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The voice

“Hm, oh yeah…” The voices at the other end never stop and she
tells them what they want to hear. “Hm, oh yeah, I’m touching
myself…oohhh.” The voice asks if she can hear him masturbate, he
clearly holds the mouthpiece by his dick, she watches a soap
without sound and hears the voice come. It’s almost always a
different voice, sometimes the same and they say hello.
‘Phonesex-friends’ yet they pay to have her listen to their
dirty-talk about how big it is, how they want to fuck her, lick
her, to tell them what she likes and to touch herself between her
legs. Sometimes she did what they asked, or used to, nowadays she
crosses her legs when they ask her to spread them and realises with
a lonely ache this has been the only ‘sex’ she’s had for a long
time.

“Spread your legs.” A familiar voice says and she doesn’t.
“Well, have you?” He wants to hear her say it so she ‘hornies’ into
the phone: “Hm, oh yeah, I spread my legs.” “And you’re naked?”
“Hm, oh yeah, I’m naked.” “No you’re not.” Sometimes ‘clients’
can’t deal with the distance of a phonecall and get rowdy, but his
tone says it’s as if he can actually see her, or so it feels and
she quickly checks if her curtains are closed. Coming from
experience she sighs her most lustful sigh in the mouthpiece and
whispers: “Oh, but darling of course I’m naked and have my legs
spread wide apart just for you, because I like you ordering me to
do this for you.”

A long
silence from the other end almost makes her wonder whether he hung
up, but she can hear him breathe till he finally says: “I am naked,
just standing here in my room with my big hard dick and playing
with it, but you… you are not playing… you…” “Oh, but I am, I have
got my hand be…” “No you’re not!” He interrupts her very loudly and
shouts: “You don’t have your hand between your legs, I can tell!”
His breathing now comes hard and fast in her ear, she can hear how
he’s masturbating which still triggers a tingle between her legs
and a cold shiver runs down her back when he says very menacingly:
“I am gonna make you play, you just wait!” He probably slammed the
phone down, yet to her it’s just one more click in her ear and
money in the bank.

The next
couple of moaners, sighers and masturbaters that whisper and droole
into the phone and listen to her lie about what she does for them
and their money, come and go and when she finally ‘closes shop’ for
the day the one voice still reverberates in her head. “I am gonna
make you play…” Usually after she finally turns off the phone her
cat would jump on her lap, curl up and start to purr like crazy,
his deep rumble would sooth her, calm her down and she’d rub him
behind his ears. Even though his name officially is Raphael he only
reacts to ‘pussy’. She looks everywhere, but cannot find him and
she desperately misses the only affection she actually ever gets
from another living thing, human or otherwise.

She never
really feels comfortable running around outside calling out for him
‘pussy, pussy’ but this time she’s too worried to care, but after
what seems like forever she gives up thinking and hoping he’s just
chasing a cat’s equivalent of some skirt and eventually will come
back to her. The sun is setting and she goes back inside, tries to
find distraction by watching yet another ‘soap’, but her mind keeps
wandering to her worries about her cat and her heart jumps as the
phone rings. She is positive she turned it off, looks at it
determined to just let it ring and whoever is on the other end will
give up, strangely afraid to even touch it.

It stops
and as she gets up to turn it off it starts to ring again and this
time she does answer and yells into the phone: “Leave me alone!” “I
told you I’d make you play.” The now familiar voice says and what
he says makes her skin crawl, the cold realisation hits her hard
and she yells: “Where is my pussy!” “Ha, ha… It’s between your
legs.” “No, you creep! I mean my cat!” “Stop yelling and have a
look at what I left on top of your tv.” Her hands start to tremble,
‘he’s been inside my house’ she thinks and feels the cold fingers
of fear on her heart.
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