed and there was nothing
that was not accessible on this woman. She wasn’t bondaged, as
such. But there was a chain attached to ankle cuffs between her
ankles. This chain was about eighteen inches in length and it
served to restrict her walk. That was it, it impeded her walk. Or
it would impeded her walk if she was to ‘walk’. Camille was a tall
long legged woman who preferred a walk of long strides in normal
life. But her ‘stride’ would be severely limited by that chain
between her legs. As she shifted her weight between heels, as she
tried to afford herself some comfort from her accentuation and her
look, the chain was curled between her feet. But it wouldn’t take
much to realise what that chain meant and what it did. And then
there were her wrists and her arms. There were the cuffs that were
attached to the ‘belt’ part of the catsuit, at the hips. And
Camille’s wrists were locked into these. And because of this, her
elbows were forced back and so were her shoulders giving more
prominence to the magnificence of her breasts and the grotesqueness
of her nipples.

It was
as though there was no part of the design of this woman that had
been left unplayed with. No part of what she wore and how she was
accentuated had been left to chance. Every single opportunity had
been taken to enhance her, and emphasise her femininity. And that
was what it was - she had been accentuated and emphasised. But,
most of all she had been sexualised. She had been sexualised in
every single way from the way she was dressed and made up, to the
accentuating of her neck and breasts, through to the ‘availability’
of her sexuality. There was nothing left untouched. And a closer
look at her huge eyes would reveal that she was a woman who had
been sexualised. But not just that - also that she had been abused
into a state of mind that she was in now. That she’d had her
sexuality so toyed with, so played with and so altered in a string
of abuses, that she was a woman who didn’t quite know now, what to
do with herself. Those eyes, they used to be sparkling and bright.
And now that brightness had been dimmed somewhat.

It was
like a veil had been brought down over their brightness. And those
eyes kept flicking about, never really focussing on anything for
long. Just darting about, looking. As though she was nervous - as
though she was worried about what was going to happen to her next.
And that darting and that constant movement of the focus of her
eyes seemed to be in tune and in time with that little thing she
did - that moving her weight from one of her high heels to the
other. And there was her mouth - her lipstick enhanced mouth. That
blood red colour doing everything to say that her mouth was
‘available’. There was a constant movement here as well. A constant
movement inside her mouth of her tongue. Every so often the tip of
her tongue would appear at the corner of her red mouth. That
redness a stark and definite contrast to the blackness of the hood
from which it appeared. And every so often the fleshy wet tongue
would slip out and then across the width of her mouth. And there
was something about the way that she did that. There was something
sexual about it. There was nothing obvious, and yet it was there.
In fact everything this woman did, every way she looked, whichever
angle she was taken in from this woman dripped of sexuality. And
she had been made that way by an eighteen year old girl. He had
been made that way by Jayne.

But it
was even more than that. Yes she had been sexualised, and yet she
looked like she had been sexualised. But more than that, as though
that it wasn’t enough that had been done to her. There was more to
this woman and what she had become that the look of her. Again a
closer look to the eyes, inside those dumbed down eyes and there
was the fact that she had been changed. That she wasn’t the woman
she once was. There were signs that a lot of what had happened to
her had been in the mind. There were signs that would tell anyone
that she had been fucked up in a way that would never be reversed.
To anyone the look in her eyes would be startling and disturbing.
As though the old Camille was in there somewhere screaming to get
out. As though she had been imprisoned inside her own mind. And
that was disturbing in itself because this would tell anyone that
she knew what was happening to her or what had happened to her.
This would show that she was aware but that she was unable to do
anything about it at all. This would show that this woman was
completely aware of what she had become or what she had been
changed into but was powerless to do anything about it. Powerless
to escape - in short that she was fucked!

Flick
the focus to Jayne and there was this other level of disturbing
attached to her. She was about to burst into womanhood proper and
she was already impressive in that regard. But there was also this
disinterest in what she had done to this woman - or what she was
doing to her. There was this casualness about her that was
chilling. It could have been an act, it could have been all an act
but it wasn’t. Jayne wasn’t old enough to appreciate what a good
‘act’ could achieve in a situation like this. What she had just
asked Giles was chilling. The way the driver had responded was
chilling. And to look at Camille, or what used to be Camille now,
there was this other level of chilling all over again. This was a
woman who was more or less on the rack.

 



Chapter
20

 


LATEX SLUT continued

 


“Want me to show you a trick Giles? Want me to show you what I
can do, easily?” And Jayne had this almost mischievous look on her
face that matched her teen years. She was sipping from the crystal
wine glass and she was looking right at the driver. Giles didn’t
say anything at first. He looked at Jayne then he flicked his eyes
back to the rubber enhanced Camille. Jayne was making mental notes.
She was noting how this man could barely keep his eyes away from
Camille. It was like he had walked in on all of his Christmases and
his birthdays in one hit. Like he’d had this ‘thing’ for the woman
who had employed him for many years but that she had been
unattainable. And now it was all different. Now Camille WAS
attainable - more than attainable. There was this ‘difference’ in
Giles. That difference was in his eyes. His eyes were dark as a
norm - but it was like now they were darker - like a darker filter
or contact lens had been fitted over the normal colour. Except it
hadn’t. They had just gone darker - darker out of desire for what
he was seeing. Maybe darker at the thought that he was going to
sink his cock into the woman who had employed him, and who had fed
certain fantasies of his for a long time.

“Go on then, gotta love a good ‘trick’.” But Giles wasn’t
smiling. Again he flicked his eyes to Jayne for a split second but
then back to Camille. Jayne clicked her fingers, “Here bitch, now.”
And she was talking to Camille. Of course she was. And as she
clicked her fingers and barked her order there was this immediate
tension in Camille. Like she was alerted by the voice of Jayne and
by the click of her fingers. And there was this ‘drag’ of the chain
between Camille’s ankles as she began to make her way towards the
young girl. Giles didn’t say anything, he didn’t do anything, he
just watched. But he was watching intently - he was watching almost
manically. And as Camille moved there was this ‘squeaking’ of the
latex, and the click of the high heels and there was the drag of
the chains. But there was also this ‘roll’ of the woman’s
mountainous breasts and her hips. And that seemed to cause her some
consternation. It wasn’t pain that she was in. Rather there was
this look in those eyes, a roll and a look that told that because
she was now moving, now that she was putting one of her pointed
feet in front of the other, she was sexually excited. Like the way
she was dressed and accentuated and now that she was moving, her
sexuality was waking up again. And even though her steps or her
strides were impeded by that hobble chain, there was this inbuilt
sexiness, or inbuilt desire to the way she walked. That is, her
walk, or the way she walked also gave away the fact that she was
excited between the legs.

And yes,
between the legs. The appearance of the fluids was almost
immediate. The drips down her extended stretched lips, and a drip
attached to the tip of her clitoral nerve endings. Like the
scissoring of her legs was creating the friction required to arouse
herself. That and the tightness of the rubber slit through which
her sex lips and clitoris were pulled. This woman hadn’t simply
been sexualised, she had been brainwashed and dumped into this
sexual state that was now part of her. With her movements came the
release of that rubber latex aroma. And with that aroma came the
smell, the unmistakable smell of ‘sex’. Her sex. Dripping sex.
Almost an obscene smell of this woman’s sexuality. That Camille
moved was almost like an event in itself. One that could not be
looked away from. One that had to be watched and taken in. One that
would be witnessed and then never forgotten. The biggest effect,
the biggest memory would be for those who had known this woman
before the change. The ones who’d known her at the height of her
feminine powers. To see her now in this state, and in these
circumstances and in the surroundings of her own home at the hands
of this young girl - they would be the ones who would be affected
by what they saw. They would be the ones that would always remember
what they were seeing.

It would
be something that would stay with them forever, simply because of
the sexuality and the cruelness. Yes, just those two things -
together with the sight of this woman. Camille came to the side of
Jayne and all the time Jayne was not watching Camille but watching
Giles. She knew he was a pervert of the first order. She could
tell. She hadn’t been able to tell before this day. She had thought
him odd, and had thought the whole setup with Camille ‘odd’ but she
hadn’t smelled a pervert, which given her background and history
was in itself ‘odd’. But now she knew. She could tell from his eyes
and the way he looked at Camille. She could almost read his mind.
This was a man who wanted dearly to offload the contents of his
balls inside the woman who had employed him for god only knows how
many years. And she knew that for him to do it in a vanilla way
would not gratify him. She knew that Giles would want or need to
feel the buzz of the power trip - to take Camille when she was at
her lowest eb.

“I can make her cum you know Giles. Just by touching the tip
of her clit. Wanna see?” And again there was this mischievous look
in her eye. That look was almost out of place in this scene until
one realised, or remembered the girls age. “Is that before I fuck
her or after?” And Giles’s response was direct, it was straight and
to the point. “Oh, before of course. Let’s just call it the first
course. You can fuck her to your heart’s content after. In fact I
want you to, and so does she because she’s an addict. She’ll take
it anywhere and anyhow she can. For now, just watch this.” And now
Jayne’s own lipsticked mouth was stretched into a full
smile.

Camille
had come to her side and she was standing there - just standing
there. And yet there was something about the way she stood. It was
expectant and yet it wasn’t at the same time. It was non assuming
and yet there was this ‘desire’ in the way she stood. Like she knew
that she was going to be given an orgasm because she had heard and
she had computed the conversation, but that she could not let it be
seen that this was what she wanted so badly. It was like mentally
she was stuck in the middle. She was a victim and yet at the same
time she was so wanting of that orgasm. And there was this other
level of knowledge in Camille and that was that she knew with
another orgasm her addiction would be deeper. It would be like
another nail in her coffin. In the event, Jayne barely, barely
touched the extended stretched clitoris. She simply swiped it and
the effect was instant. There was this instant ooze of fluids and
then that look in Camille’s eyes, the brightening of the eyes and
then the roll back in their sockets as she was taken to sexual
euphoria. There was this grunt, a wet grunt from the woman and
there was the flailing of her tongue through the red gash of her
mouth and the black slit of the hood.

And
there was the slight bend of her knees as she absorbed the orgasm.
Then the straightening back up, and the slight stumble back against
the tightness of the hobble chain. Her correcting herself as the
orgasm rolled through her. And that was just it, that orgasm rolled
right through her and it didn’t stop. When she might have thought
that she had reached the peak, she didn’t. But also when she
thought that she might be taken to that peak that she had been
taken to before, she wasn’t. This was a mind blowing orgasm but
somehow not as mind blowing as the one before. That was the
addiction. It was like there was something missing but she didn’t
know, would never know what. Jayne looked at Giles and he was
watching, he was watching almost madly.

 


The purple room, one hour later

 


“All of her holes are available to you Giles. Fill your boots.
I’ll just sit, and watch if you don’t mind?” Jayne spoke casually -
far too casually for a young girl who was speaking the words she
was. Camille was rigged again. She was on this contraption of a rig
that could be glided into and out of any one of infinite positions
so that any one of her three available holes could be penetrated
with consummate ease. On the face of it, on first glance she was
kind of over a padded thing, as though she were on her hands and
knees and floating there. But not actually on her hands and knees,
if that makes sense. Almost like she was straddling a powerful
motorbike. Her hands and arms were rendered useless by them being
secured via the wrists and the elbows. And her knees were secured
wide apart. The deliciousness of Camille at this time was that she
was still in the latex, the hood and the heels. And because she was
attached to, or part of this stainless steel contraption, she was a
marked and stunning contrast. This was another facet of what this
woman had become - of what she would become more and more. And that
‘motorbike effect’ was supported via a central column and so the
whole thing could swivel and turn - it could be raised or lowered
and it could be fine-tuned and micro adjusted for just about any
activity. And in the bondage, Camille was defenceless against what
could be done to her. This was the ultimate bondage rig - the
ultimate rig that could be utilised for the purpose of
abuse.

Giles
had simply stood back and looked at first - he had marvelled at the
sight of Camille like this. He would have imagined things about her
and he would have fantasised about doing thing with her - but this
image, this vision blew his mind. He wasn’t exactly dancing for joy
but his eyes gave away the fact that he was in some sort of
playground in his mind. And Jayne watched him as he began to
undress. He wasn’t an unattractive man. Maybe slight obesity -
maybe he could have lost a few pounds. But he was a real man not a
gym bunny. And by the time he had revealed his cock, Jayne looked
wide eyed. Certainly the biggest cock she had ever seen. In her
years under ‘him’, the nameless one, she had thought that cocks
were pathetic - but Giles’s cock was anything but pathetic. For a
good few seconds, Jayne couldn’t keep her eyes off it. But Giles
only had eyes for his employer. One had to wonder was he thinking,
or had he thought where this left him employment wise. He could
reason with himself that he was just about to enter all available
holes of Camille without her direct consent. That could be ‘rape’.
But was it? She was dripping for it.

He might
ponder like that at some point but there were things he needed to
do now. Things that he never thought he would get the chance to do.
In the event he chose to enter Camille’s ass first and foremost.
She had been oiled up and she was ready and he was thinking that
this would be a delicious way to introduce himself to her as it
were. That was a bizarre thought - he knew this woman inside out
and she him. But this was different. He was introducing himself in
a completely different light. And there was this noise from her as
he slipped his cock into her oiled ass, past the rubber slit. He
had adjusted the rig and brought her to where he wanted her to be
and then he had slipped past her sphincter. There had been this
intake of air from Camille as she felt that thick long cock being
fed into her rear entrance. And then another intake of breath as
Giles slipped his cock deeper and deeper. The biggest intake of air
was when his big mushroom headed cock nudged her colon - a sign
that the cock wouldn’t or couldn’t go any deeper. And just for a
few extended seconds she held her breath right there.

It was a
simple but almost brutally cruel plan that Giles had. He would fuck
Camille’s ass until she was breathless and then he would bring her
round on that rig, lower her a bit so he could slip his cock
straight from her ass and into her mouth. There was something about
that that turned him on. Her tasting her own ass from his cock. Yes
he liked that. But he didn’t want it all to be over and done with
too quickly. He would give her ass a good reaming and then he would
slowly push that ass tasting cock into her mouth and he would feel
her lips and tongue cleaning herself off him. And that was what he
did. He fucked her ass slowly - he gave it a good reaming making
sure he was loosening her up before he took it out. For Camille she
was being penetrated and that was the most important thing for her.
The urge or the need she had to be penetrated was with her all the
time now and any penetration was good. Even at this stage the
addiction had properly taken hold of her - and she knew
it.

Of
course she got flashbacks - she got flashes of conscience. But then
she was meant to get those. She was meant to be able to remember
what she was before and she was meant to be able to compare them
with what she is now. And she knew it was Giles - she knew it was
him sating himself on her. But the truth was that whatever Jayne
had done to her, it had made her not care. The sexual hunt was what
was important for her now. It didn’t matter who it was or what walk
of life they came from. If they could use her, then that was what
was important to her. She had squeezed her ass around Giles’s cock
making the fuck as good as she could for him given her bondage. And
she had squeezed it as well, when he had withdrawn it. He didn’t
shoot his load up inside her ass. He was saving that. He was saving
that for her cunt once she had sucked his cock for a good thirty
minutes or so.

Giles
had imagined so many times what sort of noise Camille’s mouth would
make when his cock was being pushed past her lips. She didn’t
disappoint. There was this sloppy, wet noise that told of a hunger
and an eagerness to get as much of that cock into her mouth as she
could handle. And he didn’t disappoint her either. He just put the
head in at first. Just let that ridged, mushroomed head click past
her teeth locking it in there and he let her swill her tongue
around it. He like to feel that tongue around the bare glans of his
cock head. And this was more than he could have hoped for in
Camille. Oh he had thought about her sucking his cock so many times
but he never thought that he would get to actually feel it - and
not in his wildest dreams, this way. But there was this greediness
about the way that Camille sucked his cock. She couldn’t massage or
caress the balls with her hands because they were useless. But she
could make up for it with the eagerness of her mouth. She could
make up for it with the eagerness and the wetness of her lips and
tongue. She could make it like her mouth was as wet as any vagina
would be. Except this was a vagina with a live tongue wrapping
itself around the bell end and squeezing those glans so that Giles
was getting the pleasure. And that was what she wanted, to give him
maximum pleasure - because if she did that then she might pleasured
as well.

He would
have to give it to her she was good with her mouth. But then he
always thought she would be. There was nothing about Camille that
told Giles at any time during his time in her employ that told him
that she would not be able to fulfil his fantasies. And yet this
was another step on from that. This wasn’t her fulfilling his
fantasies - this was him ‘taking her’ taking her in any way that he
wanted and to any degree that he wanted. “She’s a hungry slut isn’t
she Giles? I did that to her. I made her like that. You know we are
going to have so much fun with her, so much fun. But you know, you
work for ‘me’ now. I’ve taken the slut’s wealth. I control it, I
control her and I control you. But that’s not a bad thing. That’s a
good thing.” Jayne was talking as though she had achieved something
- and she had - of course she had. For Giles her little speech
would have cleared up some ponderings that he might have had
running round his mind. His job was safe and this girl had
obviously used the time alone with this woman to make sure she had
it all air tight. Maybe he would have to make a decision as to
whether he wanted to stay in this set up - indeed if he ‘could’
stay in this setup. But that could come later.

“You’ve thought of everything it seems.” Giles spoke as he
withdrew his pre-cum dripping cock out of Camille’s mouth and was
turning the rig again. That bondage rig that looked like a
motorbike, kind of, moved and glided silently - every one of its
movements was silent. And now he was nudging his cock past her
chubby, dripping labial lips that had been hanging outside of the
rubber slit and into her cunt. And she sucked in air as she felt
the enormity of him entering her. One had to wonder what she
thought of Jayne’s speech. But then she would have known already
what Jayne had done to her and how she had taken complete and utter
control of her and her world. She wouldn’t have been hearing
anything new. Although she would have been having it confirmed. She
might have been wondering what the future held for her more
specifically with regard to her sexuality. Such was her addiction,
she would be hoping that it including a whole lot of usage. Yes
usage! Her focus was changing - Thad been changed. It was pointless
for Camille to think about ‘normal’ life now - she simply had to
immerse in this other world of hers.

Giles
fucked Camille’s cunt for a long time. He could do that. He could
fuck her and edge, fuck her and edge and then he could explode up
inside her. And that was what he did. He fucked her with the full
length of his thick cock until he couldn’t hold onto it anymore.
And when he exploded inside her, he did it deeply. He brought
himself to that climax and he held his cock against her cervix as
he offloaded the contents of his balls. His orgasm seemed to go on
and on - and his semen production seemed to go on and on. Jayne was
smiling. Her eyes were flicking from Giles to Camille and then back
again as this man emptied himself inside this statuesque, but
reduced woman.

There
might have even been an orgasm in there for Camille. Jayne hoped
there was - because if she orgasmed it would mean that she would
have to come down from that orgasm. And she knew that coming down
from that orgasm was the biggest leveller. That was the time, ‘the’
time that it would all come home to Camille. That everything would
hit her all at once - what had happened to her, what she had been
through and what had just happened. She would be in that bondaged
position, dripping with Giles’s semen dregs as she realised what
her life had come to. Jayne smiled again as she thought about that.
Her mind was in overtime as she began making plans for the future.
She hadn’t quite decided what to do with Giles, yet. But that would
come to her - that would come to her in due course. She might let
him decide his own future, or she might not. For now, Jayne was
living a dream. For now life couldn’t be any better. Her attentions
were turned back to Camille and how she could take her
deeper.

 


THE END
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