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CHAPTER ONE

 
Case Study 1 - Michaela (Female) 32yrs
 
“Try not to kick too much or you’ll rip your tits off. And we don’t want that do we? I’ve got plans for those glorious tits.”
Elsa had casually and calmly strung Michaela up with a figure of eight rope, expertly bound round and between the two globes of soft, mushy breast flesh. And then she had hoisted the petrified woman off her feet. At first there had been this disbelief  and utter horrification in the naked woman’s eyes. That she was naked except for the stockings that sheathed her long shapely legs. But that there was this violent element to what was going on.
But then it was as though realisation hit her that the woman she didn’t even know two hours ago had strung her up by her tits. And then that bellow had come - like a wall of noise that didn’t stop. But Elsa wasn’t worried about the noise. None of that would leak out of the property - she’d made sure that after stripping this place out, when the refit was done, that it would be sound proof. Sound proofing in the walls and in the ceilings between floors. And then there was the thick, industrial quad glazed glass in all of the windows. This woman, a sadist had made sure to sound proof all of the property, not just the play rooms in the sub basements, but the whole of it.
The woman waited for the screams to subside but she wasn’t in a hurry. If anything she was drinking those screams up and wallowing them in - it was as if she was just exploring this woman in the first instance - as though she was just beginning to explore the noises and the ‘music’ that she could get out of her. And as a sadist, that was what she wanted and needed to hear - the music that she could make. And then the was sometimes that she liked just ‘the silence’. That suffering in silence that said lots.
“What the fuck are you doing to me?”
The screaming died down enough for her to just manage to blurt the question out. But those words came with snot and drool as she tried to comprehend the situation she was in, and the increasing pain she was experiencing. It was as though what Elsa had said had rung true with her as well. The bit about her trying not to kick as much or she’d rip her own tits off. So now she was actually kicking less and less because she was concerned about the damage she could do for herself.
“I’m doing whatever I like to you darling. There’s no one here to save you, or look for you. There’s no one going to come on a beautiful white horse to whisk you away from the wicked woman in the sound proofed house.”
Elsa wasn’t holding back. She didn’t need to because what she was saying, what she had said was right. She’d taken the woman from the bus stop. Two women walking away from the bus stop just talking, and getting to know each other and then arms linked as though they were old friends. No one would remember them. Elsa was dressed down, and in flats. And Michaela was an attractive woman dressed for work which she wouldn’t arrive for. Just another day in the life of the city. Another day in the hustle and the bustle. People came and people went. People also went missing but to surface later, never the same again.
The question marks were all over Elsa really, as opposed to this poor woman swinging and gently turning round and round on that rope she was hanging from. Who the fuck was she? Why was she doing this to this other woman, Michaela? But she’d already answered that of course. Basically she was doing it because she could. And now she was using a long perfectly manicured nail to gently, very gently drag up the stockinged thigh of this strung up woman.
“Uhhhhh don’t fucking touch me you nut job. You’re going to pay for this I swear you are.”
That was the anger because Michaela had been duped. she’d never been duped in her life - She’d never been scammed or conned in her life either. She’d never deny that she’d been attracted to Elsa at the bus stop and maybe that was the weakness in her. That she had an eye for other women, and she had this inbuilt craving for the exciting and the unexpected. She’d kind of seen past the dress down of Elsa, and seen this breath-taking woman behind the dowdiness. And there’d been something about Elsa that just hooked her. Something that just tweaked her feminine sexuality. And for that she would be eternally regretful, once this was all over. If it was ever all over.
“I’ll bet you break some hearts hey Elsa?”
And she’d moved in close to Elsa. Maybe Michaela was angry with herself now because it had been her doing all the running as they’d waited for the 437 bus. Why had she done that? She asked herself that as the pain in her tits, from holding her own weight got more intense. Why didn’t she just stay silent? Why didn’t she just not smile back when Elsa smiled at her? If she’d done that then she wouldn’t be hanging by her udders now. And she wouldn’t be in the process of dealing utter petrification. What the fuck had she been thinking.
“Oh you know, people get close to me because they want excitement. Because they want to go on a roller coaster ride. Because they want to live on the edge for a little while. If I break some hearts along the way then so be it. I don’t mind broken hearts - they excite me.”
And Elsa had smiled and then looked down the road. The 437 was on its way. It’d stopped at another stop closer and theirs would be next.
“Wanna go on a roller coaster ride Michaela?”
And it had been that close - in the seconds it took the bus to come to their stop Michaela had made the decision to go with Elsa. And now she was swinging round and round, and being disorientated in the process. It had been ‘that’ close - her jumping on the bus or going with Elsa. One had to wonder what she thought about that choice now?
“I’m going to put a spread bar between your knees and your ankles so that you can’t close your legs on me. And so that you hang at the perfect angle for me to work on you, is that ok Michaels darling?”
Michaela would never remember even the introduction of them via names. It had been all in a blur. Probably this was Michela selfishly chasing that excitement and Elsa just letting this woman slide into her world.
This was Elsa just before she was in the zone. She’d found in the past that if she explained and described what she was going to do to a victim then it frightened the wits out of the person and she liked that. She liked that look of fear and petrification - it was like another form of pain. Michaela just let out a sigh that was a mixture of frustration and increasing agony. Like she was pissed off with herself that she’d come with this woman - that she’d been so stupid.. Elsa had already done a good job of scaring the fuck out of her and she would never be able to deny that.
“Look, Elsa just let me go and I won’t say anything to anyone I promise? Please?”
She managed to get the words out, but only just. The longer she hung by her tits like this, the more her breasts discoloured - the more they became blue. And the more the veins stood out. And then the more translucent they became until the individual milk ducts stood out. The more she became a disturbing sight for anyone that might come across her. But that was it, no-one would come across her.
Michaela must have been trying to work out how it got from talking to another woman at a bus stop, to being strung up by her tits in this place that locked the city out, and her cries and screams in.
“If you’re a good girl for me, I’ll let you go, eventually. But you won’t say anything to anyone then, because you’ll be too shit scared that I’ll come looking for you. It mightn’t feel like it now. But trust me this is how it’s going to go down.”
Michaela was thinking Elsa was damn right in one respect - she WOULD go to the nearest police station and report her and she’d deal with the fear of her coming after her when it came. That was the logical thing for her to think because she was in this position now. But there was this creeping fear that seemed to infest the whole of her femininity, for her life.
If this woman did this kind of thing on a regular basis, which every aspect of what she did pointed to because she did it so casually, then what were her limits? Indeed, did she had any limits? There was nothing rash or random about any of this. But then what had become of other ‘victims’? Had she let those go? Had not even one of them reported this woman to the police? And that was the thing, she was overthinking. The strain on her blue tits, and her imagination were playing tricks on her and now she was just petrified. It didn’t stop her from trying to get Elsa to let her go though.
“If I’m a good girl, you’ll let me go?”
She was sniffing drool and snot back.
“Of course. I’m not a monster you know. I mean I could have some fun with you and then kill you. But, well, I might do that, but it’s unlikely.”
So what Elsa was doing was giving this woman hope and yet at the same time introducing another level of terror in that she would likely let her go, but first she had to go through fuck knows what torments and tortures. And then that final thing, that she could decide to kill her even if she was a good girl. And then there was the thing, like beauty, that ‘good girl’ was in the eyes of the beholder. Michaela might think that she’d been a good girl, but Elsa might think quite the opposite. She might even say that Michaela had not been a good girl at all, even though it wasn’t necessarily true. That Elsa even talked about murder like this was something that didn’t settle well in the psyche of Michaela. But then, it wasn’t supposed to. Elsa was a sadist, a true sadist and the levels of hurt she could apply were immeasurable.
“This will probably hurt, a lot. The spread bars alter your angle so that you get the pressure to each breast, and behind each nipple, but you get equal pressure being applied to your spine as well. It will hurt a lot. But it’s important that I have unrestricted access to your sexuality.”
There was always this shock value in what Elsa was saying. Firstly her intimate knowledge of what she was doing at any given time, and the effects of that. And then the implanting of this nagging anticipation and fear about what else was going to happen. For instance why did this woman need access to her most private flesh? She wasn’t going to make love to her, that much was obvious. So why did this sick bitch need access to her sexuality. Even the thought sent shivers and down her spine.
The first bar was cuffed to Michaela’s legs, just above the knees. Those cuffs tight and when secured, spread the legs at the knees but left the lower legs dangle. At that point one of Michaela’s stilettos fell off. Elsa tilted her head, to look at the fallen shoe from some sort of artistic angle only available in that sick head of hers. As though to underline what she was doing, she dragged a finger between Michaela’s exposed, vulnerable sex lips and then held that finger up to her lips and kissed it. All the time she was looking at the strung up woman. There had to be some understanding in her of the fear that this poor woman was going through. Being the victim of a sadist had to be the worst thing in the world? It just had to be. For Elsa though she was tasting the fear from the kiss to the finger that had just been ploughing those chubby sex lips open.
Then Elsa spread the ankles by adding the other bar. The both spread bars the same length - so the ankles spread the same width as Michaela’s knees. And Elsa hadn’t been bluffing when she mentioned the pressure on the spine. It was immediate and it was acute. And just for a few seconds, if that long, the pain in her breasts was pushed out of the picture and it was just that spinal pain. But that didn’t last long. The dull, almost thudding breast agony then come back as though to join forces with the pain to the spine. And she let out another series of screams that were so piercing, so desperate that if someone from the outside heard it, they would be sure that someone was being murdered. Elsa just stood back as those series of screams bounced off the walls of this place. She was drinking those sounds in. She was absorbing those screams through her own pores, like she was feeding off them in some alien like way.
The problem was that the two leg spread bars had forced a sort of semi-sitting position. And that was ok, but the fact that her entire weight was supported by her plentiful breasts flesh, meant that her body tried to counteract it. And that meant the pressure on her spine. And that in turn meant the agony.
“How long, how long will it be before you let me go?”
Michaela’s words didn’t come easily. They were broken and stuttered and were punctuated with the sounds of her trying to deal with a pain that she wouldn’t ever get used to. It wasn’t as if the pain would reach a certain level and then tail off. It was the kind of pain that simply increased and kept increasing. And it was a pain that was constant.
“Maybe hours. Maybe days. Maybe weeks. Maybe months. I haven’t decided. It all depends on how good you are for me. It all depends how entertaining you are for me.”
And this was what Elsa did. She didn’t really answer questions posed to her. Rather she used questions as an opportunity to create more levels of bedlam in the mind of her victim. This was such a long way from what she used to do as a professional dominatrix. Back then she could only tickle that sadism of hers. Then it was all about the money. All about growing her wealth. But now - right now she could be herself. And that was all she’d ever wanted to be.
She’d always been counting down the hours and minutes, from the first time she’d donned leathers and heels, and that slash of red lipstick, she’d wanted out of the professional scene so that she could pursue her inner need to express sadism. Being a professional gave her opportunities to an extent. But finding true masochists the professional way was always a hit and miss affair. She’d be able to count on one hand the amount of times she’d met a real masochist that she could go further with than she would a normal client. But even that had been nowhere completely gratifying.
“I’ll give you money. I don’t have much, but you can have everything I’ve got.”
Michaela let out her words between gasps and deep intakes of breath caused by the mounting pain. She was punctuating those words with those gasps and those little sobs of agony. This was ironic for Elsa. She had all the money she could ever spend and all the money she ever needed with which to explore her sadism in whatever way she wanted to, or craved to. And now this woman was offering her all she had. There was something in the sadistic makeup that appealed to Elsa, hurting this woman so badly, so so badly, on all levels, and then right at the very end, taking all she had in the world off her before cutting her loose. That appealed to her, maybe she’d do that.
“We’ll talk about what I can take from you once I’ve had my fun with you. You know, the final nail in the coffin as it were.”
And she knew as she whispered to this woman, that she was planting a whole new lot of seeds in Michaela’s mind. It was like this was what she did - she planted layers of seeds, one over the other, and then again more. This seemed to tip Michaela over the edge in terms of her tears. Now they were pouring down her pretty face in streams taking her mascara with them. And now the sobbing was incessant and it was continuous. It was like she had tried not to cry - like she had tried her best not to cry but now it had all got on top of her and she couldn’t help but sob her heart out.
“You know, it’s ok to cry. I like to hear a slut like you cry. It makes me wet.”
To let this woman know that by crying she was turning on the sadist was almost another wave of torment that couldn’t be absorbed by Micheala’s psyche. It was like this incessant sadism that was both physical and emotional and psychological.
“If you cum for me, I’ll give you some pain relief. How does that sound?  You give me one of your orgasms, on my finger, and I’ll give you some pain relief?”









CHAPTER TWO

 
Comprehension
 
Michaela was trying to comprehend what Elsa had just said to her. And the sadist had spoken as though she was giving her the offer of the century. Wow, all she had to do was orgasm at will on Elsa’s fingers, and in return she would give her some pain relief. To be honest, even Michaela was thinking that it wasn’t a bad deal. But how could she orgasm when she was in so much pain? She needn’t have put so much thought into that. This was all in Elsa’s hands now.
“Ok, ok, yes ok. I’ll try to cum for you. I’ll try.”
And she meant that from the bottom of her heart and certainly from the heart of her clitoris.
“Oh honey, you WILL come, don’t you worry about that.”
Michaela tried to move her hands behind her, but her wrists were bound tight. There was this sense that if she was free to move her hands then it would alter the balance of her as she swung on that single rope by her tits. There was this sense then that at least she might get some relief. But that was just it, there was no relief and there was no balance. And she couldn’t move her hands - except to curl and uncurl her fingers which she did constantly for no apparent reason.
And then Elsa’s fingers were at her sex lips again. This time she didn’t just plough them open a little bit. This time she slipped one, then two fingers into Michaela, milking the lubrication and the sex juices from her as she did. The poor woman let out a sigh, almost of consternation - almost of pure degradation as she began to feel her body betraying her. She didn’t know how this could be though. This woman, this Elsa was in the process of destroying her and yet, she wasn’t exactly feeling that those fingers inside her was unpleasant. Quite the opposite. She didn’t feel like she was being deconstructed, and yet at the same time she knew she was. She didn’t feel like she was doing anything to avoid this either - but the disturbing thing was that she didn’t feel like she wanted to avoid it. She was beginning to exist in some kind of beautiful hell.
“That’s right, just hang, by those glorious tits and let my fingers take you there.  I’ll bet right about now you’ll be feeling the ‘throb’ behind your nipples hey?  First of all that pain you’re in, it’ll never go but it will fade to a dull thud. But that throb behind your nipples will make you want to cum harder for me. And you WILL cum harder.”
Elsa was hissing. She did that when she had total control over another human being. If she was ever asked she would always admit to preferring other women. They had more layers to them than men did. They had more going on in their mind - they were more complex sexually and so there was more ‘joy’ in taking them apart from the inside out. There was this pureness to the joy in taking another woman down, simply because of the complexity that existed.
Men, on the whole were short lived pleasure. They had their cycle of placid cock, semi rigid, rigid and then orgasm. And then the whole cycle all over again on repeat once they got that twitch back. There was no way that a sadist could inflict a decent amount of pain in such a short time and that left the sadist dissatisfied and ungratified.
Oh, make no mistake that Elsa could destroy a man several times over and then let him go knowing he would never be the same again. But for Elsa, other women, and hot girls did it best for her. And unless a man had that touch of femininity about him, that she could toy with and destroy, she could take or leave them.
“Yes, yes I can feel the throb in my tits, in my nipples. Fuck I want to scratch my nipples, badly.”
The words kind of slipped from between Michaela’s lips and she was trembling. The power of a sadist’s suggestion. Of course there was a throbbing there, but it had escaped Michaela because of the agony she was in. But all it took was a couple of fingers to slip inside her an then that seductive hissing voice of Elsa to bring her attention to it, and there it was. Like a creature was tap, tap, tapping inside the erect stem of her nipples and instantly it was driving her mad. And instantly it was taking her towards the point of orgasm.
Michaela would never be able to say that Elsa wasn’t degrading her because she knew that she was. She was degrading her and she was debasing her. She felt that. She felt herself hanging like some kind of piece of meat. Like a pig maybe - hung by her tits for the pleasure of this woman. And these were the kind of things that were going through her mind as Elsa worked on her. She couldn’t think of anything nice that would assist in her orgasm and so it had to be these awful things she was thinking of. Brutal sadism by another woman and she didn’t really know where that came from. It had to have been the seeds that Elsa had planted from the word go and that were now driving her.
“Keep hold of those throbs lover. They are going to fuel the best orgasm you’ve ever had, I promise you.”
Elsa ebbed and flowed between plain ‘nasty and brutal’ to an almost ‘kind and considerate’. Like right now it was like she really wanted Michaela to have the best orgasm she’d ever had. Like she really, really wanted this hanging piece of pig meat, to have the time of her life inside the orgasm she was working to build inside the tip of that clitoris of her’s. Because once that was done, then this woman would be her’s. All her’s.
And Michaela’s breathing had altered. Before, she had been breathing, trying to come to terms with the agony that wasn’t going to stop any time soon. But now that pain and pleasure was blending into one and it was like she was sinking into the pleasure bit, because it gave her not so much a break physically but psychologically. She visibly changed her hanging stance. She wasn’t so tense, wasn’t so tight as she absorbed all she could feel. And that was just it, she could feel everything thing now.
She could even feel the throbs of agony that were in sync with the throbs in her nipples. And now the throbs in her clitoris. Those throbs maddening in that she wanted to scratch them as though they were itches that needed to be scratched - and with those throbs the sense that she was wet down there, dripping wet. Wet through! But that she couldn’t scratch those itches, meant that the throbs, the itches just grew and grew in intensity so that she was driven towards some kind of madness.
“Good girl. See, pain doesn’t have to be bad all of the time. Pain can be good as well, when I decide it can be good that is.”
Elsa with her seductive voice and now her fingers working the inside of Michaela’s sexual channel. She’d popped the clitoris from the fleshy hood and then she’d found her G spot and was working both. And visibly Michaela was feeling it. There has to have been that degradation of the way she was being brought to orgasm. There had to have been the humiliation of the way that she was hanging like that pig and at the same time being pleasured by this sadist. Michaela was learning now what a sadist was - and what a puppet she herself was. But that kind of drove the throbs that she felt. It kind of drove them but intensified them as well.
She’d been of the opinion that sadism was all about whips and canes, and sick male bastards who couldn’t get it off any other way. But the most telling thing about Michaela’s opinions of sadism was that it was something that men did to women and not the other way round. Maybe events in her early life had shaped that opinion - and possibly that was another thing for Elsa to discover on this journey with this complete stranger.
And it had never entered Michaela’s mind that one woman could be cruel like this to another woman. Maybe it was that, that blew her mind once and for all with Elsa. That this was a woman who COULD be cruel to immeasurable degrees to other women. That concept, that fact took some time to digest and to process. It was like all bets were off, and no matter how much in her torment and enforced sexual oblivion she tried, she didn’t know where this was going to end. She couldn’t know. She couldn’t guess. She was on the ride, on the roller coaster and she couldn’t just hop off it. She had to go with it and go with Elsa. It was like she was placing her life in this woman’s hands and that seemed to excite her sexually as well. Everything at this point was sexually exciting her more than she’d ever been excited before.
“Please please Elsa, please I need to cum. I need to cum, please.”
Micaela was in a zone. She was in some kind of sub space. She was speaking, or whispering, clearer than she had all through this. That was because she was absorbing the pain she was in, and in her mind she was blending that agony with the pleasure that Elsa was giving her. It made it possible for her to speak, whisper in that seductive sex hungry way. It was like she was on the hunt for some kind of peak to this sexual pleasure and so she had to talk right for that to happen.
“Not yet. You’re not ready yet. I decide when you’re ready. I just need you to convince me you want me to be happy, that’s all, think you can do that for me, hmmmm?”
Again that seductive, almost smoky voice of Elsa’s filtering into the psyche of Michaela. The poor woman was trying to process and compute those words. What did it mean by wanting to make her happy? She could only guess that if Elsa was happy then she would be better off than if the sadist wasn’t happy.
“I want you to be happy Elsa. I need you to be happy.”
And Elsa smile at that.
“Yes, you’d need me to be happy. A happy me means you get to experience things that others can only have nightmares about.”
There she went again with the words, and the layers of uncertainty and torment. She was pressing and holding that pressure inside Michaela, against her G spot. She knew that the G responded to pressure more than to rubbing. And so she found the spot and she pressed and held it. And in that time it seemed that the pleasure was right through her. That yes it emanated from the G and from her now dripping clitoris. And even from those throbbing nipples.
And as relaxed as she could be hanging by her tits like that, she was. Her head back, her eyes rolling as this sadistic woman pretty much used her like some kind of sex doll puppet. Her fingers of one hand inside Michaela and the other hand steadying her by the fingers wrapping around the flesh of one ass cheek and holding her steady so that she could work that G spot.
“Uhhhhhh, please, please Elsa, please let me cum, please Elsa please, I’d do anything. I swear to god I will do ANYTHING if you let me cum.”
There wasn’t anything about what Michaela was saying, or the desperate begging the she used that would be not convincing. And oddly there was nothing further from this woman’s mind than the promise of pain relief now. For now it was all about the orgasm that she needed so badly.
Elsa smiled because she knew where that was coming from. She knew that Michaela would have had to dig deep for what she’d said. She changed the shape of her fingers inside the hanging woman, and she slipped them deeper. It was like she was slipping Michaela on like a lubricated rubber glove, and all while she was hanging by her tits.
“Be careful what you say you’ll do for me lover. I might have to hold you to it.”
Elsa knew that the only thing that Michaela wanted and needed right now was an orgasm. She knew that nothing else mattered right in this moment. She knew that she was holding her in this subspace, on the edge of orgasm and of course, that she would promise to do anything she wanted her to do. And this made Elsa smile wide for a number of reasons. Not least she knew that she was taking this woman, who just a few hours ago she’d met at a bus stop, to beyond the point of return and to a place that she would never recover from. She would give Michaela the orgasm, of course she would and it would be from that moment that Michaela would be in her debt. A debt that she would never be able to repay.
It was what every sadist needed to do to a victim. To lead them, or drag them into a rabbit hole that they would never be able to climb out of. Into a cycle of pain and pleasure that they would never want to end even though they’d know they needed to end it, for the sakes of their mind and their sanity. And yet not being able to do that. Elsa recognised that Michaela was on the cusp of this state of mind and body now. She would tease her for a little while longer and then she would let her cum. And then the real fun would begin.
 
When the orgasm did happen, and it was an ‘event’, Michaela let out this almost heart-breaking bellow. That bellow was more animal than it was human. Elsa simply adjusted her fingers, left two inside of Michaela and then used her forefinger on the exposed clitoral nerves and at the same time she pressed the G spot, she pressed and rubbed the clitoris and the orgasm was instant. The peak was instant. It was a peak that Michaela didn’t think could exist and yet she had to live through it. She had to exist in it. It was a peak that saw her squirt like some freaky creature. And she looked like a freaky creature hanging by her breasts like that. Through the orgasm there was the erection of her nipples - that throb inside them now right behind, just under the surface of her nipple tips. It made her feel like her nipples were about to explode because the orgasm and the throbs had co-joined now and it was like all in one, all new sensation that was blowing her mind. But more it was blowing her sexuality - it was exploding her sexuality in a way that she had never, ever experienced before.
“Good girl, now just hold your breath and let it take you.”
Elsa was hissing again. She was hissing but she was massaging Michaela’s psyche at the same time. She was holding her at that peak of orgasm and at the same time she was sitting back, just a little bit to watch those squirts of fluid gushing from the depths of this woman she now had total control over. And despite the fact this was a time when Michaela was being pleasured, intensely and beautifully, there was something toxic in what was happening. There was something that was rotten to the core of what was happening in that soundproofed space.
And that made Elsa smile. As an advanced sadist Elsa knew that sadism in its purest form was not all about the infliction of physical pain. She knew that it was about the absolute fucking up of another human being. She knew that it was about the turning inside out, and then the twisting the psyche of another person. She knew that it was about changing a person not for the better for them, but for the worse and yet making them believe it was for the better. And those thoughts made her smile wider and wider as she held Michaela at the brink of that orgasm and the brink of her madness.
This poor woman held her breath, just like she had been told. Her eyes rolled because holding her breath like that teased another area of her sexuality whether she liked it or not. And that was the thing, she was having all this pleasure whether she liked it or not. She held her breath until she couldn’t hold it any more. And it was like she thought if she let her breath go that the orgasm would come to an end. That it would just finish there and then.
But that was never going to be the case. It would never be as simple as that. At first she didn’t want it to end not at any cost. But the longer it was held at that peak the more it drained her and yet she rode the middle of that peak even though she was showing signs of distress and to the point where she was desperate for it to end. And that was what Elsa was looking for. The point where Michaela was desperate for that pleasure to be taken away because she couldn’t take any more. That was the ‘peak’ of this particular torture that Elsa wanted and needed to see. That desperation for the orgasm to end and yet the desperate for it to be back once it wasn’t there anymore.
“And down you come lover. I want you to come all the way down to the bottom so that we can discuss what you’re going to do for me, now that you’ve taken that orgasm.”
Elsa was teasing her, tormenting her some more. But what she wasn’t doing was playing with her. She’d taken Michaela into a darker realm now.
 









CHAPTER THREE

 
Bottom Of the Pit
 
She was there. Michaela was there, at the bottom of the pit. And that pit was like one of despair. She’d been grateful, so grateful that the pleasure of that orgasm had been turned down inside her, and then off. But then she had the reality to deal with. She’d been able to escape into that orgasm so none of this other stuff bothered her, at least for now. But now not only was the pain back, it seemed to have been magnified several fold. The pain in her tight blue tits. The pain and the pressure behind her nipples, as though they were about to be launched from her tits and into oblivion.
And then there was her spine. If she’d ever need to describe that pain then she wouldn’t be able to. It was a pain that had still existed though the orgasm, just like the pain in her breasts. But it was different. It had been an acute nagging through that orgasm and yet she’d been able to, to an extent, shut it out. But now it was back and that acuteness was several time more. It made her whimper, and it made her cry. But some of that crying was due to the fact that she was down off that orgasm.
Yes, she couldn’t take any more of that ultra-pleasure, and yet now it wasn’t there any more she wished it was. It was the kind of sublime pleasure that was addictive and yet at the same time needed to stop. But it was like the crack cocaine of orgasms in that once it wasn’t there any more, she needed it to be back, not just a little bit but a lot. Because if it wasn’t back, where it should be, inside her body, inside her femininity, then she had to deal with the black hole of despair that was left. In a way she would be wondering if she’d done the right thing in begging for that orgasm in the first place. If she compared where she was before she’d begged, to now, then she was worse off now. And now she had orgasm withdrawal to deal with.
Elsa stood back from Michaela now and she was watching her. Yes the spectacle of the orgasm was over and done with. But it was what was left that Elsa was interested in. It was how this woman with the swollen, stretched tits dealt with what she had come back into that interested her the most. She stood back, but it was like she was zooming in on Michaela. There was this deathly white there - like the colour had been drained from Michaela’s face by some kind of alien life force. Her eyes flickered and they rolled and it was like she was trying to focus but couldn’t. One had to wonder exactly what was going through her mind.
“Please, please can I go home now please?”
Her lips were dried and cracked now. She’d chewed most of her lipstick off. If the truth were told, she looked terrible.
“It wouldn’t help you if you went home now. You need my help now more than ever, slut.”
Elsa’s words were simple and yet they were brutal just the same.
“You’re not letting me go?”
Michaela sounded much like a drone.
“No, I need to look after you now, stop you coming to any harm from the outside. Besides, you remember your promise right, about how you’d do anything for me, just for that orgasm. And now it’s time to pay the piper sweetie.”
Again straight words. And in her state of mind, Michaela would be taking those words and analysing them as much as her damaged mind was capable of. And right now she would be feeling that she was in a situation that she couldn’t get out of. One that she would never be able to get out of. And yes she remembered her promise to Elsa - to do anything, to give anything for that orgasm. And yes she’d had that orgasm. But the thought of paying for it now in some abominable fashion was too much for her to comprehend right now.
“What you want me to do?”
Her question was strained and drained. It sounded like she was exhausted, which she was. There was this permanent look of distress on her otherwise attractive, pretty face and that was kind of disturbing. Whatever she had felt or gone through, through that orgasm it was etched on her face now and it was like, in the flicker of her eyes, she was looking for the way out, but at the same time knowing there was no way out. She was realising that she’d been broken. But not only that, but that there was no way of mending her and so she had to hold onto Elsa’s words in the respect, that she needed to look after her. Right at this point in that pit of despair that was her mind, she had to rely on this sadistic woman to ‘look after her’. And that just made the despair worse. It would be fair to say that Michaela was in such a bad place that she wished the orgasm was back, so that she could forget all about the rest of it. She was entering a dangerous downward spiral in this process.
“All in good time sweetie, all in good time.”
Elsa was moving now. She was circling the strung up woman who seemed to be in this permanent state of trying to be comfortable. But that comfort was impossible for her to attain. And so she was in this permanent whimper, and tremble. And that was the worst thing for her because the tremble and the quiver just made the pain, all of the pain worse. And such was that pain that it was as though she just needed to think about moving, or trying to move and it simply hurt more. Again she needed that orgasm to be back so that she could sink into some kind of oblivion. But then she would come to the point where she couldn’t take any more again and she would want the pleasure to be gone again.
“For now, would you like some pain relief?”
Elsa asked the question casually - like as though she was asking an infant if she wanted a sweetie. And with that question Michaela’s eyes lit up. She’d forgotten about the mention of pain relief, but that was understandable. And now it was like a gift being sent from God to help her through this next phase.
“Can I, can I please have some pain relief, please, please yes?”
She was rambling her answer through those cracked lips and there was nothing she could do to sound more like the intelligent woman she’d been.
“Of course you can my dear.”
And there had to be a worry, or at least a concern that this sadist,  woman who enjoyed the infliction of pain on others, was offering pain relief. It was like a contradiction in terms - a sadist offering pain relief, really? That should have occurred to Michaela but it didn’t because she had so much other shit going on in her mind. And now the pain was back to the fore of her mind and on top of that she had the reality of her situation to deal with. If she realised anything more than anything else then it was the fact that she was sinking deeper into despair and desperation than she could imagine.
“You can choose. Agony relief for your glorious tits, which I have big plans for, or you can have relief to your spine. Which would you like?”
If Michaela could have, or if she’d even thought about it, she would scream for a general pain relief - something for every one of her pain filled ailments right now because it felt as though the whole of her hurt.
“My back, please my back. Yes please my back.”
She rambled and repeated herself that way because she was at the end of some kind of tether. She was hovering on the brink of some kind of abyss. Maybe she was even hovering on the edge of madness.
“Ok, the spine it is. But you need to know that while you’re wallowing in not feeling the pain in your back any more, I am going to be getting you ready to take you down from there. But I don’t want the pain to be gone from your tits once you are back on your feet. You hear?”
And Elsa was right in Michaela’s face now. She was piercing her with her eyes. It wasn’t clear, not really if Michaela understood the question. She would have just picked up on key words and phrases like ‘back on her feet’. That was like something positive that her mind could hold on to. That she wouldn’t be strung up by her tits anymore and that had to be a good thing right?
“Yes, yes I hear, I hear. Thank you. Thank you so much.’
And Elsa smiled at the gratitude. She liked it when a desperate slut was grateful, even if there was nothing to be grateful for, not really. She was wheeling a stainless steel trolley that was attached to a drip rod. The bag of pain relief was already in place, hanging upside down so that it was gravity fed into the spine of Michaela. Elsa very carefully, very expertly slipped a hypodermic needle into the base of Michaela’s spine.
“This will hurt a bit. But don’t move, keep as still as you can. One slip and you’ll be paralysed. And we don’t want that. At least not yet.”
What Elsa said was always mixed with reality and terrible fiction. It was always that she wanted to paint the worse possible pictures in the minds of her victims. Michaela audibly sucked in deep breaths and held them, attempting through the agony not to move. And to an extent she succeeded, but not one hundred percent. Elsa smiled as she set the gravity feed to the amount that would see the pain Michaela felt in her spine, fade away.
“There, you’ll feel that work almost immediately. And on top of that you’ll go all heady and fuzzy and ‘nice’. A treat for you hey? No more back pain and a lovely fuzziness that your mind can wallow in it. And it will enable me to work on you more.”
Elsa had been right. The pain did dissolve away and Michaela was left with that almost ‘high’ feeling that enabled her to cope more. But it enabled her to think more logically as well. What next? What did she mean by that? Why doesn’t she let me go? I’ll be a good girl for her, I promise.
There was still that incessant and unnatural pain in her breasts. That breast bondage, the figure of eight tie, and then the effect of her weight on them for so long had to have had a detrimental effect. They were now swollen masses of blue flesh. And that was disturbing to see, the blueness of the swollen breasts against the lily whiteness of the rest of her skin. There was this contrast because of this and it was just off kilter to see it and deal with it in the head.
For Michaela she had this absolute fear that if she was up here for much longer, off her feet, twirling round in circles in front of this woman, that her tits would be ripped off. It was common for anyone in the deepest of despair, to be thinking the worse, even with the spinal pain now fully under control, there was this terrible, terrible set of images in her mind that told her that this, whatever this was, was not going to end well for her. And she didn’t know why she was thinking like that, not really. She’d had pain relief and it WAS relief. And yet the despair and the reality weren’t acting well together so the result for her was worse.
“What do you mean, work on me?”
She managed to get the words out, just.
“I mean I’m going to work on you so that when you are on your feet, the pain you’ll be in will make what you feel now pale into insignificance.”
They wouldn’t have been words that Michaela would have wanted to hear or process.
“Please Elsa, please let me go. I won’t tell, I won’t! I promise I won’t tell.”
Elsa let Michaela speak and then she smiled.
“You’re full of promises aren’t you? I like that. But I do intend to collect on all of your promises. There are so many joys of the flesh for me to explore with you.”
Again that awful ambiguity in what Elsa was saying. It was like something she had in her armoury. Something that she could take out of the toolbox at will. Almost as though when she had nothing else to say or do, she could with ease and casualness hurt her victim with words.
Elsa trailed one of her expertly and perfectly manicured nails around the outside of one of Michaela’s tied, squeezed breasts and that should have resulted in a pleasant feeling and sensation for her. But instead, because that pressure caused, from within. and because she was suspended by all of her weight via her breasts, that finger nail created the most terrible, terrible sharp pain. And one had to think that maybe some of it was in her mind rather than physical pain. And yet, to see those breasts, they looked tender and hyper-sensitive to the point that even to look at them would hurt her.
“Uhhhhhhhhhhh fuck, Elsa please, where is your heart?”
“I don’t have a heart I have a swinging brick instead.  I’m going to take advantage of your thick, erect nipples next. I think a couple of piercings with heavy metal rings welded in place will be the right look for you.”
Even as Elsa’s words were escaping into this room from her luscious mouth, Michaela’s face was grimacing in response to what she was being told.
“Please please Elsa, please you don’t have to do that to me. Please Elsa?”
She was asking a question but not asking a question. And this made Elsa smile because she knew now the state of Michaela’s mind. She knew that she was grasping on to any hope however thin the thread of hope that she would show her some mercy. Michaela could never know how a sadist’s mind worked. She probably thought that for a sadist, just the pain was the most important thing. She probably didn’t think for one minute that the psychological pain was something else that this woman wanted to see. Or that it was the most important thing that she wanted to see.
“Oh don’t you be like that now. I’m going to make you look better. I’m going to improve you for fucks sakes. You should be thanking me. In fact you will thank me. Especially after I have watched you circumcise your own clitoris for me.”
And when she spoke, Elsa made the most brutal, cruel of statements seem like they were natural everyday occurrences. It took some time for Michaela to process what she was being told. And even then it was like she didn’t believe what Elsa had just said to her about her watching as she circumcised her clitoris.
“I don’t understand. What does that mean, circumcise my clitoris?”
It was easier for her to speak now and to at least try to make sense of things. But she was still having trouble with this.
“I’m going to give you a medical grade scalpel and then stand back and watch you cut off your clitoris hood for me, which I will wear in a phial around my neck.”
“But why? For fucks sakes why would you want me to do that to myself?”
And there was some disbelief in her voice. Like she was having to suspend belief at what this woman was saying. And even though she was in some kind of outrage at what Elsa had said, she wasn’t entirely sure she could do what she was being told she would have to do.
“Your clitoris doesn’t deserve to be hooded and tucked away. It deserves and you deserve it to be out, exposed and super sensitive at all times - so that you can be used like the slut you are.”
“I’m not a slut.”
Michaela was almost weeping as she came back with that retort.
“I’ve never been a slut.”
Again she was weeping as she drilled the words.
“Yes you have, you just didn’t know it. But look here, a few hours and look at you - begging for orgasms, begging for pain relief, begging to be let go. You are a slut through and through. But it’s ok, I like sluts. Especially ones like you, because at the end of the day you are going to go as deep as I want you to go.”
Elsa dragged her words out before she finished.
“But first, those delicious nipples of yours. But I don’t want you to pierce them yourself, I’m going to do that for you. I want to come in close and do them as you’re hanging by your tits for me.”
There was more than a sense of craving in Elsa’s voice. It was like she was living what she was describing as she was describing it. It was like what she was describing was watering her mouth and making her produce drool and saliva because it excited her so much to think of these sadistic things and then to see them and do them.
Just for a few seconds Elsa stood back to look at Michaela still hanging by her tits. And for the first time she was thinking that this woman could be ‘the’ long term project she had always dreamed of possessing. She always called the human beings she worked on ‘projects’ because at least in her mind she was dehumanising them, and that excited her as much as the physical and psychological torment she could inflict. But her search for a long term project had been a long one.
 









CHAPTER FOUR

 
Pierced, Twice
 
Michaela screamed at the top of her voice as the first nipple was pierced and ringed. It wasn’t so much that it hurt her, it was just the knowledge of what that ‘click’ as the needle went through the puffy, rough nipple meant. She’d never had any piercings - not even her ears were pierced. She’d always opted for clip on earrings not wanting to damage herself with holes through her lobes. And yet look at her now. On the exact point of her having holes, thick holes punched through her erect, engorged nipples.
“Shhhh shhhh now. Try to ride it out. You know, you’ll impress me more if I can see you are handling the pain rather that screeching through it. I like to see effort in my girls you know.”
Had Michaela been slightly more able to comprehend what was happening and what Elsa was saying, she’d be forgiven for thinking this woman was sounding a little on the mad side. She couldn’t answer her. She’d felt that click of her nipple flesh as the thick needle had gone through her flesh, in one side and out of the other. It was like a moment for her. First realising what had happened to her and then actually feeling it. And then putting the two together to realise it was real.
“You should have had the breast pain relief shouldn’t you? You wouldn’t be feeling so much now.”
And it was like Elsa was gloating that this woman had chosen the wrong pain relief. But for her at the time, for Michaela at this time it was the right choice. She was still in that high place the pain relief had taken her to but now instead of being able to wallow in that, she had this indescribably, acute, almost burning pain through her nipples that was something working with the throbs still inside the now pierced flesh. And as Elsa began the process of feeding a thick, hollow, hypodermic needle right through one nipple Michaela could hear herself weeping. She was probably trying to contend with how brutal it felt and looked having those heavy, hinged stainless steel rings fed through her nipples and then closed and soldered in, so that they’d never be able to be removed.
As Elsa fed the second ring through and sealed it in, she took a long, close look at her project. It was the effects of what she’d done she was looking for in this woman. That actual acts of pain, or horror infliction like piercing didn’t faze her and didn’t excite her on its own. She had to combine that with the actuals effects it had on a woman. She had to feel what it was like for the woman to be taken into these realms of absolute psychological carnage. And she wanted to bathe in that. She wanted to feel the despair ooze from a woman she barely knew. Actually, a woman she didn’t know at all, and yet would come to know intimately as the time went on. And that was a feed to her as well, knowing that she would come to know this woman on that intimate, and sadistic basis only.
“Please, please Elsa, please…..”
But her words faded out. The word ‘please’ was a staple at this point and Elsa was used to this. She liked the word, especially in these circumstances because it was a heartfelt word. And from Michaela, there was even more to it. This was a woman who didn’t know where, or how this was going to end. She’d already been subjected to the brutality of being strung up by her breasts in this almost barbaric way. And now the brutality was being focused, super focused even on her nipples. And it was like there was no end to it for her. So when she said that please word, she meant it from the bottom of her heart.
“I know slut, please, please, please! It’s ok though. I mean it, it will be ok if I can see you are trying to cope with it, rather than all of that screaming and bellowing. I mean no-one can hear you, no-one is coming to save you, so for me, seeing you ‘try’ to deal with what happens to you, instead of begging and pleading for me to let you go is much, much better. It will please me, do you understand that slut? That you have to try to deal with what I do to you and with you rather than try to fight it because that will please me, right?”
And she was right in close to Michaela, so that the woman would be able to feel her breath wash over her face. Elsa got in so close so that she could almost taste those tears. Indeed at one point she slipped out her fleshy wet tongue and ran it up one of Michaela’s cheeks, tasting the tear’s saltiness and then moving back and smiling.
“Yes, yes, yes thank you Elsa thank you.”
“My pleasure slut. Now what else can I do to your breasts before I get you down from there, hmm. I want to do something else as the pain relief in your spine begins to wear off.”
Michaela sucked in air as she felt the hypodermic needle attached to the pain relief feed was removed from her. She could feel the slip of the needle, the reversing it back out and it was like she was just waiting for it to hit a nerve and cause her intense and unimaginable agony. But that didn’t happen. Immediately she felt as though she didn’t have that comfort of the pain relief anymore and it could have been tricks being played on her mind, but she was sure she could feel the pain come back immediately. But now she had to deal with it, she had to ride it out. She had to make Elsa happy because it was with her that her destiny depended.
“I’m going to inject some more pain into the mass of your tits slut. Do you understand that? I’m going to inject your tits at many points with a solution that will fill them with pain. They will swell, and they will hurt like nothing has ever hurt you before. But I don’t want to hear any screaming or begging, or pleading. I want to see you dealing with it like a soldier girl. I want to see you trying your best for me, do you understand.”
It hadn’t escaped Michaela that she was feeling that she needed to please this woman. That everything depended on her pleasing her. It wasn’t escaping her that if she didn’t do this woman’s bidding that she would suffer more, and that possibly it wouldn’t end well. There was just the feeling in the tit hung woman that with what she was going through, what she was being made to endure, that it might. Not end well for her at all. So as well as the physical pain she was in right now, there was the psychological hit that she was taking with regard to her future. She was having to build the end game into her psyche and that was yet something else she had to deal with.
“Yes, yes Elsa I understand. I do, I understand.”
Elsa liked the ramble, it made her smile wide.
“That’s what I like, positivity, and ‘trying’.”
She spoke in that soft croaky voice of hers as she prepared a syringe and fresh needle. She filled the syringe from a dark brown bottle that had no label on it. She did this in front of Michaela so that she could see. And she’d told her in detail what she was going to do, so there was that element that scared Michaela shitless. The pain was back in her spine now and she was flinching and yet at the same time she was trying to be positive. It had to be that Elsa knew that positivity and ‘trying’ was harder than ever now for the woman she was torturing, but she wanted to see it none the less.
“I want to be positive for you Elsa I swear. And I want to try for you, I really do.”
But already the colour was draining from her, because the pain in her back was at its worse now.
“You WILL be positive. And you WILL not only try, but succeed in pleasing me.”
She wasn’t threatening Michaela as such. But she was laying out a stall. There was this undercurrent of if Michaela didn’t try, that there would be consequences. It was subtle, but it was there and that didn’t escape Michaela even in her state of mind and body agony.
“Yes, yes I will, I will Elsa I swear I will.”
That rambling desperation to get the words out and to convince the sadist of her words made Elsa smile to herself. She liked this. This was why she was a sadist. This was what did it for her. Another human being, another woman under her total control and at her complete and utter mercy. This was absolutely what did it for her.
If she was ever asked what it was about hurting other people physically and psychologically, that thrilled her, she would never know, not really - it was like there were no words that sufficed to say how much it thrilled her. It was this warm feeling she had inside her, the way it made her wet through sexually to see another human being, especially another woman, that made her feel nice. It was like when she could attain this status, as she had with Michaela, then she could ride along with it and wallow in it. It was like she was in her own space. Like she was in this bubble and that she could exist in that bubble for ever if she needed to.
She began the process of injecting each bound, blue breast at multiple points. And even in this she was a skilled woman with that needle. There had to be something in that she’d had some kind of medical training. Sadists, psycho- sadists that is, often trained themselves in these fields so that they could reach levels of pain that using unassisted means couldn’t.
Michaela swallowed as she felt the needle sink in once, then twice, then again, and again and again until she lost count in her head. She’d expected that needle to hurt her more - that was the thing. She’d expected the actual injection to hurt more and it didn’t. And so in her fucked up mind this was a win for her. She’d been expecting the pain but it didn’t come and that was a win, really? What she’d not been prepared for was whatever it was she’d been injected with to take a few seconds, maybe a minute to kick in.
And when it did kick in, she sucked in air but she was trying to ‘try’ to just ride it. She needed to please this woman for fear of what happened if she didn’t. She was in this space that saw her this plaything for Elsa. That was what she was, a plaything for Elsa.
“Good girl. As long as I can see you try, I’m a happy woman.”
Elsa concentrated her efforts with the needle on one breast, leaving the other one untouched for now. So when that pain kicked in, it was lopsided and had this strange effect on Michaela. Those eyes opening wide and then this puzzled look on her face like she didn’t know what was happening. Elsa would inject the breasts all over. Over the tops, the sides, the undersides and into the aureole surrounding each nipple.
“When it hits properly, the pain, I want you to not make a sound as I do the other breast. Ok honey?”
Elsa’s tone changed up and down at will. It was soft and almost nurturing now as she was coaxing the most out of the woman she was torturing. She was making sure that Michaela heard and processed every word she was speaking even if there was this cloud of agony, and this filter of pure horror that had been fitted to her brain.
“Yes, yes thank you. Thank you. Thank you.”
That repetitive response thrilled Elsa. It showed Michaela was on the edge now. It showed that she was trying. It showed that she was of the mind that she had to try, that she had no choice but to try to ride out what this woman was doing to her. She moved a tall stool next to the swinging, slowly turning Michaela, so that she could sit with her, on her level as that pain inside her breasts slowly began to build and build.
“You can feel it can’t you slut? You can feel the pain coming. It’s like an orgasm of pain. You can’t tell where the peak will be. Or if that peak will just burn off your tits from the inside.”
Elsa’s insight into the effects of what she did was almost something that was surreal. She moved in close because she wanted to see and taste those effects, but she already knew the effects and what it would do to this woman. For Michaela she could feel this agony build inside the first breast and then the second one. And it was like none of the other agony she’d felt so far. This was a different pain, a different torture to what she’d felt so far. This was a pain that emanated from the core of those breast mounds, and that took in the whole of her breast flesh. It was a pain that added to the throbs in her nipples - it made those throbs louder somehow. And there was this sense that this pain was heading towards a peak - yes an orgasm of pain. But she didn’t understand this.
Mostly she didn’t understand it because she was trying to ride out the agony and the torture. She was trying to ‘try’ as Elsa put it. And Elsa was watching for this. She was impressed by what she was seeing because she was smiling. There was no straight face, or plain face, there was an almost pretty and yet ambivalent smile, and that was her happy face.
“Tell me what you feel slut. I want to know?”
Michaela felt the words slip wetly into her psyche. If truth were told she wished this woman would just let her get on with riding this out. She wished that Elsa would simply let her wallow in ‘trying’. That way she wouldn’t need to think about a response. That way her mind wouldn’t be focussed on how her tits felt as that god awful burning from the inside just built and built.
“It hurts Elsa. It hurts so much. It hurts. It hurts so fucking much.”
Elsa’s eyes rolled. For her there was nothing like stating the obvious.
“Well I know that you silly slut. I want to know how you feel inside. I mean how you really feel about what I’m putting you through. Like, if you think you deserve this, or not? If you think I’m being a little too cruel to you, at this point? I want you to expand on the obvious, but only if you want to please me of course.”
And she was smiling. For Michaela she was just not needing this right now. She was feeling pressured to please this woman instead of telling her of course she didn’t deserve what she was going through. That no woman would feel that she deserved this. And yet she responded to the opposite.
“Yes, yes, yes Elsa, yes I deserve it. I deserve all of it. I feel you wouldn’t be doing this to me if you didn’t think I deserved it. Thank you Elsa thank you.”
Elsa laughed softly.
“You wouldn’t be just saying that to me now would you? Trying to palm me off with answers because that’s what you think I want to hear?”
She could have been right either way. But no that wasn’t it. Michaela was desperate to please Elsa. She felt she had to do that. That she had to try to please this woman no matter what.
“No no Elsa I mean it, I deserve this. I deserve this and more. I deserve what you decide I deserve.”
And she could hear her own words coming out. These were words she would never expect herself to say, not in the normal world. It was just that right now she wasn’t in the normal world. And she was meaning everything she said. It was like in these moments of utter suffering and despair that she was being rewired and institutionalised into Elsa’s way of thinking. That she was being persuaded and brainwashed into believing what she was saying was the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth.
“Good girl. This is what I like to hear. And all whilst the inside of your tits are burning you out. I like that Michaela, I really do.”
There it was, the cruel and the kind all in one go. And it was this kind of ‘purring’ talk that would twist the mind of Michaela more and more.
“I. Need. To. Please. You.”
One word, stuttered sentences from this poor woman as the peak of that pain inside her tits reached its crescendo, and then just stayed there. The whole lot of pain she was in now blending into one super-pain and Elsa sitting back, crossing her legs and soaking this scene of ultra-carnage up. She studied Michaela’s face. The lines across her forehead and the almost screwed up look of her face because of her trying to cope with it all rather than just screaming out.
Elsa smiled. This woman was fun for her. She was entertainment and she was thrilling her because she knew that her despair and her pain was real. She was not playing games. Michaela had been immersed in her world and that was what Elsa liked. That it was ‘real’ and not something that was fake or made up. She liked it that this woman’s nightmare was something that was real and that she had instigated.
 









CHAPTER FIVE

 
Circumcision
 
“Time to take you down from there now. Time for more agony for you. But if you’re a good girl, once you’ve cut your clitoris hood off and handed it to me, maybe I’ll give you an orgasm. But only if you agree that your orgasms are mine, not yours, mine?”
Elsa had watched this poor woman go through the various phases of what those injections to her breasts had caused her. And now she was going in again, telling her it was time for more. Michaela could barely open her eyes as she hung and swung by her tits.
“You’ll take me down, to stand on my feet? Will you Elsa, will you, please? Yes, yes you can have all of my orgasms, ALL of them for that.”
Again there was that forlorn hope in Michaela’s voice even if she was in the process of ‘bargaining’ with Elsa. The sadist smiled at that. Like somewhere deep inside that tumbling psyche of Michaela’s she was seeing, again, a little light at the end of the tunnel - maybe even an end to her ordeal. But this made her more pathetic, more sad. If she could see from the outside she would see that there was no hope for her. Rather the only future she had for herself was one that this woman, this sadist had planned and mapped out for her.
“Oh yes, you can get back to your feet. But you’ll be a bit shaky first of all. Your legs will be weak, and the pain will be increased for a little while in your spine as you try to adjust. But we’ll get there sweetheart. We’ll get there. And like I said, if you’re a real good girl I’ll let you have an orgasm.”
When Elsa was like that, Michaela warmed to her. It was like she was recognising that this woman could be kind, with her words. Like she could be nurturing and kind. She couldn’t see that this was the ploy - that it was supposed to be this way. She wasn’t seeing that Elsa like that was being so to disturb her more. Oh yes, she would warm to her, and she would feel all fuzzy inside because Elsa was being kind to her. But that would make the switch back even harsher. That would make the change more profound and more cruel for her to endure.
“There take it easy now sweetheart. Let’s get your arms loose first - get your circulation back a bit, a little at a time.”
She was loosening the ties that bound Michaela. Loosening her wrists so that she could take them back around her. Michaela of course couldn’t be prepared for her feelings to come back. That rush of blood adding to the agony in her breasts, and her spine. Her still hanging by her tits, turning slowly on that rope and yet being able to move her hands. Then the slightly shaking motion of her being lowered by Elsa. Very slowly her being brought back down to her feet. That one stiletto heel being put back so that her feet were severely arched. It would be like adding to the pain that she was in. The only difference would be that she wouldn’t be hanging by her tits.
“Get ready now sweetheart this will hurt.”
Elsa explained again in that warm voice, as she slowly lowered Michaela to her feet. The expressions on Michaela’s face changing and, contorting slightly as she took her own weight again, down through her spine to her legs and then her arched feet. It changed her stance. She’d been able to wear heels - she’d worn heels since she was a teen. But now these heels just made it torture for her. And the worse thing was how weak her legs felt. And then how much more, just as her weight forced her to readjust, how just for a few seconds, that pain in her spine was awful - just awful. But then the pain of her weight being taken off her breasts, and that was a relief. But the pain of the blood rushing through again - all at once causing an agony that made her scream out. But immediately she was sorry for that. She’d remembered Elsa had told her about staying silent and dealing with her pain.
“I’m sorry. I’m sorry Elsa.”
And she was sorry for breaking that silence with a scream. She couldn’t help it though.
“It’s quite alright. Quite understandable darling.”
Elsa was being particularly ‘kind’ and this just warped the senses more.
“Just take a few steps, get your strength back and your circulation and then you can take a seat.”
That made sense. At least it did to an already damaged Michaela. But her steps were slow, almost cumbersome to achieve. Every step making her wince and bend forward. And that bend forward causing her tits to swing and hurt as a result. The full effect of her being hung by her tits becoming obvious as she tried to adapt. But that adapting took longer than a few steps. Elsa watched this woman and her difficulties and she squeezed her thighs giving herself a shot of sexual pleasure as this scene unfolded. She didn’t say anything, she just watched. And this was her soaking up a scene that she had created of a woman who’s agony she’d inflicted with a casual ease. She watched the struggling Michaela - watched her taking those steps, hearing those irregular stiletto heeled steps, and those little sharp intakes of breath as the pain got to her.
“Good girl. Good girl, you are doing so well. Almost time for us to carry on now. Make it to the chair over there. Try to stand up proud and tall honey.”
Elsa encouraging her to go against what she had changed her into. It was the advanced sadist’s way of working. Destroy a human being and then try to make that human being normal again, despite what’s been done to her. It didn’t make sense unless someone had a sadist’s mind. It didn’t make sense unless one was a sadist. Michaela though, she struggled to stand upright - she felt that pain through her get worse before it got better and to a point where she could stand up tall and proud like, but only if she absorbed the pain. Then she made her way to the leather padded chair - one agony filled step at a time. Elsa smiled. This time it wasn’t a warm smile, or one full of nurture. It was rather a sadistic smile. It was time for her to take this woman further down the rabbit hole.
“Spread your legs honey, show me that piece of meat between your legs.”
And Michaela did that - she spread her stockinged legs wide, planted her stilettos on the floor and where there might have been the degradation of having to show what she had between her legs, that wasn’t there. With what she’d endured so far maybe the degradation was the easiest to take. Maybe she’d prefer to be degraded this way, showing this woman, this sadist her most delicate private flesh, than the agony she had put her through so far.
“Good girl. Good girl. I like it when my good girls make me happy. I like that a lot.”
Elsa was prepping something else now. She was opening a velvet lined, stainless steel case and she was taking something out. Something shiny and steel. The glint of light caught showed that it was the blade of a scalpel and Michaela felt something shoot through her, like an intense fear.
“This is what you will use, to take your clitoris hood off for me. You can put it in the little phial for me, so that I can wear it around my neck, for always.”
This kind of talk didn’t sit right with Michaela. She knew what was expected of her and that just made her feel sick. And yet she knew she would have to do it. Elsa had put the little organically shaped phial to one side, so that Michaela could see it. And so she could see the liquid solution inside that would preserve the flesh of the clit hood. Elsa then handing her the scalpel and there was this coldness to it, to the steel as Michaela handled it. She looked at the blade, held it up to the light and turned it between her thumb and forefinger. It looked deadly. But then it was deadly because she knew what it was going to be used for.
“That’s right slut, take a long, hard look at that blade and know that you are going to take a piece of you off for me. A piece of your sexuality, and you are going to hand it to me, like the good girl you are. And tell me, who does your orgasms belong to?”
Elsa was playing with Michaela. She knew that this woman was pretty much at the point, just before she was broken. She knew that she was fighting with a lot of fears inside her. And a lot of arousal.
“What do you think it will feel like when you’re exposed down there all the time? When you can feel your clit head, rubbing all the time because it has no hood to hide under? How do you think that will feel to you?”
Elsa was probing Michaela. She was probing her wanting to see how her words were affecting her. And there was this strangeness to Michaela. Like a blank expression and a dimness in her eyes, as though she was coming to terms with what she had to do to herself for the pleasure of this woman.
“I think this is how I deserve to feel. Alway aroused and wet for you. You’ve show me what I’m for. Taught me things I didn’t know about myself.”
And this was a mild surprise to Elsa - to hear this woman talking like this about herself, and about her.
“There’s much, much more to learn you know. A woman like you, a ‘pain slut’, will never stop learning. You’ll never know it all, but you will learn every day. And every day you will become a better version of yourself, for me.”
Elsa didn’t see the problem with going in deep with Michaela. It seemed that Michaela wanted to explore the deep with her. And that was alright.
“I want to be the best I can be for you Elsa, I really do.”
And there was this tone to Michaela’s voice. She was about to do something unspeakable to herself, for this woman, and it was like this was the direction she wanted to be taken in. That this was the absolute direction she wanted to be taken in, so that she could accept who and what she was now. But if she stopped to think for a few seconds, she didn’t really know who or what she was any more. If she just stopped to think about Elsa and what she was doing to her, manipulating her, controlling her, taking away her identity and her self-esteem, then maybe she would snap out of it. But that wasn’t how it was supposed to be. She wasn’t supposed to see the light and snap out of this trap that Elsa had her bound in.
“I know you do slut. But now it’s time for you to do the deed. Cut off your clitoris hood and hand it to me, there’s a good girl.”
And there was that warm sumptuousness to Elsa’s voice again.
 
Quite how Michaela was supposed to do this very delicate ‘procedure’ when tears were streaming down her face, and when she was sobbing the way she was, one didn’t know. And yet she had to do it. She had to use that scalpel and she had to steady herself so that she could do what was expected.
“Take some deep breaths honey. Steady yourself, and then do it. Deep breaths now, in and then out, in and then out.”
Elsa was using a mixture of that softly softly voice and the hard edged sadist one. She needed to move Michaela along in the process before she lost her head altogether and then she would have to start the process leading to this all over again. And whilst Elsa did consider herself patient, to a point, that wasn’t necessarily how it really was.
Michaela with her legs spread, and her clitoris popped out, and dripping, tried her best to prepare herself and then she brought the scalpel down.
“Ohhhhhh Elsa I’m so afraid of this so afraid…….”
For Elsa there was nothing quite like Michaela stating the obvious.
“I know you are honey. But just think, once it’s done, you can be proud of yourself for doing something so ‘intimate’ for me.”
And in that there was a mark of Elsa’s sadism. What Michaela was expected to do for her was cruel and it was sadistic, not intimate. But those words from Elsa seemed to calm her and she took a few more of those deep breaths and then she adjusted herself slightly before bringing the scalpel down.
Elsa licked her lips as she watched this woman in front of her ready and willing, and in the process of changing the make-up of her sexual flesh for her. She could see her trying to work out how best to do it. How best to hold her hand and then make the cut, then take that hood off in one go, rather than several. She was working out then she would have to turn her hand as the blade went through the clitoral hood flesh. And she kind of practiced that several times before she brought that scalpel anywhere near her flesh.
“Good girl. When you’re ready now.”
And Elsa had gone all soft and nurturing again now. It was the final few seconds before the cut was made and she was tempting Michaela into that deep one way rabbit hole. And just as Elsa was using that voice, Michaela wept, but it was a different weeping sound. One that signified that she had done something to herself already. Elsa peered down, between those spread legs to see that this woman had made the incision. And now all she had to do was pull the blade through the flesh that was holding and contracting the clitoral bundle a little bit and she was holding her hand and wrist at an enforced angle so that as she pulled that blade through the flesh she could unwind her hand and her wrist. This would make it easier for her to complete the cut, finishing off where she started with the scalpel.
“Oh My God, what have I done?”
Now that the clitoris hood had been separated from the Michaela, she could sob and she could tremble to her hearts content. For Elsa, what she did was smile, softly.
“You’ve done so well honey, so so well. Now pick up the clitoris hood and pop it into the phial. Then screw the top on and hand it to me like a good girl.”
Elsa had this soft smile other face. But in this circumstance it was a sadistic smile. She knew what she’d done. And she knew that because of what she’d done Michaela would never be the same again, ever. This was something that was profound. Michaela didn’t know how profound a moment it was. All she knew is that she’d just taken something off herself for this woman. She did however know about the cruel effects of Elsa making her pick that piece of flesh up and popping it into that phial. She knew what that was doing to her mind because she could feel it. But she did it and then she held her hand out with the phial in it and gave it to Elsa.
“Good girl. Now doesn’t that feel so good, doesn’t it?”
That soft warm voice again. But Michaela couldn’t lie to herself, it didn’t feel good. She didn’t know how it felt. She’d just changed herself for this woman and she should have been feeling good about it, but she didn’t. It was as though she’d been tricked into this particular part of the process. And it was like a trick, because it wasn’t all sunny and warm in there, she didn’t feel all fuzzy inside that Elsa was talking to her like this. She was feeling really bad about herself.
“I know, I know you feel like you’ve done yourself a disservice by doing that. It’s natural to feel like that. But when, in the small dark hours of the night, you feel that arousal, because you don’t have a clit hood any more, you’ll thank me. It’s the way forward for you now. The arousal. The constant arousal. It will be how you get through everything I have planned for you.”
Elsa spoke as she was threading the phial containing Michaela’s clitoris hood onto a delicate rope chain that she then hung around her neck. And then her attention was fully on Michaela again.
“So tell me how you feel, right now?”
She already knew how Michaela felt and she was just being more cruel by making her tell her more. Michaela was having difficulty in curbing her sobbing. She was sniffing, probably partially shocked that she couldn’t feel the pain of the cut around her clitoris now. It was doubtful that she knew that she couldn’t feel the pain just yet, because of the adrenalin that was rushing through her. She would feel the stinging pain soon though and that would be something else she would have to get through.
“I feel like I need to know that I’ve done well for you Elsa. I need to feel that I haven’t let you down or disappointed you in any way.”
And those were the words that Elsa, the sadist, wanted to hear. Apart from the fact they sounded so despairing, they were the words that told of the fact that Michaela was now stuck in this downward spiral with her, and for her. And Elsa smiled at that.
 









CHAPTER SIX

 
Case Study 2 - Robert (Trans Roberta) 29yrs
 
“Your mother worshipped cocks. And she wanted the same for you. Why else do you think she dressed you in pink?”
Elsa paced the room as she spoke, and every so often she paused to look at the slightly built, effeminate man. The words she chose to speak were cruel and designed to enter the psyche of this ‘man’ at the cerebellum cortex, and then drift up to find the darker corners of his, or her mind. It was as though she was delivering a killer blow already.
“My mother worshipped cocks? That’s hard for me to swallow. I don’t think she was like that at all.”
The ‘girl’ in that voice came out more and more as he got worked up about what was being said about his mother. But Elsa was quick. She was ultra-quick off the mark, even if what she was saying was simply planting another figment of imagination into the psyche of this man creature.
“It shouldn’t be too hard for you to swallow - it wasn’t for her.  I’ve been digging into her, and what she got up to at night. Not a pretty sight. It seems, she couldn’t get enough phallic action. Sucking, fucking, and feeding off that hot, creamy, salty semen. Men just had to click their fingers and she was there - like the hungry slut she was. But enough about her. We’re here, now, because of you, right?”
Visibly Robert was hurt by the words that Elsa used - deep down he knew what Elsa was saying was untrue - but it had become true because he was in the zone now. It was like he was wincing from the psychological pain that she was inflicting, and that he was believing her words.
“She wasn’t like that, she had issues, that’s all.”
His voice was tiny and just like a woman’s, the words he spoke hit those highs and lows on queue. It was like he practiced to be this way - so that he could be feminine this way. And now it was like it was all coming home to roost for him.
“She did have issues. She had drink issues, she had a cocaine habit, and she had an addiction for cock. But like I said, we’re not here to discuss her, we’re here to discuss YOU.”
Elsa just raised her voice for that final word - as though it was an underline and full stop to the conversation about Robert’s, also known as Roberta, mother. She’d done the damage with the insinuations of Robert’s mother. She’d taken him where she needed him to be so that she could get her claws into his mind deeper, before the real pain started. 
“You tell me why you are the way you are. Go on, I’m interested to know how or why you think you ended up on a journey of femininity?”
Again Elsa was pacing. And again she paused every so often to look at the feminised, grown man. Roberta was dressed in pink stockings, pink panties and a little pink camisole slip that hugged his petite, hairless, smooth skinned body and form. Coating his artificially full lips was a matching shade of pink lipstick. His, or her makeup was perfect, if a little overdone. She looked like a whore, but that was ok, that made Elsa smile inside. She liked the mixed up ones. The ones that didn’t quite know whether they were coming, going or gone. 
And Roberta was a prime example and another long term project for her. If he thought he was fucked up now, wait until she’d finished with him. And that was the thing. She wouldn’t be finished with him - not any time soon. Once she’d finished fucking with, and twisting his mind, he’d be pliable enough to do literally, anything with.
“I don’t know. I’ve always felt different, or wrong somehow.”
Again that tiny effeminate voice from Roberta.
“Oh don’t give me that ‘you’re trapped in the wrong body shit’ please! You’re a little pervert who’s harboured fantasies and dreams of being treated like a slut for a long, long time. That’s it, isn’t it, slut?”
And now Elsa, clad in a skin tight leather catsuit had stopped to look right at Roberta. She was piercing him with her eyes because she knew the kind of effect that would have on someone like him. ‘Someone like him’. With every move that Elsa made there was the creak of leather and then the release of associated aroma. It wouldn’t have helped him, or her to cope very well that Elsa was this statuesque sight - this intimidating sight that he wished he didn’t have to look at. And yet he was compelled to do so.
“I can’t help the way my mind thinks though. I wish I didn’t have the thoughts I had. I wish I could just live like a normal person, but I can’t.”
Elsa rolled her eyes as though she was losing the will to live. But this was what she did to add to the drama she’d already created in this man’s mind.
“That’s because you’re not a normal person. It’s clear you’re not a normal person. Look at you, all in pink, just like mamma used to like you. She wanted a daughter and she got you. She wanted an offspring that she could teach to worship cock like she did. And instead she got you. So she had to start the ball rolling with the pink theme. Pity the drink and drugs got the better of her. Now you’re all alone. But you don’t need to worry because I’m going to look after you. I’m going to make sure you end up like the good slut your mamma would be proud of.”
This was a sadist speaking, and she was mixing truth with falsehood. Elsa was speaking the truth and yet at the same time she was being cruel with that truth - his mother had passed because of an addiction to drink and drugs - he knew that. But that other stuff, of dressing him in pink was just the toxin Elsa dripped in. The untrue toxin that is.
She was in the process of peeling back the layers of this slightly built, ‘petite’, mixed up man. That was the most fun for her. Peeling back those layers - stripping them back to reveal a blank canvas.
“What do you mean you’re going to help me?”
Roberta sniffed back something as though trying to stifle a sob. Quite how he had come to this place to be in front of this leather clad apparition that was also a sadist isn’t quite clear, not from this exact scene. What was clear was that Elsa had a level of control over this man who would be a woman. There was something there that told of a level of control that was tight and it was established.
Elsa didn’t just take anyone in like this. Her pro days were long since gone where she gratified the fantasies of perverts from all over the world. This was her stomping ground now and she could take or leave it. For her to be spending time on this effeminate man in pink, there had to be something in it for her, other than money. There had to be opportunity there to showcase her sadism in the most extreme way. There had to be a way for her to develop as a sadist.
Roberta would never know that Elsa had been the one in the online chatrooms, under different profiles that he was spilling it all to. Spilling it all over not hours, but days, weeks and months. He would never know how she knew what she knew. He would never be in a position to put one and one together to make two. If he’d been free to think, or to apply logic he would have got it, in the end. But Elsa would never let him do that - she would never let this little effeminate man heal enough for him to think logically. Her work on Roberta had begun long before they’d actually met. By the time she had come face to face with him he was already petrified.
“I’m going to help you become the slut you’ve always craved to be. I’m going to teach you how to pleasure others. I’m going to teach you how not to be selfish. About how to give sexual pleasure to others but not necessarily to yourself. I’m going to teach you that your place in this world is to gratify others, no matter what the cost to you.”
Elsa stopped speaking so that Roberta could process the words. It was clear he was in the zone that Elsa had put him into. It was clear that she had teased, at least his mind into submission already and that the rest would be easy. He’d lost count of the times that he had woken in a cold sweat in the middle of the night, bolt upright and with the taste of semen in his mouth from where he, or Roberta had given a blow job to some random man. Every time he woke like that, it took time for that taste of semen in his mouth, or that drizzle of semen from his anus to fade away and disappear.
“I don’t know if I’m ready for that. It sounds intense. I mean like really intense.”
Elsa snaked her hand up Roberta’s thigh to find his caged cock straining it’s flesh between the stainless steel bars.
“Of course you’re ready. What you won’t be ready for, is the level of training you will receive from me.”
She kept her hand on the cock cage and could feel that restrained energy trying to break free.
“All you have to do is forget about this. Forget about your own pleasure and just accept that you exist for the pleasure of others. All you have to do is psychologically get on board with me and I will do the rest.”
 
He’d only come to see Elsa because she’d contacted him about what he’d spilled on those chat sites. He’d tried to work it out - how this person had known about it all. He’d only spoke to a handful of people in those rooms, or so he’d thought, and he’d trusted them. But now this. Elsa had told him,
“You need to come see me, before any of this goes any further.”
Her words had been simple, and to the point. She used a soft almost seductive voice to draw him in. She used that voice to make him feel that he was in some kind of trouble. Used it to throw this guilt blanket over him.
“Ok, ok, I’ll come see you, tell me where and when?”
Poor man was bemused. This was the sort of stuff he’d never shared with anyone. The sort of stuff he kept buried in his mind, right at the back until he was in bed, safe from prying eyes so that he could masturbate to the images of his feminine, slutty self he conjured up in his mind. But now this woman, whoever this woman was, wanted to see him - to help him. Whatever that meant.
“Good girl.”
It wasn’t an accident that Elsa called him good girl. It was a trigger she was planting.
“Come in your best pink undies, and wear a coat and nothing else over you. Oh yes, and those pink high heels as well. I’ll text you the address and the time. Don’t let me down Roberta - just don’t.”
Yes that voice was still seductive and still soft. And yet there was this sharpness, like this edge to it as well. And it was that edge that would have been getting through to this man. Before it had been all in his mind. He’d managed to keep it all secret and managed to collect his female attire via mail order that arrived in plain brown packaging making it possible for him to keep it all to himself.
But now it had followed him into the real world. And this was what he couldn’t get his head around. He’d waited for that text message not even remotely wondering how this woman had got his number, or knew his name. He’d never have thought that a sadist, someone who wanted to hurt him would pull out all the stops to find him. That she would be able to start in those chat rooms and untangle the anonymity that he’d been able to create over the years he’d been inflicted with those dreams, or nightmares, and then find out who was at the end of them, him.
“You want me to ‘dress’ to come to you? Seriously? Please, I can’t do that.”
Elsa had smiled when she’d heard the pleading in his voice. Little did he know what real pleading meant, yet.
“It will be three o’clock in the morning. Of course you can do it. Just order an Uber and don’t get into conversation. I mean, you don’t want the driver to look in his mirror and see those pretty pink lips now do you?”
And Elsa had been smiling as she spoke in that seductive voice of her’s again.
“I have to wear makeup as well?”
There was real fear in his voice.
“Of course. I don’t want to meet Robert, I want to meet Roberta. After all, it is her I am going to help.”
She spoke and Robert all but whimpered on the other end of the call.
“Just take deep breaths and accept you have to do this. This is the least painful thing you will have to do, I can assure you.”
Elsa was dropping hints as to her sadism but all Roberta could do was think that she had no choice but to do what she wanted her to do. Which was true of course. His dream state, his nightmare state had followed him into the real world and there was this bemusement there. So many unanswered questions. So many things he should have been thinking about but couldn’t.
And it wasn’t like he wasn’t unaware of the fact that his cock was rigid as this woman, whoever she was, was speaking to him. Telling him what she would do to help him and how he would learn to be ‘she’ and would learn to gratify the sexual needs of others. These elements had been the bedrock of his dreams and his own urges. He’d just never carried them forward into real life, instead choosing to hide, and dress up and fantasise in the privacy of his own home, with his ‘toys’ and his silk and satin, and nylons, and where his mind was free to wander to dark places.
Even as he’d sat in the back of the Uber, being taken to an address he’d never heard of, at three o’clock in the morning, he could feel his head shaking to the negative. He couldn’t quite believe what he was feeling. There was a time during that trip that he thought he was in one of those dreams and any time now he would wake up and it would be all ok again. But of course that didn’t happen. And in that Uber he was not a he at all, ‘she’ was Roberta.
“Roberta, we meet at last sweetie. Come in. I’ve been so looking forward to meeting you.”
Inside, Roberta could hear herself crying as she stepped into the expansive townhouse. The woman, Elsa was beautiful, stunning, and she’d pierced him with her eyes. And within the first thirty minutes she’d caged that cock of his. Just about the only thing he didn’t have to facilitate his self-play, was a cock cage. But then he wouldn’t have a cock cage. It was about him getting his rocks off, wanking, masturbating himself as he existed in Roberta’s space.
“There, the first thing you need is to forget about this thing. This will help with that. Oh, you know, it will be hard in the first weeks, but you’ll settle and you’ll learn that your cock is now redundant, and useless for purpose.”
From that seductive tone on the phone to this was some stretch. And yet Elsa’s tone was still seductive. She used a tone that would register in all minds. Maybe a kind seduction but also one that told of a ‘threat’ in there somewhere. Roberta had looked down at his downturned caged cock, limp now, and then at Elsa. And where she had been smiling, Elsa was not smiling now.
“Come with me. We’ve got a lot to cover.”
 
And they had covered a lot. What Elsa had done was relentlessly work Roberta’s psyche until Robert didn’t exist anymore. Until he couldn’t exist anymore. There were those little pockets of doubt that he wasn’t ready - that he vocalised. Even some resistance to what Elsa was planting inside his mind. But that was just it, she was a relentless sadist and he was an experienced pervert. She’d just needed to guide him gently into the zone - into that zone where the words about his mother wanting him to worship cock like she did, turned him on, and yet shamed him at the same time. And this was it - this was him coming into that zone now. He was reading into those words from Elsa and whilst he was busy trying to fight for the honour of his mother, he was trying to deal with his cock that was caged, and trying unsuccessfully to get erect, and then his shame.
“Like I said, all you have to do is forget about this. This is just a clitoris to you now. Not a cock. And forget any notion about sliding this ‘thing’ inside of a woman because you are going to be pussy free. The only way a girl like you should be - that is, pussy free. It’s the best way and you have to understand that. I’m going to help you, I promise you will be begging me to keep helping you by the time I’m done with you.”
Elsa knew by this point the she had this pathetic pervert where she wanted him so now, the fun could begin.
 









CHAPTER SEVEN

 
Phallic Training
 
Roberta’s lips were swollen from the way he had been using them over the period of hours. A row of fixed, rigid dildo’s on floor level that he had to crawl to - one at a time, and service orally. The leather clad Elsa had told her.
“You need to get used to this. This is what all girls like you have to get used to. You need to pleasure all sizes and colours of cock - all ‘flavours’ so to speak. And you have to service them well. You have to get your mouth sloppy, and those cock heads even sloppier, and then you have to pleasure them for all you’re worth. You have to do it like your life depends on it. If you think like that, like your life depends on it, then I think you will go far.”
Elsa put on that harsh tone but she smiled to herself. Freaks like Roberta were easy prey for her. She didn’t have to put that much thought into how to bring ones like her down. They’d mostly already brought themselves down before they even got to her. With this one it was slightly different. She was going to take Roberta on a complete journey that ‘she’ would never recover from. This was one that she was not going to cut loose simply half fucked up. She was going to go the whole way with him, or her and then use her as a revenue stream afterwards - just for the hell of it. Because she could.
She would never be able to cut him loose, not after what she was going to do to him. There would be no way back for Roberta once she’d done her thing to her. She smiled again and squeezed her thighs. She liked the images that were morphing in and out of her mind about Roberta. For some reason she was thinking that indeed Roberta was the real deal. She had a good feeling about this one. So good that she could feel the wetness between her thighs.
The thing about Elsa was that she got these perverts. She got how the feminine in them always won through and how they needed to be treated in a certain way. They were the bane of professional dommes because they took up so much of their time and effort, and often for such little in the way of financial return. And yet they gratified the pro dommes intellectually and sexually. It turned them on to have one of these freak at their mercy because it was all about the power after all. 
But for Elsa, she’d now left the pro scene and was following a path, a course of sadism that she could spend time and money on. She didn’t need to worry about money. She didn’t need to worry that she wouldn’t be able to pay the mortgage next month. She had earned her wealth and she’d invested wisely. And now she could simply be what she wanted to be. She could simply immerse in that world of hers.
“You have to be ready for the ‘real’ cock. Because there will be a lot of real cocks for you to pleasure. I promise you, it won’t be just your mouth being trained to the cock, it will be your ‘pussy’ as well.”
Roberta’s cock strained in the cage at the words and the tone of Elsa’s voice. Probably she wished it didn’t strain like that against the bars. But this was all Roberta had ever known since she’d become sexually aware and sexually active down there.
She’d begun to think she was a freak and now Elsa was kind of proving this to be the case. A woman or a slut, or a whore in a petite man’s body. It was like he’d been trapped there as a little boy and didn’t know how to get out of it. And now it was all coming home to roost. Now there was this real woman who was showing him what he was for - what ‘she’ was for. And Elsa was like the real deal. She knew too much about him, and about his fucked up self to not know anything about what she was doing with him.
Roberta was drooling all over those dildos one at a time and her jaws were aching from working them under the supervision of Elsa. This was the point-of-view domination that Roberta often dreamed about - crawling at the stilettoed feet of powerful women. And with Elsa there was the skin tight leather cat, the fitted knee length boots with the pencil thin high heels that forced her perfect feet to arch so that she was almost tip-toe. And yet her moving, gliding on those heels with ease as though she had been born on them. Certainly as though she had been wearing them for a long, long time. And every so often her being far enough away that Roberta could see all of her. The full length of her in all her glory. That dark, almost jet black hair brought up into a high tight ponytail. And the perfection of her makeup with the slash of red lipstick and the dark, heavy eyes. The ‘look’ from her - almost one of disdain as he slobbered over those dildos and as he crawled from one to another.
And yes and he crawled from one to another. The click of the high heels, and the waft of this woman’s perfume and yet Roberta in this scene of degrading filth. Sucking on rubber and silicone cocks as though they were real and as though at any time one or the other of them would erupt in orgasm and let him taste the salty semen.
“You’re wishing they were real aren’t you slut?”
And Elsa had hit the nail on the head. Roberta did wish these upturned, fixed dildos were real and it was written all over her face as she looked up to the almost scowling Elsa.
“I do. I do wish they were real. When can I have real cock? Please, when can I have real cock?”
Elsa knew that the longer a man, or the male of the species wore a chastity device for, the longer he was denied any sexual release, the more compliant he became - the more obedient and eager to please he became. The more submissive ‘she’ became in Roberta’s case. The chastity didn’t take away the desire. It just took away the ability to do anything about that desire. The more dependent on the key holder that person became. Over time the chastity began to take away the personality of the wearer. She became what the key holder wanted her to be. It couldn’t happen any other way because there was always this need for sexual release. And that wasn’t in her hands any more. She had to rely on the good will of the key holder or Elsa in Roberta’s case.
“Oh slut you are going to have more real cock than you can handle I promise you. But you need to build yourself up for that. You need to train your mouth to cope with the size and the amount of cocks that you will suck to completion. And once you taste real cock, we will train your pussy. Your cock will become redundant as a cock. It will become simply a clitoris for me to use to mould and manipulate you into doing what I want you to do. It will in short, become your downfall to me. But you needn’t worry, we have a long way to go yet. Your journey is only just beginning right now.”
Elsa spoke as she circled Roberta. She was deliberately giving this ‘slut’ views of her real femininity. There was this head fucking that was going on. Roberta living this female role that had been inside her for a long time. And yet her controlled by this ‘real’ statuesque woman in a way that she couldn’t comprehend, not properly. And in doing this Elsa was setting down the rules and regulations. She was setting down fact as they stood. That Roberta was a slut, a whore, and yes a dirty girl, but Elsa was the one who held the power. Like a real woman would always hold the power because that was the way that this fetish underground worked.
“You’re going to whore me out aren’t you? I know you are.”
And Elsa smiled to herself. This was one of Roberta’s all time fantasies coming to the fore. She’d dreamt of that, of being whored out by a dominatrix for as long as she could remember. And this was her opportunity to voice it in the real world.
“Yes I am. I am going to whore out your holes. And whore out your expertise in gratifying men and women of all persuasions, because that is what you were put on this earth for.”
Elsa kept it simple because she knew that she could. She could have elaborated but Roberta would already be doing that and as she crawled from rubber cock to rubber cock to service them, Elsa looked down between the pink nylon sheathed legs of Roberta to see that cock, or that clitoris weeping and dribbling between the bars of the chastity cage. She smiled at what she could see. The cock looked sore inside there. All bent downwards and trying to be erect. That cock head purple and compromised by the bars. Then the ribbons of drool like pre-cum just seeping out and dribbling to the floor.
“You will lick that pre-cum up, as you crawl from dildo to dildo won’t you slut? I mean ALL sluts have to clean up their own mess, and you are no different.”
Whether Roberta had thought that this would be the case or not was not clear. It took her aback a little bit, to realise that in the real world this was something that she would have to do. She looked down at the little pools of pre-cum near to each dildo and Elsa was quick to pounce again as she spotted Roberta looking at the mess she’d made.
“Why don’t you do it now? You might as well get used to it. You might as well learn what it tastes like. You’ll be consuming lots of pre-cum, from men as well as real semen in the weeks and years to come so you might as well start with your own.”
Elsa smiled to herself as she watched Roberta begin to obey her. Getting down low to scoop up that pre-cum with her fleshy wet tongue. For Roberta, she would have done this in her dreams, and in those little scenes she’d fantasised about in her mind time and time again. But now she was having to do it for real and she didn’t know how she felt about that, not really. Elsa continued to talk to him. Continued to work Roberta’s mind and continued to change her voice and her tone so that it would confuse him, and render him more defenceless. And so that it would render ‘her’ more aroused.
“You know, you’re going to have breasts as well. I’m going to start you on hormones to develop your breasts and then, once we see how that goes, you may, or may not get implants to accentuate your breasts more. I want you to look like a proper whore for me. I want clients to be able to look at you and think it doesn’t matter what they want from you, or what they want you to do, or take for them, that you will do it - because you will have been rewired that way - to please all comers in any way required.”
And Elsa spoke matter-of-factly, as though it was ‘nothing’ that she was saying. But for Roberta this was a shock to her system. In her dreams and in her fantasies she was forced to undergo sex change procedures so that her maleness was taken away to be replaced by femininity. But that was all in her mind. That wasn’t real for god’s sakes.
“You can’t do that to me, surely?”
It was all she could come out with and even to her it sounded pathetic.
“Yes, yes I can and it’s all in hand. You’ve lived the way you’ve lived for long enough and now it’s time that you realised it in the real world. It’s time to make your fantasy life and your real life, one.”
Again Elsa spoke in that matter-of-fact way that served only to chill to the bones.
“But how…?”
Roberta wanted to ask more. She needed to ask more so that she could get it right in her head, but no more words came out as she gulped back some of the drool that her mouth had collected whilst sucking those rubber cocks.
“I can do a lot of things and you will find this out in due course. You’ve got to accept that your life is different now. You have to accept that you don’t control your life any more but that I do. You have to accept that you will live a very different life to the one you have been living. Even different to the one that you’ve conjured up in that imagination of yours.”
And again Elsa stopped talking so that Roberta could process the words. There had always been these two worlds that he/she had existed in and yet both were separated. It was like his sleeping world and his waking world. But they had collided now and it was like they were as one. And now ‘Robert’ was coming to terms with the fact that he would be living his life as Roberta and he was feeling that femininity slipping through into this real world. And this frightened her. It scared her half to death and yet this wasn’t like a dream or a nightmare that she could just bail out of and wake up.
“I don’t know if I want this. I really don’t.”
And this was Roberta finally finding out that the real world wasn’t the same as the fantasy world. That it wasn’t the same at all. That there was a marked difference in the two. He might have thought that the reality would have accentuated the fantasy somewhat but he was finding out for sure that there were differences. He might have been realising that the difference happened once he’d orgasmed. But now that orgasm ability had been taken away from him and the desire hadn’t. So he was realising that the desire would let him sink into that world, the real world of Elsa’s but then there would be the aftermath of that. And he didn’t really know what all of this meant.
“You don’t have a choice. Girls like you never have a choice.”
The fantasy alone was so much easier to deal with. He could dream and make up these elaborate scenarios in his head where he was the victim of these women. And then he could flip his cock, or his clit off and get on with his life and it might be days before his libido sprang back into life. But with this real life, with him sinking into Elsa’s world there was no knowing what the aftermath was. It would simply be a continuous way of life that he would be leading. It would be like a continuous never ending fantasy. And that in itself was the fantasy - for it to be never ending, and for there never to be a way out. Except now it was looking like this would be the reality. The control of his cock gone. The control of his desire gone and him living a life of Elsa’s terms. This was the sort of life he’d dreamt about for as long as he could remember. But now the reality was staring him in the face - or staring her in the face and she didn’t know what to do with that.
“Come on slut, I want to hear you gag on those cocks - every single one of them. I want to hear you gag so that I know how much I have to train it out of you. Do it now.”
And Roberta was wiping the dregs of her own pre-cum from her pink lips. And now she was moving to the first dildo again and she was hovering her mouth over it she that she could take it all into her throat and she did. It was as though she was making a concerted effort to do what she’d been told by Elsa. She’d deep throated so many cocks in her fantasies and in her head but she’d never thought about the physicality of ‘gagging’ on something so big and so thick being reamed down her throat. And now here it was for her, for real. The sensation of her throat being filled up and stretched by the sheer size of those cocks. And it was easy for her to imagine them being real because her desire was at full throttle. If she could only cum, then that desire would subside and she could be left alone for a little while. But that wasn’t going to happen, not now.
Now she was gagging on the rubber cock and she had a row of eight to gag on with Elsa looking on. And she could feel this leather clad woman looking on, watching her. She could sense her presence - feel it even and she couldn’t do that in her fantasies and dreams. That was what made this so real - it was every single nuance of the experience - not just that which turned her on the most. This was what made what she was experiencing inescapable. And Elsa had got control of her long before this point. The first thing she’d done was fit that chastity cage. From that point it was all over for Robert and all starting for Roberta. Elsa had sprung the trap like an expert. And now she was going to fuck this creature up for good. And she was going to fuck her up so that she couldn’t be fixed.
 









CHAPTER EIGHT

 
Training To Real Cock
 
“That’s right sweetheart, kiss it, sniff it and then suck it.”
Roberta hadn’t been ready for real cock, she really hadn’t. The man, a big black man, had spoken to Elsa first without even acknowledging Roberta.
“Is she ready for a real man? I mean, all those rubber cocks don’t really prepare them do they? We both know that.”
His voice was deep, smoky.
“Ready or not, she’s taking it today. You’ve got a free reign with her.”
Elsa spoke like she was describing a Sunday lunch.
“I want you to fuck her mouth, and her ‘pussy’, and I want you to teach her how to kiss - full dirty French kisses. And how to be respectful to the people that use her. I called you because you are a specialist. You know what’s expected of these bitches. You know what makes them tick. And you know what to show them, so that they know in future.”
Elsa spoke as though this big black man was some kind of hero of hers. That was odd given her female domination stance. But that was more her in the pro world back in the day. Not so much now. Now she socialised with like-minded sadists of the male and female kind. She didn’t preach female supremacy or anything like that, unless it fitted into the narrative at the time. Maybe if she had a likely candidate for the long game who got turned on by the thought of the world being run by the matriarchy, then she would take that view.
But for the large part she was simply a sadist. One that could take any other human being into the realms of hell. And at the same time she could get along with other sadists - and even learn from them. Although it would be true to say that a lot of would-be sadists learnt from her. She’d become a bit of a legend in the scene. She’d been a pro-legend, and now she held that special aura that not many women kept when they left the scene.
“You sure about that? You sure this one won’t just break, like a China doll when I start on her? They all break you know, they’re so fragile these little sissy bitches.”
Roberta hadn’t liked this man much. She’d never been into blacks as it was, but she’d known that somehow she would need to drop that point of view. She wasn’t in control anymore and she had to please all comers. But this man, the way he spoke, the way he talked about her, and about others like her just scared her witless. To a point she had to trust in Elsa - but this was like Elsa was just leaving her to this man. She was right of course - she was just being left to him. The object of the exercise was to shock Roberta into another level of submission. Now that she knew that her situation was real and not fantasy any more - it was time to instil that ultra-shock into the core of her being. That would ensure that the trip was one way. And it would ensure that Roberta was prepared for the grimmer reality going forward.
“I’m sure. And look, she’s got cute little breasts already for you to hurt. They’re going to be bigger, but for now…..”
And Elsa let her words tail off and fade out. For Roberta she’d been petrified. Even more so when this man came to her and picked her up by the hair. He was like an animal, just looking over its prey. Roberta just hung there by the hair as this naked black man sniffed her over. This was what it was like, an animal and its prey with Elsa watching closely in the background. Roberta just trembled as she realised that what was being painted here was a picture direct from her dreams and nightmares. This had to be it - this had to be what Elsa was making sure happened. Showing this sissy girl that fantasy and the real world were not the same - not the same at all.
By the time this man was sitting and lowering Roberta with her legs spread either side of his huge thighs, he was being more soft with her and that created this contrast that was stark and hard. He was stroking her sides, and up under the developing breasts through the short slip dress she was wearing. And for some seconds Roberta was able to bask in the fact that this man, this animal could be gentle and soft, and even tender. He was making her nipples erect. The hormones had rendered those nipples always sensitive - always erect. And somehow that invisible string between her nipples and her caged clitoris had been created, adding another dimension to her accentuated and needy sexuality.
What had frightened Roberta the most was the size of this man’s cock. It wasn’t ‘natural’. She’d heard about black men being well hung. But she’d thought that was a myth. And now she’d seen it with her own eyes. That thick, long, bulbous headed black cock was enough to set off the nightmares in the bravest of people. But she’d got through this by telling herself there was no way that thing was going to go up inside her. Not because she didn’t want it, but because it just wouldn’t fit. Oh she’d dreamt of having big cocks slipped up inside her and stretching her until it hurt, or until she ripped. But this was real. This wasn’t something she could wake up from and carry on with her day from. So her natural defences had come to the fore and she’d brushed the thought that this cock could ever be inside her aside. She doubted that she would even be able to get the circumcised head into her mouth.
“Pretty little things like you need to be kissed. Kissed deeply - so I’m going to show you how this is done so that you know for the future.”
His tone was deep, like a baritone. And when he spoke it was like the air around him and Roberta was disturbed and changed. And that made her shiver. She didn’t want this man to kiss her and she certainly didn’t want to kiss him. And yet she didn’t have a choice in that. It wasn’t like she could just slide off his lap and crawl away. She wished she could but she couldn’t. And first he licked her face. She was certain that this was just to show her his tongue. That big pink fleshy thing that was all but drooling over her face and she could feel herself tremble more as he did this.
Then he was pecking her lips with his negro lips and she didn’t like that even if her cock was straining in that cage. She knew that this was one stop from him kissing her fully on the mouth and she really didn’t want her mouth overwhelmed by those huge lips. But he was whispering to her as well as he started to brush her lips with his.
“Make your mouth nice and soft for me - just like the slut you are. Make it good for me and I won’t hurt you too much when the time comes. And for her that had to be a good thing, that he wouldn’t hurt her too much when the time came. She had to pick the positives out of the situation she was in. And having this man hurt her in some indescribable way like having that cock forced up inside her tight ass pussy would not and could not end well. And so she was thinking that kissing wasn’t such a bad thing to have to do, or have done to her. So she softened her lips for him, and let him begin the process of devouring her mouth with his.
“Good slut. Mamma gonna be real proud of you girl.”
And then that mouth was on her’s like a leach. To say that his mouth devoured hers would be an understatement of massive proportions. His mouth completely obliterated hers and then his tongue was in there, exploring her mouth at will. She tried to respond with her tongue but it seemed so tiny in comparison with his. So she just softened herself up, around the lips and the mouth, and she kind of flopped on his lap so that he could do what he wanted with his mouth. And that was just it. What he did with his mouth was kiss her. He was raping her mouth with his kisses. And one second they were hard, forceful kisses and the next it was a tender slow, sloppy French kiss that she was forced to respond to sexually. This was what this man was showing her. Or what he was training her to do. How to react when a client wanted to kiss. There would be no such thing as ‘no kissing’ in her repertoire.
“It’s time to show her how it is going to be. Enough of this tender mush shit. It’s time to show her how she is going to be whored out.”
Elsa was sipping from a glass of champagne. This had to be for effect and so that Roberta could see her. She was sitting crossed legs now, her legs sheathed in sheer nylon and her feet arched into severe stilettos. The tiny black leather dress hugged her form like a second skin. This wasn’t how Elsa would normally dress, not in a month of Sundays. But this day was special.
She’d analysed Roberta’s dream and fantasies since she’d come across her in those online chat rooms. She’d drilled down into her deeper psyche and she’d found that this mixed up sissy girl had lots of hang ups about how real women looked and presented themselves. Fetish was strong in her themes. The nylons, the heels, the tight dresses and outfits in leather and latex. The red lips - the cigarette smoking dominatrix overseeing the hell that was being inflicted on him. So now she was obliging.
Elsa had done the hard work. She’d reeled Roberta in and now had her where she wanted her, and needed her. Now all she had to do was sit back, sip champagne and watch the reality hit this petite creature with the full force of nature. She watched Roberta kiss this enormous black man. He’d taught her how to use her mouth well. She liked the way she softened those lips and accepted that big tongue in as though it was possessing her. But now, the man was using lubrication, a lot of it. Smearing it on the insides of Roberta’s thighs and then up to the cuffed balls, down the slit and to the asshole that was now her pussy.
For Roberta she had responded to the sexuality of what this man did to her. He had with ease, raised her desires until she wanted that cock inside her. It didn’t matter that it wouldn’t fit in her without ripping her or without damaging her inside. The desire was what was driving her. And yet she still had the fear of that cock. The sheer size of it making her feel like the rag doll she was. And this man lubing her up, just slipping a finger inside so that the slipperiness was in there also. And around the rim of the hole making her slippery and making resistance to that cock an almost impossible thing.
“You ready to be shown what you’re for slut? You ready to please me with your tears?”
The man whispered to Roberta as he shifted her slightly. Her long pink stockinged legs were spread over his thighs and he was sliding her back towards that cock. They’d been facing each other so that they could kiss and be that intimate with each other. But now it was about the brutality. The sheer and uncompromising brutality.
“Swing your legs over honey - turn away from me, face your owner.”
And this man’s instructions were filtering into Roberta’s brain with clarity. Like she was hanging on to every word. She had the fear rising through her of what was about to happen. And yet she had the high levels of desire as well. This was something that she would only go through once in her life and this was it. This was a young mixed up man, who was convinced he was a girl, a woman, who was fearing the obvious, and yet desiring it also. What she didn’t know was that once this man had done what he was about to do, her life would never be the same again.
“Make her cum. Make her have the orgasm all sissies get when they are fucked for the first time.”
Elsa spoke and she smiled at the same time. There was this attractiveness about Elsa that was breath-taking. And it was that attractiveness that sometimes rendered her cruelty unbelievable. What she was referring to was the fact that with that monster cock up inside Roberta’s rear entrance, such would be the pressure on her colon and her prostate that an orgasm of sorts, a none touching, orgasm would result whether the cock or the ‘clit’ was caged or not. But that cock had to travel first. It had to travel past the outer ring and the sphincter and to the tight tunnel like insides. And once in there it would stretch and possibly, or most likely, tear the flesh. By the time Roberta was having that never before experienced sissy orgasm she would be ruined.
And when Roberta howled out as that cock head clicked past her sphincter she would have been convinced she was about to die, or worse. There would have been this expectation in Roberta, even through the desire that it would hurt her. But there would have also been the fantasy driven expectation that she would absorb and adjust to the size of the cock. Of course that didn’t happen and all there was, was this wall of utter pain. An agony of the like she would never have experienced. And all she could do as Elsa came around to the front of her to look at her, was open her lipsticked mouth and scream. And it wasn’t just a scream. It was a bellow that could wake the dead. Just as well Elsa had planned for this to be in the most soundproofed room in the property!
And Elsa watched. She watched closely as the big black, nameless man slipped himself inside of Roberta. He was hanging her legs, holding them up, spread wide for him as he slipped that cock of his into the depths of her new femininity. It wasn’t hard to convince someone like her that her ass was her pussy. And yet Roberta wouldn’t be thinking of that right now. All she would be dealing with in her mind, was the pain.
“Good girl.”
The man grunted into her ear as he licked that same ear wetly. And now that cock had fully stretched the pussy until it was on the point of ripping. There would have been that sensation, that feeling that the damage would be caused. And yet, it didn’t not yet. Rather the copious amount of lubrication he had used held Roberta together and didn’t allow for that splitting to occur. There was the fullness, that feeling of having her pussy stuffed full of live cock and that was the hardest to take. That was the hardest to morph from fantasy into reality. The fantasies about such a brutal act was easy. Just think of the most extreme it could be and then cum to those images inside the mind, and then get on with life. But the reality was different. This was something that she would have to deal with - the full on physical reality of being impaled on a huge black cock.
The man slipped his hand under Roberta’s ass and lifted her, and then lowered her. He was using her petiteness and her very small weight to fuck his cock. It was like he was just using her as this object, this creature of friction. He was lifting her so that his cock almost plopped out of her, but not quite and then he was lowering her all the way back down - all the way down onto that cock. And there was this whimpering sound that was coming from Roberta that told of her distress as she was lowered fully down onto that cock so that the bulbous bell end was pressing against her colon and her prostate.
Elsa watched and she wasn’t smiling now. She was just watching as this tiny slip of a ‘girl’ absorbed that mincing machine that was this man’s huge cock. She tilted her head slightly as though to look from a more obtuse angle. And she could see, as this man lifted and lowered the girl, how her anal flesh tented out with the out strokes and then was pushed back in with the in strokes. For some reason, with that amount of detail to see, made this scene more brutal. Or it actually made it look and underlined how brutal it was.
One of the man’s hands was now around cupping one of the petite breasts that had developed during the program of hormonal treatment. At first he squeezed the little mound but then he found the nipple and was squeezing and rolling that between his fore finger and thumb, making Roberta moan. There had to come a time when she got used to, or when her flesh got used to the size of the cock inside her. And when that happened this man just upped his fucking rhythm. He was lifted her and more like slamming her down onto the full length of his cock. Now he was using her flesh to pleasure him proper and there was no other way to describe this, other than brutal.
 









CHAPTER NINE

 
To Be A Girl
 
Roberta was in a somewhat dazed state by the time the sissy orgasm hit her. A sissy orgasm was like no other. Certainly it wasn’t like she’d flipped that clit of hers off. It was an orgasm that began and ended at the prostate, but in-between infested the whole of Roberta’s body, mind and sexuality. But before that sissy orgasm, there had been the slow leak of pre-cum. And that slow leak becoming more of a constant dribble from her caged clit. And then in the background there was always that promise, or that ‘something’ that might be wonderful for her to experience trying to happen. But it didn’t come all at once. And it certainly didn’t come before this man had sated himself.
Poor Roberta had been fucked into a delirious state. There was no doubt about the brutality of the absolute fucking of her hole. That had been something that had to happen. She’d had to be shown the reality of her dreams and fantasies and this man had been the one to do it. He’d started her on his lap, facing away, and then he’d put her on her hands and knees and told her to arch her back downwards so that her pussy was offered to him. And he’d reamed her from behind because that was the deepest penetration assured - as was the bruising of her colon. At times there were streaks of blood to show that she had been damaged, both around the circumference of her hole as well as deeper inside. The force with which he fucked this poor girl had to have resulted in damage. But by this time she was riding the crest of her arousal. Yes she knew she was being damaged but the arousal and the desire was strongly there for her and it was overriding even the thoughts of what was happening to her inside. And she hated herself for it.
The big black man had gripped her satin covered hips and driven himself deep inside her time and time again and each time he was slamming the air out of her. This was what made her so delirious. Her eyes rolling in their sockets as she took the full brunt of that monster cock. By the time he was emptying his balls up inside her she was back on his lap. Her legs spread and being held wide open, hanging like that so that Elsa could get a closer look. And she did. There was her caged clit, dribbling it’s pre-cum and then that stretched partly torn hole that the cock was gliding in and out of. It was like the scene in some ultra kinky, grisly porn movie.
“I do like to see a well-used pussy. I do like to see a pussy that has been taken beyond the training limits. I like to see the little streaks of blood and I like to see the glaze over their eyes.”
And Elsa was speaking softly just before this man erupted up inside Roberta. There was the inevitable splash back from the force of him fucking that hole to the sheer volume of produced semen that he let go inside her. On the out stroke that semen gushed from her and he used that as further lubrication to embed that cock deep inside her again. And in this time he was building a sissy orgasm inside of Roberta which would hit her as his orgasm subsided. And this was the expertise of this man - what he was able to do with a girl like Roberta. What he was able to achieve with her wasn’t something that was from the normal world.
And how he was able to change her in that way. Because he did change her. That brutal fucking of her pussy, that mega cum inside of her and her own sissy orgasm reshaping her mind and her thoughts totally. This was the reality of what she had been through. And it was this that Elsa needed to see from close up. That dwindling lazy snake still inside her pussy, and semen pouring out of her. And her face bemused from that orgasm she’d had with no touch to her caged clit. She’d never be the same again, ever. Even if she tried to revert to firmer thought patterns she would not be successful.
“You have to suck him clean slut. All girl’s like you clean up after they’ve been used like this. It’s only right after all.”
Elsa was standing now and she was circling the black man with the sissy slut on his lap still impaled on that cock. Elsa’s words hit her like a freight train. Her eyes pinged open. She had to clean that cock off after it had been up inside her like that? And she had to do this after she’d had this orgasm. But it was an orgasm of sorts - not like the ones she was used to giving herself after one of those dreams. Or when she was on a lazy day, just masturbating for her own pleasure. 
Those orgasms were different to the one this man had just forced her to have. And yes she did think that she had been forced to orgasm in this humiliating, degrading way. And yet there was still the come down from that orgasm to the point now where she knew she had to clean this man off with her mouth.
“Yeah slut, make your mouth nice and soft for me, like you did when you were kissing me.”
There was nothing like being reminded of the degradation on that come down from the orgasm. Probably now more than ever Roberta was regretting who, and what she was. This man was cupping her little tits as that cock got softer inside her. And that was something of a relief that the hardness of that cock was not hurting her any more. 
There was the finger action around and over her nipples and that ‘irritation’ of them getting harder and getting more sensitive as they erected. That irritation would turn into arousal in no time at all. It was the way she was wired up after all. And then he was reaching to her face, turning her back to him so that he could kiss her. And she was responding to that kiss. And she hated herself for this. She hated the way an animal like this man could just turn her on in this way. But she didn’t know that she would be turned on by all sorts of animals in her life going forward. One thing was for sure, she would have to live with having to hate herself because that was going to be a big thing in her life. Her own self-loathing and the wish that she could turn the clock back.
He pushed her down his lap so that she was on her knees in front of him. The high heeled Elsa circled them and this was a view for Roberta, those long nylon sheathed legs and that confident strut in those patent high heels. She didn’t know what she felt about that. She hated herself and she hated this man. And yet she didn’t hate Elsa. She should hate her but she didn’t. It was this woman that had brought her to this place and got her into this state of mind so that what happened had happened. And yet she didn’t hate her. If anything she was developing strong feelings for her. And she hated that, but didn’t at the same time.
“You do a good job of cleaning him up and we can have one of our little talks for a while. And who knows, maybe you will have a treat, for being so good.”
Elsa spoke like it was next to nothing that Roberta had been through. The thing was though that she knew what she had put this girl through. She knew how this was going to be affecting her. But she also knew that she was the comfort to her. That was how she had constructed this domination of this mixed up slut. That she would be, kind of, the mummy figure for her. That she would be the comfort in all that brutality. She didn’t answer Elsa, she just nodded, with her eyes by blinking. She wasn’t able to put words together, not yet, not with what she’d been through. So now she was simply on her knees looking up adoringly at Elsa and wishing they could talk now. But no, she had to clean up first. The sooner she cleaned his, and her own mess off that cock the better.
“Oh and don’t forget to lick your own cum off the floor darling.”
There was this gratuitous, yes casual nastiness about the way Elsa spoke. Someone from the real world would notice this, but not Roberta, not really. Her senses were already blown by having that huge cock slammed into her colon time after time. And by having that same cock rammed into her mouth and down her throat. That was not an experience she would get over any time soon. It wasn’t an experience she wouldn’t ‘get over’ at all. So all she could do was hang on to the fact that Elsa was a real woman and one who at least would talk to her where she was sure that other women wouldn’t want anything to do with a freak like her. That was the self-loathing taking chunks out of her psyche.
Roberta didn’t know how she felt about having that huge snake like cock dangling and drizzling over her mouth. She was like this little bird being fed with a huge worm. It was dripping it’s dregs into her mouth and in her imagination she could taste herself in those dregs of semen. But she swallowed anyway. And then she reached up, craned her neck and took that cock head into her mouth and began to suck it clean. She hated herself for this as well. She couldn’t help it. She hated herself full stop.
She hated it worse that already she was beginning to get her arousal back. She wished that wasn’t the case because when she was aroused she usually had to suffer in some way. She wasn’t saying that was wrong, which was disturbing in itself, but she was just trying to avoid suffering if she could. That would always be her natural state, trying to avoid suffering. It was like her defences coming into play. It was like all she had left to even try to defend herself with, even though deep down she knew that suffering was also her natural state.
She was in deep thought as she sucked that cock clean. She used her hands to handle the cock, lift it, stretch it so that she could lick under it, and so she could lick the ball sack. This relatively easy, though sickening task in her mind, gave her the opportunity to ‘think’. At least it gave the opportunity to try to think and take stock of where she was now and what was happening in her real life.
“I think she’s gonna serve you well. She’s keen to comply, even with what I’ve done to her, so I don’t think you have any worries about how she will serve you, and others going forward.”
The black man spoke casually in that baritone voice as Roberta hoovered the mess from her fucking. And as she got down lower, her lips to the floor to clean up her own cum, there was still semen pouring from her pussy.
“All of it honey. I don’t want to see any of your mess, or his, by the time you’ve finished.”
Elsa had upped her tone a little bit. But she’d winked at the man.
“Oh I’ve got no worries about how she will serve. I’m all she’s got now so she will comply with everything, and more that I desire. It’s too late for her to escape to a normal life now. She’s way past the point of return. And now her journey is one way. Just how I like it.”
Elsa spoke casually, like it was nothing that she was saying.
“I may come back again. See how you get on with her. Might even put her through some more paces and see how she handles them.”
He winked back at Elsa. Only Elsa would know what this man meant by putting Roberta through some more paces. Only she, at this point at least, would know how deep this man’s perversion ran. She knew that he wasn’t referring to fucking Roberta again. He’d done that and got the T shirt now.
Elsa knew that this man’s tastes above and beyond normal sexuality were far reaching and kind of scraped at the bottom of the barrel as far as human cruelty was concerned. Elsa smiled - she liked thought of this man making Roberta cry and beg him to stop as he worked on her. She’d seen him in action before. And his brand of sadism was much like hers, casual and yet extreme. There was nothing of Roberta that he wouldn’t touch, or hurt, not even her mind.
“I’m sure we can come up with a plan. Just stay in touch that’s all.”
Elsa was smiling. Roberta wasn’t. She had the taste of this man inside her mouth and she couldn’t swallow it away. Nor the taste of herself. Thankfully she was oblivious to what Elsa knew about this man. But even as it stood, the thought of seeing this man again filled her with fear and a sickness that wouldn’t fade and die any time soon.
“Oh be sure, I’ll be in touch. In the meantime, enjoy.”
The big black nameless man was just leaving. He’d tucked that cock of his away and was looking down at Roberta who was still crawling round sucking and licking mess off the floor. The man’s spent semen and her own. Maybe it wasn’t such a good thing that she had so much time to think as she carried out this task.
It was good that she was not suffering pain and degradation, above the side effects of what this man had done to her, so she could think. But she was thinking that maybe it wasn’t good that she was thinking or could think because she didn’t like what she was coming up with. And now her caged clit was straining at the bars again and Elsa could see that. She smiled.
“I want you to know that I’m so proud of you today. What you’ve done, how you’ve done everything expected and demanded of you. You’ve been a good slut.”
Roberta wished that Elsa wouldn’t praise her like this. It was kind of fucking with her mind. It was kind of like what Elsa had put her through was all down to her, and that she was willing to go through it. And she knew that in a way she had been willing to go through it. And yet somewhere deep down she knew as well that this woman had instigated it, and overseen it, and to an extent controlled what had happened in this room during this time. But praising her, it was like this was all her fault - that she had done well. That she had done so so well, so she was responsible for the depraved slut she’d become. That it was her fault and not Elsa’s. The normal would be to blame Elsa, of course it would. But this wasn’t the normal world and that self-loathing was eating its way through her psyche.
“T-thank you. Thank you Miss Elsa….”
She felt like she owed Elsa this thank you. And yet it was all she could come up with. She hated it that she was thanking his woman. And yet she didn’t hate it at the same time. She knew her head was fucked up and she knew who’d been the main instigator in that. But in that case why was she so horny and needy? She couldn’t answer that. All she could do was go with the flow. She didn’t want Elsa to be proud of her, and yet she did as well. Her head was so fucked up that she couldn’t think straight.
“Oh there will be a lot of opportunity for you to thank me, I promise you. All you have to be for me is a good girl, a good slut, and take what I give you without complaint and with as little noise as you are able. Complete silence is something that I prefer, but don’t always achieve in a slut. You have the opportunity to prove to me that complete silence under duress, is possible.”
And Roberta wished she wouldn’t do that. She wished that Elsa wouldn’t praise her for being better than she was. Because if she did that, as she had, then she would have to achieve that goal - that silence under duress. And she wasn’t convinced that she would be able to do that, not at all. It made her feel uneasy and disturbed to be in this predicament. She couldn’t settle her mind or be happy about any of it. And that put her on edge. It wouldn’t occur to her, not with her state of mind that this was how it was supposed to be. She couldn’t possibly work out that pain could be applied in many different ways and to many different levels. All she knew was what this woman, smiling at her now with her head tilted, wanted her to know. It was another form torture that was being applied to her.
“Let’s go somewhere and talk for a little while. We can talk about everything - anything you want to talk about.”
Elsa was smiling. But it was a different smile to the usual. One that Roberta hadn’t seen before. One that she’d not glimpsed before. And it was a disturbing smile.
“Would you like that, slut?”
And that smile continued. It continued to be burnt on the inside of her mind.
“Y-yes. Yes Miss Elsa yes I would.”
And Elsa smiled. She liked the way her victims reverted to calling her Miss Elsa without prompting. They all did it, and she liked this. It showed her that they were at least on the same page.
 









CHAPTER TEN

 
Silent Suffering
 
Some Time Later
 
“Sshhhhhh now darling, I don’t want to hear a sound, do you hear me?”
Roberta nodded as frantically as she could, given her ‘predicament’.
“If you don’t make a sound for, let’s say 30 minutes, I’ll turn the pain to pleasure. But the same will apply, no noise. No talking, no begging, no pleading. Just silence.”
This was the sadist Elsa in her element. She’d taken the time, and the effort to ‘design’ and produce Roberta’s breasts and now she was torturing them. It was kind of twisted that she did this. What she did made partial sense because she wasn’t a female supremacist. If she was she couldn’t, possibly, part transition a man into a woman and then torture her. Especially she wouldn’t torture the parts of her that underlined the femininity.
But as a sadist, capable and more than willing to work on male and female flesh, she would fuck up a man like this, make him not really know if he was male or female, and then torture him some more. It was a way of her being able to prolong, extend, even make the timeline or the journey, a never ending one. And this was what she was doing to Roberta.
Roberta was frantically nodding again. Thoughtfully Elsa had provided a stiff sponge just slipped between Roberta’s teeth, for her to bite down on as she played that magic wand over the relatively new breasts flesh. She liked the way those little electrical surges fed into the nipples from deep in the orbs of flesh, making them stiff and erect. She liked to see stiff nipples on her girls. It made her smile to herself to think of Roberta as one of her girls. Ok yes she had encouraged and produced a girl in Roberta and now she was forcing her to live her best life. Now she was forcing her to live like she’d dreamt.
There was a splutter from Roberta and the sponge flew out from her mouth followed by a shower of drool. Elsa had held the very end of the magic wand to the extreme tip of one nipple, and then she had played it there. She’d played it very lightly so that the nipple was being buzzed. But it was being buzzed in an extreme way and by buzzing that one nipple, it was having an effect on the other. Both nipples a couple of centimetres in length. And the girth of those nipples, thick, the texture of them rubbery, hard. And yet for Roberta, she was dealing with what she felt.
“Remember bitch, silence. No silence, no pleasure after thirty minutes.”
Elsa knew that what she was doing with that magic wand was creating the kind of pain that Roberta would not have come across before. Bless her, she had come across pain, even the severest of pain, mostly sexually as she’d been used and abused, and as Elsa had practiced various of the dark arts on her. But not like this. This was different level agony.
For Roberta she was in the process of hating her breasts. She’d loved them, truly, when Elsa had given them to her in a mixture of hormonal treatments and implants. She’d spent hours and hours looking at herself in a full length mirror kindly provided by Elsa. She’d loved the curves that those big breasts gave her.
And that fact that she still had a locked up cock ‘clitoris’ was something that had pretty much sunk into the back of her mind. It was as though that caged clit had become invisible to her. All she could see was the breasts, and the plumper lips. Yes the plumper lips via filler, so that she had in Elsa’s words ‘proper cock sucker lips’. And long shapely legs that she’d always felt she’d needed to be a convincing whore.
But those breasts - she was hating them because they hurt her so much. Instead of loving her femininity she was hating it. This was another hurt that Elsa applied. Give the freak what she wanted and then make her regret that. The concept of twisted hatred that Roberta had for he femininity was something that made Elsa smile wide. There wasn’t anything that Elsa couldn’t use of Roberta, in order to hurt her more. Let’s be fair, Robert as in the man, could have hated himself as a man because he thought his destiny was to be a woman. And now, yes and now that hatred was towards ‘her’ femininity. That was a delicious mind fuck and a delicious psychological torture that Elsa had a duty, as a sadist, to follow through on.
For the moment it was about her breasts. Perfect breasts that any real woman would be proud of. And yet now, perfect breasts that Roberta hated. Maybe there was something inside her that screamed out that she wanted to revert to male, that she needed to be a man again. But that ship had long since sailed. It bore out the saying ‘be careful what you wish for’. As a he, he’d wished to be a girl, a cock sucking slut for a real woman. And now he was one. There was no reversal or fix for Roberta. This was her lot now. It was her life.
Despite all of this going on inside her mind, she stayed silent as the little electrical charges went through her breast flesh and worked their way up into the stem of her thick, erect nipples. Elsa worked between the two breasts, just playing the wand around the globes so that the flesh was infested with that charge. The nipples then visibly quivering and that uncertainty in Roberta whether it was pleasure or pain in the tips of those nipples. It could have been one and the same. Pain and pleasure in one. Whichever, she was bound to stay silent. She had to stay silent. She couldn’t moan in pleasure and she couldn’t scream out in pain. A fleeting thought in her mind was that if this was what it meant to be a slut, and a cock sucking whore, then they could keep it. But of course she didn’t have that choice.
 
Forty Minutes Later
 
The silence was deafening. The sexual pleasure being given to Roberta by Elsa was intense. Roberta should have been free to express the sensation of that pleasure by making those noises of dripping filthy gratification. But she couldn’t do that. She was being edged cruelly by the sadist and every so often Elsa would press her forefinger to her own lips in a signal that Roberta should keep quiet. That she should keep quiet at all costs.
There was only lose lose for Roberta. She couldn’t win. Even the sexual pleasure, her escape from her reality, had turned into a torture. That sexual pleasure, and the never ending desire had been like her buffer that she could use to cope with everything else that her life meant now. But Elsa had found a way to use that desire and pleasure against her. And now she was using it effortlessly, and yet brutally to bring Roberta into a place that she wouldn’t want to stay in and yet one that she couldn’t escape from.
“I told you, thirty minutes of silence and I would give you sexual pleasure, as a reward. But I want silence for the whole time. No moaning and groaning, no crying out. You should be seen and not heard. You should be silently grateful for what I am doing for you.”
Elsa spoke as though she was ‘thinking’ out loud. She was looking down at Roberta knowing that she couldn’t respond. One had to feel for this poor person - not male and yet not fully female either. What she was feeling as Elsa used her fingers on her nipples - nipples that had somehow been connected to her locked up clitoris via an invisible string. One that tugged every time Elsa played her finger tip, and her nail over the tip of one erect nipple or the other. There was that sign in Roberta’s eyes that she was feeling intense pleasure. The dribbles from the cock cage were constant. Pre-cum that would turn to a form of watered down semen if she was permitted to orgasm at all.
She might have thought that she didn’t need the orgasm - that the intense pleasure of the edging was all she needed to get by. After all, she could still escape to a point in that edging that Elsa was so good at. But it wasn’t like that. That edging was addictive and it created a craving for the orgasm that wasn’t given. It was like forbidden fruits that she couldn’t have.
And the more she couldn’t have it, the more she wanted it. If she could make a sound, if she could beg, she would. But she couldn’t do that. There was just this silence - but yes that silence was deafening. It was a silence that held so much despair and craving. A silence that had to be maintained and controlled. It wasn’t ‘nothing’ for Roberta to stay silent, totally silent. It played havoc with her psyche and it was exhausting for her to not be able to be herself and cry out with the intense pleasure she was being given. And yet there was Elsa smiling down at her as she worked her fingers. And now as she held a powerful vibrating wand to the cock cage.
She watched Roberta carefully, closely. She turned her head slightly, so that an ear was pointing down to pick up any sound that might have come from Roberta. But there wasn’t any - just that absolute silence and nothing more. Nothing more that is except the look of utter despair on Roberta’s face. It was like no other expression. There was fright in there, fear, and unbearable torture in the eyes. Elsa wanted to keep this going forever. For her this was the ultimate torture. A torture that touched every part of Roberta. Every part of her femininity, and every part of what was left of her maleness.
The fact that she could highlight that maleness and hurt it more was another facet, another level. She wanted to go on forever because she was in her element. But at the same time she knew she couldn’t. She knew that she would cause too much damage in Roberta’s psyche. She knew that if she continued with this brand of torture for too long then the damage to Roberta would be too great and she would become useless to her. She had to give less so that she could get more from this.
“Orgasm time slut.”
And in one smooth action she spilled Roberta into intense and beautiful place. It was like a switch being flicked. Roberta’s eyes opened wider and there was this look of utter bemusement on her face. There were bubbles forming in the corners of her mouth and they were taking the place of the voice that would be there if she could cry out, or just groan. What it must have taken for her to not make a sound can only be imagined. Until that is, the pleasure was so intense, so never ending that she groaned out loud,
“Uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh fuckkkkkkkkkkkkk.”
And with that long drawn out sound there was a shadow that came down over Elsa’s face. She’d been in some kind of sadistic euphoria knowing that Roberta was going through hell for her. That was her euphoria, in the torture of another. But now that spell was broken and there was this straight, plain face from Elsa as she let the orgasm roll through its course. She did that as a special kind of anger built inside. She’d let Roberta have this orgasm. She’d make it so special that Roberta would cry out again. And then when she was taking her down from the orgasm, she would watch closely as the realisation and the despair took over from the escape of intense pleasure. And as that sadistic anger built inside of Elsa, so she drained the useless balls of this ‘man’ come whore. It wasn’t healthy, normal semen that came out. So denied had Roberta been that his testicle contents had been watered down, and nullified. It was just the watered down version of male semen, dribbling from a cock that had been turned into a clitoris.
 
Oh yes, that shadow over Elsa’s face. An awful shadow that told, or at least hinted at what must have been going through her mind now. And this wasn’t good for Roberta. She’d come down from that hellishly beautiful orgasm into a place of utter despair and desperation.
“I’m so sorry Miss Elsa, I’m so sorry. Please you have to believe me, I’m so so sorry.”
And her voice was shaky. That voice with broken, wet and stuttered words told of the shit she knew she was in now. Elsa didn’t respond to her straight away. As a sadist and an expert in psychological trauma being applied, she knew that the longer she went without responding the more Roberta would be affected. Instead she stayed looking away from Robert. As though she was too disgusted and too disappointed in her to look at her.
“Please Miss Elsa, please - I want to be the best whore I can be for you.”
It was like she was throwing these futile words into a vast cauldron where they would have no effect what so ever.
“You had to do one thing and one thing alone and that was to stay silent. Now you’ve failed me so what am I supposed to do? Go on slut, tell me what I am supposed to do now that you have failed me and disappointed me?”
And Elsa sat back to look closer at Roberta. It was like she wanted to study her face. It was like she needed to drill her own huge, hazel coloured eyes into those of Roberta. And she did that - and for Roberta it was like a physical thing. As though she could feel those eyes piercing her eyes and looking into her deeper psyche.
“I have to be punished Miss Elsa. That’s the only thing that can happen - that I have to be punished to pay for your disappointment and my failure.”
And these were like beautiful words for Elsa to hear. These were like words that soothed and settled her disappointment in Roberta.
“And how do you think I should do that? How do you think a slut, and a cock sucking whore should be punished for failure?”
Elsa asked the question as straight and as bluntly as it could be asked.
“I don’t know Miss Elsa. Severely maybe? Maybe I need to be severely punished again so that I don’t disappoint and fail again.”
Again here were words that a sadist would love to hear. Ones that brought pleasure to her. This woman offering herself up for severe and unrestricted punishment, knowing that she was going to be hurt badly for her transgressions.
“This is true. You do need to be punished, but I think that something different is needed for you. So that you don’t forget what you’ve been punished for. The rules are the same. You say silent throughout. If you fail, the punishment begins again. And that has the potential to really destroy you psychologically because you won’t WANT to disappoint me, or fail again. But the fact that your punishment has to start over, again and again will eat into your psyche because you are so desperate to make progress with me, your Owner.”
Elsa chose her words carefully. And she chose her tone equally carefully letting Roberta know that she had made a big mistake in disappointing her. Elsa knew that these minutes after a trauma were the best time for her to add more hurt. It was a case of striking whilst the iron was hot. A case of getting into Robertas head more, whilst that mind was all mushy and soft.
“I know Miss Elsa. I want to put it right. I need to put it right.”
Roberta’s tone was teary but there was also this sheer desperation in it and Elsa was quick to seize on that.
“The question is, how much do you want and need to put it right.”
She could seize on an ounce of guilt and make it a ton of guilt right there, right now.
“There is no measurement Miss Elsa. I just need to put it right whatever it takes. There are no words.”
And Elsa squeezed her thighs to invisibly get that shot of pleasure for herself. She was saturated between the legs, she could feel it. And when she was saturated like this she could do real damage to the mind of a submissive. And to the mind of a sissy slut like Roberta, she could inflict carnage that would never be reversed.
“No indeed, there are no words. I’m afraid I am going hurt your beautiful breasts some more. I’m going to hurt them so much that you will hate them on a level you haven’t hated anything before.”
Now Elsa spoke casually, as though she was just keeping Roberta in the loop. For Roberta there was this awfulness in what she was hearing. She’d already begun to loath her breasts because of what Elsa had put them through. She already knew what it was like to hate her tits, even though she’d craved to have them, and love them when she’d seen them. But now her owner Elsa was talking of hurting those breasts on a different level and that instilled a chill inside the core of Roberta. A chill that ran up and down the core of her spine. A chill that didn’t fade and die but one that was there all the time. And now Elsa was smiling as she prepared a huge hypodermic syringe with some kind of cloudy solution inside.
“Don’t forget lover, I want silence. Pure, undiluted silence.”
 









CHAPTER ELEVEN

 
Case Study 3 - Alexis (Female) 20yrs
 
“I didn’t know if I would come. I still don’t know if I’ve done the right thing.”
Alexis, an impossibly pretty brunette just twenty years old spoke as though she was deep in thought.
“And yet you came. You felt compelled to come, right? You needed to follow through on those feelings you’ve experienced for years right?”
Elsa smiled at the girl who was blossoming into stunning womanhood - she’d go softly softly on her since she was so young. She didn’t want to scare her, not yet. Her voice was throaty, cigarette smoky and slipped from between powder red lips as though the words were wet.
There was the sound of a leather restraint being snapped tighter, around the tiny wrists of Alexis. And as that happened there was the sight of her fingers curling into a ball, trying to form a fist, but the restraint so tight that completing that fist was impossible. Then the other one - ‘snap’ ‘snap’ and that wrist was also immobilised. She sucked in breath, realising an increasing predicament and dilemma was now in her real life and not in her dreams in the small hours of the morning.
“I did feel compelled to come yes. I needed to know, ‘need’ to know what’s on the other end of these feelings.”
Alexis’s words were laboured, and yet clear.
“Tell me about these dreams you have. Tell me the smallest detail, in as much detail as you can muster.”
Elsa stopped what she was doing so that she could concentrate on the vision that was Alexis, in front of her. Soon, this young woman would be entirely disabled, barely able to twitch a muscle, so she wanted to hear her now, before that happened. There was the rustle of a tight leather catsuit that Elsa wore. And then the release of the aroma of her expensive perfume.
This was a woman who exuded this wealth and this expensiveness. It was like she came from wealth and like she wore it well. There was no sign of her past links to professional BDSM services that she supplied on a very lucrative basis. She was different now. This was a different chapter of her life and she’d left that other sometimes distasteful stuff behind. Now she was a full blown, lifestyle sadist who could be herself and who didn’t need to ‘act’ in order to reveal the real her. Now she could be herself.
Alexis could speak and yet she was more than aware of herself being debilitated by this older woman.
“Dreams, wet dreams about other women causing me pain. Pain in my mind. Pain to my body - my private parts. I gave up trying to work out where it comes from. I’m not even lesbian. I’ve never even kissed another girl.”
She stopped as though she’d run out of words for the time being.
“Where do you think it comes from? What were your earliest recollections of these dreams?
Elsa spoke as she began the work of debilitating Alexis again. The thing about Elsa was that she looked casual even though what she was about to do, over time, was cause this young woman anguish and hurt like she would have never thought possible. Not even in those dreams she experienced.
“I don’t know. It’s like they’ve always been there, in my head, you know? Like I don’t even remember a time when they weren’t there - always in the back of my mind, waiting for me to go to sleep so that they can pounce on me. That’s the truth of it.”
Alexis sounded teary. But she would to an extent because she was having more and more of her freedom taken off her. Elsa sounded like she was ignoring Alexis but she wasn’t.
“You know you’re very wet, down here, very, very wet. Does talking about this turn you on? You know, more than those dreams make you? I mean, you DO wake up from those dreams wet, right?”
Elsa was leading this young woman - she was leading her on to the beyond return. For Alexis this woman had been recommended to her by someone. It was like this other person had recognised something in her, and that Elsa could help her realise what it was she was probably experiencing. But for that to be the case this other person would need to have known more. It was more and more like Alexis had been somehow set up, for a sadist, for Elsa. And yet she’d been compelled to follow through. She hadn’t so much smelled a rat, as been driven by the urges she had buried deep inside her psyche.
“I’m always wet, I can’t help it. I’m always saturated like I’m some kind of freak.”
Again there was this teary quality to her words and to her tone of voice, and her full, clear glossed bottom lip was quivering. Now her long legs, one stockinged and one not were resting, dangling by her knees in stirrups that held her legs high and wide. And there was this disgust that Elsa looked down between those legs with. Just the hint of disgust, and that little suck of her teeth to emphasise what she might have been thinking. No, Elsa didn’t need to ‘act’. This was her natural sadism coming to the fore and materialising as she began the process of taking this young woman down inside a downward spiral.
“You’re not a freak. You’re just one of those, that’s all. One of ‘those’.”
It wasn’t as though Elsa didn’t know what she was saying or how she was saying it. This was a woman who’d mastered the dark arts of sadism, domination and control. She was aware of every word she spoke and every nuance she instilled into those words. And what’s more, she used her voice and her words as a seductive tool. It was easy for her to enter the mind of this young woman, and stay there, resident as she went about her work. Elsa wasn’t wet yet. She would be but not yet. She’d not even started yet. If there was anything at this time, it was the distant throbbing feeling, that seemed to emanate from the core, and the base of her clitoris. And she would keep that throb right there, just festering.
“One of ‘those’, what do you mean Miss Elsa, one of ‘those’.”
And it was like the words were coming from one of the most innocent souls. The fact that she added the ‘Miss Elsa’ showed this almost pupil and tutor respect from back in the day.
“One of those ones that ‘need’ to feel pain. And need to submit to others. You know, one of those who are different - that are built different. And wired up different.”
That almost soulfully seductive voice from Elsa had this ability to massage and coerce the mind of the listener. And now Elsa was reaching between the legs of Alexa and she was stroking the wetness. She was gently parting the slightly puffy sex lips. The young woman’s voice went dreamy as she felt those fingers working her flesh.
“Different, how so Miss Elsa?”
There would have been this selfishness that all masochists had in streaks through them. Putting on that almost childish voice to get her own way. Like she thought that by talking back like this, that she would get more and more of that pleasure between her legs and in doing so, her more and more extreme thoughts, fantasies and dreams as a result.
“Different in the way you live your life. You’ll never hold a position of authority. You will always look for authority to be installed upon you. You’re not a leader, you are a follower and this will become more and more evident as you go on your journey.”
Elsa liked this scene setting and this gross manipulation of the mind. She didn’t care if she was controlling or hurting male or female. It was all human flesh. And yet at the same time she found herself ‘excited’ at the prospect of Alexis. It was rare for a female as young as twenty years old to seek her out. But she smiled to herself because she’d been told that Alexis was coming to her - that she would come to her. And Elsa’s initial thoughts had been that she was weary of such a girl coming to her. That she was slightly nervous that such a young woman would have red flags attached. A young woman like Alexis couldn’t simply go on the journey she would like to take her on, and there be no questions asked. There had to be family involved. Friends, a boyfriend maybe - someone who could ask questions. But she’d been told.
“She’s isolated. She doesn’t have anyone. And she’s searching for the ultimate experience even if she doesn’t know that yet. You don’t need to worry Elsa. She’s the ultimate trip for ‘you’ as well as ‘her’.”
And that had been the conversation that swung her towards accepting this young woman into her inner circle and, here she was.
“How can you know me like that Miss Elsa? I mean you don’t know me. You don’t really know me.”
Alexis’d spoke as though in a moment of clarity.
“Oh I know you more than you may realise my dear.”
Elsa loved this scene setting, and the small talk. It gave her opportunity to paint picture and plant seeds. It was one of the tools in the armoury of a sadist - to be able to paint pictures and plant seeds.
“I know you’re a weak woman. I know you are a disgrace to femininity. I know that. I know that you’ve betrayed the female gender and that there is a path you must follow because of that.”
And as Elsa was speaking - as she was painting those pictures and planting those seeds, she was stroking Alexis’s sexual flesh at will. And as she did that, there were these little ‘twitches’ from the young woman. It was like she was coming to terms with the fact that it was another woman, an older woman who was arousing her and that there was nothing she could do about it.
“I’ve never thought I’m weak. The opposite actually. I thought I was strong being able to live like I do, day in day out, knowing that when I go to sleep, those dreams will come back to me and devour me as I sleep.”
It was like another moment of clarity for Alexis, and even though she couldn’t move a single limb now, even though she was completely debilitated by leather straps and the contraption she was secured to, she sounded proud of what she’d just said.
“Oh, there is strength in you. Strength that you will need as you go on the journey with me. But basically Alexis, you’re a disgrace. You need to know that, and accept it.”
Elsa let her words sink into the psyche of Alexis. The young woman was beginning to believe what she was hearing and what was being fed to her. There were the beginnings of her believing that she deserved this journey she was going to be taken on. Elsa smiled because she knew at any given time what effect her words had on a prospective victim.
It was funny, and this made Elsa smile as well, that back in the day they were ‘clients’, and now they were ‘victims’. She had long since accepted that she’d never been ‘acting’ as a dominatrix and she’d never liked the role play aspect. That she’d just preferred getting down to the business of creating intense and long lasting physical and psychological pain. And when she’d retired, a wealthy woman, she’d revelled in the fact that she could now just be herself and that financially she could afford to simply be herself.
Elsa didn’t care about putting this young woman down, and planting those seeds in her mind. She didn’t mind sucking the self-esteem from her. This was the essential preparation work for a sadist like her. It was essential that she take the woman down before the real pain began. It was like forming the foundations of a masochistic woman. Alexis was a masochist now but she just didn’t know it, yet. Elsa was helping her with that.
“I’m sorry Miss Elsa I’m so sorry that I’m a disgrace to other women, to you!”
And it was working - that prep was working. Alexis’s teary voice was back now because that moment of clarity was gone and in its place this teary thing.
“You SHOULD be sorry. You SHOULD spend the rest of your life being sorry because there is no way to ‘fix’ you. There is no magic wand that will repair you.”
And now Elsa was nuancing her words more. It was like she sensed that her hook had sunk into the psyche of the young woman and now was the time to begin the process of reeling her in. She popped Alexis’s swollen clitoris from under its dripping fleshy hood and she squeezed and rolled that clitoral flesh between her thumb and forefinger. Alexis sucked in air as the sharp sensations of pleasure travelled through her young womanhood. She nibbled her bottom lip and flicked her eyes to those of Elsa.
“So what then Miss Elsa? Is this it for me? I have to live like this, visiting you, being told home truths by you forever? And I’ll never be ok?”
She was trying to control her breathing and her words, but she was fighting a losing battle there as Elsa teased the clitoris to the point of eruption.
“Oh no my dear, ‘this’ isn’t all there is for you at all. Your journey will be full of revelation. It will be full of experiences, and full of you ‘learning’.”
And when Elsa gave Alexis the orgasm, she did it so casually, so coldly that it was disturbing. She was in the middle of painting those pictures and planting those seeds when there was this ‘time out’ for the orgasm. Alexis had orgasmed before - she’d brought herself to orgasm many times with her own fingers and with her own toys. But this was different. This orgasm between the thumb and forefinger of Miss Elsa was being given to her after seeds had been planted and pictures painted. And those pictures were being expanded on as her central nervous system was subject to that orgasm. She held her breath, as though she didn’t want the intense pleasure to end, and yet she was scared as well at what might happen if it didn’t end.
Elsa licked her powder red lips as she milked the orgasm from Alexis. She pushed her full lips out with her fleshy wet tongue as she watched form close in, this ‘girl’ experiencing the most intense mind blowing orgasm that she’d ever experienced. And when that orgasm reached its peak Elsa just held it there. She slowed her squeezing of the clitoral flesh and she slowed down the rubbing effect so that she could hold that orgasm right at its point of eruption.
Alexis trembled and quivered in her bondage. She wouldn’t have known what to do with her hands if they were free, or her long, long legs. But that was just it, they weren’t free. They weren’t able to assist her in any way at all and all she could do was go with this sensation that she was feeling. A sensation that was inside all of her. A sensation that emanated from her clitoral bundle, but that then washed through her like a tsunami and she didn’t know what else she could do about that.
“Like I said, your journey will be full of learning. It will be full of learning from a lower level, from a reduced status.”
Elsa’s voice was like a drone as she brought Alexis down from that orgasm. She did that very slowly very carefully. There had to be the knowledge in the sadist that too much too soon would create the kind of damage that would not be good. The ‘damage’ had to be in line with what a sadist would do to make sure that the journey was one way, with no possibility of a return trip. Too much too soon would ruin that. She had Alexis on the hook now and she couldn’t risk her wriggling free because she’d given her too much too soon.
Alexis looked drained as that orgasm faded away. There was something about her now - one of those planted seeds maybe had flowered - the one that told her that this woman could give her this much pleasure, just like that. It was like a hook given birth to by another hook.
“How, how the fuck do you do that Miss Elsa, how?”
She was bemused and confused all at the same time. This woman was in the process of degrading her by telling her how much of a disgrace she was and yet that orgasm was so beautiful, so intense that it didn’t matter. That orgasm softened what this woman was saying to her and doing to her.
“Oh my dear, I am a woman of many talents. I needed to grip your attention and the orgasm was the best way of doing that in these minutes.”
Elsa smiled as she wiped her dripping fingers on Alexis’s thigh. And she looked the young woman right in the eyes as she did that. And once again she pushed her lips out with her tongue as she brushed it across her teeth. Now that throb was a little more present inside her own sexual flesh. This was what turned on a sadist. The steps, the stages and the progress that was made. And there was most definitely progress being made. Elsa’s sexual pleasure and gratification was something that was a long game. It was the slow build up and then the release when certain peaks had been achieved. Elsa’s pleasure could be gained over days, or weeks, or months - even years. There would always have to be that next big buzz and that next thrill hat had to be bigger and better than the last one.
 









CHAPTER TWELVE

 
Some Time Later
 
“You know I have to hurt you, right? You know that a disgrace of a woman like you, simply has to have pain in her life right? Daily pain because of what you are, because of who you are, right?”
Elsa spoke matter-of-factly and clearly. Her voice showed no sign of hesitation in telling Alexis the truth of her predicament. It was her way of letting this young woman know that she was upping the ante.
“Is this why I dream the way I dream” And get wet the way I do?”
She was covered in a thin film of sweat - a sign that she’d been in the same position for a long time. But she was twenty years old - she was nubile and she was fit. The fact that a little addition had been placed in the small of her back, forcing her to arch concavely more, forcing her to force her pelvic bones forward more and in doing so force her sexuality forward more, was neither here nor there. Her age, her fitness and her arousal would carry her through. That little poke in the small of her back designed to prod and hurt her - or create an amount of discomfort that she wouldn’t be able to ignore. But more than that, it was designed to help ‘present’ her better for the sadist. Helping with the visuals of this young woman ‘giving’ herself to Elsa.
“Partially this is right of course. But you are very young - you have a lot to discover about yourself. You have a lot to contend with as you discover more and more about yourself. You get wet because you are a ‘slut’. And because you are a slut, you need to experience pain, not just once in your life, but daily. You need to know that this is the only way really that you’ll be able to exist in this world ”
Elsa was testing the waters with this girl, albeit she was testing it with her whole foot as opposed to simply dipping her toe in. She’d never worked on anyone so young and so she didn’t know the boundaries - in other words she was learning as well. She was hoping that Alexis’s tender years, and her flowering sexuality would entice her to the extremes that she would want to take her to. And the signs were promising to say the least. There were the signs that this girl was easily led, and had already tasted extremes in her dreams, or her nightmares, so knew that extremes existed. That was a good thing for Elsa to know. And a lot of Elsa worked via instinct. There were things that she just knew already when she met someone regardless of their age.
“Here let me help you think about that a little more clearly.”
And as Elsa spoke, she leant forward from her seated position and sucked the girl’s clitoris into her mouth. Such a sweet clitoris. These were the thoughts of Elsa as she tasted that young flesh. These were the thoughts as she tasted the juices that now flowed freely from her. This mature sadist was liking this experience. It felt like it hadn’t felt for so, so long, that she was on a journey as well.
“Uhhhhhh fuckkkkk Miss Elsa, Miss Elsa……..”
The shock of that sucking of her flesh prompted the mini outburst and Elsa was quick to pounce on that.
“Mind your language young lady. Who do you think you are?”
Her tone was strict and it was sharp as she wiped her lips of Alexis’s juices.
“I’m sorry. I’m sorry Miss Elsa. I’m sorry.”
And those repeated words and that repeated apologetic tone rang and echoed out.
“No no, not good enough slut. I want to know, for real, who you think you are, speaking like that in my presence?”
Elsa was relentless in her psychological chasing of this young girl. She’d tasted her clitoris flesh and she’d tasted the juices from the depth of Michaela’s sexuality. Now she was pursuing her into some kind of dark corner that the young girl wouldn’t be able to come out from.
“I, I don’t think I’m anyone. I don’t think I’m anyone at all….”
And Alexis kind of let her words fade out to nothing. And Elsa, for the time being didn’t say anything else either. She wanted to bask in the relative silence. Relative because the only sound was Alexis breathing. Over the time she’d spent here, her breathing had become laboured, and deep. In was only very eventually that Elsa spoke again.
“What you mean to say to me, is that you are ‘no-one’ you are ‘nothing’, that you are ‘less than nothing’, right?”
She asked the question straight from the hip. She was just getting something straight that she needed this young girl to understand. And as she asked the question she was just flicking her tongue over Alexis’s swollen, engorged clitoris. She was doing that in a fashion that would have only one outcome - and that was to help drive Alexis to the edge of some kind of premature madness.
Alexis should have been outraged by what this older woman was doing to her. Except she wasn’t - instead she was reacting to the sexual arousal that Elsa was giving her. And that was the other thing - every word, in fact every ‘thing’ that this woman did, or said to this young woman had some kind of sexual effect or other. An effect to assist in her arousal. The only thing that was invisible about what was happening here was the detrimental effect that it was having on Alexis. That was an effect that would only become visible in time.
“Yes, yes Miss Elsa, yes I’m nothing, a nobody, less than nothing.”
And it was like those words themselves were the added feed to her clitoris that she needed to subject herself to self-degradation this way. And in the process she was believing those words and what she was saying about herself.
“That’s right. You’re nobody, a nothing. And you should be grateful for anything and anything you are given, right?”
Elsa paused her tongue but then she was flicking again as she waited for Alexis to form a response. And every few flicks of her tongue she stopped and slipped that piece of wet flesh inside of Alexis to scoop her deep juices from her inner vaginal walls so that she could taste them from deep, directly.
She liked the taste of young flesh like this. She couldn’t for the life of her work out why she’d never gone young like this before. It wasn’t as if Alexis was underage or anything. She was perfectly legal and so perfectly ‘available’ for the likes of her, to taste and do other things with. To a point she had to tippy toe around Alexis’s immaturity, and she would have to with anyone so young. But if she was honest with herself, she knew that every so often a special one, like Alexis would present herself to her - and there would be a project for her - there and then.
“Uhhhhhh oh my god Miss Elsa. Oh my god!”
Alexis was speaking but she was holding her breath at the same time. Elsa sealed her mouth to the vagina of this girl and she ate into her deeply knowing that she was completely defenceless to the attention she was giving her. She could sense her tensing and tightening in her bondage. That bondage self-tightening - making it harder for her to move even a muscle.
“I like your clitoris Alexis. But I’m going to like it better when it’s pierced and wired up for me.”
And that was it, she left it at that. The ambiguity of what she’d said left just hanging in the air. It was something that despite the intense pleasure Michaela was being given by this older woman, that she would have caught and latched onto. Alexis took in several sucks of deep breath and then managed to get a few words out.
“P-pierced and wired up Miss Elsa?”
Those words stuttering and almost incomplete as a sentence.
“Yes. As a ‘no-one’ and a ‘nothing’, the first thing that has to happen is that your clitoris is pierced and wired up. So that it can be ‘treated’ from time to time. So that it is available to ‘me’ all of the time. You won’t understand this now, but you will understand eventually.”
And to underline what she was saying, Elsa took long, deep licks of Alexis’s sex slit which made her suck in deep breaths and then let them out in exclaiming sighs.
“Yes, yes Miss Elsa, yes. I’ll understand eventually.”
What Elsa was doing was using sex and arousal to entice Alexis into this particular rabbit hole. At this age she would be vulnerable to her own emerging sexuality and to the intense pleasure that she was being given. It would act like a drug to her - and if as Elsa hoped, it would install a measure of addiction into her, then the rest of her job, as a sadist would be easier. She would give her a little bit at a time. Just a little bit. And then a little bit more until Alexis was unable to recognise what was right and what was wrong in all of this. And of course this young woman’s own intelligence would tell her that she needed it, that she needed Elsa just so that she could exist on a day to day basis.
This made Elsa smile when she thought about it. It appealed to the sadist inside of her. To have this young woman, barely a woman - and not just to have her, but have her at her mercy. Yes, this was an avenue she was beginning to wish she’d explored earlier on. She’d stayed away from the young ones as though they were forbidden fruit or something. And whilst that had its merits in not getting unwanted attention that way, she was thinking that legal was legal and so it was all good. And on top of that she was enjoying Alexis. She was more than enjoying her, so why the actual fuck should she give her up or pass her by.
“Before I pierce your clit, I’m going to stretch your holes a little bit. Do you understand what I’m telling you, slut?”
And Elsa was changing gears deliberately off kilter so that Alexis was bombarded with information she was being forced to process, if not process completely. In effect she was forcing her to progress quicker.
“I don’t know. I don’t know if I understand Miss Elsa. Stretch my holes - what does that mean?”
Elsa was thinking, ‘oh the innocence of youth’.
“Your cunt, and your ass. I want to stretch them, train them so that they can take any size of cock.”
Elsa spoke matter-of-factly, almost casually and waited for the words so sink into Alexis’s psyche. The young woman’s eyes opened wide as though she were processing the words and Elsa was now flicking the clitoris a little bit with one finger nail, so that the pleasure given was sharp and intense but in short bursts.
“Any size of cock…..?”
That had been the words that caught her psyche the most. That she would need to be stretched so that she could take any size of cock. That was like a shock to the system. She was a with a woman, an older woman who was doing this ‘thing’ with her mind and with her sexuality, and yet she was speaking about ‘cock’. The thought of cock had never entered Alexis’s mind. As far as she was concerned, even before coming to see Elsa, this was just about herself a young woman and another older woman. Nothing else!
And yet with her highly alerted sexuality she was finding anything arousing. And it kind of melted into her mind, the thought of cock slipping inside her holes with ease. The thought of hard dripping cock inside her trained holes, her stretched holes. The thought of those cocks erupting their seed into her. It was all making sense to her. At least whilst she was this aroused it was all making sense to her and adding to her arousal.
But that was it - whilst she was this aroused it made sense. Elsa wouldn’t explain to her that she would in future experience severe despairing and depressive downs because of what she was being reduced to by this woman. Instead she would let it all unfold in front of her, like any sadist would do, and she would lap that up. And with Alexis being so young, that experience of seeing her slip inside that downward spiral would be so sexually exciting for Elsa.
“That’s right, any size of cock. All shapes, all sizes and all colours.”
Elsa letting out a little bit at a time, now hinting at multi-racial use of Alexis’s sexuality. And Alexis aiding and abetting her.
“You mean black cock? I get to take black cock as well,  really Miss Elsa?”
And there was like this wonderment in Alexis’s voice. The arousal of her by this woman, this woman sadist was working her mind into overtime and Elsa smiled to herself.
“Oh, black cocks, brown ones. You’re going to take so many cocks for me - and be pleased to do so.”
Elsa was simply helping Alexis along in her fantasy talk. Because this was what she did. She was helping Alexis broaden her horizons. Or, more accurately she was encouraging the young woman to explore that dark place in her mind. She felt as if it was her duty to do this, and do it to the best of her ability. Elsa knew that at some point a stark and disturbing realisation and reality would hit Alexis. And that when that happened she would need to show a certain measure of ‘care’ for her. But that care would be applied simply so that she could hurt her more. It wouldn’t be for Alexis - rather it would be for her. Applying a little care so that the journey didn’t end for her abruptly and before she’d extracted the maximum submission from her.
“I want that Miss Elsa. I want to take cocks for you. I want to have my hole trained for that Miss Elsa.”
Yes her arousal was driving her but it was like music to Elsa’s ears. It was like this girl, this young woman was simply falling into line - like it was all so easy for Elsa.
“Oh don’t you worry. Your ‘slut holes’ are going to be so well trained that they will thirst for cock, because they like you will realise that this is all they are good for.  You know, you’ll want big fat cock so badly that you’ll feel the need to be punished because you’ll know that what you want so badly is wrong.”
And Elsa was throwing in a curve ball deliberately as she produced some equipment to help with the stretching of those two holes of Alexis’s. And she was pulling on a pair of flesh coloured latex gloves so that she could lubricate the rubber expandable dildos that she had taken out. She produced them in front of Alexis so she could see them.
Two identical dildos, attach to air hoses and electric wires. She didn’t provide any commentary as she worked. Instead she wanted Alexis to look and watch and draw her own conclusions. She already knew that these things were going to be inserted into her most private orifices. But what she didn’t know was that once inside her, that they would be inflated so that her inner flesh and her external flesh would be stretched. Even when she realised that this was happening to her she would never be able to guess to what extent she would be stretched. Or what pain she would experience as a result.
“Ready honey? The first one for your slut vagina, ok?”
Elsa had coated the dildo in some kind of oil free lubrication so that it wouldn’t dry out, and so that Alexis’s flesh could not offer any kind of resistance. Part of Elsa would have liked to have forced these dildos into the young woman dry. But she knew that such cruelty had a time and a place and this was neither.
“Mmmmm yes please Miss Elsa, yes please.”
That needy, hungry tone to Alexis’s voice told Elsa all she needed to hear and it made her smile. It made her smile so much as she with ease slipped that first dildo into the young woman. Yes it slipped into her with such ease, but Elsa knew that once the process of slow inflation started that the dildo would ‘lock’ inside of her. And that there would be no point in the process where Alexis would be able to push it out of herself. And Elsa teased with that. Once the dildo was nudged up against Alexis’s cervix, the inflation was started, but just a short burst of compressed air which made her cry out.
“Ahhhhh ooohhhh Miss Elsa.”
It had come as a shock to her, and her eyes opened wide as though they were on stalks. That nudge into her cervix harder, that swelling of the appendage behind her pelvic structure locking the dildo inside her so that it could not be expelled.
“I know, I know. You’ll get time to prepare yourself for the real stretching. Just try to relax, whilst you can.”
And that was the soft Elsa. The nurturing one and the encouraging one. Now she was handling the second dildo, the one that would be slipped inside Alexis’s ass. Again she was using large quantities of lubrication and again she wished she could force it up there dry. But she was holding onto the fact that these to appendages were going to ruin Alexis - and that was something that excited her. So her patience, such as it was, would be rewarded eventually.
 









CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 
The Ruination Of Alexis
 
Elsa was inflating the appendages with slow but intense bursts of compressed air. With every burst of that air Alexis let out a little ‘squeal’. She could feel the movement inside of her. She could feel her flesh being forced to part wider inside her. Her anal tract and her vaginal tunnel both being forced to open and stretch so the flesh was thinner, then wider. Each and every movement that she felt inside her was making her catch her breath. And to her it felt like she had alien beings inside her, making their way deeper into her femininity.
“Oh My God… Miss Elsa.”
Elsa liked the way this girl kept up her respect of her. Calling her ‘Miss Elsa’ even through what she was going through. To be fair to her she was coping well. From no real time experience to being at the mercy of a sadistic woman was like a stepping stone but it was a huge stepping stone and Elsa liked that. For some reason she liked the thought of pushing this ‘virgin’ real time masochist hard.
“Will I have to have my holes trained for much longer Miss Elsa? It’s starting to hurt now.”
And she spoke between deep breaths and between those little squeals. Elsa smiled to herself.
“The training of your slut holes is ongoing dear. It will never end as such. Even when you are taking cocks on a daily basis for me, the stretching of your holes will continue. It’s to continually remind you of who you are and what you are. Eventually your holes will ‘break, and they will become loose, ready to take anything. But then they can be trained in other ways, to perform other slut duties for the people that will come and use you.”
Elsa’s language was deliberately extreme - and to some it may appear deliberately over the top, even unbelievable. But this was the type of language, the type of extremities that would be tickling the arousal of Alexis. This was the kind of thing that would pop up in her dreams now that it had been planted in her psyche. And it was the kind of thing that would force her to the edge of another orgasm, now that those dildos were working her feminine sexuality down there. 
And it was a fact that this young woman would be raped with sexual pleasure even in these acts of extreme bondage and extreme stretching that her holes were experiencing there would be this forced orgasmic element - but only if Elsa wanted it that way. For now though she wanted just a response to what she’d said to this young woman. But before that, just another burst of compressed air to both appendages that were buried deep inside her. Alexis squealed, cutely and then tried her best to respond.
“My holes will ‘break’ Miss Elsa? But what does that mean?”
She’d managed to filter all of what Elsa had said in that one go, to wanting to know the meaning of the word ‘break’. It seemed that it was the most important word. And the one she would get the most information as possible from.
“Oh, nothing for you to worry about…”
That was a lie from Elsa. Of course it was something that Alexis had to worry about. The word break meant broken and broken anything to do with the human body was not a good thing, or one that she needn’t be worried about.
“It simply means that when you can’t be stretched, when your holes can’t be stretched any more, when they have reached their limit and genuinely cannot be stretched further, then, for instance your anus may prolapse…”
And she left her words hanging right there as Alexis let out another squeal under another gush of compressed air.
“Prolapse Miss Elsa, what does that even mean, please?”
She was panting. It was clear that she was finding it harder and harder to cope with the expansion happening inside of her most private places. It was like she was finding it hard but she didn’t want to admit it. Already she was feeling the need not to let this woman who was over her, play with her and toy with her, down. Already it was clear that Alexis was on some kind of downward spiral - that she was not going to come out of this the same person that she had been going in. And yet it was early days for her. Her journey was only just beginning.
“It means your slut ass will break darling, and your rectum will hang out of your anus so that you will look like some sort of freak. And for your vagina, you will be so loose, so ruined down there that you will need to be fucked hard then harder still, just so that your abusers can get some gratification.”
Elsa was further testing Alexis - testing her reactions to extreme suggestions. It was like fantasy talk and yet for Elsa, this was not fantasy. This was what she wanted and what she intended for Alexis. Somehow now, committing extremities on older more mature women was not the thing for her. What she wanted was younger and Alexis was it. Not so much a virgin sexually but a virgin in the BDSM sense and in the real sense. She was already wet between the legs thinking about what must have been going through this poor young woman’s mind with what she had told her already. This must have been feeding the nightmares already embedded in her mind. It had to have been seeding them and nurturing them so that they were waiting for Alexis to fall asleep again. But Elsa wanted these nightmares to be in her real life. In her real time not her dream time.
“How does that make you feel sweetheart.”
Elsa was confusing the senses of this girl. She was being cruel and yet she was being kind at the same time. Her brand of sadism was psychological as well as physical. For Alexis she would inflict the maximum damage psychologically and then follow that up with the real thing. And then she would start the process all over again. She would make this girl exist inside a vicious circle so that she would simply give in, in every way to her.
It was like this older woman was turning this younger one into some kind of glove puppet. And yet there was this feeling that what she was trying to do, she could have done in a way that was easier on Alexis. And then the realisation that she didn’t want it to be easier at all. She wanted it to be the most painful way possible both physically and psychologically. If there was an easier way then she wasn’t going use it.
“It scares me Miss Elsa. It scares me a lot to feel that my insides would be hanging out.”
And it would be easy to tell that such a thought was mortifying Alexis but Elsa liked that. It was part of the pain that she was inflicting on this young woman’s mind. It was part, only part, of what she had to do.
“Oh try not to be too scared darling. There are a lot more scary things out there than having your ass prolapse. You may come across more scary things in your journey with me. Or you may not?”
Again Elsa was being ambiguous with her words and meanings. Telling her that that there were much more scary things than what she was already scared of. But not telling her what. It was all about planting those seeds deeper and deeper and at the same time reeling Alexis in slowly piece by piece.
“I can’t help it. I’m terrified Miss Elsa.”
And to a normal person this would be sad to hear. Correction, it would be beyond sad to hear a young woman speak like this in front of an older one. But to Elsa, it was like music to her ears. This was a young woman crumbling in front of her - albeit slowly. This was a young woman maybe not anywhere near the end of her tether but just about to see it in the distance. And with that a longer, harsher rush of compressed air into the dildos that she was impaled upon. This burst of compressed air the longest and most effective yet. The cramps inside of Alexis immediate and acute.
At first there was the silent scream. The opening of the pretty mouth but nothing coming out. And then there were the gurgles from the back of her throat and the bubbles forming in the corners of her mouth, but no real sounds of absolute distress. But then the third wave of cramps that produced the sound effects that had to have pleased Elsa.
Yes, she liked to hear the effects of the pain she was causing. Those screams that were like from somewhere beyond the pit of her stomach - beyond the soul even. These were sounds that were just about perfect for Elsa. But not quite perfect. For her, ‘perfect’ was when the mouth opened but absolutely no sound came out. Perfect was when she knew the pain was so great that her victim would scream out in a heartbeat but didn’t. That was perfect for Miss Elsa - when her victim tried and succeeded to silently scream because she knew that this was what she wanted.
“Of course you’re terrified, and you should be. But you need to know that I am going to look after you, all through this. I’m not going to let you fall through the net to nothingness. You need me now slut. All sluts, like you, need an owner darling. And I am your owner.”
With Alexis in this state of mind, what Elsa was saying made sense. And despite the cruel words that the sadist used, it felt good to Alexis, to know that this woman would look after her. It was kind of warming to her and she didn’t know why it was warming. She should have been terrified of this woman, let alone what she was doing to her, and she was. But it also felt like she needed her to help her through what she was going through. This was intentional on Elsa’s part though, that she felt like this. It was a tool in the sadist’s armoury, to be able to make a victim feel this way. It was like the first rung on a ladder to make the victim at least begin to feel that she cannot live with the woman who is making her suffer.
Elsa expanded both dildos inside Alexis some more and the young woman screamed out. The one in her vagina was pressing on her cervix and it was a point of pressure that created acute pain in the sense that the pain seemed like it was everywhere inside her.
“I want you to look after me Miss Elsa. Please look after me? Please don’t let me go…”
And her words faded out as she tried to cope with the agony she was feeling inside her. These were more words that were music to the sadists ears. And she played on them, deepening Alexis’s need for her.
“That’s up to you my dear. I’ll look after you for as long as you entertain me and please me. If it happens that you’re not doing that any more then I’m afraid that I would have to let you go. I mean, you do want to please me, and entertain me, don’t you?”
In a way, Elsa was seizing the day. As a sadist intent on causing the most pain possible, she would look for little moments like this, where she could turn the screw a little more. Where she could tighten that metaphorical noose around Alexis’s neck more. Little moments where she could make this girl commit more to her. Where she could make her love her more.
“Yes, yes Miss Elsa yes. Yes I want to please you and entertain you as much as I possibly can.”
“Plus a little more right?”
Elsa was playing with her again.
“Yes yes plus a little more Miss Elsa”
And Elsa smiled as she heard this young woman giving her a little more of herself. There was no easy way of making what a sadist did with a masochist’s mind logical. And Elsa was sure that Alexis was a masochist, that she was a young woman who needed to be brought out of herself. She showed all the signs. But the situation, the relationship between the two was one that was complex and in places was unfathomable.
On the one had there was this woman, a mature woman who inflicted the hurt, the sadist. And on the other there was this young woman plagued with dreams that spilled over into her real life and who didn’t really know what was happening to her and so she had to rely on this woman who was hurting her in ways that she couldn’t keep count of.
And also she had to trust this woman. She had to place herself in this woman’s care because that was the only way that she could get through it. It was like a love story that was in the making. A love story that no normal person would be able to comprehend let alone understand.
Elsa sat back and crossed her leather covered legs. She wanted to watch for a little while. She wanted to watch this girl in her agonies. And that was it - there was agony but it wasn’t just one agony. There were a whole load of agonies threading through Alexis’s body and through her mind, that she had to deal with and Elsa wanted and needed to watch that. She needed to soak that up. She hadn’t known if she’d be able to take Alexis down this particular harsh road or not. She’d thought that maybe she wouldn’t be able to - that she would have to tippy toe and make progress that way. But that wasn’t the case at all. She was more convinced than ever that Alexis was a masochist, a toy that needed to be nurtured and grown in a particularly harsh and festering way. The girl didn’t know it, but Elsa did. She’d been doing what she did for a couple of decades so she knew a project when she saw one.
“I’m going to pierce your clit now slut. Do you understand me? I’m going to pierce it, so that it’s mine and not yours any more. And I need you to understand what I’m going to do.”
Elsa spoke slowly and with some measure of consideration for her words. She was progressing the agony for Alexis and yet she was doing it in a way that she was taking care not to push the young woman arched in bondage and at her mercy, over the top.
“Yes, yes Miss Elsa, yes I understand. Pierce my clit so that you own it Miss I understand.”
Alexis was rambling because she was in so much pain, and yet around at the same time. Rambling was the only way she could get through it. And yet she was making herself understood. Elsa smiled.
“Are you taking these things out of me Miss Elsa, to do that, to pierce me and own me?”
Elsa smiled again. She knew that a masochist would look for, either consciously or subconsciously, ways to get through her pain and degradation easier. It was human nature for a person going through pain to try to find the easier way through. Elsa wouldn’t hold that against her, but at the same time she wouldn’t want to encourage that either.
“Oh no sweetheart. You have to stay exactly like that, so that I can work on you. So that I can work on you, to hurt you more. I mean you do want to suffer for me as well as please me and entertain me right? I mean you do understand that entertaining me means suffering for me right?”
She was correcting Alexis at the same time as she was letting her know that her suffering would be increased in situ. That there would be no let up at all from it. It was something that Elsa could do naturally. She didn’t need to think too long or too hard about next steps for her victims. And Alexis was a special victim that she knew she would have to push hard, then harder.
Masochists were like addicts in that they always looked for the next big buzz. They’d get a buzz of pain or raped orgasm, and then immediately they wanted a bigger buzz, whatever it took. Alexis didn’t know or understand this yet. But she would. And Elsa would take complete advantage of that.
“Yes, yes I understand yes.”
Whether or not she understood fully, one couldn’t tell. Deep down in that mixed up mind of hers, when that word clitoris was mentioned, that to her indicated ‘orgasm’. It was something to take her mind off what those appendages were doing inside her. And something to take her mind into another direction. It wasn’t as though Elsa didn’t know the kind of things that would be floating round the mind of Alexis. She’d taken enough masochistic women on the journey to know more or less precisely what they were thinking at any given stage of the process.
“You know, if you’re a big brave slut, at the end of it, I may let you have an orgasm - a whole orgasm, from me to you. How does that sound?”
And there it was, the manipulation of Alexis a stage further. Bearing in mind she was suffering now immeasurably, and yet Elsa knew that she would be craving that orgasm. Of course she’d be a big brave girl as her clitoris was pierced.
 









CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 
A Clitoral Epiphany
 
“I didn’t really know what a ’slut’ was until I met you Miss Elsa.”
And that came out of the blue from Alexis and it could have been taken all wrongly but Elsa smiling knew what she meant. Alexis’s anal tract had been stretched to the point where the outer anal ring was raised, and quite disturbing to see. That stretch of that ring around the inflated thickness of the rubber dildo was a sight that wouldn’t leave anyone in a hurry. It was no surprise really that what came out of her mouth had to be processed maybe more than once.
And yet despite that tightness, her inner anal muscles had begun to give up the ghost and loosen. There was that nudge up against her colon and that hurt. It hurt worse than any period pain she’d ever had. And there was this constant urge in her to try to push the dildo out of herself which of course she couldn’t do because it was locked in. And yet she tried anyway. And when she did that, the pain was like something otherworldly. And that simply caused more distress because she was trying to not make a sound because she knew that Miss Elsa liked it when she didn’t make a sound. She liked it when she stayed silent, and just contended with the pain, because that’s what girl’s like her did.
“Oh I’m sure you’ve heard all the wrong definitions of ‘slut’. But a ‘real slut’ like you, now they are a special ‘breed’ of girl. A real slut knows what she was put on this earth for. And what she can be used for.”
Elsa spoke casually with a soft smile as she prepared the piercing gun. Her eyes flicked back and forth to the gun and to Alexis who was watching that prep through slitted eyes. Elsa smiled to herself, having a good idea of the nightmares that were stirring in Alexis’s pretty head.
“Aa special breed of girl. I think I like that Miss Elsa.”
Alexis spoke dreamily, almost as though she was on some kind of medication, or some kind of high - which she wasn’t. God only knows, she deserved to be on that medication, with what she’d been through. And what she was going through.
“Oh honey you are very special, even I can see that. And I want you to be the best version of yourself that you can be. And I believe that I can bring that best version out.”
Now Elsa was in soft nurturing mode. There was always this worry when she was in this mode that there was something big about to happen and that Alexis would have to somehow pay for that kindness she was receiving. There was always this sense that she would be forever paying in some way for the way she was being treated by this woman. But she wouldn’t get that, not yet. She would get it, but by that time it would be too late. By that time it would be way too late for her to reverse anything. And that would be the time that she would simply sink further into the mire. That would be the time that she would take another nose dive down into that spiral.
And despite what her nearer and further future held for her, Alexis felt warm inside that Elsa was talking to her this way. She was making her feel good, and that was something that would feed her need for Elsa all the more.
“I want to be special for you Miss Elsa, not for me, for you.”
And there was this sincerity in her voice that was almost heart-breaking in that the words coming from her mouth in broken sentences didn’t fit the visuals. This was a young woman who was feeling better than she’d felt in a long, long time. And yet she was suffering in this way. It was an almost impossible thing to believe, and yet here it was happening.
“I’m going to pierce you twice. Once near the tip of all those nerve endings, and once deeper down. Just so that you know what will happen. I like you to understand what is happening to you when I am doing it. It’s better that way.”
And again Elsa was using that soft voice of hers. It was like she practiced that voice - like she perfected it so that it would have the desired result.
“I think I understand Miss Elsa. I think I know what you’re going to do.”
She did and she didn’t. There was this dreamy vacantness to her voice that told of a simple fact that she didn’t understand, not everything anyway. That she knew yes a needle was going to be pushed through her most feminine flesh twice. And that then there would be two bars of steel pushed through these holes. But that was the sum total of what she understood. She didn’t know if that needle would hurt. Or if it would just pushed through without any sensation. Or if it would only hurt when the bars were forced through the smaller holes. These were superfluous questions that she was asking herself in her mind. Maybe these questions were there to help distract her from what was happening to her. Like her mind was trying to protect her from reality.
“I’m very impressed with you slut. What you always have to remember is that what impresses me is that I can see you ‘trying’ for me. I want to reveal the best version of you, and so you helping me to uncover that best version is a good thing that impresses me.”
It was really quite insane how this woman was able to manipulate and control Alexis, just in the words that she chose to use. The way she was able to twist Alexis’s psyche so that the young woman felt good about herself, or felt shit about herself, as the case may be. And the way she was able to find the right words that would tempt her down into that dark dingy rabbit hole of filth and suffering. The sadist pulled up a low stool, between the spread legs of Alexis and she was armed with the piercing gun now.
“I’m just going to excite you a little - make sure your clitoris is nice and swollen for me to pierce.”
There was that sometimes endless narrative from Elsa and the way she needed to give a running commentary on the nightmare that she was unfolding for this poor girl. She rubbed the clitoris first and then ‘popped’ it so that all of that bundle of eight thousand nerves was all out from under the hood. And then she pinched lightly, bringing those nerves between her thumb and forefinger. Elsa wasn’t just a sadist - she was also a woman. She knew the female body like the back of her hand. She knew how to switch another woman on and off within the blink of an eye. And she knew how to prepare the flesh for her attentions. In this way there was no-one worse that could have been working on Alexis’s flesh than her. A man wouldn’t know what to do with this gorgeous young woman, not the way that Elsa did. And now Alexis’s sexual flesh was producing some of the thickest, most slippery juices she had ever produced.
And that was the thing. What this girl was going through should have rendered her ‘dry’. But it didn’t. The fear of what was going to happen to her now and in the future should have alone rendered her dried up. And yet it didn’t. Elsa was manipulating her in the most stark and disturbing way. To know that manipulation of this kind could even happen, could even be achieved had to be a disturbing thing. And yet at the same time, it was something that was highly erotic in that dark way.
“First one through the base of all those nerves slut. The needle will go through first and then the bar will follow by being pushed through.”
Elsa was smiling and even though she was in abject pain, Alexis tried to smile back, but it came across more like a grimace.
“Thank you Miss Elsa.”
Elsa was busy working, prepping her own mind for this scene of carnage that she was causing. But she responded anyway.
“What are you thanking me for girl?”
She was rubbing that clitoris and making the juices ooze from Alexis.
“Thank you for piercing my clit, and making it yours Miss Elsa.”
Oh, Elsa liked words like this coming from a little slut about to be pierced - about to have her world turned upside down. Of course Alexis didn’t get the whole meaning of what being pierced in this way meant. She was about to be changed as a woman forever and she didn’t know it. That made Elsa smile - it kind of tickled the sadist in her.
“Well darling it’s a fact you will be mine. But you already are mine. I am just piercing flesh that I already own. But I get your sentiment and like it. Again you’re pleasing me, and this means that you will go far.”
She spoke as she pushed that needle through the flesh. That flesh so soft and yet so erect, that Alexis didn’t feel a thing. She flinched a little when the bar followed through. The hole that the needle made was deliberately smaller that the thickness of the bar and so this took some working but it slid through with a slightly tighter ease, and then working like a surgeon, the latex gloved sadist capped each end of the bar with screw on tips so that wouldn’t slip out.
Then she stood back and looked at her handy work. She’d dabbed away the tiny spot of blood that had appeared, but there was more. Elsa nibbled her bottom lip at the sight of that little bit of blood. It was just a spot that had reappeared, but it was blood from the core of this young woman’s femininity and that was something that struck Elsa. It was something that hit the spot and made her realise what she was capable of doing to, and with other women.
In a lot of respects Elsa was jaded in her search for the next big buzz. So when one did come along she was able to extract the most out of it. She was able to make the moments last, and she was able to simply ‘enjoy’ the carnage she was creating. And that for her was utterly the priority - to maximise her sadistic urges when she had the opportunities.
“Now ready for the second one darling? Right near the tips of those nerve endings so that clit of yours will always be ‘live’ and ready to go. How does that sound lover?”
Oh this woman was playing with Alexis again. Calling her ‘lover’. Right at this moment in time that would be what the young woman would want to hear. That she was the ‘lover’ of this woman. She wouldn’t know it, but she wasn’t really Elsa’s lover and never would be. There had to be this doubt that Elsa could ever ‘love’ in that way. There had to be this doubt that a woman with Elsa’s ‘needs’ and urges could ever love another human being in the truest sense of the word. But that wouldn’t stop her from using that word, and that emotion to the best effect.
“It sounds beautiful Miss Elsa, beautiful.”
And that dreamy voice that came out of Alexis kind of hid the agony she was in right now. Those appendages inside her, inflated and expanded to the maximum without actually tearing her apart. The way she was immobilised and unable to defend herself. And now that needle being pushed through the core flesh of her womanhood - and that was all without the turmoil of pain that was inside her mind. To her that soft, almost cooing breathy voice coming from her was something to behold - as was the sight of her fluids, oozing from her, from her excited and aroused sexuality.
“Oh honey, beautiful things await you in spades. I am so going to make you into the best version of yourself. You won’t even recognise yourself.”
And now, there was that edge to Elsa’s voice. That sharp and acute edge that came to the fore when this sadist was intensely aroused at what she was doing to another human being. She screwed the tiny ends of the bar on that second piercing and then she stood back to look at what she had created. In a way she looked on Alexis as a piece of art. A piece of bondage and domination art - like a living piece of art that would evolve as time went on.
“Ohhhhh Miss Elsa, it’s stinging now, a lot. It hurts Miss Elsa.”
And Alexis wasn’t exactly telling Elsa anything she didn’t already know. She knew that this poor girl wouldn’t feel the needle so much. But she also knew that as time went on, and once those bars had been pushed through the holes, stretching those holes, that the pain would come on slowly. First it would be that stinging sensation, as though something acidic had been poured onto an open wound, in the mild sense. But that this would then morph into a more established agony as the holes began the healing process around the bars. That flesh of the clitoris just clinging to and healing to the stainless steel of the bars. And this would be a process of nature happening before Elsa’s eyes.
“I know it hurts sweetheart. But you’re my good girl. You’re going to get through this without even crying out, I know you are.”
And she spoke as though she knew that the pain down there in the most private flesh of Alexis would get worse before it got better. It was like she knew the intimate details of the pain that hadn’t even reached the flesh yet. And that was a scary thing to contend with.
“I want to be your good girl Miss Elsa. I want that so badly.”
If the truth were known, Elsa wasn’t expecting that Alexis would fall so easily. But she was falling. Maybe this was a new thing that she had to deal with. This was her first foray into younger women - into women who were morphing from girls. Maybe this was a thing with younger women. Their resolve and their defences weren’t up to it so much. Elsa had worked on older women and had got what she thought to be the ultimate kick out of the battle to break them down. Alway a battle she won hands down. And yet she’d liked the ones that put up that fight. She’d liked the ones that went down fighting.
And yet, now she liked it that the young one, Alexis fell so easily. That was kind of mad in her mind. Yes, ok there was no fight, or no ‘victory’ as such because it really was a foregone conclusion. And that hadn’t been the case with the older ones. There were more than a few of those that she’d thought may not crumble. But they all had in the end. But with Alexis there was this other view point.
Ok, there was no battle there, there was no fight or slow demolition and that was what she had lived for. Maybe that was all she had seen that excited her in the past. But now with Alexis there was this other facet - the fight, if there was even a tiny one, was over before it began, and so she could concentrate on developing the horror story for Alexis. She didn’t need to plot her way to victory. She just needed to plot the journey to oblivion in greater detail.
“I know you do darling. And you WILL be my good girl. There won’t be anything you won’t do for me, or take for me because you’ll be so desperate to please me and be my good girl.”
And all the time Elsa was expanding on the narrative. All the time she was opening up Alexis’s mind to what was going to be in her future and all the time she was planting those seeds that would begin to fester and flower in Alexis’s mind. She was slowly and yet deliberately feeding the young woman’s mind with more and more extreme visions and images. And she was letting Alexis herself paint pictures of the carnage in her own mind. Like her own take on Elsa’s world.
“I am desperate Miss Elsa. I’m desperate already. I feel such a need to give you myself totally and without question.”
And this was a young woman craving the ultimate in submission already. There was nothing more a girl could do than give herself completely and without exception to another woman. Elsa squeezed her thighs and she could feel the wetness coming between her legs.
“Oh you will give yourself to me completely I promise you that. I promise you’ll know what it’s like to give yourself completely. That is a feeling, an experience that not many get to have. But you will have it. And you will feel the full effect of it. Giving yourself to me will be the event of your life so far.”
And it was like Elsa was in this world of her own - like she was in her own zone as she began to see the ultimate possibilities for Alexis in her own minds eye. She smiled softly as she looked at Alexis. Her work of art. Her work of living art.
“I think you deserve an orgasm sweet thing. Would you like that? An orgasm before you begin your journey of gratifying cocks.”
And as wrong as that all sounded, with the intimacy of two women, the brutality of even the mention of ‘cock’.  But for Alexis that mention of orgasm. Oh yes she needed that. She needed an orgasm badly because now the pain was so great, it was so intense that only an orgasm would do. Only an orgasm would at least for a short time, take that pain away.









CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 
Orgasmic Bliss, Then Despair
 
Elsa used a mixture of her rubbered fingers, and a mini vibrator on Alexis’s clitoris to facilitate the orgasm. It was an expert and deliberate mixture of the two that she used first to edge this young woman to the point of spilling her into an orgasm that didn’t come, not at first. It was just like Elsa was inflicting that ‘promise’ of orgasm. And not just any old orgasm. As she fed the clitoris with enhanced sensations, she was using her fingers, yes she was. But she was also using that vibrator on the ends of the bars that had been pushed through that flesh. And together with the fingers there was that sensation that was deep. It was like Alexis was discovering live on the fly, as it were, that there was a deeper pleasure to be gained from her flesh and that this woman was tapping into that very deeper pleasure. It was like an intense and profound pleasure that Alexis had to be grateful to Elsa for. And that she would be grateful for.
“Good girl, just bask in this. The reality will hit you soon enough. For now this is your time to shine.”
And that was it. The perfect morphing, the perfect blending of that sultry, nurturing voice with the new, more intense pleasure that she was giving to Alexis. And Alexis’s eyes were rolling in their sockets like she was already in that world of her own. She wasn’t making any noise, except maybe the odd cooing sound that came from the very back of her throat, and possibly even further back than that. Elsa was expertly using her fingers and the vibe to bring this young woman to the edge. And when she got her there she was letting her go again, letting that pleasure fade back. And then she would start again and do it again. And then again, and again. And each time she edged the girl like this there was this sense in Alexis that the explosion of sexual pleasure that would result would be huge. She had this sense that the orgasm when it came would be almost so beautiful, so intense, that it would be violent. And that was what she began panting for. That was what she began craving for - the craving coming from somewhere deep inside her femininity.
There were little, short but deep breaths that were catching her out as every instance of that edging was given to her. For Elsa, for Miss Elsa, she got to watch from close quarters as she began the demolition of this young woman. And that was it, that this edging and ultimate orgasmic session would be a soul destroying thing for Alexis. And yet it would be disguised as this beautiful intense orgasmic thing. It was like the perfect storm happening and Alexis didn’t even know it. It wasn’t even as though Elsa tried to hide it. She was giving that narrative on a constant basis, and yet she knew that Alexis was so far gone, into the zone, that she wouldn’t get the reality of it, not yet.
“Please, please Miss Elsa, please let me cum please, please…”
There was no doubt about the fact that Alexis needed that orgasm badly. There was no doubt that she needed to feel that orgasm rush through her whether it was a violent explosion or not. But Elsa wasn’t ready to give her that orgasm not quite yet. Elsa knew that this girl needed the orgasm but she also knew that she didn’t need it as much as she would need it. And so she edged her like this time and time again. And each time she brought the girl to the point of orgasm but then brought her back from it, a little more of Alexis’s mind was getting eating away as a result. With every edging, a little more of Alexis’s sanity was being rotted away. She just didn’t know it yet.
“You want the best orgasm I can give you right, slut? Then you need to relax, let me do my thing and make sure you get the best pleasure you have ever had.”
Her words made sense, that was the thing. Her words made perfect sense to a young woman who’s mind was being eaten away with these edgings.
“Yes, yes Miss Elsa, oh god yes, yes thank you, thank you so much.”
Poor Alexis was intoxicated with the pleasure she was being given and yet she was craving that explosion of orgasm. Her concavely arched back was tight as she tensed up with each edging. She could feel those appendages inside her - she could feel that she was stretched to the absolute limit of her’s and her flesh’s endurance and yet it wasn’t hurting her any more. It was strange, she knew she was in pain and yet she couldn’t feel that pain. She couldn’t feel the terrible pain she was in because the pleasure was eclipsing that pain. 
She was in this other place now - like a zone in which there was only pleasure and this was a nice place for her to be in. It was a good place for her to exist in. She didn’t have to think about anything - didn’t have to make any decisions - didn’t have to deal with those nightmares in her mind. All she had to do was soak up the pleasure and bask in it.
“A few more and I’ll let it go for you. I’ll let you feel what a beautiful thing I can do for you, if you’re a good girl for me.”
And there it was again that narrative in seductive, nurturing form. And Elsa was getting in close so that Alexis would be able to feel her hot breath rolling over her tight tummy flesh, and then roll up over her breasts, and her stiff nipples. And then another edging approaching and Alexis holding her breath, keeping it held as Elsa kept her on the edge of that orgasm. How this woman could do this had to be a mystery. How she could edge this young woman like this, and then take her to the peak but not let her spill into the ultimate orgasm was like some kind of magic, black magic maybe, but magic none the less. 
There was this precipice, this edge of the orgasm that was just held right there and all Alexis would want at this precise point was to orgasm. And all she would feel was that the orgasm was the only thing that mattered. She knew deep inside that once the orgasm had run its course that would be the end of it, for now. But that didn’t matter - she would deal with that when she had to. For now it was the orgasm. It was all about the orgasm, and she would kill right now, for that orgasm.
Another twenty five edgings later, and Alexis was teetering on the edge of some kind of madness. Her eyes were bulging open, and the drool was forming at the corners of her mouth and spilling out. And she was shaking, trembling because she couldn’t take it anymore. And that was the thing - she couldn’t take it anymore. The whole of her trembled, as though she had been inflicted or infested with something that was terrible. And yet she still believed with every one of those edgings that this was the one. This would be the one that would see her sink into the oblivion of the explosion of orgasm.
“This time lover, are you ready….”
And Elsa smiled down at Alexis, almost as though she was her real lover. But she was simply sucking her in that little bit more. She was simply making sure that Alexis was as in her world as she could be, before she gave her that orgasm. Alexis nodded kind of, with her eyes, and there it was, the rolling and gushing, and the explosion of the best orgasm she’d ever experienced in her life. If it were possible for her eyes to open wider as that orgasm made its way through her body and through her mind, then they did right now.
It was like Alexis was terrified and in sexual rapture at the same time. That orgasm rushing through her and still building and building as it went. That orgasm kind of threatening Alexis with its own intensity. Kind of letting her know that it would build and built but not what would happen then. And it was the not knowing what was at the end of all that building and building pleasure that facilitated the terrifying part of it. And yet her so needing that orgasm that she didn’t want it to stop.
What she was feeling, what she was experiencing was the crack cocaine of orgasms. What she was experiencing was the ultimate orgasm, one that would see her addicted to what she was feeling. Addiction to that sensation of orgasm rushing through her. What she didn’t know at the point of orgasm peak was that she had been lulled into, coaxed into and seduced so far into Elsa’s world that she would never be able to crawl out of it, ever.
 
There was nothing that brought the despair home to Alexis than the sight of Miss Elsa, sitting nylon sheathed and heeled up to the max, her long legs cross casually as she bounced a high heel gently, as Alexis herself was passed around between men, and used in the most brutal sense.
Brutality was the word that described what was happening here. Alexis had been very nearly tipped into oblivion by that orgasm that didn’t seemed to end. It was like she held her breath for as long as she needed to, as long as she had to in order to ride that orgasm out. Elsa had been able to take her to the tip and then just hold her there, at that peak as the orgasm rushed through her. There didn’t seem to be any of her femininity that the orgasm didn’t touch. There didn’t seem be any of ‘her’ that the orgasm didn’t touch and infest with its pleasure. And that rendered her weak and unable to comprehend what was happening to her. By the time Elsa decide it was enough, and started to take her down the other side Alexis was telling herself that she couldn’t take any more. And it was like she was grateful for this orgasm to be subsiding. It was like she was grateful from the bottom of her heart.
And yet almost immediately, as soon as the pleasure was lessened, as soon as she was coming down the other side of all that pleasure, there was the despair setting in. First of all her wishing the intensity was back. Like an addict as soon as she was coming down from the fix, she wanted another fix of the same, or more intensity. But it wasn’t there and that was when the tears came.
“Shhhhhhh don’t cry slut. There’s plenty of time for crying.”
Elsa whispering to her as she took her down a little at a time. Just whispering to her, letting her know that she was still with her. Letting her know that she was by her side, and with her through all this. But that despair was destroying Alexis’s soul - she could feel it. Even as she came down she could feel her soul being eaten away.
“You know that you have to pay for so much pleasure don’t you slut? You know that pleasure on that scale doesn’t come free of charge, not for girls like you. You remember, you’re a different breed and not like us normal people. You have to pay for everything in your life. You have to pay for the orgasms, and for generally living. You have to pay all the time, by giving yourself to ‘me’. And this is what you are doing now, paying for the pleasure and the honour of being my ‘property’.
Elsa spoke as she took Alexis down a little at a time. She needed to do it a little at a time for two reasons - one it enhanced and prolonged her own pleasure at seeing the despair and hurt infest this young woman slowly. And two, it would have been too much for the girl to have been subjected to so much negative emotion in one go. It would have been like having her blood supply all re-instated at once after a crush injury. It would have been like an overload to the system that Alexis wouldn’t have been able to take and it would have rotted her brain away too quickly. So quickly in fact that it would cause irreparable damage and render her useless to Elsa going forward. And if there was one thing that Elsa was sure of, it was that Alexis was to be the long game.
Now she was on her hands and knees and she was being roasted by one enormous black man who’s cock was embedded in her loose stretched cunt, and another well-endowed brown man who had reamed her mouth open and was fucking her throat.
There was this sense that this was the breaking of the intimacy between the two women. But that wasn’t it at all. Elsa was a sadist, first and foremost. What she created, what she did, was cause pain both physically and mentally. What she was doing was enhancing the intimacy between them by introducing this brutality. What she had done by giving Alexis to these three men was hurt her emotionally. That pain an almost unbearable pain that wouldn’t get less with the passing of time.
This kind of pain was worth treble the physical pain. It was an immediate and chronic emotional agony that would be instant, yes, but that would also be long lasting. It was the kind of pain that wouldn’t lessen with time. It was the kind of pain that she would have to learn to live with. And learn to exist with. That wasn’t something she could be, or would be taught. It was something that she would have to adapt to.
“Just let them use you slut. This is what girls like you are for. This is what you exist for. And what you have to do in order to pay for your existence with me, going forward.”
There was that nastiness to Elsa’s voice now. A nastiness that was palpable. A nastiness that would be eating further into Alexis’s psyche even as the words were dripping from her mouth. There would be that sense that these words had to have been going over the top of her head, but at least to a place where she wouldn’t be registering them at all, let alone knowing what they meant. But this wasn’t the case at all. Every word that Elsa spoke filtered into the psyche of Alexis. That was the way she was wired now. It was like she hung on to every word this woman spoke.
So as those two cocks pistoned in and out of her sexuality and her throat she was taking this in. And because it was sexual activity she was being used for, there was the re-arousal of her nerve endings. A different arousal than Elsa had given her, and yet, a step up in intensity again. She wouldn’t ever think that anyone, or anything could give her the same pleasure as the woman who owned her, but any kind of sexual activity, any kind of sexual pleasure was to her liking.
It was like the different levels of and different degrees of drugs that any addict would use at any given time. Some were more or less intense than others. But Alexis had taken the crack cocaine of hits with Elsa and this would always be her go to ‘drug’. She would use the others, she would get as much out of being abused and used by others that she could, but she would always crave Elsa the most. She would always crave those kind nurturing words. And she would always crave the pain that this woman could and would cause her.
Then at some point the penny would drop inside her mind. That penny that told her that she’d been duped. That she’d been sucked into Elsa’s world and that there was no way out. She might even get to know that this woman didn’t care, beyond the sadism, what happened to her or what damage could be caused to her. She might get it all - in a moment of clarity. She might get how stupid she’d been and how gullible she’d been. And how she’d been led down the rabbit hole by an experienced sadist who only had her own gratification in mind. And how her own orgasms, her own fucked with sexuality had been used against her. Used against her so that she could be taken deeper, and then deeper still. But she would realise something else as well, that there wouldn’t be a way out for her because that addiction and that craving for the pain and hurt would always be stronger than her wanting to crawl out of that hole she was in.
And right now, the third man was awaiting his turn to use her. Her throat was in a constant swallow as the brown man had emptied his balls down her throat. And at the same time, the man up inside her cunt had emptied his balls into her reproductive tract. And they would rotate and continue to use her for as many hours as Elsa wanted them to use her. Or until she got bored with what she was seeing. What she would be looking for was the damage, that emotional and that psychological hurt that she was creating, coming to fruition.
This was what she wanted to see and then, when she’d seen enough of that she would want to move onto something else. She would want to use this young woman in a different way. For Alexis, all those dreams and those nightmares that she’d experienced over years, of being used and abused were being surpassed and being eclipsed by what she was going through in real life. Would she regret going to see Miss Elsa or was she the perfect long term project for this woman? Only time would tell. If she wasn’t that long term project, then what would become of her?

 

THE END
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