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Chapter 1     
A Change of Circumstance

Ryan rolled over onto his back and took a deep breath. “God, Jenny. You are something else.”

“You're not bad yourself. Give me a moment…”

She pushed herself up into a sitting position and reached out for the glass of water on the bedside table. As she drunk, she looked in the wardrobe mirror at the foot of the bed and, not for the first time, stared at her reflection with a mixture of confusion and consternation. She’d never been exactly flat-chested, but the relatively sudden appearance of shapely ‘C’ cup breasts was a surprise. If that was all, she’d smile and accept her new shape as a unsolicited gift, but it wasn’t all: along with the new breasts came puffy, dark areolae and swollen nipples nearly three times the size they were just three months ago.

Ryan hooked an arm around her waist and nuzzled her hip before gazing at the same reflection.

“I've got no idea what’s happening to me. I've changed…”

“Yeah…” said Ryan and grinned. “You’ve become much more bountiful. Do you like them?”

“Well, I suppose. At least they don’t ache anymore like they were doing up to a few weeks ago. The doc checked again to see if I was pregnant, which I am not,” she added with emphasis, “And said I seem healthy enough. He suggested it’s some sort of hormonal imbalance. Apparently, it sometimes happens and usually just resolves itself.”

“Well, I like you like this,” and he reached up to cup a breast in his palm.

“Yes, you would. You'd cuddle a cardboard box if it had tits.” She reached around to replace the water glass only to discover her movement restricted by Ryan gripping her nipple. She gave a shrill cry and tried to slap his hand away, but his grip was fast.

“Have you considered nipple piercings now you have these giant teats.”

“In your dreams. Now let go; I want a shower.”

“Kiss me first,” and he craned his neck up towards her whilst still refusing to relinquish his prize. Jenny giggled and bent down to meet his face and then, popping free of his grip, slid out of bed and wandered across to the shower room. Ryan followed her every step avidly, watching as the muscles in her cheeks contracted pleasingly with each foot-fall to cause the flesh to ripple hypnotically.

Jenny was a petite twenty-six year old who could have been described as skinny before acquiring her new profile. Now, she was merely slender. Her skin was a rich bronze colour that suggested a Mediterranean heritage belied by ash blonde hair that cascaded down her back like a pale curtain. The effect was like seeing her as a photographic negative where black and white were transposed, an illusion that was totally destroyed when she turned and her dark eyes peered from beneath a low, white fringe.

Ryan, by contrast, was tall and stocky, and a couple of years her senior. He was a chemistry graduate specialising in pharmaceuticals with an MSc in Business Management which qualified him to occupy a highly-paid post in one of the country’s best-known drug companies marketing medicines primarily to veterinary groups. He enjoyed his job, especially the kudos and monetary rewards that accompanied it, but his achievements were overshadowed by those of the small girl that shared his bed: she was a doctor in the field of information technology and, when she wasn’t in the laboratory, was on a government advisory board.

Ryan liked Jenny, liked her a lot, but there were times when he felt the need to demonstrate who was actually the principle in the relationship. Lately, however, that need had been met by a rather unusual strategy.

Jenny emerged from the shower and ceded the facility to Ryan whilst she dressed. They kissed as they passed each other in the doorway, he bending low to reach her mouth and pressing her nakedness against him and she feeling the touch of his flaccid penis against her abdomen, flesh against flesh.

She picked black underwear from the chest and choose a dark silk blouse from the wardrobe to wear over a short, woollen skirt and then made her way to the kitchen and the coffee machine.

It was a Sunday in August and the weather in Cardigan Bay was grey and windy, not uncommon on the Welsh west coast in summer. In fact, that day was not exceptional in any way. They breakfasted, walked along the blustery Aberystwyth promenade to an inn for lunch, and spent the afternoon inside their shared flat, he playing games on his computer or reading and she putting the finishing touches to a technical report before browsing the fashion pages of a Sunday magazine. It was her turn to cook and she made a complicated chicken dish involving rice, ginger, and lemons.

After supper, they settled down together on the settee before the television to watch the news and lapsed into a companionable silence until Jenny announced, “I’m going to talk to the doctor again. There has to be reason for this. My nipples are huge and so sensitive…”

Ryan tested her statement by moving his arm that was draped over her shoulders and stroking his thumb over the tip of her breast. She squealed and jumped. “That’s good, isn't it?”

“Well, it certainly makes life interesting, but it’s not normal. He should run some test or something; there may be something wrong.”

“I like your new tits. They make you look very feminine.”

She giggled. “They certainly do that, but I don’t know whether they’re an improvement. They feel heavy and move when I run, and I feel very self-conscious, as if everyone’s looking at me.”

“They probably are. You can look very sexy.”

“But what if they think I’ve got breast implants or something? That’s not going to do my profession image any good.” Ryan just grinned and closed his hand over her breast. “Now don’t start again, I need a pee,” and she squirmed out of his grip to stand.

In the shower room, she inspected first her profile by standing sideways on to the mirror and thrusting out her chest. Even through her bra and blouse, she could see the outline of her nipples and they weren't even hard. She decided to buy some more substantial underwear and turned her attention to her face. She didn’t usually wear make-up on a weekend, but Sunday lunch at the Angel had called for a modicum of effort and she’d gone for eye shadow over a light dusting of powder and pink lipstick.

A black spot of mascara under her left eye caught her attention and she reached for a wet-wipe only to discover the pack empty. There was another packet last seen on Ryan’s side of the bed and she inspected the collection of debris that had accumulated on his bedside cabinet. The wet-wipes weren't there and she pulled open the top drawer to find the packet had migrated down a layer. She picked it up and gazed at the eclectic collection of detritus beneath, and amongst the mass of tangled phone charging cables, his beard trimmer, a couple of watches, two miss-matched socks, a box of condoms (she was on the pill), and an aerosol of deodorant, were two small medicine bottles. Both the bottles bore the name of Ryan’s veterinary supplier and the larger one was labelled ‘progesterone’ followed by some code numbers. Jenny stiffened. Progesterone, she knew, was a female sex hormone that played a big part in pregnancies. The smaller bottle was labelled ‘Bovine Estradiol-17beta’.

She closed the drawer and went back to the sitting room to collect her phone. Ryan was engrossed in the television and ignored her. Back in the bedroom, she googled the second medication and discovered it was used to induce cattle to lactate when they weren't pregnant and then the full impact of the revelations became apparent: Ryan had been using company products to trick her body into believing that she was pregnant and inducing her breasts to grow. She felt sick. How could he possibly think that this was an acceptable thing to do without a word to the owner of said breasts? This was abuse. He was drugging her for his own titillation; manipulating her body without telling her just because he preferred to grapple with larger mammaries and to hell with any discomfort and inconvenience they may cause to their owner.

She glanced again at the opened packet of condoms in his drawer and felt a cold calm settle upon her. This wasn’t a subject for a discussion; not even a subject for a blazing row. This was terminal and she found she wasn’t even that upset about it. It wasn’t the first time he’d taken her for granted, but it would certainly be the last. She drew out a suitcase from the bottom of the wardrobe and stuffed it with clothes and toiletries, grabbed her favourite winter coat, and took them out of the flat to deposit them in the trunk of her car. Then she went back into the sitting room.

Ryan was still glued to the television and didn’t take much notice when she began packing up her laptop and gathering together the books she’d been working with. She collected a carrier bag from the kitchen for the books and put on her best jacket, the one she usually wore to work.

“Where are you going?” he asked, finally realising the world was moving around him.

“To my mother’s,” she said in a cold voice. “I’ll send for the rest of my things later.”

“What’s going on? Why would you suddenly go to your mother’s at this time of an evening?”

“Because it’s over, Ryan. I am not a cow…” she said emphatically.

His look of confusion cleared and was replaced by a derisive grin. “Don’t you like your new udders?”

“Sod you,” and she picked up her bags.

“Jenny, you don’t have to go. It was only a joke.”

“It’s not a joke I find at all amusing. You won’t be seeing me again.”

“Jenny… Wait…” But she was already out the door. “Well don’t think you’ll get your half of the flat deposit back…”

She paused. This was unbelievable… Seven months of companionship had been erased in an instant and all he could think about was money. It wasn’t even worth a comment and she walked on, pulling the door shut behind her with a final, resounding bang.

Out in the street, the tears were finally coming and mixed with the light rain that was wetting the pavement. She dropped the laptop and her books behind the passenger seat of the little two-seater sports car and started the engine. She should at least ring her mother to tell her she was on her way, but really couldn’t face talking to anyone; she’d ring en route.

Her mother lived in Sennybridge near Brecon, a journey of about an hour and forty-five minutes, and she set off along the main road to Tregaron. From there, she had a choice: either stay on the major road or take the shorter route over the hills using the lanes. She took the hill road; the high, solitary lanes over the rough moorlands better suited her mood and she aimed the car out of the town up the steep incline, feathering the throttle to avoid waking the sleepy town; there would be time enough for exuberance once she was out on the open hills.

This wasn’t the first time she’d driven those narrow roads barely wider than the car. Often, there were no hedges or barriers to obscure the vistas and with the road winding like a thread along long hillsides, the views were generally breath-taking. Of course, that evening would be short on scenery; the sun was already low on the horizon when she’d left Aberystwyth and by the time she was on the open moorland, what little vision remained was further diminished by the persistent rain. Nonetheless, she was making good time right up to the moment when a sheep suddenly appeared in her headlamps.

She braked hard, the car slewed to the side, corrected, and then came to a stop with nothing more than a small bump as the nearside wheel touched a rock. The sheep stood its ground, staring at the noisy machine with indifference before ambling to the side and climbing the steep bank. Jenny gently accelerated, but her worst fears were realised when she felt the rim of the wheel tracking across the surface of the tarmac; the tyre was flat.

She rolled on a few feet and edged the car into a small lay-by intended to allow traffic to pass each other, and inspected the damage. The sidewall of the tyre had been pinched between rim and rock and was split; it was now useless, but fortunately, this particular model carried a spare wheel.

With a muttered curse, she retrieved the torch she always kept in the glove locker. Then, with a resigned sigh, ventured out into the light rain again and opened the trunk to transfer her bag onto the passenger seat and allow her to access the spare wheel, jack, and tools. The incident was a nuisance and consistent with the way her evening was developing, but it was hardly a disaster.

The first task, even before she’d jacked up the car, was to loosen the wheel nuts and for that she had a wheel brace. She fitted it over the first nut and heaved upwards; nothing… the nut was too tight. She moved the brace to the other side of the nut and stood on it. Even when she tried bouncing, still the nut wouldn’t budge.

Finally, she scoured the roadside for a decent sized rock and slammed it down on the end of the brace. The tool flipped off the nut and spun past her foot to entangle itself in a gorse bush. Jenny was rapidly reconsidering her earlier assessment: this could very easily turn into a disaster…

She checked her phone and her mood deepened when she found, unsurprisingly, there was no reception on top of the mountains, so instead she sat back into the driving seat and stared gloomily down the lane. She’d been driving for at least fifteen minutes and hadn't seen another car, and a quick glace around the hillsides confirmed there wasn’t a single light from dwellings to be seen anywhere. She’d give herself five minutes to recover her strength and then look for a bigger rock…

*

The five minutes had long since expired, but the rain was heavier making her reluctant to leave the relative comfort of the car. It was then that she saw a dim glow lighting up the hillside ahead. The light faded and then grew strong again before a vehicle swung into view and its piercing headlamps appeared as a blinding flash. Jenny jumped from the car and stood in the road, her hand shading her eyes as the lights slowly approached to the sound of a laboured engine and the grinding of gears. It came to a stop before her and a woman’s head appeared through the passenger’s window.

“What’s the matter, dearie. ‘ave you broken down?”

The sing-song Welsh accent made Jenny smile. “I have a puncture. I’ve got a spare, but can’t shift the wheel nuts.”

“Aw, Joshua will soon fix that. Come in here out of the rain.” As the woman spoke, the driver’s door slid open and a large, middle-aged man climbed out with grizzled hair and a thick beard. He was dressed in a heavy coat and boots, and pulled a floppy hat over his head as protection from the weather. He didn’t speak; in fact, he didn’t acknowledge Jenny at all, but just walked around the small sports car before peering down at the damaged tyre.

Now the woman was out of the vehicle too and took Jenny by the arm. “He’ll soon fix that. You come in here and I’ll make you a nice cup of tea,” and she steered Jenny towards the open passenger door. It was an old Bedford Dormobile, a nineteen-fifty’s van fitted out for sleeping and cooking, and the woman indicated that Jenny should sit on a bunk bed while she bustled past to turn on a Calor gas stove, filled an old tin kettle with water, and then sat down on the opposite bunk with a broad grin.

“My name’s Martha,” said the woman. We’ll soon have you going again and meanwhile you can stay ‘ere in the warm and dry.”

“Thank you,” said Jenny. “Jenny,” she added and held out her hand.


Chapter 2     
God’s Gift

Jenny woke slowly. Her head felt muzzy and she didn’t really want to open her eyes at all. She was lying on a bed with a blanket covering her, but it wasn’t her bed. That was obvious even without opening her eyes; the mattress was thin and she tended to roll into the centre.

The room, when she did dare to peep, was unfamiliar. A small, homely room with a square cottage window on the opposite wall, a padded arm chair, an old chest of drawers, and a small dark wood wardrobe all but filled the space and a damp, musky scent pervaded the air. She had no idea where she was or how she got there.

She lifted an arm to rub her eyes and noted that she was still wearing the dark blouse of the day before and then pushed herself up on one elbow. Something tugged at her neck and that was the moment she screamed… There was a metal collar locked about her neck and heavy, iron chain, discoloured brown with age and oxidation, linking the collar to an old staple cemented into the wall at the head of the bed.

She threw the blanket off and struggled to her feet, staring in shock at the chain and the old padlock that was fixing it to the wall. She jerked it hard and it snapped taut, but both lock and staple remained firm, as did the second padlock that she could see reflected in a mirror hanging on the wall beside the door, the lock that held collar and chain in place at her neck.

She was breathing hard, but after that initial scream, was deathly quiet and now afraid to make even the smallest of sounds. It was like she’d been overcome by a paralysing calm and peered about at her surroundings, assessing them in a new light, a prey animal trapped in the predator’s lair.

The first thing she checked was her clothing. She was still wearing her clothes of the day before and, thankfully, her underwear was still in place. Her shoes were placed neatly beside the bed and her jacket had been folded and placed on the chair. She saw, too, that her suitcase had been carried into the room and placed just beyond her reach on the floor beside the chest, but her briefcase with her laptop was absent.

The chain wasn’t quite long enough for her to see much out of the window, but what she did see was a rural hillside dotted with sheep above a broad, level pasture of rich grass. Also visible was the slated roof of a barn, so she surmised she was in a farm, but more than that she couldn’t tell.

She turned her attention back to the room and explored the extent of movement available with the chain. She could reach the chair to sit and open the drawers of the chest next to it (it was empty apart from a bible in the top drawer). An old-fashioned water bowl sat on its top surface, but the bowl was empty and there was no accompanying ewer. The wardrobe was next to the window and out of reach. The bed was a simple iron frame with a thin mattress over a steel mesh and underneath, on the bare floorboards, she found a round ceramic pot, the purpose of which was not difficult to guess. On the walls were two framed sepia photographs: one depicted a family - father, mother and four children - dressed in nineteenth century clothing and standing before a farmhouse, and the other was of the same vintage and showed a severe looking older man in his Sunday best staring at the camera. It was on the wall at the foot of the bed and he appeared to be watching her.

Events of the previous evening drifted back through her brain: Ryan’s horrible trick and her hurried exit, the drive through the rain and that stupid sheep causing her to pinch a tyre on a rock. And then there was the old dormobile van that had arrived fortuitously with that rather frumpy-looking woman, Martha, who wouldn’t stop talking and the man, Joshua, presumably her husband, who had set about changing her wheel.

It was good of them to stop, but Jenny had not really been in a conversational mood and felt she had answered Martha’s questions more abruptly than was polite. She remembered Martha asking if she was married or had a boyfriend, and Jenny was tempted to say that she’d just broken up that very evening, but instead she’d just smiled and said she was still single.

“I wonder how much longer Joshua is going to be,” Martha had said and had ventured out into the rain to see. “Ten minutes,” she’d reported. “Time enough for that cup of tea. It’ll be brewed by now.”

Jenny remembered the tea, brewed too strong really, but she’d drunk it anyway while the woman chatted away about the rain and the sheep. That was all she remembered before she awoke in this bed.

The sun was behind the building, but high in the sky suggesting that the day was well advanced. She could hear birdsong, but no other sounds, neither the rumble of farm machinery nor the homely sounds one might hear in an occupied house. It gave the place an eerie atmosphere and she was almost thankful when, fifteen minutes later, she heard the sound of a door closing. Ten minutes after that, Martha entered the room carrying another cup of tea.

“I thought you'd be awake by now; it’s nearly noon. I've made you a drink, no sugar just like before. Would you like a wash? I’ll bring in a jug of water and a towel and lunch will be in half an hour. It’ll be ham and eggs from our own animals, so much nicer than you can buy in the shops. Would you like something to read? There’s a bible in the top drawer and I can bring you some church magazines; I think I have one about gardens somewhere too. Joshua will be back soon and he’ll be wanting a word with you.”

All the while the woman was talking, Jenny was just staring at her. Now it was her turn to speak.

“You drugged me…”

“Well, yes I did, but it was all for your own good.”

“But why? And why am I chained to the wall?”

“I would have thought the chain was self-explanatory; it’s so you don’t wander off. As for why you're here, I think I’ll let Joshua explain that to you. Now dear, have you found the pot under the bed?”

“You have to release me now. Kidnapping is a very serious offense.”

“Oh, it’s not really kidnapping and after Joshua has explained how things are going to be, I think you’ll be pleased.”

“How can you say that? I want to go home now. Unlock this chain or I’ll start screaming.”

“Now why would you want to do something like that? It’s not as if there’s anyone round here that’ll take any notice and you’ll just annoy Joshua if he hears you. Now then, you drink this tea and you'll feel much better. I’ll just be a moment with the water,” and before Jenny could say another word, the woman had gone.

Jenny couldn’t believe how stupid Martha must be. To think she could just kidnap someone off the street and then treat her as a guest whilst, at the same time, chaining her to the wall was beyond belief, but Jenny was at a loss when it came to convincing Martha what a big mistake she was making. Perhaps she’ll have more luck with Joshua.

She didn’t have long to wait. The sound of a vehicle outside, doors opening and closing, and muted conversation told her Joshua had arrived and soon Martha was back in the room carrying the water jug with Joshua close behind her. She deposited the jug next to the bowl on the chest along with a hand towel.

“You haven't drunk your tea yet.”

“I didn’t like the last one you gave me,” answered Jenny, but the sarcasm seemed to fly straight over Martha’s head.

“Would you like it with a little more water?”

Jenny now ignored her and Joshua stepped to the fore, speaking to her for the very first time.

“I am the Reverend Joshua Davies, but you should call me either ‘reverend’ or ‘sir’. Are you God fearing?” he asked in a deep, resonant voice.

Jenny was taken aback and for an instant didn’t know what to say. She settled on, “I go to church sometimes.”

“Sometimes…” he repeated. “Are you a Christian?”

“Yes,” she said with emphasis and added, “And Christian people don’t kidnap each other.”

“The first thing you should learn here is respect, young lady. Do you presume to teach a churchman about Christianity? Do you not know your Gospels woman? Does the Bible not say in the 1st Book of Timothy, verse 2:11 ‘Let a woman learn in silence with all submissiveness, but I suffer not a woman to teach, nor to usurp authority over a man, but to be in silence’?”

“Your Old Testament means nothing to me. God speaks to me through my heart, not through the writings of some anonymous peasant three millennia ago.”

“Then you are liable to find life difficult here. Comply with what is required of you or suffer the consequences.”

“You cannot frighten me with your threats. We have laws in this country. Kidnapping and illegal imprisonment are generally frowned upon and not even your imaginary God will be able to save you.”

The taunt elicited a black look from Joshua. “That’s blasphemous!”

“Joshua, dear. She didn’t mean it…”

“Quiet, woman. The wench desires confrontation.”

“The wench wants to know why she’s here,” said Jenny.

Joshua didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he tried to unsettle her by allowing his eyes to roam freely up and down her body. Jenny, for her part, met his gaze with a steely stare, but inside she wished she’d chosen to wear a longer skirt.

“I have a son,” announced Joshua as if the fact was of momentous importance. Perhaps to those present it was. “And he is of an age where he desires a wife, and God, in His wisdom and generosity, has offered you.”

Jenny suddenly erupted into uncontrolled laughter. “Is that it? You think I might want to marry your son?”

But her laughter was short-lived when Joshua said, “What you want is of little consequence. It was God’s will that delivered you to us yesterday, and to renounce the fact would be a further blasphemy. Elijah will be back here in two days and then I shall present you to him. Until then…” he waved his hand around the room in a gesture of feigned benevolence, “be at ease,” and he turned on his heel and stomped out of the room.

Martha watched him go and listened to his footsteps descending the stairs. Then she said in a quiet voice, “He’s not a real reverend, of course; he was never ordained because they asked him to leave the Theological College after the first year, but you shouldn’t bait him like that. He can be quite vindictive when he’s annoyed.”

“And so can I. He can’t just assume control over my life. I make my own decisions. What’s this Elijah going to do? Keep me a prisoner in his bed for the rest of my life?”

“I don’t think he’d want to do that,” said Martha.

Her response caused Jenny to pause. “He couldn’t. It wouldn’t be possible.”

“Oh, it could be, but that would be terribly inconvenient. It would be much better if you just accepted whatever fate offers and not try to rile Joshua. We saw that it says in your papers that you're Doctor Jennifer Adams. That would be very useful because we don’t like to venture down into the village too often.”

“I'm not a medical doctor; I’m a scientific doctor, so that’s not going to do you much good. And, in any case, where are we.”

“Oh, you're on the farm. Actually, it’s one of four. My brother and sister each had their own place and Samuel, that’s Joshua’s brother, has the other one. We farm them together like a cooperative; it’s more efficient that way.”

“Yes, but where are we? What towns are we near?”

“There’s no towns near here. We’re in the Cambrian Mountains.”

*

The rest of Jenny’s day was uneventful. She washed using the bowl provided; was allocated pyjamas and clean underwear from her case; she was provided with a simple but wholesome lunch, a pile of religious magazines to read, and a cold supper of sandwiches and an apple; and, much to her embarrassment, necessity compelled her to use the pot housed under the bed. Martha emptied it before going to bed herself.

She saw nothing more of Joshua that day and the house lapsed into silence as soon as the sun set.

Morning began at six o'clock with a cup of tea and a cooked breakfast provided at seven. She was sitting morosely in bed at nine o'clock wondering whatever she could do for the rest of the day when Martha entered.

“I've just been speaking to Ben; he’s my other son… Well…” She was hesitant as if she didn’t really want to go on. “Well, he’s unmarried too, although he’s a few years older than Eli. Anyway, I told him you were up here and he, well, he expressed an interest in meeting you. I told him you were going to marry Eli, but Joshua said he should see you in case Eli didn’t want you.”

“Oh, God. How many sons do you have?”

“Just the two. Anyway, he’s gone with Joshua to feed the sheep, but Joshua said he’s going to bring him up here at eleven to meet you; I just thought I should warn you.” Jenny could feel the tension in Martha’s voice. “He’s a big, strong lad; you might like him.”

Jenny, determined that Ben should not meet her when she was wearing pyjamas, climbed from the bed and redressed in the clothes she was wearing before – the only clothes that were within reach – including the suit jacket and shoes. Then she arranged herself in the arm chair beside the bed with the chain from her collar draped discretely down behind her back. There she sat for the next hour and a half, half-heartedly reading exerts from the parish magazines or gazing distractedly through the small window panes at the cloudless blue sky.

Shortly after eleven, she heard the sound of an engine in the yard followed by voices in the house, but it was another forty minutes before anyone ventured upstairs to her room and it was Martha. She smiled when she saw that Jenny had made an effort to look smart for the meeting.

“Ben has put his best jacket on and is ready to meet you,” she announced as if Jenny should be pleased and then proceeded to tidy the bed, folding Jenny’s pyjamas and placing them on her suitcase. “You look lovely, dearie.”

“You know I don’t want to meet him,” but the woman just smiled again and walked from the room. A couple of minutes later, Reverend Davies entered, followed by Martha and then a tall, heavy man in his late twenties with long, tangled hair and eyebrows and a beard to match. He was wearing a dark suit jacket over mud-stained overalls and scratched his head as he stood beside the doorway staring down at her.

“Stand up, girl,” bellowed Davies and Jenny was so shocked she jumped to her feet. Ben didn’t react, but just kept staring at her with an open mouth and vacant expression.

Eventually, he decided to speak in a slow, unmodulated tone. “Aw, pa… She’s too scrawny. She’s like a skinned rabbit.”

“You can soon put some meat on ‘er bones. She’s healthy enough.”

“Does she know about sheep and ploughing?”

“You could teach her; she’s quite clever. She’s a doctor, although ma says she’s not a proper doctor. One day, you should choose a woman, son. God has picked this one for Elijah, but if he doesn’t want her, I don’t see why you shouldn’t have her. I’ll admit that perhaps she’s not ideal in some ways, but God has given her to us and we should not spurn his benevolence.”

“But pa… She looks like one of those women I see in magazines and you tell me they're not real. And she’s so skinny she might break.”

Jenny, initially shocked by Ben, thought the meeting was progressing well, but Davies looked unconvinced. “Take that jacket off girl so he can see you properly.”

Suddenly, the farce was getting serious. Jenny froze with her eyes darting between the three figures standing before her, searching for an iota of compassion from any of them, but she saw none.

“Do it now,” and Davies took a menacing pace forward.

With wide eyes and an open, silent mouth, Jenny held up a hand to keep him at arms-length and with the other, unbuttoned the jacket and slipped it from her arms to drop into the chair behind her. Three faces all stared at her in astonishment and when she looked down to see what they were looking at, she too just stared. Her dark silk blouse had two even darker stains around her breasts.

“She’s got milky titties,” exclaimed Ben.

“God be praised,” intoned Davies in a stronger voice.

And, “Amen,” whispered Martha.


Chapter 3     
A Visit to the Parlour

The reverend was the first to recover and his deep voice resonated in the small room like the first rumblings of thunder.

“Where is your baby, girl?”

“I don’t have a baby.” Jenny’s voice sounded weak and trembling by comparison. “I've never been pregnant.”

“Then you are a miracle, truly a gift from God.”

“God isn’t responsible for this. It’s nothing but a cruel trick played by my ex-boyfriend.”

“Everything is for a reason and God has seen fit to deliver you into our hands in a manner that can benefit us all.”

“No… This has nothing to do with God. Please, let me go; I don’t want to be here,” and with that pathetic understatement, tears began to run down her cheeks. Davies, however, was unmoved.

“Show us your tits, girl. I need to witness this miracle.”

“Oh God, no… Please leave me alone,” but it was a forlorn hope. He was now gripping her left arm and with Ben moving to her right, she gave a short cry. With visions of her clothes being ripped from her back, she cried out, “Okay…” and unbuttoned the top button of her blouse. Joshua released his hold and all three of them watched while Jenny unbuttoned and shrugged off the blouse to reveal the black, lace bra. Its cups were soggy with milk and with a last despondent look about her, Jenny reached behind her back and released the clasp.

As soon as the garment fell away, her instinct was to fold her arms across her chest to cover herself, but a sudden movement from Davies acted as a warning and she dropped her hands to her sides. Her breasts were swollen more than she’d ever seen them before with her areolae dark brown and puffy. Her nipples were as dark as the areolae and huge, as large as the top of her index finger, and projected outwards like they were on springs as soon as they were freed from the confines of her clothing.

She could barely believe what she was seeing and, as if to mock her embarrassment, a drop of milk formed on one of her teats.

“Her titties are nice,” muttered Ben and he reached out to touch one, but Jenny spun away.

“Leave her,” growled Davies. “We must think about this. Come…” and he turned and strode from the room. Reluctantly, Ben followed him without dissent to leave just Martha smiling inanely.

“You should have told me, dear, and I could have prepared them, but I can tell that Joshua is pleased.” She picked up Jenny’s discarded jacket from the chair and carefully folded it before hanging it in the wardrobe. Then she collected the bra and blouse from the floor behind Jenny. “I’ll rinse these out for you so they don’t stain,” she said and when Jenny didn’t reply, she too left, closing the bedroom door quietly behind her.

Jenny gazed down at her new breasts, pinching the base of a fat nipple to elicit a mist of milk. Inside her breast, she could feel milk trickling through the ducts and when she pinched a second time, strong jets were ejected from a myriad of ducts at her teat’s tip. The sensation caused her to catch her breath, not least from the sheer eroticism it invoked. Her nipple felt super-sensitive and as if it was connected directly to her groin, a touch at her teat being felt as a contraction in her pelvic floor muscles and causing her vagina to clench.

She released the nipple, but the thin jets of milk didn’t immediately stop, and now the other breast began to leak too. In desperation, she slapped both palms over herself and cursed Ryan anew.

With hindsight, it was all so predictable. Ryan had secretly been dosing her with oestrogen and progesterone from his veterinary supplies to cause her breasts to grow. And the reason they were growing: the hormones tricked her body into believing she was pregnant and her breasts were preparing to lactate as soon as the baby arrived. Then she suddenly stopped taking the drugs and inadvertently caused a drop in those hormone levels, the exact conditions her body would experience with a birth. Consequently, her pituitary gland began secreting a new hormone, prolactin, and her breasts began secreting milk. It was exactly the same protocol that farmers use to cause their cows to lactate in the absence of a calf.

Now here she was standing bare-breasted, chained to the wall of a strange bedroom, and being offered to a farmer’s son as his wife. She suddenly shivered and looked around for some clothes only to belatedly realise that Martha had removed her bra and blouse, and that nothing else was with reach. Hurriedly, she scrambled back into bed and pulled the covers up to her neck.

*

It was two hours later when there was a tap on the bedroom door and a girl peeped inside. She had a pretty face with high cheekbones and large, brown eyes, carefully made-up with dark eyeshadow. Her long, dark hair was tied back in a ponytail. “Alright if I come in?”

Jenny nodded.

“I'm Ruth. Reverend Davies asked me to call.”

Jenny said nothing. Ruth was a tall girl of seventeen or eighteen with a curvy figure clad in a fashionable, tight-fitting t-shirt and blue jeans. She put down the shoulder bag she was carrying and smiled at Jenny, creasing glossy plump lips.

“They tell me you're milky.”

“Can you get a message to someone for me?” asked Jenny, ignoring Ruth’s implied question, but Ruth only laughed.

“Don’t be silly. How can I do that? And even if I could, I wouldn’t want to; we’re not encouraged to engage with outsiders to that extent.”

“I'm an outsider.”

“No you’re not, not now.”

“You know why I’m here, don’t you? Reverend Davies wants me to marry Eli.”

Ruth laughed again. “There’s no chance of that. You only have to look at yourself… You're old and no stronger than a child. What good would you be to him?”

“Then send a message for me. I don’t want to be here.”

“The reverend told me that was the case, but it really doesn’t matter: I can't send any messages and I don’t want to, so stop asking.”

Jenny fixed her with a stare. “Why are you here?”

“I'm to look after you. If you're lactating,” and she pronounced the word slowly as if it was new to her. “If you're lactating, that’s good because Rachel’s having trouble feeding her new daughter and Lydia has twins. They're getting quite old now, I think they're nearly two, but human milk is good for them, isn’t it?”

“You want me to be a wet-nurse?”

“Well, yeah. As you're already milky, we may as well make use of the fact.”

“And then you'll let me go?”

“That’s not for me to say, so stop asking me. Do you want me to go back downstairs and tell Reverend Davies that you're refusing to help?”

Jenny was silent for a few moments while the two girls stared at each other and then her will broke. “No, I’ll feed the infant.”

“Good, well hold out your hands then,” and Ruth pulled a pair of old police-style handcuffs from her bag.

“No. I'm not wearing them.”

“Look… I’ve got to unlock your collar and take you across the farm; I’m not stupid enough to do that if you're not restrained and if you don’t come with me, the reverend will soon change your mind. In any case, I've got one of these…” and she pulled a cattle prod from her bag. “It gives quite a belt and I don’t think you’d like it.”

Jenny considered her options, which were few. “Well, pass me some clothes from my case; I can't go like this,” and she allowed the sheet to slip down to her waist for the first time.

“Does it matter? You're going to be a wet-nurse; just hold out your hands,” and she brandished the cattle prod. Jenny flinched and then stretched out both hands so that Ruth could snap the cuffs onto her wrists. “See, I knew you weren’t that stupid,” and she laid down the prod to approach Jenny with a key, but instead of removing her collar, she detached the chain from the wall staple. “Come on, then. Put your shoes on,” and she gave the chain a little pull.

*

Jenny almost felt physically sick walking through the bedroom door behind Ruth into the unknown. She was wearing nothing but her shoes and the short dark business skirt over a pair of lace pants. ‘It could have been worse’ she kept telling herself; she could easily have been left with one of her more daring thongs and feeling even more vulnerable. As it was, being led through a strange house like a puppy on a lead to meet unknown people when she was half naked and her hands were cuffed was proving stressful.

Ruth, by contrast, seemed in high spirits and Jenny put that down to the fact that she was enjoying demeaning her. It was clear she didn’t think Jenny was good enough for Eli. How could this weak, fragile girl be a serious contender for his love when she was shown to be nothing more than a pet on a lead, one not even capable of protecting her own modesty?

Outside the bedroom door was a dark, narrow passage serving several other rooms and a set of descending stairs. They walked down the stairs and through the hall, past a row of heavy waterproofs hanging from coat hooks with three pairs of muddy boots aligned neatly beneath, and towards the entrance door and bright sunlight. There were voices coming from behind a door, but they saw no-one and were soon out in the open air between the farmhouse and a row of covered bays housing nothing but an old motorcycle, a mud splattered Landrover, a trailer with bales of hay stacked on its deck, and some rusty farm implements.

“The farms around here are a bit rudimentary by modern standards,” Ruth was saying, but Jenny wasn’t listening. She was staring about her like a frightened rabbit with her arms folded across her chest lest anyone should see her, but they met no-one. An engraved slate fixed to the house wall next to the door declared the farm to be called Bryndu. Ruth led her across the yard in front of the farmhouse and then paused gazing off to the left at a collection of low, stone buildings nestled against the steep rocky hillside a few hundred yards away.

“That’s Yr Olchfa farm,” she said pointing with the cattle prod. “That’s where I live.”

Jenny looked. Under different circumstances, the small bucolic settlement would look peaceful and picturesque, but that day, under the hot sun, it looked nothing but barren and threatening.

“Is that where the baby is?” asked Jenny.

“No. Rachel lives in the next farm over called Am-nawr with baby Tabitha, you can't see it from here. Lydia and the twins live about a half a mile away in the other direction, but we won’t need to go to either place; the milking parlour’s over here,” and she tugged the chain to pull Jenny towards a low, wooden building on the opposite side of the yard.

“What… No. I thought you wanted me to feed the baby.”

“I do, but not directly. We’ve got all the latest equipment we’ll need right here.”

By this time, they’d reached the door of the shed and, with a fierce yank, Ruth pulled Jenny into the dark interior. Inside were three stalls delineated by galvanised steel railings and designed to house goats while they were milked, and in the passage behind the stalls was the milking pump with a stainless-steel collecting churn and coiled up tubes leading to a pair of teat cups.

“No…” cried Jenny again and this time pushed Ruth hard. Ruth was caught completely off-guard and went tumbling over the railing of the nearest stall to fall senseless in a heap on the concrete floor. Jenny stood frozen for a second, worried that she’d caused Ruth serious injury, but then fled through the door.

Where to go? To the right was Ruth’s home farm along a rutted track that ran along the field boundary. On the other side of the track was a low stone wall and behind that, a small copse before the ground rose steeply, rock strewn and barren towards a high ridge. To the left of the milking shed, past the garage bays, was an ancient stone barn and beyond that, the track split into two. Jenny ran left and then paused at the point where the tracks parted. The larger track wound its way initially through bushy scrub until dropping into a broad, open valley and eventually rounding the side of the hill to disappear from sight almost half a mile away. The smaller track, nothing but a gravelled, rock-strewn pathway, rose gently before that too disappeared from sight. She ran down the larger track to the left.

Ruth staggered from the barn dazed and with a red graze on her forehead that would soon turn into a dark bruise where she’d hit the concrete. She looked right and left, but Jenny was nowhere in sight; all tracks were empty as far as the eye could see. Half stumbling, she made her way to the farmhouse and called through the door for help. Her call was answered by the Reverend Davies, Martha, and Ben who, having been apprised of Jenny’s bid for freedom, left in different directions, Martha scouring the field track towards Ruth’s farm to the south and Davies entering the barn. Ruth and Ben moved a few paces down the track that would eventually lead to the public road and began searching the sparse vegetation along its edges, peering over low walls and behind bushes.

Davies considered the barn to be the obvious hiding place and suspected that Jenny had burrowed between the straw bales that where piled high as winter fodder for the sheep. It would be difficult to find her, but at least there was only one way in or out. If she was there, they would eventually locate her.

Martha’s search of the track to the west was considered the least likely escape route because it offered such sparse cover and Martha settled herself on a rock where she could see all of the hillside to the west and the pasture to the east. If the others drew a blank, then they would start a detailed search of the thin copse beside the track and Jenny would be out of options.

Ruth had, perhaps, the hardest job although she doubted that Jenny had passed that way. She could see a long way down the track and, apart from a few sparse bushes, there was little scope for concealment. That meant that if she’d chosen that direction, she had only the low scrub closest to the farm for concealment.

Thirty minutes later, the searchers regrouped outside the barn to formulate a new plan: Martha would go to Yr Olchfa Farm to recruit more help while Ruth took a bicycle down the drive to wait at the public junction. Meanwhile, Reverend Davies would maintain position outside the barn to cover both directions, but the plan was never enacted. An old Landrover was rumbling up the wider track and stopped in the yard. A youth with a boyish, grinning face leaned against the open window.

“You lost anyone?”

The reverend peered into the open back of the vehicle to see Jenny trussed up in baler twine lying on the deck between two sheep dogs. She did not look pleased and snarled at the churchman as she struggled to free herself from the string.

“You're all mad… You’ll get a hundred years in prison for this.”

“I found this little sprite running like the wind about a mile down the track. She doesn’t seem very happy about something…”

“She doesn’t like our milking shed,” said Ruth.

“Oh, I did wonder when I saw her tits.”

“She’s going to marry Eli,” said Ben, “And she’s just hurt Ruth.”

“Are you alright, sis?”

“No, I'm not. Look at this bruise… She could have killed me.”

“You're all mad,” screamed Jenny. “I’ll see you all in court. It’s kidnapping, imprisonment, assault, and God knows what else. You’re evil, that’s what you are.” Jenny was now directing her spite at Davies: “A deluded, evil, religious fool who thinks ancient fairy tales give him the right to determine other people’s lives. Your imaginary God isn’t going to be able to protect you when the police get here. You can't keep me a prisoner for ever…”

“Take her to the shed and tie her to a post so she can't run again. There are things I need to collect from the workshop,” and Davies walked away without a backward glance.

“This is my brother Luke; in case you were wondering. Luke, meet Doctor Jennifer Adams.”

“Good afternoon, Jenny. I'm very pleased to meet you. Oh, and nice tits, by the way.”

Luke opened a pen knife and cut through the twine he’d wrapped around her legs and then grabbed hold of the handcuffs to pull her off the back of the deck before picking up her steel leash. Jenny began screaming with renewed energy and he was finding it difficult to cope until Ruth reappeared with the cattle prod. A single touch to Jenny’s thigh caused her to spin to the ground with a shriek and then to scurry away frantically while Ruth guided her to the door of the milking shed like a sheepdog herding sheep.

When Davies returned, Jenny was already lashed to a wooden pillar. “I hoped we wouldn’t need this,” he said holding up a small iron cage. “Gail was the last person to wear this and that was four years ago.”

“Oh, Joshua. Do you have to?” asked Martha.

“If she’s going to blaspheme all the time, I have no choice. Now, hold her head still.”

Jenny was screaming and cursing like a banshee, but with Luke standing behind the pillar with his hands gripping her chin, Davies was able to drop the cage over her head. It fitted her like a glove with a cascade of thin, iron rods that dropped down the sides of her head to the level of her jaw from a rounded crown to leave all but her nose and mouth veiled behind the bars; her own private prison cell. It was held in place by a separate piece that mimicked the throat protector of medieval amour, the gorget. It fitted under her chin and around the front of her throat, and was held in place by thin chains that threaded through hoops on the base of the cage under her ears and behind her neck. Davies pulled the chains tight and they rattled through the metal hoops, the closing of the jail door, and when he joined them together behind her neck with a padlock, it was like the cage had been sewn onto her using iron thread.

The cage was now secure, but Jenny was still shrieking.

Davies hooked the ‘U’ shaped end of a short metal rod through a ring on her left cheek. “Open your mouth, girl,” he ordered in a loud voice and followed it up with, “Open your mouth or I’ll close the bar anyway and break your teeth.” And with that, he rotated the bar and the bulbous metal plug that was a sliding fit on the bar pushed against her lips. She was now silent with her lips pressed tightly together. “Last chance,” bellowed Davies. “I shall not be defied,” and at the last moment, Jenny opened her mouth and the metal plug slid inside as the bar closed against her right cheek. Davies grunted in satisfaction and snapped a second padlock on her right cheek to hold the bar in place, and Jenny was left with her lips pursed around the base of the fat plug; silence was restored.


Chapter 4     
A Secure Future

Jenny stared in silence from between the iron bars of the head cage as along with Martha, Luke, Ben, and the Reverend Davies, they all watched Ruth prepare the goat milker. There was a gallon milk churn attached to the pump and, with black humour, Jenny considered that Ruth was being a trifle optimistic. With the pump ready, Luke untied the cords holding her to the post and dragged her across to the outside of the first stall, pulling her around until she was standing against the stall’s upper rail. Ruth used the same baler twine to tie her knees to the lower rail and then Luke threaded twine through her cuffed wrists and pulled her across the stall. She folded forwards over the rail, only saving herself from falling into the stall by grabbing the rail on the far side. Now it was a simple task for Luke to tie off the cord from her wrists to stop her rising again and she was stuck with her upper body horizontal and stretched across the empty stall.

Ben grinned as he squatted beside her and reached under her to cup one of her breasts now dangling in free space beneath her chest.

“She has nice titties,” he reiterated and he twitched the nipple with is thumb. Jenny rocked herself violently and tried to screech, but only managed a muffled hum. His big hand closed to squeeze the smooth flesh and multiple milky jets squirted from the long nipple. “She’s just like a goat,” he exclaimed happily and, pleased with his assessment, squeezed her again. Reverend Davies told him he’d best get out of the way so that she could be milked properly.

Ruth took his place holding both teat cups with their flexible plastic tubes trailing back to the pump and Luke flicked on the power. Air hissed through the cups as Ruth raised both to touch them to Jenny’s breasts and they grabbed with a fierce suction that dragged both nipples deep into the funnels of the cups.

Jenny was wriggling now, rocking her body to try and thrown the cups off, but she had no hope. With a suction pressure of five pounds per square inch, each cup could support a large bag of potatoes and still not relinquish its grip. The pump registered a successful attachment by changing note and Luke turned the switch to ‘Pulse’ mode.

Now Jenny screamed, although the sound was little more than a muted hum, and began writhing left and right to flick her tits in earnest as the cups began sequentially pinching her nipples, but the teat cups were tenacious and she achieved little more than to coil plastic tubes beneath her like demented snakes. The device was squeezing and sucking at alternate teats with a two second cycle time – squeeze left and suck right followed by squeeze right and suck left – and the result was that the milk was actually being pumped from her as her nipples popped in and out of the funnels bouncing beneath her chest.

After ten seconds of frenetic movement, Jenny gave up the unequal struggle and gazed down between her outstretched arms at her breasts dancing in time with the clicking of the pump. She could feel the milk flowing within her breasts and see the thin jets wet the inside surfaces of the teat cups in short bursts and dribble down inside the tubes, thicker and more yellow than she expected.

“That’s colostrum,” said Martha. “She must have only just started suckling.”

“There’s not even going to be enough to reach the churn,” said Luke.

The reverend squatted beside Jenny for a closer look. “It doesn’t matter. It'll just get mixed up with the next session from the goats and it’s supposed to be good for you. When she’s milking properly, she can have her own collection bottle to give to the babes.”

Luke was now standing behind Jenny and touched the back of her thigh with his palm. Slowly, his hand slipped higher beneath the hem of her short skirt until he was touching the thin material of her pants with Jenny squealing and violently wriggling her bottom.

“Reverend…” he said with an inquiring tone.

“No,” replied Davies emphatically. “You're not to tup ‘er. She’s Elijah’s bride and I’ll not have her messed with. If Elijah does it, well, it means he’s made his choice, but you’ve got your own wench to play with. I know I have some old-fashioned ideas, but this is a Christian community and I’ll not have everyone sinning like we were still in the 70’s,” and he gave Martha a warning glance. “If young folks are engaged to be married, I’m prepared to be more flexible, but that was never the case with you and Gail and it’s certainly not the case with you and Miss Adams here.”

Reluctantly, Luke removed his hand to allow Jenny’s skirt to fall back into place and she breathed a silent sigh of relief, but her relief was premature…

“Go and fetch the fetters that are hanging in the workshop and bring the small arc welder too.”

If Jenny’s bonds weren’t comprehensively tested before, they were certainly given a good trial then, but her contortions didn’t go unnoticed.

“And what did you expect? Did you think I was just going to let you run off again? That’s not the way it works, Miss Adams. You’ll wear these until you can convince me it’ll be safe to cut them off, and that won’t be for a very long time…”

Luke dropped the fetters behind Jenny and plugged the welder into the socket next to the pump. With her legs tied together, there was nothing she could do to affect the outcome and she sagged across the stall with tears running down her cheeks while Davies wrapped the iron fetters about her ankles and linked them with the short chain, fixing everything in place with steel nuts and bolts. A single short flash to the nuts of both ankle cuffs was enough to weld them permanently to their bolts and Jenny’s ambulatory abilities were, at a stroke, reduced to a maximum pace length of a few inches.

Next, he moved around to stand the other side of the stall to where her hands were gripping the far rail and here he wrapped more wide steel bands about her wrists beside the narrow handcuffs. Once the bolts had been fitted and tightened, these too were welded into place with a single heavy link between them.

“You'll thank me for these in a week,” he mused. “The thin cuffs would have been cutting your skin in a few days; these will be much more comfortable.”

“You’ve forgotten something,” said Ruth smugly.

“I've forgotten nothing.”

“What about her pants? How’s she supposed to take them off now?”

The reverend just smiled and took out his own pocket knife. He pulled up her skirt at the back and, after two quick cuts, pulled the tattered lace from her. Her skirt dropped back in place for the second time, but not before Luke glimpsed what was uppermost in his mind at that instant. Davies noticed his smirk and repeated his dire warning: “Remember, we’re not heathens here. We are good Christian folk and don’t go fornicating with wenches however much they may want it. And that’s doubly so as far as Elijah’s new bride is concerned.”

Luke turned away, but if Davies could have seen his face, he’d have seen his smirk grow into a broad grin.

*

All seven of them, five humans and two dogs, watched Jenny being milked for ten whole minutes even though her milk dried up after four and then Ruth flicked off the pump and pulled the teat cups from her breasts. By the end of the session, Jenny was exhausted and sagged between the stall’s rails like a damp rag while her audience squatted and stared at her nipples.

“They're definitely bigger,” said Luke.

“And longer,” added Ruth.

“Aye, but they’ll likely shrink back after an hour or two,” offered Davies.

Luke reached out to let the tip of a teat tickle across his palm and Jenny was instantly wide awake and wriggling. “She’s very sensitive…”

“Oh, she will be. All breast-feeding stimulates a woman and makes ‘er feel ‘orny. It’s all to do with the hormones it releases. This one’s also had the benefit of the goat milker sucking at her tits so she’s doubly affected. That’s right, isn’t it Martha.”

“Oh Joshua, you know it is… I used to really enjoy feeding Eli.”

“Do you mean that milking her makes her feel sexy?” asked Luke. “Is her cunny going to be all wet?”

By this time, Jenny was staring at the reverend with wide eyes.

“Probably, but no… you can't check. Unlock ‘er handcuffs and let her stand.”

Jenny struggled upright and turned to face the reverend. She was feeling unsteady and dropped her banded wrists to her waist, not even attempting to conceal her nipples which were red and particularly perky.

“You're not going to be able to do a lot of cussing now,” said Luke and he smiled at her dark eyes watching him from between the thin bars of her cage. She moved a foot and the heavy iron chain between her ankles snapped taut with a metallic clicking sound. “Nor be able to run far like that.”

“She’s not going to be able to do much at all,” muttered Davies and passed a leather belt around her waist to buckle it up behind her back. Jenny watched almost with disinterest as he then clipped a snap hook to the link between her hands and a ring riveted to the belt at her belly. No lock was used, but as far as Jenny was concerned, none was required; the link was too small and her manacles too wide for her to get her fingers close enough to unclip it.

Now unable to either raise or drop her hands, she peered down at the thick iron shackles welded onto her ankles above her elegant shoes. They looked old and clumsy, and she lifted a leg to see how much movement the chain would allow. The answer was not much and the chain felt heavy suspended by one foot. Then she saw Luke was still watching her, looking at her raised knee and the dark shadow between her thighs where the hem of her skirt had lifted. She quickly stamped her foot back onto the concrete floor of the shed, but the tops of her slender thighs rising like smooth bronzed columns beneath her dark skirt was still proving to be an irresistible draw. All she could do was to press her legs together, now all too aware that her naked crotch was no more than a finger-length above the hem of her skirt, but beyond her own reach.

If the Reverend Davies was mindful of her discomfort, he didn’t show it. He told Ruth to take her back to her bedroom. “You can take her a meal too.”

“Should I remove the cage after I've connected her collar chain?”

“No, certainly not. That’s her punishment for trying to run away and blaspheming. Here’s the key for the oral plug so she can eat, but make sure you close her up again afterwards. Have the cattle prod handy so she knows you mean it. She’ll need to be brought back here every four hours to pump ‘er, but Martha can do the nighttime sessions; we’ll see if we can get a decent yield established.”

*

Back in the bedroom, Ruth removed Jenny’s shoes and she slipped back under the covers to sit up with her back against the wall, staring blankly while Ruth relocked the chain to the wall staple.

“Would you like the magazines to read? I can leave them on your lap.” Jenny gave no indication she’d heard her, so Ruth dropped them on the bed beside her. “The pots still under the bed if you need it; I'm sure you can manage to sort yourself out. I’ll find you something to eat…”

She left her looking particularly sorry for herself. Things had gone downhill fast; so fast they’d left her feeling detached from reality. Yesterday, she had a normal life with a high-profile job, an apartment, and a boyfriend; today, she’s almost naked and in chains, is being milked with an agricultural milking machine intended for goats, and seems destined to be the bride of some country hick.

She looked sourly at the pile of religious magazines Ruth had left next to her, awkwardly turned over the first two pages of the top one, and then pushed the entire pile onto the floor.

Ruth reappeared after twenty minutes with a plate of thick soup and a couple of slices of bread. She placed the cattle prod on the chest and the bowl of soup next to it, and sat on the edge of the bed.

“If I unlock your mouth, you are going to behave, aren’t you?”

Jenny nodded and Ruth turned the key in the padlock hanging at her cheek. Then she pulled the bar open and with it, the plug from Jenny’s mouth. When it was fully open, she could slide it from the hinge and sat twirling the thick plug on its bar while Jenny spent a minute exercising her jaw.

Finally, Jenny looked at her and muttered: “This is my worst nightmare.”

“Well, it didn’t have to be like this. It’s all your own fault. You could have caused me serious injury pushing me over that rail like that.”

“I'm sorry,” was the response. “It’s just that I don’t like being chained up and milked like a goat.”

“Well, anyway it’s done now and there’s nothing either of us can do about it. If I can tell Reverend Davies that you’ve been civil and not made a fuss, in a few days he might take the cage off your head.”

“A few days…” muttered Jenny miserably.

“But you have to be good. No screaming or shouting and you have to be cooperative down in the shed. Do you promise?”

“I don’t have a choice, do I?”

“No, not really. Now, try some of this soup; open wide…”

Jenny thought Ruth was really enjoying herself, feeding her just like a baby, but she refrained from comment. The soup wasn’t actually at all bad. It was vegetable and homemade, as was the bread that accompanied it, and Jenny found it filling and most welcome. Afterwards, Ruth moved the crockery in preparation for replacing the oral plug.

“Where’s Eli?” Jenny asked while she had the opportunity.

“He’s at a livestock market down south; he’ll be back late tomorrow.”

“What’s he like?”

“I shouldn’t worry about him if I were you; you won’t be marrying him.”

“But Reverend Davies…”

“Not everyone has to do what he says. Eli is his own man and will do what he wants, and if you really want to know, he’s going to be marrying me.” And with that Jenny had to open her mouth quickly as Ruth closed the bar on the head cage and her mouth was suddenly full of metal plug.


Chapter 5     
The Prospective Spouse

Ruth was back after a couple of hours to give Jenny a drink of water, but Jenny’s relief was short-lived and, without any conversation, the plug was replaced and she was left as before.

It was six o'clock when she next appeared and announced that it was time for the next milking session and, afterwards, supper. Jenny struggled through the house and across the yard with her hands at her waist while Ruth followed behind holding onto her tether chain and with the cattle prod held loosely at her side. In the milking shed, Jenny took up position behind the rail and Ruth locked the end of the tether to a metal latch mechanism on the stall, but didn’t even bother lashing her legs in place because, after all, she was hardly likely to be able to scramble over the rail with her ankles linked as they were. Instead, Ruth unlocked her hands from her belt and Jenny meekly leaned across the stall to hold the far side.

“Good girl,” said Ruth in a condescending voice and tied her wrists cuffs to the other rail. “This is where it gets interesting again…” and she began wiping her hanging breasts with a damp cloth, paying particular attention to her nipples. Such fastidiousness was unnecessary, but Ruth seemed to be enjoying herself and Jenny was in no position to complain, and by the time Ruth was satisfied, Jenny was finding it difficult not to squirm. Jenny’s milkmaid was obviously doing it deliberately and when the teat cups grabbed, Jenny was already sensitised and jumped. The subsequent pulsing added considerably to the experience and it was as much as she could do to retain her composure as her tits began to bounce beneath her.

“You like that, don’t you? I can tell.”

“Mmmfff,” was Jenny’s reply and she began shaking her encaged head.

“You shouldn’t be lying to me because I have an easy way to prove it,” and she walked around behind Jenny. Now Jenny was shaking her head frantically, but it didn’t stop Ruth sliding her hand up the back of her thighs and pushing her skirt up. Slowly, but with irresistible intent, Ruth’s finger pressed against the intimate folds.

“Oh my, are you ever… Well, never mind; as you’ve been so good, it would be wrong for me to tease you and your, umm, excitement can remain our little secret. That is what you want, isn’t it?”

Jenny stopped shaking her head and instead began nodding while Ruth just smiled, pleased with her demonstration of power over her charge. She removed her hand, straightened Jenny’s skirt at the back, and squatted beside her to watch her tits bouncing. The milk flow was noticeably stronger and less viscose this time, and lasted longer, but with Jenny’s milk mixing with the goat’s in the churn, there was no accurate way to measure her yield.

Back in the house, Jenny was allowed to use the toilet in the bathroom before locking her to the bedroom wall. Then it was just a matter of waiting patiently for supper, a shepherd’s pie with a cup of tea and an apple. She ate in silence while Ruth sat on the bed and fed her.

“Please don’t put that plug in my mouth again.”

“Now you heard what the reverend said; I don’t have a choice, but I’ll tell him how good you’ve been.”

“I don’t want you to touch me again like you did.”

Ruth grinned. “Don’t you? That’s not what your cunny was saying; it was sopping.”

Jenny didn’t really have a response to that and just sat in silence.

“Martha will be doing the ten, two and six o'clock sessions. I’m not very good at getting up in the night, but she’s used to it what with all the farm animals, so I’ll see you again at about eight tomorrow morning for breakfast.”

*

Jenny was lying down with her eyes closed when Ruth entered the next day with tea, boiled eggs, and toast, but stirred and struggled upright when she heard the door open. The head cage and plug were still in place and Ruth got a muttered “Thank you,” when she removed the bar.

“Did everything go well last night? Not too sore today? I thought about you in the night when I heard that wind. I hope you didn’t get too cold.”

“Martha put my jacket over my shoulders and wrapped me in a blanket,” said Jenny.

“That’s good. Martha’s a kind woman; I've always like her. Do you want your toast dipped in the eggs like soldiers?”

Jenny shook her head. “Elijah’s back today?”

“Yes, Eli… He’ll be back sometime this afternoon.”

“What’s he do? Does he just work on the farm?”

“He does. He’s very clever, not like Ben at all. He went to college and has a degree in farm management or something. He’s been to the livestock market down near Camarthen buying more sheep.”

“Is he going to be surprised to learn that his parents have kidnapped a bride for him?”

“Shouldn’t think so; it wouldn’t be the first time it’s happened.”

“Do you mean they’ve done it before? Taken another girl for him?”

“Not Eli, but Samuel, that’s my father, got a bride for Luke.”

“He’s married?”

“Oh no, he had a girlfriend down in the village at the time and didn’t want her.”

“What happened to her? Did they just let her go?” she asked with hope bubbling up inside her.

“No. She still lives with us. She’s like a maid and does all the cooking and the housework.”

“Doesn’t she try to run away?”

Ruth laughed. “No, silly. She likes it here.”

*

Ruth was back as promised in time for the ten o'clock and saw that Martha had provided Jenny with a clean skirt from her case, this one another tailored skirt in a thick, chequered material with a flat front panel and pleated back and sides. It was just as short as yesterday’s last; indeed, they all were.

“You have nice clothes,” said Ruth. “Pity they wouldn’t fit me.”

Jenny grunted, conscious that Ruth was basing her assessment on a very small sample size: Jenny was only wearing a skirt. The session went well with Jenny making an effort to at least appear to behave and Ruth refraining from rechecking how much Jenny might be enjoying the experience.

Lunch was served at midday and at two, she was led once more over to the milking shed and connected up exactly as before. Ruth was in a conversational mood and, although Jenny was in no position to answer, she was relating her cousin Lydia’s wedding to Theo and the subsequent birth of their twin girls. Her account was interrupted by the sound of a vehicle arriving and she jumped up mid-sentence and hurriedly flicked off the pump before running through the door.

It was at least twenty minutes later that Ruth returned and Jenny looked back over her shoulder to see she had her arm around a man in his mid-twenties. She knew instantly it must be Eli and, in her embarrassment, lifted a foot to change her rather unladylike posture, but the hobble chain only exaggerated her vulnerability.

To her surprise, Eli was neither large or skinny, nor excessively short or tall. In fact, he looked refreshingly normal with a pleasant if craggy, clean-shaven face and a mop of fair hair. He was wearing blue jeans, a white t-shirt, and embossed, Cuban-heeled boots that may have looked better on a Texan ranch. He unthreaded himself from Ruth and squatted in the stall next to Jenny to examine her face encased in the iron cage and then her breasts with the teat cups and tubes still hanging from her nipples.

“This relationship has not started at all well,” he said quietly.

“Should I turn her on again?”

“I suppose you’d better. How much longer does she have?”

“Eight minutes.”

Jenny closed her eyes and then popped them open again when the teat cups suddenly burst into life and began bobbing up and down beneath her with the alternating pressures. She stared at Eli to gauge his reaction, but was disappointed to see that he appeared to be more interested in the way her milk was being discharged into the transparent cups rather than the effect it was having on her.

“It’s making her nipples very long,” said Ruth squatting behind him and wrapping her arms back around his neck. “And her areolae are all puffy and swollen.”

“Women’s nipples do get very long when they lactate, but I suppose this milker is bound to amplify the effect if she continues long enough. The teat cups are really too big; it would be more effective if they were smaller.”

“She likes being milked,” said Ruth quite suddenly and Jenny stared daggers at her over her arm.

“And how do you know that?”

She just grinned and said, “I promised not to say,” which wasn’t exactly the whole truth. “But, I’ll give you a clue… She’s not wearing any panties.”

Both Ruth and Eli looked at Jenny’s skirt riding high at the back where it was lying over her raised bottom and Jenny gave a long, stifled sigh.

“What do you think of her? Do you like her?”

“She’s pretty enough, but I don’t know her at all,” said Eli.

“What about her tits and legs? Do you like them? She’s got a very thin waist.”

Eli, conscious that he’d been asked a very leading and potentially contentious question, chose the easy option: “Your legs are longer.”

They watched Jenny until her time was up and then Ruth detached the teat cups, unlashed her hands from the rail, and she stood erect with her hands raised to cover her breasts. Ruth just smiled and applied the sprung link to Jenny’s manacles and clipped her hands back down to her waist.

“Wow!” was Eli’s professional assessment when he saw her nipples up close. They'd been stretched to almost an inch long and her areolae, having been sucked into the teat cups along with her nipples, were similarly affected and bulged out as swollen bulbs on the tips of each breast.

Eli was entranced and Jenny forced herself to stand quite still while he gently squeezed one of the bulbs, totally oblivious to the effect he was having on her. Ruth detached the chain from the stall and, conscious that Eli was now more than just distracted, gave Jenny a pull and she lurched forward, taking three quick steps to catch up.

“I see father’s welded the chains on her,” said Eli as they walked back across the yard.

“Not the head cage, but he has onto her wrists and ankles. It’s because she tried to run away and injured me. Look… My head’s still bruised.”

“So he’s not planning on releasing her soon then?”

“Well, no. Not for a long time. He doesn’t want her to run away again.”

“And the head cage and plug?”

“That’s because she was shouting and blaspheming. He said he’ll take it off in a few days if she’s good.”

Ruth led her up the steep staircase with Eli following and she wondered whether he was looking up at her, but was too afraid to check. Ruth relocked the chain to the wall and then they both left, but Eli was back ten minutes later with a glass of water and a key for her oral plug.

He sat on the edge of the bed and held the water up to her lips.

“Thank you…”

“You seem to have got yourself in a bit of a mess.”

“None of it was my doing. Your father, full of Christian compassion, kidnapped me to offer to you as a bride.”

“Yes, I know. He’s a little old-fashioned that way. These mountains are a bit isolated and two-hundred years ago they weren’t well populated. The men just used to go out into the surrounding countryside looking for suitable partners; it was the most effective way a man could get himself a wife.”

“They kidnapped women?”

“It’s just what they did. I dare say that cage and those chains you're wearing are more than two-hundred years old.”

“But you can't do that nowadays. There’s laws against kidnapping and false imprisonment, and I have a life; I’m not some peasant girl waiting to be claimed.”

“That’s not how father sees it. He says that God delivered you into his hands and the fact that you're lactating confirms it. He says it’s a miracle that God supplied natural nourishment for baby Tabitha just when we need it and if we reject God’s gift, it would be a great heresy and an insult to God.”

“It was nothing to do with God; it was a mean trick by my boyfriend who thought it would be funny to give me big tits.”

“The physical cause of a miracle doesn’t mean that it wasn’t driven by God’s hand.”

“So you believe all this mumbo-jumbo? You think I’m God’s gift to you all?”

“Of course not. I believe you're an innocent who was just in the wrong place.”

“So you're going to release me?”

“How can I? Things have already gone too far. If I release you, the police will come and arrest us all and I couldn’t do that to them. Father would never survive in the real world.”

“So I'm never going to be released?”

Eli shrugged. “Perhaps after he’s gone. He’s old now.”

“That could be thirty years. Am I going to be chained up in this farm for the next thirty years?”

“You're a clever girl; you work it out for yourself. If you're not kept restrained, are you likely to sit happily in an armchair knitting?”

“You're all mad wanting to keep me a prisoner like this.”

“I don’t want to. I didn’t kidnap you, but what’s done is done and I can't undo it. I’ll do what I can to make your life bearable, but I can't release you. I'm sorry.”

Jenny was silent and, try as she might, she couldn’t hold back the tears that were trickling down her cheeks.

“Are you going to marry me like he wants?”

“I love Ruth…”

“But she’s your cousin.”

“I know, but that at least that’s not illegal in this country.”

“You father says he’s going to let Ben marry me if you don’t.”

Now it was Eli’s turn to be silent.

“He’s mentally retarded,” added Jenny.

“He’s a little slow, but he has a kind heart.”

“If you're all so keen on marrying cousins, why couldn’t he have married Rachel when he had the chance? He’s older than you.”

“Look… This is getting us nowhere. I’m sorry you're here. I'm sorry I can't marry you even if you wanted me to; you're a beautiful girl, but there’s Ruth. I’m sorry they're milking you using the goat milker. And I'm sorry you’ve had those chains welded onto you. I’m sorry for all of it and I promise I’ll do what I can to ease your plight, but there are lines I just cannot cross.”

It was shortly after that that Eli closed the bar at her cheek to rehouse the oral plug and left her sitting up in bed.


Chapter 6     
In Eli’s Care

Six o'clock approached and Jenny expected to see Ruth come through the door, but it was Eli.

“I’ve told father I’ve not made a decision regarding marriage to you and that I’d like to get to know you better; I thought it would at the very least delay any precipitant action.”

Jenny nodded. This was good news and shows that Eli was as good as his word: he really was trying to help in his own small way.

“He says I should do some of the milking sessions.”

Oh… This wasn’t such good news. The thought of this man whom she’d only just met being tasked with taking her down to the milking shed and connecting her up to the goat milker was making her feel distinctly uncomfortable, but then again, the whole thing was uncomfortable; what difference was this really going to make? She slipped out from beneath the bedcovers and stood, waiting for him to unlock the collar chain. He gave her a pallid smile and led her down the stairs to where Reverend Davies was waiting in the hall below. He stood there in his dark trousers, white shirt and waistcoat with his face almost covered by his thick, white beard looking like Moses about to part the Red Sea.

“It’s right that young lovers be encouraged to learn as much as they can about each other, but no tupping ‘er until you're sure you want to marry ‘er.” He peered down at Jenny’s short skirt. “I can see the sort of woman she was, single and unprincipled, but she’s the one God choose and I trust his judgement. Take her as your wife if you will, but I’ll not have ‘er playing the trollop and fucking ‘er way through our menfolk. There won't be any sinning under my roof.”

“No, father,” replied Eli politely. What more could he say? He gave Jenny a contrite look and then continued on his way drawing her along in his wake.

Inside the shed, she stood dutifully behind the rail and waited while he locked the tether and then unlocked her hands from the belt. Then, meek and submissive, she stretched herself over the stall. He saw the cord hanging ready to tie her cuffs to the rail, but decided it was not warranted and just left her holding onto the bar. It was really no big thing; the only risk was that she might stand erect during the milking and that would pull the cups from her teats with likely painful results, but Jenny saw it as a sign of trust and she was grateful.

Next, he fetched a damp cloth and knelt beside her, each looking into the other eyes and knowing precisely what was about to happen. Tentatively at first, but becoming brisker and more forceful, he passed the cloth back and forth beneath the soft flesh and then spent more time than was strictly necessary ensuring that her nipples and areolae were scrupulously clean.

She felt her milk ‘let down’ even before he picked up the teat cups, but as soon as he touched her with them and they sucked themselves into place, her hormonal hit surprised her with its intensity. She suddenly found herself gazing at him with what under different circumstances she would describe as affection. She felt close to him as if a bond had magically developed between them and just for an instant she expected him to put his arm around her shoulders and snuggle his head into the crook of her neck.

Of course, he didn’t and instead turned away to check what pressure she was being subjected to. The spell was broken and she cursed herself, but couldn’t avoid the feeling returning when he turned back to her and smiled.

“I hope the suction isn’t too great. It’s the same pressure we use for the goats.”

It took her a moment to realise he’d spoken to her and expected an answer. She shook her head.

“You're doing well for someone who’s only been lactating for two days. I’ll have to see about arranging for your own collection bottles.”

For some reason, she felt pleased. He was praising her and smiling and she wanted to smile back, but the combination of the head cage and the fat plug between her lips made facial expressions difficult.

It was the first time she’d actually been conscious of the hormonal effect the lactation could have. She’d heard about it, of course, and had wondered if it was that that had caused her to become moist the day before when Ruth had touched her, but deep down she knew it wasn’t. Was it so powerful because of the way she was being milked? The machine’s stimulation must surely be a lot fiercer than an infant could ever induce.

She felt surprisingly calm considering what was happening to her. It was as if a warm blanket of contentment had settled upon her and she didn’t feel like doing anything other than to lie still and let her body soak it all up.

Eli was talking to her again. She’d not noticed before how soft his voice was and she just let the words wash over her.

“Just milking your new pet?”

It was Ruth’s voice behind her that had broken the spell a second time and she crane her neck to see. The girl was standing there grinning and her brother Luke was next to her.

“Hello Ruth, Luke. Thanks for helping out with her yesterday.”

“It was my pleasure,” said Ruth. “Your father says you want to milk her from now on; says you want to get to know her before your wedding.”

“No Ruth. It’s not like that. I just want to delay our wedding. If I tell father I'm not going to marry her, there will be consequences and it wouldn’t be fair for her.”

“What? Like her marrying Ben… So what? What about the consequences for me if you do?”

“I've not said I’ll marry her. I've just said I’ll think about it to give us all time to sort this mess out. You know it’s you I love; that hasn’t changed.”

“There’s no mess here. Everything is straightforward and simple. She’ll be marrying Ben because there’s no alternative. They should do well together: a nymphomaniac milch cow and a retard who doesn’t even know what his cock is for.”

“Don’t speak about Ben like that; it’s not his fault he’s slow.”

“No, it’s your mother’s; another nymphomaniac.”

“Ruth, please…”

“You don’t believe me about this little cock-teaser, do you? Just come and look at this…”

Eli wasn’t sure what Ruth meant and stood just as Ruth lifted the back of Jenny’s skirt and folded it over her hips. Jenny’s broad, pale hips were displayed in all their naked glory and she gave a muted squealing sound, but Ruth merely passed a finger between her labial lips and held it up for Eli to see. It was not just wet; Ruth had scooped out a thick blob of Jenny’s viscose vaginal secretions from the mouth of her vagina and it began to fall to the floor from her finger as a long, sticky tendril.

“Not only does your little pet like being milked, but she’s more than ready for whoever wants to put their cock inside her.”

“Christ…” murmured Luke and now his hand was there. It was all too much for Jenny who tried to stand, but the teat cups gripped her tightly when the plastic tubes reached the limit of their extension and she dropped back with a squeal to catch the opposite rail in her cuffed hands.

“You’ve not tied her cuffs,” said Ruth accusingly. “Your father was insistent that she should be secured while she’s milked.”

“That’s not necessary.”

“Of course it is. She could turn and hit you with something just as she turned on me. You’ve got the keys in your pocket, haven’t you? And then what would stop her just pulling the cups from her tits and walking off?”

“She wouldn’t do that.”

“She did it before, although I have to admit she’s just as likely to try to seduce you now. Just look at her… She’s only got one thing on her mind at the moment and that’s your cock. The proof is right here in front of your eyes.”

Jenny was trying to shake her head and peer over her shoulder at the same time, but with the cage locked over her head, it wasn’t really possible. Eli drew his eyes away from the plaintive look on her face and instead peered at her vulva made protuberant between her thighs by the angle of her torso. Her labia were dark and engorged with the delicate ruched fringes of her minoral lips escaping the fatter folds of her outer labia. There was no disputing the fact that she was glistening with her own lubricious secretions.

Ruth’s expression darkened as her gaze switched between Jenny’s exposed hips and Eli’s plaintive countenance. “You're as bad as she is, aren’t you? You're not the concerned citizen trying to protect the poor, innocent victim; you just want time to work your way into here,” and she slipped her thumb easily into Jenny to grip her pubic bone. Her tormented captive jumped and tried to rise again, but Ruth’s grip made that almost impossible and when she slapped a cheek of her bottom hard with her free hand, Jenny dropped back to the bar again. “Or perhaps here…” and she withdrew her slippery thumb only to touch it against the crinkled flower of Jenny’s anal sphincter, but Eli stepped up to her and placed his hand over Ruth’s.

“Leave her be… Ruth, you're being unreasonable. You know it’s you that I love and have done since we were children. I only met this girl yesterday and feel sorry for her; that’s all.”

“Then tell your father that you want to marry me.”

“I will, but give me time to try and help Jenny. We owe it to her; none of this is her fault.”

He wrapped his arm around Ruth’s waist to draw her closer and she responded by enfolding both of hers around his neck.

“Do you really mean that? That you still want to marry me?”

“Of course I do. She’s just an innocent who’s been swept up in father’s outdated ideas.”

Ruth laughed. “Outdated as in two centuries ago…”

“Exactly. That and the ideas he gets from the Bible. I just need to find some middle path that can satisfy everyone.”

“You're a good man, Eli, but you can't do anything for her. Ben will take her and she’ll be well looked after; we can all see to that.” Ruth’s voice was now sweet and syrupy as she stroked the hair on the back of Eli’s head. She stretched her neck to reach his lips and kissed his mouth.

“You can't help her… Let it go. You're just delaying the inevitable.”

Eli kissed her again and then looked down at Jenny. “She’s just finishing. I’ll take her up to her room and then come and find you at Yr Olchfa.”

“I’ll be waiting.” Ruth planted a quick kiss on his cheek and then relinquished her prize. “I’ll find us some beers…” Then she gave Jenny a final look. “I’ll admit, she does have a pretty arse.”

“She does that… Smells nice too,” said Luke with his finger to his nose.

With Ruth gone, Eli pulled Jenny’s skirt back over her hips and then turned off and detached the teat cups. Jenny struggled to stand erect and leant against the rail to steady herself. There were tears in her corners of her eyes. “I need to lock your hands,” he said quietly and she held them at her waist. “I'm sorry about that.” Jenny nodded and Eli detached the chain to take her back to the house.

Back in her room, he locked her to the wall and then went back to the kitchen to collect a drink for her. When he returned, he was also carrying a small radio, a selection of fashion, home and travel magazines, and three novels.

“I got you these to help you through the days,” he said and showed her the items. “I've ordered more parts for the milker too so that it’s more comfortable for you and we can collect your milk for the babes.”

Once he’d removed her oral plug and she’d relieved the stiffness in her jaw, she thanked him and he apologised again for Ruth. “She has a temper like her father,” he explained by way of an excuse.

“Your father’s brother…”

Eli nodded as if that explained a lot.

“You're going to marry Ruth then?”

“I don’t see I have much choice, but I’ll delay it as long as possible.”

“In case Ben finds someone else…” added Jenny and Eli smiled unconvincingly; the chance of that happening seemed desperately remote. “Have you asked your father about my head cage? You could tell him that I’ve promised not to say anything irreverent again.”

“I've spoken to him about it… He says it’s not there to stop you blaspheming; it’s there as punishment for the last time you did it and he doesn’t think you’ve been punished enough yet. I’ll ask him again tomorrow. He may reconsider now he thinks you may be my wife.”

“It would be nice to be able to use my hands more too,” and she looked down at her hands locked to the belt at her waist. He could see tears developing in her eyes again as she considered her present and future prospects, and he hurried offered to turn on the radio for her. She forced a smile.

He placed it close to her on the chair, but doubted that she’d be able to operate it so encumbered. “What channel would you like?”

Instead of answering him, she said: “People will be looking for me, you know.”

“I don’t doubt it, but I wouldn’t hold out much hope if I was you; we’re pretty remote up here.” He looked at her. “Here… You’d best drink this water. I’ve got to go; Ruth will be wondering what’s keeping me.”

“Of course. You don’t want to upset her.”

Eli was unsure whether Jenny was being sarcastic; her tone sounded sincere. He held up the glass and she drank a long draft, and as she drank, he couldn’t help noticing her nipples looked even longer than before.

“Are you cold? Would you like a blanket around your shoulders?”

Jenny looked at herself too and shook her head. “No, I’m fine thanks. Just put that plug in my mouth and go and see your fiancée.”

Now he was sure she was being sarcastic. “Martha’s going to do the next three sessions, so I’ll see you at ten tomorrow morning.”

Jenny nodded and opened her mouth to accept the oral plug. Eli locked it in place and then, to Jenny’s astonishment, bent forward to plant a kiss on her forehead between the bars of the cage.


Chapter 7     
A Kiss

Martha offered no surprises. She fed Jenny at seven and took her across the yard to the milking shed promptly at ten, appearing in her nightdress and dressing gown. She wrapped a blanket around Jenny’s shoulders and left it covering her while she was milked, but tied the link of her cuffs to the bar for the occasion. Upon their return, she allowed Jenny to use the bathroom before tucking her up in bed, the whole session being conducted with barely a word said.

The same thing happened at two that morning, with the wind whistling through the branches and Martha barely awake.

At six, Martha was wide awake and brought Jenny a cup of tea before they crossed to the milking shed. It was followed afterwards by a cooked breakfast of ham and eggs in bed and she left Jenny with her new radio playing inane jingles, pop tunes, and adverts for loans from a local radio station. Jenny’s mouth was once more securely plugged.

She was pleased to see Eli enter the room just before ten and he seemed pleased to see her.

“I've got those parts for the milker,” he said as he unlocked the chain from the wall staple. “Now we’ll be able to give Rachel milk to help her out with Tabitha. She’s been struggling to feed her and she’s worried the babe’s not putting on weight as she should. If there’s any left over, Lydia’s twins can share it. They're both weened, but it’ll be good for them.”

Jenny slipped from the bed and he saw straight away that Martha had given her another clean skirt from her case, this one a tight, dark blue pencil skirt that was a little longer than the others. Jenny used to wear it to the more important committee meetings because she felt it was more dignified. It also complemented the shoes she wore, the only pair now available to her. Mud and dust had dulled the leather and the heels were most inappropriate for wearing in a farmyard, but she had little choice in the matter and, anyway, the effect was spoilt by the heavy chains locked about her ankles.

She looked at Eli and made a short grunting sound.

“I'm sorry, not yet. I told him it was making communication difficult and his answer was: That’s what it’s supposed to do.”

It was a blow for Jenny, but not altogether unexpected. She followed Eli down the stairs and across the yard to stand next to the stall while he locked the chain and then he showed her the new teat cups he’d bought.

“I had to order them because they're so unusual. They're the smallest size they make and they're intended for pigmy goats.”

He held one up next to her breast. “They're still too big, but at least they should be more comfortable than the others and probably more effective too.”

Jenny stared at the little plastic funnel with its internal diaphragm and the push-fit connections for twin polythene tubes. Both tubes controlled the pressures within the cup, but the one on its tip also doubled as a collector for the milk. It was quite unlike any of the funnels she’d seen on human breast pumps.

Eli wasn’t saying anything; he was just looking at her and she realised he was waiting for her to lean over the stall so that he could connect her. She did as he expected, folding at the waist and stretching her arms to grip the opposite rail. Her tight skirt now strained to contain her hips and, although the skirt’s hem almost reached her knees at the front, the vent at the back rose up the backs of her thighs to disclose dark, secret shadows. He walked round in front of her and looped the cord over the chain link of her cuffs.

“I'm sorry. Ruth told father I’d neglected to tie your hands to the rail and he made me promise to be more thorough.”

He wrapped the cords over the top rail and tied them to the one beneath, well beyond her reach. Then he spent a few minutes fitting the new teat cups and a small glass collecting bottle to the pump before turning his attention back to Jenny and the washing of her teats. Once more, he was meticulous. She knew she was already wet between her legs and he was just adding to it; God, was he ever…

The feel of the damp cloth rubbing her, stroking her so that her breasts swung below her chest and her nipples began to tingle, was intoxicating. And then he dispensed with the pretence of the cloth altogether and it was his hand that was kneading her, sensing her malleability and manipulating her so that she was swinging randomly, one tit slapping into the other, hefted, squeezed and crushed against her ribs like a pancake. Then he was pinching her puffy areolae, one after the other, and rolling her long teats between thumb and fingers before giving them gentle little tugs. Jenny was moaning quietly and her breathing was fast as both tits began to leak milk. Beside her, Eli’s breathing was similarly affected.

Suddenly he stopped. “Oh God… I'm so sorry. I've never seen breasts like yours; they're… they're beautiful…”

Quickly, he turned and flicked on the pump and then held the new cups up to her nipples. She shrieked when they gripped and her nipples were drawn deep into the smaller bores before being crushed to discharge their milk. It was plain from the very first pulse that the inner chamber was better aligned with her nipple because instead of pinching its tip, the diaphragm gripped its shaft to squeeze out the milk.

Its effect on her areolae was different too. The larger cups tried to draw the puffy bulbs behind her nipples into their larger bores, but these new cups pressed them against the flare of the funnels to squeeze out the milk that had collected there.

Jenny dropped her head to watch transfixed as the cups bounced in time with the clicking of the pump, alternating between sides to send waves of flesh rolling up and down each breast and strong jets of milk filling the thin tubes leading to the glass collecting bottle.

Eli was crouching beside her and she looked at him with the fat plug forcing her lips to form a perfect ‘O’ around its base and suggest an expression of astonishment, but her wide eyes confirmed the impression didn’t lie.

They watched each other for the entire fifteen minutes, after which Eli turned off the machine. In the silence that followed, he laid an arm across her bare shoulders, planted a delicate kiss on her forehead, and murmured, “Well done.”

Just for an instant, she wanted more… She wanted to feel his lips against hers, to explore his mouth with her tongue, and for the thousandth time, she cursed the cage that denied her so much. When he freed her from the rail and she stood, she felt like lifting her cuffed hands over his head to draw him to her, but instead, he clipped them to her belt.

He held up the glass bottle. It contained about half a teacup of milk and jenny wasn’t impressed, but Eli looked pleased.

“This is a good start. The more you're milked, the bigger the yield. It’s important not to allow you to become full, but to keep up with frequent sessions. That way, your body is always trying to make more. It’s the same with goats and cattle.”

She looked at the glass bottle and then at Eli, and cynically thought how lucky she was that her captor knew so much about milking women…

*

Back in her bedroom, Eli had brought her a cup of tea and unlocked her oral plug to slide it from her mouth. She was sitting up in bed with her hands locked in her lap and the bedcover pulled up over her legs and he sat on the edge of the bed beside her, his body twisted towards her.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

The emotional burst of affection occasioned by the extreme milking had faded, but there was no animosity between her and Eli; she knew he was doing his best for her under difficult circumstances. He was kind and gentle, and she’d seen the pain in his eyes when he’d witnessed some of the indignities that had been foisted upon her.

“I feel alright… I’m not sore if that’s what you're asking.”

“I thought I might have offended you in the milking shed when I… when I washed your breasts.”

She smiled. “Is that what you call it?”

He smiled too and held up the teacup for her to take a sip.

“I’ll take your first milk contribution to Rachel this morning. She’s been worrying about the babe and will be pleased.”

“Perhaps you ought to try Rachel out with the goat milker. I'm sure that would increase her milk production.”

Eli laughed. “I don’t think my cousin would be very impressed by that idea.”

“How’s Ruth?”

“She’s fine.”

“Does she realise her fiancé is obsessed with his slave girl’s tits?”

“You're not a slave.”

“Then what else would you call me?”

“Well, then his slave girl shouldn’t flaunt such spectacular specimens.”

“She doesn’t have a lot of say in the matter.”

Eli carefully put down the cup… “Do you think she’d be very upset if I touched them again?”

“I can’t stop you,” said Jenny reverting to the 1st person.

“I want to know if she’d mind.”

This was it… This was crunch time. Up to now, everything that had happened had been beyond her control; now here was Eli asking her permission to touch her breasts. If she said yes, did she become complicit in her own assault and imprisonment even though she was physically unable to stop him?

She closed her eyes so she didn’t witness her own betrayal.

“If you want to, then do it,” she whispered.

Eli leaned forward and placed a hand on each breast. Jenny caught her breath and lay still with her back against the headboard and her eyes still closed. Then she felt his lips touch hers. She didn’t move and his mouth stroked against hers; his touch like a feather. The tenderness, however, didn’t extend to his hands which now closed around her breasts to grip her tightly and extrude both nipples into long, hard points before crushing them under his thumbs. She gave an involuntary moan and when his lips stopped moving against hers, she opened to admit him and their tongues touched.

Jenny would have liked to touch him with her hands, but he was just a little too far. It didn’t matter; he was holding her, gripping her by her tits to press her against the headboard of the bed and tease her with his tongue.

They kissed for what seemed an age, the eroticism of the moment sapping her will and turning all her vengeful thoughts into mush. When they broke apart, she was breathless and disorientated, but soon gained focus when she looked down with amusement to see Eli’s hands rhythmically squeezing her like the soporific beating of a jellyfish.

He smiled and sat upright. “Could I interest my slave girl in another sip of tea?”

Before she could answer, the bedroom door opened and Ruth entered.

“Haven't you finished with her yet? You’ve been ages and you promised to take me to that new dress shop in Rhayader.”

“She’s just finishing her tea.”

“Well, hurry up and plug ‘er again. We need to go.”

Ruth stood in the doorway and watched while Jenny finished her drink and Eli refitted the plug in her mouth. Then, without another word, both left for their shopping excursion.


Chapter 8     
A Dinner Date

Jenny slipped out from beneath the covers to stand next to the bed. It was easy enough to do; climbing back onto the bed and pulling the blanket back into place would be more of a challenge, but she intended to sit in the chair for a while and listen to the radio. Her skirt was creased where it had been rucked up and folded under her legs, and she peered over her shoulder to see whether it was stained.

She couldn’t tell; the contortions involved were just too much and the mirror on the wall was too high to be of any use. Instead, she carefully inspected the sheet on the bed and, to her surprise, it looked clean.

She was surprised because she knew how wet she was when she’d slid into the bed and Eli had covered her, and, of course, she was wearing no underwear. She remembered Ruth discovering how wet she was when she was being milked. It seemed like weeks ago, but it was actually only a few days. Ruth had assumed that it was the milking that was exciting Jenny, and to a large extent it was, but that wasn’t the whole story.

It took Jenny a long time to work out what was happening, but eventually the light dawned. It wasn’t the physical stimulation of the teat cups that was the main source of her involuntary excitement, but the thought of her own vulnerability while naked and chained. She was actually reacting to the metal cuffs on her wrists and ankles that prevented her from being able to defend herself, the cage on her head and the oral plug that prohibited any verbal objection, and the overt invitation presented by her nudity: her bare breasts and her naked sex barely concealed by her short skirts.

She felt like she was being obliged to send a message out to the populace at large: here I am, see my naked body; come and touch me, I can't run away; fuck me, I can't stop you; I can't even complain…

It was the potential threat that was so intoxicating; the thought that anyone could do anything to her and it would not be her fault. She could accept no blame and, therefore, no guilt irrespective of the vicarious acts in which she might be forced to engage. As she walked across that yard with her ankles hobbled, her hands cuffed, and her breasts exposed, she felt threatened and vulnerable, and sexier than she’d ever felt before in her life. It came as a shock to her to discover that as far as her sex life goes, she’s an out-and-out submissive.

It explained a lot, but not everything. The milking machine did the rest. Forced lactation, especially whilst restrained and in a vulnerable state, can be demeaning, but it can also have an erotic attraction particularly to a submissive when using an agricultural milking machine.

Quite apart from the humiliation and consequential capitulation that the act induces, and the direct stimulation of her breasts and nipples to near orgasmic levels, Jenny was aware that lactation also induces the production of the hormone oxytocin. This hormone is produced in the brain and is called the ‘cuddle hormone’ because it encourages a bond to develop between a mother and her new born. Perhaps it’s no surprise that it’s also a hormone released during sexual orgasm to encourage a bond between sexual partners.

Was it so unsurprising that an industrial unit like the goat milker induces unnaturally high levels of this hormone? And was it possible that this hormone could account for the attraction Jenny felt for Eli? The fact that this attraction appeared to be mutual could be put down to pure chance.

What Jenny couldn’t explain was why, if that were so, was she only attracted to Eli? Was she denying a similar crush on Ruth? She thought not.

There was one other force in play that Jenny had heard of, but never thought it could affect her. It was called Stockhausen or Stockholm Syndrome. Psychologists have described it as a bond that develops between captor and captive when the captive initially feels threatened, but the captor replaces some of the threat with small kindnesses. A feeling of relief and gratitude can ensue and this, in turn, develops into affection.

Did Jenny feel gratitude towards Eli for buying her a radio? Of course, she did, but it would be a big step to translate that act into true affection.

Whatever the cause, her developing infatuation was real and she was more than conscious of it; the moisture secreted by the mouth of her vagina was an unmistakable tell. What she didn’t know was what she could do about it. Ruth had got her hooks into him and he didn’t seem strong enough to resist her.

The bedroom door opened and Martha entered to disturb her musings.

“Hello, dear. Ready for your two o'clock?”

She nodded assent and they left together.

“Eli isn’t back from town yet, but I expect he’ll be here for six.”

The session went well and Martha was left with another half-teacup of milk for Tabitha. Upon returning to the house, Jenny was led to the bathroom and then given another drink before Martha left her listening to the afternoon play on the radio.

Eli did appear shortly before six and was grinning from ear to ear as he held up a small bunch of keys.

“Father says I can remove the head cage and belt,” and he set about the locks straight away, unclipping first the link between hands and belt, then the oral plug followed by the entire head cage, and finally he unbuckled and removed the belt from her waist.

Jenny run her fingers through her hair and then laughed with relief. “My hair must look a mess.”

Eli, who’d never seen her without the cage, told her she looked lovely and offered her a bath after the milking session.

“There’s something else too. Father says that you should come down to the dining room and have dinner with us.”

Jenny stared at him with a shocked look on her face. This was totally unexpected and she didn’t know whether she was pleased or not. The prospect was a little daunting to say the least.

“He only wants to see you assimilated more into the family. He still thinks you could be my wife someday. Just act natural, but best to steer clear of religion.”

He unlocked her from the wall and then gave her a comb to run through her white hair before leading her to the milking shed. She knew she should be feeling anxious and aggrieved as he led her across the yard, but she couldn’t stop herself smiling.

Her new-found freedoms didn’t extend to dispensing with the cord that tied her cuffs to the railings, but she didn’t mind. And when it came to washing her breasts, she smiled and said nothing. Eli was in tender mode again and kneaded and manipulated with soft caresses that she knew would be contrary to the ministrations of the milking machine. By the time the teat cup snatched at her, she was already sopping wet with the milk dripping from her teats and from her sexual juices dribbling down her thighs.

Back in the house, he ran a bath for her, supplied soap, shampoo, and a bath towel, and then unlocked and removed the trailing chain still attached to her collar. She thanked him and then waited until he’d left the bath room and closed the door before she reached around her waist for the zip and allowed her skirt to drop to the floor.

“I’ll find you a clean skirt,” he called through the door. And then: “Dinner is in forty minutes, so don’t soak too long.”

She emerged twenty minutes later wrapped in a towel to find Eli holding a short, flared, red party skirt. “Is that the most appropriate one you could find?”

“It’s the one I liked best.”

“Well, I hope your father approves.”

They went back down the stairs together, Jenny bare-breasted and wearing the red skirt, and entered an old-fashioned dining room to find Martha laying the table for five, taking dinner plates from a tall Welsh dresser that spanned most of one wall. A wood fire burned in the hearth on the far side of the table despite the warm evening.

“You're using the best crockery tonight,” observed Eli.

“It’s a special occasion, isn’t it? How was your bath, dear? Was the water warm enough?”

“Yes thank you, it was very nice.”

“Your hair does look nice. Very pretty. My hair was long like yours once. I didn’t like you having to wear that horrid cage over it. I told Joshua. I said you shouldn’t be wearing that thing. Well, anyway, it’s gone now… I’ve lit a fire for tonight; didn’t want you to feel cold and these old rooms can feel a little chilly in the evenings. Dinner will be about ten minutes and you're sitting on that corner next to Eli, dear.”

“Thank you,” murmured Jenny.

“Joshua has already fixed a chain to that leg of the table for your collar and there’s a padlock next to your plate.”

Jenny glanced at Eli, but he only shrugged. She sat and he dutifully connected the chain, feeding it up between her cuffed arms so that it fell from the front of her collar between her bare breasts.

“Thank you,” she whispered, but her tone suggested she was not entirely grateful.

Eli wandered into the kitchen to help his mother, leaving Jenny alone to study the array of paintings and photographs decorating the walls, the paintings dark with age and the photographs faded by light.

After a few minutes, Ben appeared and took the place opposite Jenny. She nodded and said hello, but he didn’t respond and just sat looking at her.

“I like your titties,” he eventually announced.

“Thank you,” she murmured.

“Your nipples are very big.”

“Yes,” she said.

“And dark. Why are they so dark?”

“It’s because I’m lactating.” He looked blank. “My breasts are producing milk.”

“Is that why Eli is milking you like a goat?”

Jenny sighed. “Yes,” she said and wished she could crawl under the table.

Eli began carrying tureens of vegetables and depositing them in the centre of the table. Then he brought through a carafe of water and uncorked a bottle of red wine. Finally, Martha carried through a roast chicken on a metal tray and sat opposite Eli.

Reverend Davies was the last to take his seat and bowed his head.

“Oh Lord, we thank you for the food and wine that’s on our table.” Then he thanked the Lord for many other things and finished with: “And we thank you, Oh Lord, for sending us Jenny to provide milk from her breasts for our babies and to be a wife for my son. And we trust, Oh Lord, that she will be a true and dutiful wife, and honour and obey him as any dutiful wife should, and give birth to many strong sons and daughters. Amen.”

“Amen,” came the chorus.

The reverend picked up the carving knife and attacked the chicken while Eli poured out the wine for everyone but Jenny. “Best if you stick to water, what with the breast feeding and all.”

“Help Jenny by serving her food, Eli,” said Martha. “She won’t be able to manage with her hands together like that.”

*

Dinner progressed surprisingly well under the circumstances. Jenny had a little trouble carving up her meal and Eli had to do it for her, but the conversation was congenial enough except for Ben who kept relating all manner of subjects to Jenny’s ‘titties’.

Following the meal, reverend Davies stood and walked into the sitting room next door.

“We watch the news on the television now,” said Martha and gave Eli a key to the lock under the table. “Take Jenny through so she can watch with us,” and Eli crawled under the table to release the chain. They walked through the doorway into a small sitting room with an old leather settee and two armchairs arranged around a small but modern television and an open fireplace with another blazing log fire. Eli told Jenny to sit on the settee next to Ben and pulled the chain across the floor to lock it to the heavy, ornamental cast iron fender that surrounded the hearth of the fire.

Jenny sat and her short skirt rode up her thighs until it was barely fulfilling the function for which it was designed. The chain, too, was a little too short so that when she leaned back against the leather, it tightened and lifted her hands from her lap. Eli smiled at her, squashed onto the settee the other side of her from Ben, and placed his hand on her thigh. Ben told her again that he liked her titties and held the nearest one in his hand; Jenny pretended not to notice.

The news came on the television and all conversation ceased. There was an item about a train strike, a minor political scandal, and a big fire near Manchester. Then the screen cut back to a serious female announcer sitting behind a coloured desk: “A search is in progress for a missing person in Mid-Wales,” and a map showed the area east of Aberystwyth.

“Ooo, Mid-wales,” exclaimed Martha.

“Doctor Jenifer Adams went missing on Sunday evening driving between Aberystwyth and Brecon in her blue BMW. Doctor Adams has been involved in recent advances in military communications and is on the Governmental Advisory Board for Internet Security.”

A picture of Jenny filled the screen, but nobody acknowledged the fact.

“Search teams and helicopters have been out all through the day scouring the area, but there has been no reported sightings. A police spokesman has said that the authorities are now working on the assumption that Doctor Adams has been abducted for reasons unknown, but Adrian Middleman, the Minister for Communications, said that there is a possibility that her abduction is related her recent work.”

“I saw a helicopter earlier today,” said Martha.

“They won’t find ‘er; they're looking in the wrong place,” said the reverend.

“That was a picture of Jenny on the television,” said Ben.

Jenny didn’t say anything, but thought it best just to sit quietly.

*

All too soon, it was ten o'clock and Reverend Davies shifted in his chair to look at Jenny. “Time you were milked, young lady.”

“Shall I take her?” asked Martha.

“No, that’s alright. I’ll do it,” said Eli.

“Well, you make sure you cover her with a blanket. It can get chilly out in that shed at night. I’ll take her over at two and again at six if you do the rest of tomorrow,” and Martha, Ben, and the Reverend Davies all rose and went upstairs to bed.

“I thought that went very well,” said Eli.

“They’re looking for me now. They're bound to find me eventually.”

“I think that’s unlikely.”

“But if they do, what would happen to you?”

“And if they don’t, what’s going to happen to you?”


Chapter 9     
Teases and Regrets

Eli finished connecting Jenny and turned on the pump. She made her usual involuntary squeak as the pulsator started and then closed her eyes once the repeating cycle had been established, savouring the complicated signals that were hitting her brain. Beside her, Eli stood and looked down on her bare back. He’d draped a blanket over her when she first leaned over the rail, but she told him it was unnecessary.

She lifted her head to look at him, but it was easier to look at his groin rather than his face from her prone position and what she saw gave her pause for thought. The front of his jeans was bulging and looked strained.

“You look pleased to see me,” she said with mild amusement evident in her tone.

“You know I am.”

She stretched her neck over her arm, but her face was still some six inches short of its target. Now she did look up to catch sight of his grin. “You might help me out a little here.”

He moved five inches closer and she stretched her neck again, this time nuzzling the front of his jeans. He moved again so that he was standing against her arm and her nuzzling had more effect.

“Do you really think this is a good idea?” he asked after a few moments. “It’s only just after ten; anyone could come in. Ruth knows your milking times and could decide to pay us a visit.”

“You're fully clothed; we’re doing nothing wrong.”

“She may not see it that way,” and he stepped away.

“You're nothing but a big tease.”

“And you're pushing against dangerous doors. You know how conservative my father is.”

“Is he really? He forced me to sit topless in front of him all through dinner and didn’t seem too offended by the length of my skirt.”

“He’s old-school religion. The Bible was written when loin clothes were de rigeur and women’s breasts were nothing to write home about. Now, if you didn’t wear a hat to church, he may have something to say.”

Jenny looked down between her stretched arms at the polythene tubes bobbing below her as the pump pulsed and sank into silence. What was she thinking? Had she just invited him to partake in a ‘blow job’? He was almost as much to blame for her present situation as his parents; he could and certainly should just allow her to return to her own world, but he won’t because it would disrespect his father and put the families at risk. What about her? Wasn't she being disrespected?

“Eli, I don’t know how much longer I can stand this. I feel like I don’t know who I am anymore. It’s like all this is just a dream and I keep expecting to wake up.”

“Do you want to wake up?”

It seemed a silly question until she thought about it, then she wasn’t so sure. Eli was crouching beside her and his expression as he gazed at her face was both apprehensive and intense.

“You could take me away from here… We could leave together.”

He smiled and his face relaxed, but the sadness remained. “How could I? These are all my family; my life is here.”

She relapsed into silence again and he placed a conciliatory hand on her shoulder. “You don’t know what you're doing to me,” she murmured. “I've never felt this intensity of feeling before.”

“Do you want to marry me?”

Another long silence. She couldn’t imagine a stranger way to propose or, indeed, a more taxing time to consider such a proposal.

“I don’t know… I don’t know whether it’s real. It might be just a passing phase brought on by unfamiliar hormones.”

Eli gave a long sigh. “Do you think I'm immune too? This isn't easy for either of us. Just give me a little more time to sort things out.”

“I don’t have any choice, do I? It’s not as if I could just walk out on you. My life was simple before I came here. I had an important job and people respected me. Now that respect is gone, but its place has been taken by something equally as compelling, only I now have no control over it. Do you realise how frustrating that is?”

“And do you realise how much you’ve upset my life? I was ready to marry Ruth and everything was going to be so easy.”

“You tell me and Ruth you still are going to marry her. It’s only your parents you’ve misled.”

“It’s what I should do?”

“Marry your cousin? You do realise you share the same grandmother?”

“Of course I do, and what of it? There’s no shame in that. We have common aims in life; common interests.”

“Common genes…”

“You know, you should get on well with my father. He’s obsessed with introducing fresh stock to the herd. That’s how you come to be here.”

“As fresh stock…”

“Of course.”

“Well, he got that right. I feel like stock,” and she dropped her head again to look at the twin milking cups bouncing on her teats. “I’m nothing here but a farm animal that’s milked every four hours.”

“Jenny… You know you're much more than that to me.”

“And when you marry Ruth, what then? What could I be for you then?”

Eli didn’t have an answer to that question and little more was said until he took her back to the house. He gave her time in the bathroom and then secured her in her bedroom with a drink of water and a promise that all their problems would soon be resolved, but Jenny went to sleep unconvinced. There was no easy solution.

The next time she saw him was early the next morning. Martha had managed her through both the two and the six o'clock morning sessions, and then, instead of taking her back up to the bedroom, had taken her to kitchen to help prepare breakfast. She and Martha had shared an early pot of tea together before cooking eggs and bacon for all. It was well past seven before the rest of the house stirred and Martha led her to her chair at the dining table, transferring her chain from the handrail of the Aga to the leg of the heavy dining table.

Eli was surprised to see her grinning at him as he sat down beside her.

“Good morning, sleepy head. Martha and I have been up hours.”

“Good morning to you too. Did you sleep well?”

“There was a small disturbance about two, but apart from that, very comfortably, thank you.”

“She ought to have something warm to put on, but she can't wear anything with sleeves,” and Martha looked at Reverend Davies. He gave a gruff, non-committal grunt, but no comment and certainly nothing about cutting the handcuffs from her wrists. “I thought some sort of cloak. It’s a pity you don’t have any halter neck tops or dresses. They would work.”

Jenny’s eyes suddenly gleamed brightly. “Eli could buy me some.”

“We don’t have money to fritter away like that,” said Davies.

“I have money. I could buy my own.”

“And where is all your money?” asked the reverend.

Jenny was suddenly deflated. It was all in the bank; thousands of pounds that she couldn’t access without her bank card disclosing her whereabouts.

“I could alter some of your existing clothes,” suggested Martha. “It shouldn’t be too difficult.”

“Would you. I’d be so grateful.”

“We’ll go and sort through your clothes to find something suitable after breakfast.”

*

What they decided on was a short, black dress with a high neck that made a feature out of a big chromed zip that went up the front from hem to neck with an unnecessarily large ring-pull on the zipper. It was chosen specifically because of this zip. Martha thought that Jenny could unzip it easily to her waist to allow access for the teat cups without disturbing the new fastenings that she was going to add behind the neck.

“It’s one of my favourite dresses,” said Jenny. “It’s very flattering because it’s quite a tight fit.”

Martha grinned. “And very teasing,” she said. Jenny knew exactly what she meant, but didn’t expect her to say it. “I used to have a white one in the seventies just like it; it used to drive the boys mad.”

Jenny stared at her with fresh eyes, realising for the first time that this frumpy, middle-aged woman was once a teenager with an agenda that included short dresses and ring-pull zippers.

“How did you meet Reverend Davies?”

“He wasn’t a reverend then. It was at a pop festival in Cardiff. I’d had a little too much to drink and he helped me back to my tent. I don’t remember too much about it, but it was the era of free-love and I was young and free…”

‘And drunk,’ thought Jenny, but didn’t say so.

“I became pregnant and Joshua said he’d do the right thing, so we married.”

“Is that when you had Ben?”

“No. Ben came later. I had a miscarriage shortly after the wedding. The baby was not to be, but I got a new husband.”

“And then along came Ben?”

Martha went very quiet. Eventually, she said, “Ben was a mistake that I'm still paying for. I don’t want to talk about it; Joshua gets very upset, but he’s been a good father to Ben.”

They sat in silence for a few minutes aimlessly turning over more clothes and then Martha asked, “How old are you, dear?”

“Twenty-six.”

“You don’t look that old. You should start you own family soon; Eli will make a good father.”

“Eli hasn’t agreed to marry me yet. Ruth still wants him to marry her.”

“Oh, Joshua won’t let Eli marry Ruth… They're related you know.”

“I know that, but they're only cousins.”

Martha didn’t answer, but looked so shocked that Jenny decided not to pursue the matter. It was then that they heard the front door sound and Eli called out Jenny’s name.

“Oh!” exclaimed Martha. “It’s ten o'clock already. It’s your milking time.”

“We’re up here,” called out Jenny and Eli came galloping up the stairs. He was looking particularly pleased with himself.

“Ready?” he asked and Jenny nodded.

In the milking shed, he watched as Jenny spread herself over the stall and then lashed her wrist cuffs to the rail before squatting beside her and tickling her teats with his palm. She giggled and squirmed and he rested his chin on her arm for a kiss.

“So, what are you looking so happy about?”

“Luke has taken Ruth into Rhayader to get her hair done and father has gone up to the high pasture to check on the sheep and won’t be back until late afternoon.”

He let that information sink in and then, before she could say anything, he sealed her mouth with another kiss while his hand closed under her hanging tit to squeeze.

“Does this mean you're going to stop teasing me?”

“Nope. It just means we don’t have to worry about kissing.”

“You know what I’d like.”

“You’d like your tits milked,” and he reached behind him for the teat cups and flicked on the pump.

“You're a cruel man, Eli.”

He smiled and lifted the cups so they snatched at her nipples.

“Oh God… Do you have to look so happy when you do that?”

“It’s ‘cos I know you like it.”

“You know… You know what else I’d like…”

“And you're not going to get it. You know what my father thinks about unmarried sex.”

“But you said it yourself…”

Eli waited, but it appeared that Jenny’s concentration was entirely directed towards breathing.

“What did I say?”

“Oh my God… I can't think straight when this thing’s pumping me… You said that neither Ruth nor the reverend were here… We’re by ourselves… Anyway, you misunderstand me. I’m not asking you to, you know… actually fuck me... That’s not what I had in mind. I want…”

Eli waited. She closed her eyes and shook her body, but the bouncing cups hanging from her chest, although swinging wildly beneath her, were entirely unaffected in terms of function or efficiency.

“God, Eli… You don’t know what this thing’s doing to me…”

“Of course I do; it’s milking you.”

Jenny just groaned at his attempt at humour. Several possible scenarios flitted through her mind at this point, some where she was the main instigator and others where she was merely the passive recipient, but she found she could no more put her fantasies into words than she could move to encourage them. In her head, a voice was telling her to slow down, be cool and aloof; that she was a scientific doctor with a career and a reputation; that she was, after all, the kidnapped victim in this little farce and however much her libido was soaring through mists of hormonal fog, this preposterous fairy tale couldn’t go on indefinitely.

Eli walked to the door of the shed and peered out. The yard was empty; there was nobody in sight. When he turned back to Jenny, he told himself it was to steal another kiss secure in the knowledge that they were unobserved, but he stopped. She was still wearing the red skirt he’d chosen for her the night before, but now it was completely defeated by her pose. The short hem was draped down the front of her thighs, but she was showing him her pubis, wide and devoid of hair, and the front part of her vulva with dark, engorged outer labia and protuberant inner, ruched and wet with anticipation.

As he looked, she groaned and squirmed, one cheek rising and the tubes to her tits swinging left, and then her weight was transferred to her opposite leg and the hem of her skirt flicked right, briefly disclosing the rest of her secrets.

He moved closer and rested a hand on her hip. Jenny gave a long sigh and dropped her belly to tilt her hips, but then was still, waiting expectantly for his next move. He had an almost overwhelming desire to touch; to explore the hard bud of her clitoris and feel his fingers slide into her warm, welcoming tunnel. He imagined her dancing on his fingers with screams of joy as she sought to prolong the ecstasy and then with cries of consternation as she tried to mitigate the over-stimulation, but in truth she could do neither; the power would be all his.

“Eli…” she whispered, but still he hesitated. “Oh God, Eli…”

Then he was beside her, crouching with his face close to hers. She kissed his, but there were tears in her eyes.

“It’s Ruth, isn’t it? She’s stopping you.”

“You're milked dry. We should get back.”

He turned off the machine and pulled the cups from her nipples. They were red and extended, wet with milk, and white drops clung to their tips. He picked up the cloth and wiped her again. He was able to detect a small change in weight and malleability, but their magnetic attraction was undiminished.

*

It was twenty minutes past ten when they walked back across the yard towards the house and he told her he had to go out; there were animals to feed.

“Martha needs to go out too. She’s promised Lydia that she’d watch the twins while Lydia meets her friends for lunch. I can leave you in the sitting room if you’d like to watch the television, or you can go up to your room.”

“Umm… Let me see…” Jenny pretended to consider her options. “Chained to the hearth in the sitting room or to the wall in the bedroom…”

“Jenny, I can't just leave you…”

“Bedroom, please,” she said decisively to curtail his excuses and then followed Eli up the stairs. He did what was expected and locked the chain to the wall. “Do I at least get a kiss before you leave?”

He smiled and stepped close to wrap his arms about her back. She stretched up on tiptoe to drop her linked arms over his head and then sealed her lips against his, touched his tongue to hers, and moaned quietly as their bodies writhed gently against each other.

“You father would be proud of you,” she said once they'd broken apart.

“Thank you,” he responded, refusing to rise to the bait. “Have you got everything you want?”

She nodded and he left, leaving her struggling to understand the man and why he didn’t take what he obviously desired and what she was prepared to give. She kicked off her shoes and sat on the bed with her bare feet on the sheet, thinking about Eli. The hobble chain looked massive compared with her thin ankles. A few moments later, she scooted down the mattress, pushing the chain lower and pulling the blanket up to her waist. She closed her eyes and the fingers of her right hand slipped between the slippery folds of her vaginal cleft.


Chapter 10    
A New Dress

The old Landrover wound its way up the rough drive on its way to Yr Olchfa Farm, but stopped as it traversed the yard at Bryndu.

“Hello, Ben. Where is everyone?”

“Mother is at Cuddfan looking after the twins, father is on the hill, Eli is feeding sheep, and Jenny is in her bedroom. I don’t know where anyone else is. I like your hair.”

“Thank you, Ben” said Ruth. “I’ll get out here and see you later,” she said to Luke and climbed out. Luke drove off, bouncing along the field track to the next farm and Ruth walked towards the house with Ben.

“What have you been doing today?”

“Just looking at things. I looked at the chickens first and then I looked at the sheep.”

“That’s good. When did Eli start feeding sheep?”

“He went at thirty-one minutes past ten.”

She smiled at Ben’s accuracy and did a quick calculation in her head. It was half eleven now and he should be back soon. What’s more important is that he didn’t seem to waste any time with Jenny after milking her.

“I'm going to talk to Jenny now. Would you like to make two cups of tea for us?”

“O-kay,” said Ben happily.

*

“Good morning.”

“Good morning,” replied Jenny perhaps a little nervously.

“Still locked to the wall then.”

“Is that meant to be amusing?”

“No… I just heard that Reverend Davies has been allowing you to mix with the family and I expected to find you downstairs.”

“And yet here I am…”

“Eli also tells me that Martha is making special clothes for you so we don’t have to look at your tits all the time, but I see that hasn’t happened yet either.”

“Being half-naked was never my first choice.”

“Nor chained up like that I suppose, but you only have yourself to blame for that. Do you know where Eli is?”

Jenny shook her head. Ruth knew exactly where he was; she just wondered if Jenny did. Ben came bustling in carrying two cups of tea and placed them on the chest next to the bed.

“Do you like Ruth’s hair? She’s just been to the hairdressers; I think it looks nice.”

Jenny looked again at Ruth’s hair hanging in lazy ringlets over her shoulders instead of tied in its more usual ponytail.

“Yes, it looks very nice.”

Ben grinned, pleased that his observation had been endorsed. “I think your titties look nice too,” he added. “Do you think Jenny’s titties are nice, Ruth?”

“I do, Ben. They are very, umm, squeezable. Do you like squeezing them, Ben?”

Jenny gave her a look that could sear rock, but Ben took the question in his stride.

“I was holding one while we watched television and it was very nice, but I wasn’t squeezing very hard.”

“Well, maybe if…”

“I think I'd rather a change of subject, if you don’t mind,” interjected Jenny.

Ruth just grinned. “What about her cunny, Ben?”

“Ruth…”

“I've never touched her there.”

“Well, that’s something to look forward to.” And then, when Jenny snatched at her bedcovers, Ruth relented. “Don’t get your knickers in a twist; I’m only joshing,” followed a few seconds later by a burst of laughter: “I forgot; you're not wearing any.”

Ruth sipped her tea, but Jenny stayed still leaning against the headboard with the bedcovers pulled up to her neck.

“They tell me you were on tele last night. I didn’t see it myself, but it seems like the reverend’s little bridal sortie has caused quite a stir. Even had a government minister speculating on your disappearance.”

“You don’t realise what you’ve stirred up.”

“Oh, I think we do. They're worried that we’ve stolen you for military secrets, but they’ve no need to be. Here, you're just another empty vessel in which they can stick their cocks and grow babies to perpetuate the dynasty and, in your case, milk you to feed the existing ones. You're going to have to forget about the real world ‘cos it’s the seventeen-hundreds all over again. Get used to it, girlie.”

*

Ruth and Ben walked out into the sunshine, leaving Jenny sitting up in her bed ruminating on her change of circumstances.

“You like Jenny, don’t you?”

“She’s nice.”

“She’s very pretty, isn't she?”

Ben nodded readily in agreement.

“Would you like to marry her?”

Now he just giggled. “I can't do that; she’s going to marry Eli.”

“No she’s not. Eli’s going to marry me.”

“No…” said Ben emphatically. “I saw him kissing her in the milking shed and that means he’s going to marry her.”

Ruth stopped dead in her tracks causing Ben to turn in confusion. “When was this?”

“It was this morning when you were at the hairdressers. I was looking at the sheep and then I peeped through the boards at the back while he was milking her.”

“And they were kissing?”

Ben nodded.

“Were they doing anything else? Was he touching her?”

“He was rubbing her titties with a cloth before he plugged on the teat cups.”

“But he wasn’t touching her anywhere else.”

“No… just her titties.”

“And their kisses… Were they little kisses or long, passionate ones?”

Ben was by now getting bored with this line of questioning and couldn’t see the point. “I don’t know. They were just kisses like he gives you and Luke gives to Gail.”

Ruth was far from satisfied, but it was obvious that further interrogation would be pointless. So, Jenny and Eli are kissing; that wasn’t part of the agreement. The girl’s getting ideas above her station…

*

Martha set to work altering Jenny’s black dress as soon as she had free time, but it wasn’t finished in time for the evening meal. Consequently, it was a rerun of the previous days with the reverend studiously ignoring Jenny’s nakedness whilst Ben appeared transfixed and Martha spoke only of trivialities. Eli was there, sitting next to Jenny, but took little part in the conversation.

“You’ll get to meet the rest of the family tomorrow,” said Martha brightly and Jenny was immediately all ears. “It’s Tabitha’s first birthday and they’re having a barbecue to celebrate. The weather should be nice and sunny too.”

“Mother means that you're invited,” said Eli. “It’ll be at Rachel and Theo’s farm, Am-nawr, which is the next one over from Yr Olchfa. They live there with Betty, who’s Martha’s sister-in-law, and Tabitha, of course.”

Martha saw Jenny’s distressed expression and said, “Don’t worry, dear. I’ll have your dress finished by then so you'll have something nice to wear.”

“Thank you,” muttered Jenny quietly. “I’ll look forward to meeting everyone,” but she didn’t really mean it and couldn’t help giving Eli a wan smile. She turned back to Martha: “Will your brother be there?”

“You mean Betty’s husband Bert? Oh, he’s dead. He died over twenty years ago.”

Jenny couldn’t miss the anxious glance that Martha gave Reverend Davies, but the churchman said nothing and continued resolutely with his supper. “Eli will drive us all over after your ten o'clock session tomorrow morning because it’s much too far for you to walk.”

‘With my ankles chained together,’ thought Jenny, but said nothing.

After the meal, they all retired to the sitting room to watch the television and, as was now usual, Jenny sat on the settee between Eli and Ben. The news brought another brief appeal for witnesses to Jenny’s disappearance, but no-one passed any comment other than Ben who pointed at the screen delighted to see Jenny’s image once more.

Martha sat in her armchair sewing the entire evening with Jenny straining to see what she was doing, but other than realising that she’d already removed the sleeves, it was difficult to make sense of the odd shaped remnant of material that was left. As ten o'clock approached, Reverent Davies wished Jenny and Eli goodnight and led Martha and Ben up to bed; Eli unlocked Jenny from the hearth, wrapped a blanket about her shoulders, and took her out into the sultry night.

*

Eli rose at seven the following morning to find Jenny helping Martha prepare breakfast in the kitchen and she was wearing the black dress. She placed the plate of bacon she was holding on the kitchen table and grinned at Eli.

“It fits perfectly,” she exclaimed.

“Of course, it does,” said Martha. “I've only removed the sleeves and altered the top so you now have those wide straps buttoning at the shoulders. The dress is exactly the same shape as before.”

Jenny turned around to show Eli the back whilst holding the chain linking her to the Aga to stop it getting tangled.

“It looks good,” said Eli and Jenny turned back.

Martha was beaming. “We tried it out earlier and all you need to do is lower the zip at the front to fit the milking cups. It’s a little tight around the bust, but Jenny says it’s quite comfortable.”

“And look…” said Jenny pointing to a silver butterfly broach pinned to her left shoulder. “Martha gave it to me. She said it used to be her mother’s.”

“It was one of her favourites,” said Martha.

“I remember it. It looks very nice on you and goes well with the black dress; the silver matches the zip.”

Reverend Davies entered the kitchen then and looked at Jenny. “It'll keep you warmer,” was his only comment.

“It wouldn’t be necessary if you hadn't welded her wrists together,” said Martha.

“She knows why it was done.”

“And how long before you cut those shackles off her.”

Davies stared at Jenny for a long time before saying, “That can be my wedding present to her. I’ll remove them just before the ceremony.”

“And the ones on her ankles?”

He shrugged. “There should be no call to keep a wife in chains.”

Jenny looked at Eli, but he was not reacting at all. It was as if such talk was completely normal for him. For Jenny, the news was a mixed blessing. On the one hand, she knew she’d be free if she married Eli, but what if he married Ruth? Would she need to marry Ben to be free of the chains? She couldn’t do it. She couldn’t live with Ben in such close proximity to Eli however sweet Ben proved to be.

After breakfast, Martha took Jenny up to the bathroom for a shower and then, redressed, allowed her to style her hair using ancient curling tongs and to use her own make-up in preparation for the forthcoming birthday barbecue. At ten, Eli took her over to the shed with Martha overseeing proceedings like a mother hen and with Jenny spread over the stall, he hooked a finger through the chromed ring and pulled the zipper down to her waist to free her breasts. Access was tight, but not difficult and they grinned at each other, resisting the temptation to kiss in Martha’s presence.


Chapter 11    
The Birthday Barbecue

By ten-thirty, Jenny was sitting in the back of an old Landrover with Martha while Reverend Davies sat in the front passenger seat and Eli drove; Ben had apparently spent the morning at Am-nawr helping with the preparations. Jenny was smiling at Martha. She was happy because, at the last minute, the Reverend Davies had unexpectedly agreed a relaxation of her restraints. He’d been at pains to point out that it was only because this was a special occasion and there would be a lot of people present, but had then personally removed the tether chain from her collar. She still wore the collar with its old padlock hanging at her throat, but for the party, she would be free to roam instead of being tethered to one spot. Of course, in exchange for this concession, Jenny had to promise to remain in full view at all times, but she was more than willing comply; this was a big change of circumstance, a significant step towards normality.

They passed through Yr Olchfa, but the farm seemed deserted.

“They're probably already at Am-nawr,” said Martha. “It’s not often we get time off like this and I expect they’ll want to make the most of it.”

“There’s work to do with the sheep,” grumbled Reverend Davies. “They’ll soon need bringing down for dipping and the quad needs an oil change before we can start that.”

“We can do that later this afternoon, father. Let’s enjoy the barbecue.”

The reverend turned his face to the glass in a sulk and the old car bounced on down another field track a further half a mile. The yard of Am-nawr was like a fairground with streamers criss-crossing from the farmhouse to the outbuildings. Bordering the concrete yard on its right-hand side was a rough grass lawn where the barbecue grill was revealed to be a low brick structure. It was as yet unlit, but two young men were peering at it thoughtfully with glasses of beer in their hands. They were accompanied by four collies waiting patiently; they’d been to barbecues before.

“That’s Liam and Theo,” said Eli for Jenny’s benefit. “Theo is married to Rachel and is Tabitha’s dad, and Liam is Lydia’s husband with the twins. They’ve started on the beer already, I see.”

“They won't be any good for the rest of the day then,” moaned Davies.

“Father… Please try to enjoy yourself. Get a drink and help them light the barbecue; you know what happened last time.”

“They're both as useless as each other…”

Eli parked the Landrover behind a second similar vehicle and its occupants alighted, Jenny standing beside Eli and looking like she was en route to a nightclub with her heeled pumps and little black dress. She looked striking standing in the sunlight with her suntanned arms and long legs, and her face shrouded by her fringe of thick white hair; a young woman dressed to impress, but with the illusion compromised by the heavy steel fetters about her slight ankles.

A woman of similar age as Jenny, but a little taller with mousey coloured hair cut in a bob, approached them. She was dressed in yellow jeans and a floral smock top and held out a hand with a broad smile.

“You must be Jenny. I'm so pleased to meet you. I'm Rachel.”

Jenny smiled and offered both her hands linked together.

“Oh, I'm so sorry. I forgot,” said Rachel and took both of Jenny’s hands in hers in a two-handed grip. “I'm so thankful for the help you're giving me with Tabitha. I can see the improvement in her already. She’s such a tyke. Grandma’s got her at the minute over there,” and she pointed to a small group of people sitting in garden chairs in a semi-circle with several empty chairs making up the full circle around a low table. “You must come and meet everyone,” and she set off across the grass trailing Jenny’s hands in her wake and oblivious to the clicking of her hobble chain.

“Look everybody… This is Jenny.”

Jenny stood self-consciously smiling at five women and Ben as they returned her gaze from the comfort of their chairs.

“This is Betty and she’s my mum,” said Rachel. “And this little madam is Tabitha.”

Right on cue, Tabitha gave Jenny a big grin from the safety of her grandmother’s arms and offered the teddy she was holding. Jenny crouched down to accept the gift and then gave it back, with Tabitha grinning again with the successful transaction.

Betty was a little older than Martha with sun-dried skin that spoke of an outdoor life. “How are you settling in, dear? Joshua not bullying you too much, I hope.”

Jenny looked at the woman, disbelieving what she was hearing. Did these women not realise she’d been kidnapped? Could they not see the chains on her wrists and ankles?

“He’s letting her eat with them now,” said Ruth who was seated next to Betty. Jenny looked at her and Ruth gazed back, the corners of her mouth hinting at a smile that didn’t reach as far as her eyes. “One of the family now, aren’t you?”

“You know Ruth, of course,” continued Rachel for the benefit of the other women. “The lady next to her is Elsa who is Martha’s sister.”

Elsa looked like a younger version of Martha and Jenny put her about fifty. The family likeness was unmistakable, but Elsa wore more make-up and preferred more fashionable clothes, in this instance a light summer frock that displayed a modest cleavage and long, sun-bronzed legs.

“It’s nice to meet you,” she said and offered a salutation with her wine glass. “Eli’s a lucky man.” A quick glance at Ruth showed Jenny the comment didn’t go unnoticed. “I do love your dress and that broach is lovely too. I’ve seen it before, haven't I?

“I gave it to her,” said Martha from behind Jenny’s shoulder. “It was our mother’s. And the dress is like the ones we had when we went to that gig in Camarthen.”

“That’s right,” said Elsa. “Yours was white and mine was dark blue. God… was that a night.”

Martha looked back to see if the reverend had heard the irreligious exclamation, but he was still over by the Landrover.

Elsa, though, hadn't finished reminiscing: “That zip was going up and down all night like the proverbial yo-yo.”

“Mum…” cried the young woman sitting next to her and Elsa turned to her with a grin.

“This is my daughter Lydia and over there standing next to Theo is her husband Liam; he’s the one with the orange shirt. The twins are around here somewhere too.”

Jenny automatically looked about her for the missing infants, but there was no sign.

“Hi,” said Lydia from her seat next to Elsa. “I must thank you for the milk. I haven't used much of it yet because greedy little Tabitha has been guzzling most of it, but as soon as we get better organised, I’ll be giving the twins a little drink every morning. It’s so good for them what with all the antibodies and things in it.”

Jenny nodded in acknowledgement; the two mothers seemed genuinely grateful for the milk she was involuntarily donating.

Rachel resumed her role as host: “And this is Carol. She’s Ruth and Luke’s mother and Samuel’s wife. I’m not sure where Samuel is at present. He’s Joshua’s brother, of course.”

“He’s around here someplace. He was playing with the twins a few moments ago.”

On the end of the line was Ben who was gazing up at her with a silly grin on his face.

“Hello Ben…” said Jenny softly.

“Hello Jenny. I like your dress…”

“Thank you.”

Ben continued to smile at Jenny with an intensity that was making her feel uncomfortable until Rachel said: “And finally, there’s Gail,” and pointed to a young girl in her late teens who was struggling across the grass towards the barbecue carrying a large bag of charcoal. “She helps out around the farms, but lives at Yr Olchfa with Ruth and Luke.”

They watched as Gail dropped the bag next to Liam and Theo and then went back towards an outbuilding that was being used as a store.

“Come on; I’ll introduce you,” said Rachel and grabbed Jenny’s hand again. They caught up with Gail inside the storeroom.

“Hi… I'm Gail, Luke’s partner. You must be Jenny. I’ve heard all about you; about how you used to an expert on military communications and was on secret government committees.”

Her use of the past tense came as a jolt to Jenny, but she just smiled and said ‘hello’. Gail was small compared to Rachel, Ruth, and Lydia, just as Jenny was; short, dark hair crowning an elfin-like face with a cheeky smile. She was dressed in a t-shirt and short skirt incongruously matched with walking boots more suited to the agricultural terrain than Jenny’s inappropriate shoes.

“I'm a bit busy at the minute taking all this food over to the boys, but I’ll come and find you when I'm done.”

“Can I help?” asked Jenny, but Gail just looked at her metal cuffs with a pale smile.

“No, that’s alright. I can manage. It won't take me but a couple of minutes.”

Rachel and Jenny watched Gail pick up a box and set off towards the barbecue; Jenny noting that Rachel didn’t offer any assistance.

Jenny turned to Rachel with a question: “She said she was Luke’s partner, but they're not married, are they? I suppose that means that Samuel is much more liberal than his brother; the reverend would never allow that, would he.”

“All is not what it seems,” said Rachel. “Gail’s been here a long time now; about six years. Martha found her when she was barely thirteen living on the streets in Aberystwyth and Samuel brought her home to the farm, so she grew to maturity with Luke. When they were sixteen, they were inseparable. Everyone thought they’d marry and, yes… I suppose Samuel is a bit more liberal than his brother, but he was still uncomfortable. It was obvious that they were having a sexual relationship, but while they were notionally engaged, Samuel was prepared to accept the arrangement. Then Luke found himself another girlfriend at college.

“Gail was, of course, devastated. She was still madly in love with Luke and quite apart from the emotional wrench, the farm was now her home and she had nowhere else to go. Well, she stayed and even continued to sleep in Luke’s bed, but there were conditions: she had to promise to be chaste.”

Jenny smiled. “As if that was going to work…”

“Exactly. Joshua, in particular, was outraged and the brothers decided they needed more assurance than just promises. It wasn’t actually the idea of illicit sex that was upsetting the brothers; it was more the thought that Gail could get pregnant and bring a child into what was already a messed-up family. Well, the solution agreed upon was that Gail would have her hymen restored. Then, they told her, if he fucked her, she would have to leave the farm.”

“But that’s no good. How would they even know if her hymen’s then broken?”

“That’s Ruth’s job. She’s supposed to check every week or so, but I doubt she bothers.”

“Even if she finds it broken, it doesn’t mean they broke their promise. A girl can break her hymen in all sorts of ways. Even tripping over will sometimes do it.”

“Well, let me put it this way: if Gail thinks she can lose her virginity a second time, she’s in for a big disappointment. It’s going to take a medial operation to open her up again. Ruth’s friend actually conducted the op. Ruth says she’s a trainee nurse, but won’t tell anyone her name. She came over to the farm one evening and they did it under a local anaesthetic. Gail couldn’t feel anything and doesn’t know exactly what they did, but I do; Ruth told me. This pseudo-nurse made a small cut around the mouth of her vagina and sewed the raw sides together, leaving just a small hole for menstrual blood. Apparently, it’s so small you could hardly poke a matchstick through it, let alone a finger. The girl’s still got a vagina, but there’s no way she can access it.”

“That’s horrible… And she doesn’t even know.”

“She thinks she’s a virgin again and expects it to be just as easy the second time around. I agree it’s a bit cruel, but it solved all their problems. Gail’s happy because she still gets to sleep with Luke and she’s still got her clit to play with. No-one cares if she and Luke want to play oral or anal sex games; the important thing is that he can’t fuck her cunny and she can't get pregnant. The irony is that Luke broke up with this other girl soon after, but he doesn’t care; he’s got Gail who’s still in love with him even though she knows he doesn’t feel the same. It’s the best of all worlds for him: Gail’s happy to stay at home and keep his bed warm and he’s free to see other girls if he feels like it. Even Samuel’s happy because Gail works on the farm for nothing and also keeps house for them. She considers herself their housekeeper and the fact that she also gets to sleep with Luke is a big bonus for her.”

“Umm… I notice that she’s wearing a collar like me.”

“It’s not at all like yours. Hers is stainless-steel and much prettier with concealed fixings whilst yours is iron and is fixed with a padlock…” It wasn’t really the response Jenny was after, but Rachel just wandered away leaving Jenny to watch Gail unpack the food onto a side table next to the barbecue.

Gail returned to the storeroom, only to struggle back out with a pile of dinner plates and cutlery. Her final visit was with the empty cardboard boxes and to collect Jenny. “Come on; let’s go and join the others.”

Gail showed more empathy with Jenny’s restraints and they walked slowly side-by-side across the grass. “I'm sorry you’ve been pulled from your life to come here, but it’s really not so bad. When Mrs Davies found me living rough in Aberystwyth, she probably saved my life. I was taking all sorts of drugs and stealing to pay for them, but she must have seen more in me because she and Samuel brought me back here. Of course, I wasn’t at all happy about it at first: no drugs for a start and I kept trying to run away. That’s when they fixed a collar around my neck and a chain to the furniture. It’s not easy running when you're linked to a heavy dining table.”

Jenny stopped so that they could continue their conversation in private. “Don’t you still want to run away instead of being what amounts to a slave here?”

“Why should I run? I've got Luke here to look after me and they feed and house me. What more could I want?”

“A life… A husband and babies of your own; the opportunity get a proper education and see the world.”

“Maybe later. For now, I’m happy here.”

“Then why are you still wearing a collar?”

Gail grinned. “I've always worn a collar here. It’s just the way it is. If I’m with other people, like now, I'm left perfectly free, but if they have to leave me by myself, perhaps when they're all out or Luke is staying away a night, then they do lock me down. Originally, it was for my own protection so I couldn’t run away and return to living rough, but now I just wouldn’t do that. I suppose if you asked them, they'd say it’s so I can't run off with the family silver.”

“Do they have any family silver?”

Gail giggled. “They can't even afford to buy a tractor between the four farms.”

“Don’t you mind being chained?”

“It’s been six years now and it’s not as if it’s a great hardship. Actually, I don’t mind at all; it makes me feel valued, like a precious jewel they don’t want to lose. Usually, as I said, I'm as free as anyone. Anyway, I’ll let you into a secret: Luke is into bondage and likes me helpless.”

“So long as you steer clear of vaginal sex…”

Gail looked shocked. “How do you know that?”

“Rachel told me you made a promise to Samuel.”

“Well, it’s true. I had to promise to remain a virgin while I’m here and sleeping with Luke. It’s no big deal. I can still get all the orgasms I want and so can Luke.”

Jenny had obviously hit a raw nerve and Gail turned in a pout to set off towards the others, no longer waiting for Jenny.


Chapter 12    
A New Dress Removed

Jenny joined the circle, taking a chair between Eli and Gale. Ruth was now sitting on the other side of Eli and seemed particularly happy that morning. The conversation was light and good humoured, but revolved mainly around farming matters and Jenny became distracted.

She peered about; the old cottage nestled low in the landscape the other side of the yard, stark and weathered with white-washed walls and a dark slate roof as it sought to defy the harsh Welsh elements. A stone barn and animal shelter, similarly painted, bordered the far side of the yard with the rough lawn where they now sat delineated by a low, wooden railing designed to keep the animals off the grass. To the right was a small enclosure behind a chain link fence that housed two nanny goats and Jenny stared at the animals as they stood stock-still staring back at her. It was as if they knew…

A sudden commotion from the barn drew her attention and she watched the missing twins, a boy and a girl, come running out followed by, presumably, their grandfather Samuel. They paused briefly at the barbecue where Liam and Theo were still in attendance and then came running on to Lydia.

“And what have you two been doing, then?” she asked.

“We’ve been in hay,” said the boy.

“I can see that. You're covered in straw. I hope granddad is going to clean you up a bit.”

“They did that all themselves; nothing to do with me,” said Samuel arriving on the scene.

“This is Jenny,” said Lydia in case Samuel hadn't yet noticed. Jenny smiled up at him, but didn’t offer her cuffed hands or stand. Samuel didn’t return the smile, but did look at the heavy cuffs and links on her slim ankles.

“Joshua told me you injured Ruth and tried to run away.”

“I did,” she replied, holding his serious gaze.

Samuel made a harrumph-like sound and turned his attention back to his grandchildren.

“Can you blame her?” exclaimed Eli. “She’d just woken up to find herself chained to the wall… Of course, she tried to escape.”

“Well, all I can say is that she’s earned those chains.”

He sat solemnly beside Lydia and the small girl climbed onto his lap while her brother preferred to clamber onto Ben seated the other side of Lydia.

It was then that Tabitha began moaning and holding her arms out towards Rachel. “I’m going to have to feed her,” she said.

“Oh, would you like me to do it?” It was a genuine offer encouraged by the thanks she’d received from Rachel and Lydia, but it was met with stifled laughter.

“No thank you. I don’t think that would be very appropriate.”

‘Appropriate?’ Jenny just sat in silence, stunned by the response. How was her offer inappropriate? She glanced at Eli, but he just looked away in embarrassment.

“Use the sitting room. It’ll be nice and quiet,” said Lydia and Rachel scooped up Tabitha and set off towards the cottage.

“So, you must be Jenny,” said Liam suddenly breaking into Jenny’s train of thought. “I've heard a lot about you.” He, too, was shamelessly staring at her cuffed wrists and then at her bare, shackled legs, immodestly exposed as she sat in the chair until Lydia nudged him. “The food’s almost cooked if you’d like to come and help yourself,” he said.

“I’ll bring you some,” said Eli to save Jenny the embarrassment of juggling a plate and serving utensils and set off towards the barbecue.

Rachel returned after about half an hour, gave Tabitha to Betty, and helped herself to food. In a quiet moment a little later, she approached Jenny. “I hope you don’t think I was rude earlier when you offered to feed Tabitha, but I think it’s important that only her real mother does that.”

“No, I understand…” replied Jenny although really she didn’t.

“I'm grateful for your milk and I’ll continue to give it to her from a bottle, but I think it’s best all round that we just continue to milk you.”

“With a goat milker?”

“It’s the most effective method. Surely you must agree with us there?”

“It certainly is that,” said Jenny with a sigh.

At one o'clock, Jenny was at the barbecue tossing rubbish into a black bin bag. She noticed Reverend Davies in conversation with Eli beside the cars and, shortly afterwards, Eli sought her out.

“Are you going to be alright here? Father’s asked me to help him back at Bryndu for an hour or two. I’ll be back later to bring you home.”

“I’ll be fine. Your relatives seem nice.”

“It would be good to think so,” and then, after a brief pause, Eli neutralised his enigmatic remark with a grin, revealing it as his attempt at humour.

“Samuel’s a bit dour, much like your father in fact, and I've not really spoken to Theo yet, but the others are sociable and the children are delightful.”

“Well, enjoy yourself and I’ll see you later,” and he left with Reverend Davies in the second Landrover.

Jenny looked around. The food was almost all gone and several bottles of wine were empty, none of which she’d tasted. Most people were still seated in the circle, but Luke and Gail were talking quietly together next to the storeroom and Ben was playing football with the twins. She guiltily popped the last piece of charred lamb into her mouth and walked slowly back to rejoin the circle. Liam patted the chair beside him and she sat.

“I see you're still making news headlines… you must have been quite important, a big wheel in government.”

“I wasn’t in government. I'm a scientist. My job is to review the technology and advise, not to make policies.”

“Even so, they seem to miss you. And now here you are helping us. It makes your presence here even sweeter.”

“They're concerned that you might give away their secrets, aren’t they?” asked Rachel.

“I suppose.”

“Well, don’t worry; we don’t want to know any secrets.”

“Oh, don’t be so sure,” said Liam. “We could sell a couple and buy a tractor.”

The joke occasioned a round of laughter, but left Jenny feeling uncomfortable and she was pleased to see Gail now standing alone next beside storeroom and beckoning to her. She excused herself just as Elsa announced it was time for the twins’ afternoon nap and watched them being led away towards the cottage while she moved to speak to Gail.

“Luke has just suggested that he should give me hormones like you took to make me lactate.”

“What… No, don’t do it.”

“Why not? You did it.”

“I didn’t take them deliberately. My ex fed them to me without my knowledge.”

“Well, what’s it feel like? I've read that it can feel really good when you're lactating.”

“Yes, I suppose it does especially if you're naturally feeding your own baby, but in my case and probably in yours, it leaves you open to all sorts of abuse. I'm not milked voluntarily, you know. They even tie me in place before connecting the goat milker so I can't do anything to stop it.”

The revelation didn’t appear to have the effect that Jenny expected because Gail only grinned.

“But it will give me bigger tits and nipples, won't it, cos mine are a bit small?”

“Yes, it will do that, alright. But do you really want to be woken up in the middle of the night and early each morning?”

“I think it would make me feel like a real woman.”

Jenny thought about that and was tempted to tell her she was far from being a real woman with her vagina sewn closed, but decided it was probably not the best time or place.

“Anyway,” continued Gail. “I'm going to watch you being milked to see whether I want to do it too.”

“Oh! What time is it?”

“I don’t know; I don’t have a watch. I think it must be nearly two.”

Jenny looked towards the happy circle of revellers. Should she say anything about the time? Martha and Ruth were both still there, but it was not really her role to be responsible for her own milking. However, as she looked, so Ruth caught her eye and eased herself from her chair.

“Two o'clock,” she said as she approached.

“Are you going to drive me back to Bryndu? It’s too far for me to walk.”

“That’s not necessary. They have a similar pump here and Eli has left me with the miniature teat cups and your collecting bottle; we can just do it here. Everything’s ready for you.”

Ruth then walked on past Jenny and into the storeroom, emerging with a long length of thin cotton rope.

“Hold out your hands.”

“What? No… What are you doing?” and she looked over her shoulder to see if anyone was watching.

Ruth had slipped the end of the rope through Jenny’s linked arms and was pulling so that the two ends were together.

“Everyone wants to watch, so we’ve decided to do it outside because the milking shed’s so small.”

It was then that Jenny saw Luke pulling a handcart across the yard with a small milking pump on its base. Ruth tugged at the rope to pull Jenny across the lawn and Jenny’s automatic reaction was to struggle.

“Noo…”

“Everything alright over there?”

It was Samuel’s deep voice speaking and Ruth called back all was fine. “Luke’s helping me.”

Luke had parked the handcart next to the Landrover and was watching Ruth trying to pull Jenny across the lawn.

“The cattle prod’s on the front seat,” called out Ruth and Jenny went very still. A few moments thought and a glance around at all the faces peering in her direction soon convinced her that she had nothing to gain by struggling and she walked docilely across the grass behind her guide with Gail following behind.

Ruth led her to the railing alongside the vehicle and then nimbly climbed over the rail, something Jenny couldn’t do with her ankles hobbled. She passed the ends of the rope to Luke through the open window of the Landrover and he threaded them around the steering wheel, pulled them tighter so that Jenny was obliged to hold her hands out in front of her, and then tied them off with a simple half hitch.

Jenny could do nothing and watched aghast as the semi-inebriated partygoers all rose together to make their way slowly over to witness the spectacle.

“Ruth, please don’t make me do this.”

“Don’t be silly. They all want to see how it’s done. There’ll be no harm in it; they all know you're betrothed to Eli. Especially Ben, of course, because he saw you two kissing…”

Suddenly, everything was clear. Ruth had learned that she’d been kissing Eli and this was her revenge.

“Ruth… It didn’t mean anything.”

“Of course not and it doesn’t matter anyway; everything will sought itself out in the end and this is just the first step.”

By this time, the family was close enough to spread out in a semi-circle behind Jenny and she strained her neck to peer over her shoulders at them. Even the four dogs seemed keen to discover what all the excitement was about.

“Ruth thought we ought to watch what happens, seeing as how you're providing milk for our kiddies,” said Rachel.

“Yeah… And we’ve heard a lot about it,” added Theo ominously. “Ruth says the goat milker’s even changing the shape of your teats.”

“And you know I need to watch too,” said Gail.

“So…” said Ruth and hooked a finger through the ring-pull at the top of her zip. With a steady pull and a pitiful groan from Jenny, Ruth drew the zipper down to her waist and the front of the dress parted, but it was only Ruth standing in front of the rail and Luke inside the vehicle who could see past the open sides of the garment.

“Ruth, please. You're going to fold me over this rail, aren’t you? You mustn’t… My dress isn't long enough.”

“Oh, sweetie… Don’t worry about that,” and she pulled the zip all the way down to the hem so that its two sides slipped apart.

“Liam,” said Ruth sweetly. “Be a dear and unbutton her shoulders please.”

Jenny was shocked into silence and just stared straight ahead as Liam fumbled with the large buttons Martha had fitted. With a dramatic slowness but a sure inevitability, the entire dress slipped from her body to the ground at her feet to show her in all her naked glory.

“She’s not wearing panties,” was the first comment from Lydia.

“Of course not; how could she possibly take them on and off?” said Ruth.

“She’s very pretty,” observed Rachel still holding Tabitha who was almost asleep. “I wish I had a waist like that.” Beside her, Theo was gazing in awe and probably thinking exactly the same thing.

“And just look at those nipples. They're huge. Has your Tabitha caused that?”

It was Lydia asking, but Ruth answered: “Well, indirectly. I expect that’s mostly due to the goat milker pulling at them, but they were big to start with; they're just getting longer and longer now.”

Jenny knew exactly what was about to happen and tried appealing one last time, but Ruth was adamant.

“Don’t be silly; you know how this is done,” and she nodded to Luke. Luke pulled on the rope and Jenny fell forward as the slack was pulled through the window until her hands were resting on the window’s sill and her torso was horizontal, stretched between the railing and the vehicle. This, of course, was intended to leave her breasts in the optimum position for the goat milker. The fact that it displayed them to her audience to best effect was a welcome bonus as far as Ruth was concerned, whereas being forced to fold at her hips and present her obscenely exposed vulva was devastating for Jenny and the coup de grâce for Ruth.

“Wow…” exclaimed Theo. “That’s some arse.”


Chapter 13    
A Marriage Arranged

Tears were pooling in the corners of Jenny’s eyes, but no-one seemed to notice. Little Gail was closest, close enough to hold one of her hanging tits in her hand to assess its weight and malleability, and to feel its thick teat tickling her palm.

“These are so different to mine,” she mused.

“They sure are.” Luke crouched beside her, his hand replacing Gail’s when she withdrew and giving Jenny a painful squeeze to elicit a thin stream of milk.

“Do you think mine would ever look like this?”

“Aw, sweetness… faster than you think. Would you like that?”

“Her nipples must be very sensitive because she jumps each time they're touched.”

“Oh, they're sensitive alright,” chipped in Ruth. “Here… You have one of the teat cups and hold it up to her when I say so.”

Ruth had already prepared the pump and wiped Jenny’s teats ready to accept the cups, a necessary preconditioning that ensured her teats slid fully into the teat cups. She now flicked on the pump and picked up the second cup.

“Ready… now,” and she lifted the cup so that Jenny’s nipple was suddenly grabbed and drawn deep into the compression funnel. Gail did the same with her teat cup and Jenny gave a sharp cry that was echoed by the assembled audience who were all avidly watching.

A few seconds later, Ruth tripped the pulsator and Jenny gave another cry as her tits began their now familiar dance and her nipples were drawn even deeper before being squeezed. The sight of her milk flowing into the transparent cups in strong jets was met by gasps from the family and even one or two bursts of applause, but from Jenny, a muted “Oh fuck…”

She whispered the expletive quietly, more to herself than to Ruth who was squatting beside her, but Samuel heard too and his voice thundered in her ears unnaturally loud and threatening. “What’s that? What’s she saying? Is she complaining?”

Carol, his mouse-like wife, was the first to try to placate him. “Oh, shush, dear. The poor girl’s probably uncomfortable stretched out like that.”

“She’s not complaining, dad. She’s just expressing a further wish,” and Jenny turned her head to stare at her grinning face.

“Would I need to be tied like Jenny is?” asked Gail.

“I don’t know,” said Luke. “What do you think?”

“I think yes, otherwise I could interfere with the cups.” She gave Jenny’s plight a few more moments thought and then declared: “I think I might like this.”

“Jenny likes it, don’t your sweetie?” asked Ruth in a syrupy voice. “You can easily tell: her cunny gets awfully sticky.”

Jenny closed her eyes as her level of arousal increased in proportion to her level of discomfort, spurred on by various family members wishing to assure themselves that she really was having fun. She had no idea exactly who was touching her when and certainly not who was responsible for the more invasion investigations. She didn’t want to know; she just wanted it all to stop.

She didn’t even hear Eli return in the other Landrover and only opened her eyes when she heard his voice beside her.

“Ruth… What’s going on? Why is Jenny out here in the open?”

“Everyone wanted to watch; it seemed the easiest solution.”

“It’s alright, cousin. We haven't sullied your little wench,” said Theo, but the glistening residue over Jenny’s thighs and cheeks suggested otherwise.

Eli looked at the dry teat cups still bobbing below her chest. “How long has the pump been running?”

“Oh, not long,” purred Ruth. “Why? Has she finished?”

Eli didn’t bother answering her, but just flicked off the pump and shooed the dogs away that had gathered behind her. Jenny’s black dress was folded over the rail beside her and he shook off the dust before laying it open over her back.

“She’s done here,” he said and stared around at his relatives, most of whom turned guiltily away to retake their seats and continue with the afternoon party celebrations. The fact that Tabitha, the party girl, was now fast asleep didn’t appear to dampen their spirits.

Ruth and Luke watched with amusement while Eli released Jenny and then refitted her dress. With the minimum of disturbance, he ushered her into the Landrover before announcing to the assembly that she felt tired and he was taking her back to Bryndu.

“Thank you,” she muttered as they bounced back down the rutted track.

“It wasn’t fair of them to expect to see you like that. I thought Ruth was just going to use their milking shed.”

“They were curious.”

“That’s one way of putting it. I suppose it was Luke’s idea, him and Gail, but he could have chosen a time and place to give you a bit more privacy.”

She considered telling him the truth, about Ruth knowing they kissed and wanting her revenge, but decided it better to allow the whole incident to fade and, hopefully, to be forgotten. At the farm, he helped her down from the vehicle and into the house.

“Up or down?”

“Are you staying with me?”

He shook his head. “I have to get back.”

“Up then,” and he followed her up the stairs, waited for a brief bathroom stop, and then into her bedroom.

“I am so sorry on behalf of my family. They can be so thoughtless.”

“They were touching me… Pushing their fingers into me.”

“Who?”

“I don’t know. It could have been any of them.”

“Are you keeping that dress on?”

Jenny nodded and sat in the armchair next to the bed, lifting her head obediently for Eli to lock the chain to her collar.

“I’ll collect you at six,” he said and leant forward for a kiss, but Jenny moved her head away, so he just wished her goodbye and left her sitting with her hands in her lap.

*

“Is your pet all safely secured again?” asked Ruth.

“That was a mean trick you lot played on her.”

“Of course it wasn’t. Lydia and Rachel wanted to see where the milk was coming from that they were feeding their babies, Gail wanted to see whether to opt for the same, and the boys… well, I think they just wanted to see.”

“Well, I don’t think it was fair on Jenny.”

“And what about me? Is all this fair on me? Everyone here still thinks you're going to marry her.”

“Not now, Ruth.”

“Eli, dearest… Please tell me you still love me.”

“You know you’ve no need to ask me that.”

“Good, because I have some news for you.”

Ruth didn’t immediately impart her news, but instead rifled in her handbag. At first, Eli was confused thinking she was handing him a thermometer, but she wasn’t… The small screen on the device carried the message ‘Pregnant 5-6’.

*

“Almighty God, we thank you from the bottom of our hearts for the child with which You, in your wisdom, have blessed our children, Elijah and Ruth. Amen.”

“Amen,” came the muted response from Martha, Eli and Ruth. Ben looked confused and Jenny just stared straight ahead through the window at the barren hillside.

“I misunderstood God’s will,” said Reverend Davies to his assembled family, “And for that, I apologise. I assumed that He intended Jenny for Eli, but I acted in error and He has now enlightened me by blessing Eli and Ruth with a child. I must admit to being surprised, but a child is unmistakable proof of His design. Evidently, His intent is for Elijah and Ruth to be married and for Jenny to be betrothed to Ben, and I am delighted for both my sons.”

Neither Jenny nor Ben reacted, but Ruth thought the idea amusing.

“The marriage ceremony will be held at Yr Olchfa next Saturday. Praise be to God.”

That was it… There was no scope for appeals, no latitude to question the reverend’s interpretation of God’s will, and no possibility of moving timescales. Next Saturday, Ruth will become Eli’s wife and Jenny will be considered betrothed to Ben so that she can serve him with the reverence the Bible considers to be his due. The thought left her cold.

“It’s nearly time for Jenny’s next session,” said the reverend consulting his watch.

“I’ll take her over,” said Eli.

“I don’t think that would be appropriate anymore. Martha or Ruth should do it.”

“I don’t mind doing it,” said Ruth, but then followed Martha into the kitchen. Reverend Davies also left the room leaving the brothers alone with Jenny. She shifted uneasily on the settee, moving the heavy chain that hung from her collar so it wasn’t pressing against her thigh. She was dressed in a skirt, but now with the addition of a cotton halter top, one of several Eli had recently bought for her from a local shop. Ben, sitting next to her, grinned when he looked at her face.

“You're going to marry me now because Eli will marry Ruth.”

His assessment was accurate and his prophesy more than likely.

“I'm sorry,” muttered Eli sitting down on the settee the other end to Ben. “It was before you arrived.”

“I know that. All that time it was growing inside her and no-one suspected.”

“I'm sorry.”

“Stop saying that. I know you're sorry. So am I.”

Ben was nudging her and when she looked his way, he asked, “Are we going to live in our own house?”

“What? No… Oh Ben, I don’t know. I don’t know anything.”

“Yes, you do. You're very clever; Eli told me. Do you like playing ‘Mountain Man’?”

“It’s his favourite board game,” said Eli. “You have to roll the dice and climb the squares to see who reaches the top of the mountain first.”

“I'm very good at it,” said Ben proudly. “Tell her how good I am, Eli.”

“Yes. Ben’s very good at it.”

When she looked back at Ben, he was gazing at her with a soppy grin on his face. “Do you want to play Mountain Man with me now?”

“Perhaps later, Ben.”

He seemed happy with that response

“Will I have to keep you chained to the bed?”

“I… I don’t know, Ben,” and Jenny turned her attention back to the distant hillside outside the window; Eli said nothing.

The door opened and Ruth entered. “Come on then; time to milk those spectacular titties of yours,” and she knelt next to the fireplace to detach the chain. “Would you like to come with us to help, Ben?”

“O-kay…”


Chapter 14    
The Wedding

With Ruth and Eli away at Yr Olchfa spreading the happy news, Jenny was left to spend the evening with Reverend Davies, Martha, and a contented Ben watching television. It wasn’t the most enthralling evening of her life, but, then again, it wasn’t the most distressing either. She was worried that Davies might put her with Ben after the ten o'clock session, but that didn’t happen. Apparently, according to Martha, his general approach to such problems was ‘one thing at a time’. He'd wait until after Ruth and Eli’s wedding before attempting to settle Jenny and Ben.

There was another four days before the wedding and everyone was far too busy to spend much time with her. Consequently, she was either left alone in the sitting room for long periods, or had the pleasure of playing Mountain Man with Ben for hours at a time. Eli now had no reason to associate with her except as a casual acquaintance and she saw little of him. The same was not true of Ruth, however, who now assumed the role of chief milk maid.

Despite having reason to suspect Eli of sharing more with Jenny than the occasional kiss, she was magnanimous in victory and Jenny had little reason for complaint beyond the obvious fact that she shouldn’t have been there at all. Ruth was neither unnecessarily rough in her handling, nor too scathing with her comments, but the little comments about things Eli had said or done and the constant updates regarding her wedding plans soon began to prove dispiriting and unsettling.

There was, however, one surprise Ruth had in store for her and she introduced it as an early wedding present. It was after the late evening, ten o'clock session that Ruth gave it to her with a broad grin: a small box carefully covered in gift-wrap with a pink ribbon and a bow.

“I know it seems unfair that I’ll have Eli and right next door, you’ll be sleeping with Ben, so I thought you might like this.”

Even before she unwrapped it, Jenny knew exactly what it was. It was called ‘The Conqueror’ and the box proudly declared that it was rechargeable and waterproof. It was also unnecessarily large. Jenny jumped when Ruth reached out and flicked it on. It began to buzz quietly in her hands and make her fingers tingle and she looked up accusingly at Ruth whose grin had broadened even more.

“Well, it has to be faced… I can't see you getting much satisfaction from Ben, so I thought I’d give you something to help you out.”

“That’s very kind of you,” said Jenny with as much sarcasm in her voice as she could muster. “Whenever I use it, I’ll think of you.”

“Keep it under your pillow. You never know when you might need it.”

*

On the third day after the wedding announcement, Jenny was alone in the sitting room when Eli entered. He closed the door behind him and gave her a pale smile.

“How are you?”

“Oh, I'm fine,” answered Jenny shifting in her seat to deliberately disturb the heavy chain. “Never better. So looking forward to a lifetime of mothering Ben.”

“He’s not a bad person.”

“I can see that, but he’s a child. His father is just looking for a full-time child minder for him.”

There was a long pause before Eli said, “His father’s dead.”

“What? I thought Reverend Davies is his father. Isn't Ben your brother?”

“Half-brother. All this is a symptom of my fucked-up family.” There was another long pause before Eli continued… “I suppose you deserve to know the whole story. Martha is Ben’s mother, but his father was Betty’s husband Bert.”

Eli stood staring out of the window in silence while Jenny digested this gem of news.

“But… But wasn’t Bert Martha’s brother?”

“They’d always been close as brother and sister.” Jenny resisted the obvious rejoinder and just waited for Eli to continue. “Shortly after mother and father’s wedding, there was a big argument and she spent a few days with Bert and Betty. According to Martha, Bert was trying to comfort her and things got out of hand. Ben was the result. It was a year after the birth before they suspected he was mentally retarded and five or six years before the full extent of that disability became apparent. Bert couldn’t stand the guilt and began drinking, and that led indirectly to his death. He probably didn’t intend to kill himself, just went out one winter’s night while drunk and fell asleep. By the time they found him the next morning, he was dead through exposure.”

“I'm so sorry.”

“Father has been good to Ben; it was obviously not Ben’s fault, but I don’t think father has ever really forgiven mother. He showed his displeasure initially by sleeping with her unmarried sister Elsa, but after a few weeks, moved back in with mother. It was all a big mess.”

“So Rachel is Ben’s half-sister and you're his half-brother.”

“Lydia is my half-sister too; Joshua fathered her while he was with Elsa.”

“Oh my Lord…”

“The only ones unaffected by all this are Samuel’s family: Carol, Ruth, and Luke.”

“And now you're marrying your cousin in that family.”

“Yep… It’s why father was less than impressed by Ruth as my bride and brought you in as a sort of emergency stand-in; fresh blood so-to-speak.”

“So, the family has progressed to kidnapping instead of incest. I suppose Theo and Liam don’t have hidden familial links too?”

“Don’t be facetious. We’re not proud of any of this.”

“Yet here I am, chained to the hearth.”

“I've told you how sorry I am, but what do you expect me to do?”

“I expect you to show compassion and let me go back to my old life, but that seems too much to ask.”

“It is… If I did that, it would destroy all four families. I can't do that. Twisted as they are, I love them.”

“But they're all complicit in my kidnapping. It’s why Gail’s here; she was kidnapped too in a way. Everyone just pretends it’s the usual way farmers find wives around here, but that hasn’t been the case for hundreds of years. It’s modern slavery, that’s what it is, slavery and sexual abuse. Even if you don’t class milking me with that fucking goat milker as sexual abuse, you're all about to force me into a marriage and the ultimate consequence of that will be rape.”

“Let’s not jump to conclusions; I don’t think Ben is capable of raping anyone. In fact, I’d be surprised if he could manage any sort of vaguely adult relationship.”

“Well, is that supposed to cheer me up? Is my adult life now over?”

Eli was finding the conversation increasingly uncomfortable. “Ruth will be here shortly.”

“Oh good. At least I can still look forward to having my tits pumped six times a day by your wife…”

Eli left…

*

The wedding was held in the sitting room at Yr Olchfa, a space no larger than the one at Bryndu, but capable of housing the sixteen adults and three infants if they didn’t mind a squash. It was, of course, Reverend Davies who, dressed in a clerical collar and red robes under a white cassock, officiated. Eli wore a dark suit while Ruth, without a trace of irony, wore a long, white gown. Jenny was there, sitting at the back of the small congregation on a hard dining chair with the chain from her collar locked to the leg of a huge, oak sideboard. She was wearing the same black zipper dress that she wore to the barbecue and carefully applied make-up intended to show she didn’t feel diminished by the ceremony.

The ceremony itself involved no singing, but interminable prayers in addition to the standard Anglican marriage vows, and ended with a noisy round of applause when Ruth and Eli kissed.

Jenny stood with everyone else, but while they all pressed forward to congratulate the happy couple, Jenny found that her chain was too short to allow her to follow and she was left standing against the back wall. It was sometime before Eli noticed and pulled his new bride with him to the back of the room.

“Congratulations to the new Mr and Mrs Elijah Davies,” said Jenny, trying hard not to allow any untoward inflection creep into her greeting.

“Thank you,” said Eli. “I’ll see if we can move you nearer to the buffet that Martha and Carol have prepared,” and he left to recover the key to her lock.

“You're looking good, Ruth,” said Jenny trying to build bridges with her new carer. “It’s a lovely dress.”

“It was my mother’s when she married dad. And the lingerie. She was a sexy little minx…” and Ruth pulled up the hem of her dress to thigh height to show Jenny the tops of white lace stockings and white ribbon suspenders. “No knickers, of course… Just like you,” and she gave Jenny a broad smile before turning away and leaving her stranded at the back of the room.

There was a short break immediately after the buffet supper when Martha took Jenny away to the shed and then the festivities continued in the garden with loud music and dancing interspersed with cans of beer. Jenny could partake of neither. Even if her tether had been slack enough to enable dancing, there was little she could do with the hobble welded between her ankles and, in any case, the inclination was missing. Ben did his best to join in, but his timing left room for improvement and his improvisations were repetitive.

At nine-thirty, Martha took Ben to his room and just before ten, took Jenny for her late evening milking session. When they came back, Ruth and Eli announced they were retiring to their room amid a lewd cheer and Martha said it was time Jenny went to bed.

“You're sleeping in Ben’s bed tonight, dear,” she said and Jenny blanched.

“You'll love it,” said Ruth. “He’s a big boy for an imbecile.”

“Ruth…” exclaimed Martha, but Ruth, giddy with alcohol, just grinned.

“He’ll be fast asleep,” said Eli. Jenny looked unconvinced and Martha had to nudge her to go up the stairs. They stopped for a short bathroom break and to clean teeth, and then Martha held the door open to Ben’s room. There was a dim bedside lamp glowing beside a gently snoring form under the covers.

The room was much larger than the one to which she’d become accustomed with a king-sized bed on an ancient, floral-patterned rug against the wall opposite the window. A wardrobe, dressing table, and chest of drawers furnished the room and a painting of a castle was the only decoration on the walls.

“Slip off your shoes and dress,” whispered Martha and again Jenny looked horrified, but Martha was insistent, even to the extent of threatening to call the reverend. With Jenny completely nude, Martha lifted up the covers beside Ben and Jenny slipped beneath them, doing her best not to touch Ben. The last thing Martha did was to attach Jenny’s neck chain to the metalwork of the bedhead, drawing it tight to leave Jenny with no possibility of exiting the bed or even moving to the edge.

Martha quietly left, telling Jenny she’d be back at two and leaving her feeling like a virginal sacrifice for a sleeping dragon.

*

True to her word, at two Martha quietly entered the room and stopped in disbelief. Ben was sleeping on the floor in the corner of the room wrapped up in a blanket and Jenny was staring at Martha with wide-awake eyes.

“Why is Ben on the floor? What did you say to him?”

“I didn’t say anything. I was asleep when he woke up, but awoke myself when he touched me. He seemed frightened and jumped out of bed. I told him to get back into bed and that I wouldn’t touch him, but he wouldn’t and just kept saying I had no clothes on.”

“Oh dear. I was afraid something like this would happen. You get up and I’ll put him back in his bed.”

Martha unlocked Jenny and she gratefully stood beside the bed, shivering gently in the cool air. Martha shook Ben’s arm and gently told him he had to get back into bed.

“Jenny’s got no clothes on and she’s in my bed.”

“She’s not anymore. She’s got up now so you can have the bed all to yourself again.”

He lifted his head to peer suspiciously around the room and his eyes settled on Jenny once more.

“She’s still got no clothes on.”

“But you like touching her, Ben. Do you remember touching her titties?”

“Her titties… Yes, they're nice, but look… she’s got no clothes on.”

“Wouldn’t you like to touch her legs and tummy?”

“No…” he wailed. “That’s not right.”

“It would be alright. Jenny wouldn’t mind.”

Jenny didn’t wholeheartedly agree with that sentiment but resisted the temptation to comment.

“No, I don’t want to touch her there; it wouldn’t be right. Tell her to put some clothes on.”

“It’s alright. We’re going now so you can have your bed all to yourself.”

Martha gently coaxed Ben back into bed and wrapped his blanket around Jenny’s shoulders instead before leading her from the room. Then, on their return from the shed, she was relieved when Martha directed her to her own room for the rest of the night.

“We’ll talk about this in the morning,” she announced. “I hope for your sake we can sort this out…”


Chapter 15    
Courting Ben

Ruth burst into Jenny’s room at seven-thirty just as Jenny was drinking the cup of tea Martha had made for her.

“What did you do? What did you say to Ben?”

“I didn’t say anything to Ben. He’d jumped out of bed while I was still asleep.”

“Well, you must have done something to frighten him like that.”

“Honestly, Ruth, I didn’t do or say anything. I’d have left his bed myself, but Martha had locked the chain so short I couldn’t.”

“Ruth, leave her alone; it’s not her fault,” said Eli from the doorway.

“You should be supporting me now, not sticking up for her. I’m your wife now.”

“I’m not sticking up for her, just stating a matter of fact: Ben did not like finding a completely nude woman in his bed.”

“Well, what can you do about it? We can't just leave everything like this.”

“And I'm not going to; we’ll think of something.”

Ruth muttered something unintelligible and pushed past her new husband, leaving Eli looking as if she’d slapped him. Jenny thought he’d leave too, but he seemed to change his mind and turned back to her.

“This isn't good, Jenny. You may think it is; you might think you’ve just been saved from a lifetime of being married to a child, but believe me when I say there are worse things. Think about it… I wouldn’t bank on Luke taking a liking to you if Ben won't have you and it’s not as if we can just allow you to go home.”

“What do you mean? What will happen to me?”

Eli shook his head. “I just don’t know, really I don’t, but the possibilities are quite limited and I'm sure you can work through them as easily as I can.”

He left then with Jenny just staring at the closed door.

*

That afternoon, Ben went and sat with Jenny on the settee and she tensed, expecting a difficult conversation.

“Do you want to play Mountain Man with me?”

She smiled. “Of course. You fetch the box.”

Ben jumped up with glee and rifled through the sideboard cupboard until he found the right box, placing it on the low coffee table in front of them.

“I want to be the red Mountain Man.”

“That’s fine,” said Jenny. “I’ll be blue. You can roll the die first.”

“It’s a four. I can't start. I need a six to start.”

“Last night, when you saw me in your bed, what did you think?”

“You didn’t have any clothes on. I touched your leg and I could tell you weren't wearing any pyjamas.”

“That’s right, I wasn’t, but why did you get out of bed?”

“I didn’t want to touch you. Mum used to tell me it was wrong to touch ladies there.”

“Well, it wouldn’t be wrong if you married the lady; it would be alright then.”

This was so hard for Jenny. She really, really, really didn’t want this conversation with Ben. She just couldn’t imagine being actually married to him, but then Martha had warned her the previous night and the Eli had said something similar that morning: there were worse fates than marrying Ben. It’s true he really was just a child and she had reservations in that respect, but he was gentle and she would be safe. She couldn’t imagine actually engaging in any sexual activity with him and if she did, could such a relationship be morally justified?

It didn’t take her long to decide that there was no moral reason to prevent her marrying Ben. Who could tell what was going on in his head? Perhaps a sexual experience could have some negative connotations for him, but, on the other hand, to deny a man such an experience just because you didn’t know whether or not he’d enjoy it would be equally troublesome. And who knows whether he’d enjoy it? Stranger things have happened and at least there wouldn’t be any violence involved.

All this psychoanalysis was all very well, but this was her body she was considering offering. She had thought of little else throughout the day and had come to the conclusion that humouring the family and entering into a pseudo-wedding with Ben would be best for her short-term interests. They couldn’t keep her chained up forever and sooner or later, she’d get her opportunity to escape. It wasn’t even a real wedding they were suggesting; just a family affair that would carry no weight in law.

“I don’t know that I want to touch a lady’s cunny,” said Ben after some thought. “I don’t think I like them very much. Not as much as titties.”

“You don’t have to touch if you don’t want to, but you mustn’t get out of your bed just because I have no clothes on beside you. You could just hold my titties instead.”

Ben smiled and rolled the die again, “Look… I've got a six.”

*

Ruth took Jenny over to the shed at six and the family ate immediately afterwards. They were still seated around the dinner table, therefore, when she announced just after seven that it was time to prepare for bed.

“Don’t look so worried. We’ll get you up again at ten; we’ll not forget.”

“But why. I spoke to Ben this afternoon and he’s expecting me to get into bed with him tonight, but not until after ten.”

“Well, that’s as maybe, but we thought it would be better to introduce you earlier, while he was still awake.”

And so it was that shortly after eight, Martha led Ben into his bedroom. Jenny was already in bed and peeped at them both with just her head showing above the bedcovers.

“Jenny’s in my bed again.”

“She is. She’s waiting for you to join her.”

“Has she got her pyjamas on?”

“No. Jenny doesn’t wear any pyjamas. When people grow up, they don’t need to wear pyjamas when they go to bed. Why don’t you take your clothes off?”

“No, I don’t want to. Jenny will see me.”

“But that’s alright, Ben. It doesn’t matter.”

“No, I don’t want to,” he repeated, now with more urgency.

“All right, Ben. It’s all right. You can put your pyjamas on in the bathroom,” and Martha took him from the bedroom.

Ten minutes later, he was back.

“Jenny’s still in my bed. Has she got her pyjamas on?”

Martha sighed… “No. Jenny doesn’t wear any pyjamas,” And this time Martha whisked the covers from the bed to show Ben that Jenny was nude. He immediately averted his gaze.

“Ben…” said Jenny gently. “Why don’t you lie beside me and we can cuddle each other. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

Martha and Jenny tried reasoning with him for the next ten minutes, but all it achieved was to get Ben agitated. In the end, Martha released Jenny from the bed and took her to her own room, leaving Ben to climb into his bed alone.

That was it for the evening; there was no point in upsetting Ben anymore and Jenny spent the night in her own bed. The next day, they discussed what their next move should be and Jenny suggested that she should be given some sort of long nightgown to wear.

“And how will you be able to put that on?” asked Ruth. She was right, of course; such a garment would need considerable alteration at the shoulder and an easier solution would be just to wear a long underskirt. Martha provided such a garment and that evening, Jenny presented herself to her potential future husband in the sitting room whilst wearing the floor-length skirt. Ben smiled at her and told her how much he liked her ‘titties’.

“They are pretty, aren’t they?” said Ruth. “If you took her to bed, you could cuddle her all night.”

Ben’s grin faded. “I don’t want Jenny in my bed.”

What? This was new. It now appears that it’s not just that Jenny was naked, but that he doesn’t want her in his bed under any circumstances.

“Couldn’t we be married without actually sleeping in the same bed?” asked Jenny, but Reverend Davies soon spiked that idea.

“The marriage has to be consummated or else it is void. Unless you two can actually progress to sexual congress, there will be no point in continuing with this farce.”

Ben sat beside Jenny in the sitting room and was happy enough to entertain himself by holding her breast and squeezing its teat, but no amount of cajoling could induce him to take Jenny to bed.

“What happens now?” asked Jenny of Eli after Ben had retired alone, but he declined to answer and it was not until the following evening that she received news of one last try…

“We’re going to try and turn it into a game,” said Ruth.

“I don’t understand…”

“Of course, you don’t, but you soon will.”

It was an ominous sign that Eli wasn’t in attendance to assist his wife and instead it was her brother Luke that followed Jenny up the stairs to Ben’s room. It was eight o'clock and Ben was still watching television in the sitting room when Ruth told Jenny to undress. She slipped the halter top from her shoulders and then, with one eye on Luke, unfastened her skirt and allowed it to drop from her hips.

Luke’s grin filled his face as he stood staring at her and Ruth had to nudge him to get him to move.

“Lie on the bed, then,” said Ruth and, once she’d complied, Ruth quickly passed a cord between her cuffed wrists and through the metalwork of the bedhead above her head.

“What are you going to do?” was swiftly followed by, “Oh…” as Ruth pulled the cord tight and Jenny’s hands rose until they were stuck fast to the bedhead.

“Ben’s going to love this game,” cooed Ruth as she and Luke sat either side of Jenny and wrapped more cords about her legs just above her knees.

*

“Ready to play a game, Ben?” asked Ruth.

Ben’s interest was immediately piqued and he nodded. “Mountain Man?”

“No, not this time. It’s a new game that Jenny wants to play with you. She’s waiting for you in your bedroom.”

“O-kay…” he said and pulled his considerable bulk from the settee. He was eager all the way up the stairs, but stopped in the doorway to his bedroom to just stare at the exhibition before him.

Jenny gave an involuntary squeal when she saw them and pushed with her legs to try and escape from her confinement. The result was that she lifted her hips from the mattress to hover high in the air, wavering from side to side as if offering a tempting treat to her audience. After a few moments, reality re-established and she realised the futility of struggling. She forced herself to relax back on the bed with her legs folded up either side of her hips and her feet waving in the air above them still linked by the chain.

“She’s still not wearing any clothes,” observed Ben ignoring the fact that she was now effectively tied to the bed.

“But that’s all part of the game,” said Ruth. “It’s called ‘Hide the Stick’ and Luke is going to show you how we play.”

“Ruth…” whispered Jenny in a weak voice.

“You do want to play this game, don’t you Jenny. It’s your last chance to get Ben familiar with your… er… anatomy.”

“Mum told me it was wrong to touch ladies.”

“That was a long time ago, sweetie. Not now… Jenny likes this game, don’t you?” asked Ruth staring hard at Jenny.

“Yes Ben. It’s all right. You can play this game with me.”

“Here’s the stick,” said Luke and held up the silicone dildo that Ruth bought her for an early wedding present. “Now watch… This is magic.”

Jenny stifled a shriek while Ben gazed at her in awe.

“Where’s it gone?” he cried.


Chapter 16    
A Change of Accommodation

Jenny was in her own bed with a mixture of relief and trepidation. The previous evening had been nothing if not taxing. She wanted Ben to accept her so she could sink into a relatively cosseted and safe world while life’s little difficulties worked themselves out, but now that wouldn’t be possible. They’d tried everything, but Ben could not or would not enter into a marriage that could be consummated and, as a result, could not enter into a marriage at all.

What the future now held for her was a mystery that she was not keen to solve because it was unlikely to be good. Already she could hear raised voices from downstairs: the deep sonorous tones of Reverend Davies mixed with women’s voices, Martha and Ruth, with Eli occasionally interjecting.

It was seven-thirty and Jenny had already visited the milking shed, had a shower, and eaten her breakfast. Martha must have known there would be ructions because she’d hurried Jenny through the early-morning programme and installed her in her bed again before the others were up and about.

The previous night’s episode with Ben had not gone well. After his initial astonishment at the disappearing dildo, he had soon lost interest and had made it known that his preferred plan for the evening, indeed the only acceptable plan, was for Jenny to vacate his bed and allow him to sleep alone.

A door slammed downstairs and the reverend’s voice carried throughout the house sounding particularly loud; “I will not have that woman playing the harlot in my house.”

The front door slammed and then opened again as Martha began calling his name as he crossed the yard. After that, the atmosphere quietened and within the hour, Eli and Ruth entered Jenny’s room together, Ruth sitting carefully on the edge of the bed.

“Well, last night was our last attempt at finding a match for you.”

“You didn’t have much of a pool to choose from. Couldn’t you advertise in the local paper or something?”

Eli smiled but Ruth didn’t appreciate Jenny’s attempt at humour.

Ruth took a deep breath and began outlining a solution to their difficulties. “We’ve told Reverend Davies that we’re prepared to take responsibility for your care if you undertake certain duties.”

“Housemaid?” asked Jenny.

“In part. We’re moving into the big bedroom in the new west end extension of the house and you’ll need to be lodged there too.”

“If I'm going to be your housemaid, does this mean you can cut these manacles off me, at least the ones on my wrists?”

“That’s not gonna happen, sweetie,” said Ruth. “In fact, you're going to have to get used to some changes, some good, but others you may not like. Most of your time will be spent helping on the farms because there’s not enough for you to do in the house, and for that you're going to need to be properly secured, and by that, I don’t just mean chained to the wall.”

“It’s father and Samuel you should blame for all this,” said Eli. “Now that it’s plain that you're not going to be married, I’m afraid you’ve become a bit of a liability. I'm sorry,” and his sad expression confirmed he meant it. “Both brothers feel strongly that there should be no room on these farms for an unattached female who could compromise what they call the moral integrity of the married male populace; that would be me, Theo and Liam, and, to a certain extent, Luke.”

“They're worried that I shall run amok fucking everyone?”

“I think they feel you offer unnecessary temptation,” said Ruth. “In their minds, it is a real threat and not without some justification; I know, for instance, how you used to kiss Eli when you were alone,” and she looked at him, daring him to deny it. “There are certain things that won't be altered, the main one being your security. Now that you're not to be anyone’s wife, Reverend Davies thinks you're more likely to want to escape, so you can forget about cutting off manacles. The second thing that’s not going to change is your milking regime, although I do have some good news for you there. It’s going to be years before Tabitha and the twins stop having your milk and by then I’ll have my own babies, but it’s such a hassle having to go across to the milking shed in the middle of the night, so we’ve reached a compromise: we’ve bought a second pump so you can be milked in the house.”

“Well, thank you. That’s very kind of you.”

“There’s no need to be sarcastic,” said Eli. “We are thinking of you as well, you know.”

“So, we come to the biggest problem… I know Eli has explained our family history and you can see why the reverend is so concerned about bringing other fatherless children into the world. I know, too, that you're aware of Luke’s solution to the same problem…”

“No… Not that. I couldn’t bare that… Please, you mustn’t.” Jenny burst into tears with the thought and it was a while before any sort of meaningful conversation could resume.

“Nothing has been decided yet,” said Eli. “There are alternative solutions being considered.”

“Like some sort of chastity device,” added Ruth. “One where I hold the key,” and she grinned at Eli.

“Yes…” cried Jenny clutching at what she saw as a safety line. “Please, that would do. A chastity belt would be ideal.”

“Hardly,” said Ruth. “It would need to be removed daily for washing and even then it might be smelly. And it could be very inconvenient when you want to, you know, use the toilet. Compare that to Gail… She has a satisfying if less than full sex life with Luke and they're both happy, and you have to admit, it certainly rules out any bastard children.”

Jenny burst into tears again and was barely aware of Ruth’s next words: “You know the same conditions that Gail and Luke enjoy could apply to you and us. I wouldn’t mind if you couldn’t conceive children.”

“What?” spluttered Jenny, wiping her arm across her face to dry her tears.

“What Ruth is saying is that if you were impenetrable, sometimes she would allow you to join us in our bed.”

Jenny stared from Ruth to Eli and then back Ruth again, and then, without comment, threw herself face-down onto her mattress. They watched as the sobs wracked her body and then quietly left the room and closed her door.

*

The house was very busy for the rest of the day with Martha taking Jenny over to the milking shed for the ten and two o'clock sessions.

“Last time over here, dearie,” said Martha after they'd finished at two. “I think Eli will have finished the new facility before your six o'clock. It’ll be a lot better for everyone then; no more coming over here in the dark and the rain, and it will be much warmer for you too.”

“You know they're talking about sewing me up so I can't have vaginal sex or conceive children?”

“Yes, I know, dear. It may be for the best. Look what happened to me and Elsa. I was foolish and the result was poor Ben. He didn’t deserve to be so burdened and, of course, it was the death of Bert; he couldn’t stand the guilt. Elsa hasn’t fared much better. Lydia is a nice girl, but it meant that Elsa hasn’t been able to find a husband; she’s always been single and it’s too late to marry now…”

Jenny found she was unable to prevent more tears running down her cheeks. “But don’t you see… I could never bear children, never even have a lover. I’ll die a neutered old maid.”

“Don’t get so upset, dear. You can still be happy. It’s not like they do it in Africa; you’ll still be able to enjoy sex even if you don’t have a vagina. Anyway, I’m sure a girl like you can think of a few alternative scenarios,” she added conspiratorially.

“Martha…” exclaimed a shocked Jenny.

“Oh… Don’t forget I'm a child of the seventies; we did it all.”

Back at the house, Martha took Jenny back up the stairs, but instead of taking her to her bedroom, called Ruth.

“This is it, then,” she said. “From now on, you're with Ruth and Eli. They’ll be responsible for you and you’ll sleep in their room.”

“Actually in their bedroom?”

“Of course; it’s a big room. Your old bedroom is in the old part of the house and belongs to Joshua and me, not them. You’ll be fine; Eli’s a kind man…”

“Hello Jenny,” said Ruth emerging from a room at the far end of the corridor. “Ready to change rooms? I've already moved most of your stuff. Eli’s out on the farm somewhere at present, but will be back about five.”

Ruth took the end of the chain from Martha and led Jenny into the new room. The house had been recently extended specifically to enable Eli and his new bride to have their own rooms and the bedroom Ruth led her into was a large, light space with windows along one wall that looked out across the valley towards more mountain peaks. A king-sized bed sat on the longest wall with built-in wardrobes and a long, fitted dressing table and sideboard unit. It wasn’t Jenny’s style, but the whole room looked clean and airy, although several cardboard boxes stacked in a corner suggested that the process of moving in was not yet complete.

A second doorway in the room led to an en-suite toilet and shower room and Ruth told her she’d be able to shower every day.

“Where will I be sleeping?” asked Jenny. “There’s only the one bed.”

“Oh, Luke and Theo are going to help Eli bring it up this evening. It’s in the barn at present. Before that, they’ll bring up the second pump and stand for you, so they’ll be no more wandering across the yard in the middle of the night.”

Ruth locked the end of her tether to the bed and Jenny sat, watching while Ruth unpacked box after box of clothes and placed them tidily into drawers.

“Have you put my clothes away?” asked Jenny.

“They're in one of the cardboard boxes. We’ll put them in the attic in case you ever need them again.”

“But…”

“Jenny,” said Ruth in an exasperated tone. “What are you wearing now?”

“Halter-neck top, skirt, and shoes.”

“Shoes unsuitable for farm work. Eli is bringing you some working boots. You’ll also need something to keep you warm outside and to keep the rain off. I’ve made to a woollen poncho with a waterproof outer layer and a hood.”

“But what about inside?”

“The house is always warm; you won't need clothes inside.”

Jenny went quiet and when Ruth next looked at her, there were tears running down her cheeks. “You’ve decided to sew me up, haven't you?”

“Now what makes you say that? Just because you won't be wearing clothes in here doesn’t mean we’ve decided to de-sex you.”

“So you won't be doing that?”

“I didn’t say that either. It’s just not been decided yet.”

*

“Careful…”

It was Theo’s voice in the corridor followed by a heavy thump as someone bumped into the wall. Ruth opened the bedroom door and then stepped smartly back as Eli entered the room carrying the heavy pump. He placed it upon the floor against the wall and then turned as Theo entered carrying an armful of short steel scaffold pipes.

“I think you had the lighter load,” said Theo dumping the pipes onto the carpet near the pump, “So you can go back for the rest.”

Eli shrugged, made a derogatory comment about not being able to get the right calibre of help nowadays, and set off back down to the barn. Theo, meanwhile, smiled a greeting to Jenny.

“Bet you’re pleased now you won't have to go all the way down to the milking shed. It’s a nice room, too, isn't it? Very light and sunny.”

Jenny nodded.

“And you,” he said to Ruth. “Settled into married life?”

“Working on it… Eli’s going to take a lot of training.”

“Well, you know Rachel’s still not managed to get me fully house trained yet. She finds the most successful method is to offer little treats when I do something right; cans of beer from the fridge for instance.”

“I'm sure I could think up some sort of inducement,” purred Ruth and then changed tone to ask, “What’s Luke doing? He should be here helping us.”

“Don’t know where he is, but he knows we need him later. It’s going to take three of us to fetch Jenny’s bed up here. If we leave it until nine, I think Liam will be able to help too.”

“And I’ll make sure there’s cold beers for all.”

“And hamburgers…”

“Hamburgers?”

“Rachel’s on a health kick and I haven't had a hamburger for over a week.”

Ruth giggled. “I'm not sure I can manage that, but I’ll do my best. Here comes hubby with the rest of the gear,” and, as she said it. Eli pushed his way through the door with a big bag of scaffold connectors and another containing a couple of collecting bottles, the teat cups, and a coil of polythene tubing. He dropped everything on the floor and sighed.

Theo began sorting out the scaffold pipes, rapidly assembling a two-foot pipe across the end of a four-foot one to make a ‘T’ piece. This was to be the base and he laid it flat on the floor. Next, he used right-angled connectors to fix two waist-high upright lengths to the base pipes, one at the head of the ‘T’ and the other at its foot. That just left short lengths and he joined three together to make a ‘U’ shaped cradle that he fixed on top of one of the uprights. To the other, he bolted an eight-inch-long length across its top like the handlebars of a bicycle.

Jenny silently watched everything from the big bed, watched as Eli now wrapped cloth around the ‘cradle to pad it while Theo bolted a small ring to the centre of the handlebars.

“Best try it out for size,” said Ruth brightly. “Slip those clothes off.”

“All of them?” asked Jenny weakly.

“Of course, all of them. Haven't I already told you that you'll not have clothes in the house anymore? Your status has changed, sweetie; now you're not anyone’s fiancée anymore. You'll sleep in here because it’s up to us to care for you, but now you're more like…”

“A captive slave,” said Jenny, completing Ruth’s sentence.

“Well, I wasn’t going to say that, but yes, if you like. It’s not as if we can just release you, is it, so what does it matter? The fact is it’s warm enough in here for you not to need clothes and it makes more sense from our point of view: your life becomes so much more straightforward and ours becomes much easier as a result. Also, the fact that you're not able to conceal anything you shouldn’t have make us feel better too.”

“You're being disingenuous. Why don’t you just say you want to destroy all my self-esteem and reduce me to the level of an ornament you can display to friends and family or a toy for your own amusement?”

Eli kept a diplomatic silence and Ruth just smiled and said, “Let’s just accept that it’s easier all round if we keep you nude inside the house. Now, strip off those clothes.”


Chapter 17    
A New Bed

Jenny wriggled, but was unable to ease the hold of the milking stand. Ruth had made her stand naked before the padded ‘U’ shaped cradle and then lean forward so that her waist slipped between its arms. Her manacled hands dropped onto the narrow handle and Theo connected a small snap connector between Jenny’s manacle link and the ring on the handle. There were no locks involved, just the snap connector that was impossible for Jenny to reach.

The result was similar to reaching over the rails in the milking shed, only instead of standing with her thighs pressed against a rail, now her waist was trapped. In the milking shed, it would have been difficult sliding over the rear rail with her ankles chained together, but here in the bedroom, it was impossible to release herself from the hold of her new milking stand unless she could stand erect and that wasn’t going to happen with her wrists clipped.

She groaned as Ruth slipped a hand under her chest to clean and lubricate her teats prior to attaching the milking cups. Eli had already assembled the pump, collecting bottle, tubes, and teat cups, and flicked on the power when he saw Ruth was ready. She lifted the cups and they grabbed at Jenny’s nipples causing the usual sharp cry as she was stretched and drawn deep into the narrow funnels. A few moments later and another cry when Eli energised the pulsator and the milking began in earnest as the cups started their squeeze cycles.

“You know, I've seen goats being milked many times, but somehow this is quite different,” said Theo. Jenny lifted her head to peer silently over her arm at his grinning face. She could feel her milk burst from the tips of her teats as first one side and then the other was pulled, squeezed, and sucked, causing her tits to bounce sequentially.

Theo rose from his crouch position and moved behind her.

“God, she’s got a fine arse. It would be such a shame to sew her up,” and Jenny jumped when she felt his hand slide down between her cheeks.

“Well, you're not getting in there whatever; what would I tell Rachel?” asked Ruth.

“You could tell her that you were reading a book and didn’t see a thing.”

“Yeah, well, dream on. That pussy’s not for fucking.”

“Here,” said Eli and gave Theo a can of beer.

Theo sunk into another crouch to better examine the girl and Jenny muttered a muted “Please don’t…” as she felt his fingers moving.

“Your slave girl speaks,” he said with an amused tone.

“Well, pay heed,” said Eli. “Go home and play with Rachel.”

Theo took his time draining the can and then stood. “Such a shame… Slave girls aren’t what they used to be.”

“No indeed,” agreed Eli. “A sign of the times; we’re not in ancient Rome anymore. Here… Take this back for Tabitha.” Eli flicked off the pump and unscrewed the collecting bottle. The milk was warm and half-filled the small bottle. Ruth and the two men exited the room and Jenny relaxed.

*

It was nearly half an hour later when Ruth returned alone to see Jenny still stretched across the milking stand with the teat cups hanging from her nipples.

“Is that comfortable?” she asked.

“No.”

“No, I don’t suppose it is, but it’s better than going across to the milking shed, isn't it?”

“Can you release me now, please?”

Ruth pulled the cups from her and then reached out a lackadaisical hand to squeeze the snap link. Jenny slowly unfolded to stand erect before backing away from the waist clamp.

“Thank you.”

“Are you hungry?”

“Yes.”

“Then come with me,” And Ruth unlocked the tether chain from the bed and led Jenny from the room to enter a small kitchen opposite. The room contained everything one would expect in a kitchen, but on a small scale. There was a sink set into a modern work top beneath a window with new cupboards fitted underneath. On the adjacent wall was another short length of work top with an inset hob, an oven and cupboard underneath and wall cupboards above. The whole space was no more than six-feet by eight-feet, but perfectly designed for the task in hand.

Ruth locked the chain to a ring adjacent to the sink which looked like it had been placed there specifically for that purpose and said, “Cook yourself an omelette or something and you can do one for Eli and me while you're about it.”

She then walked through a second doorway into a small sitting room and settled in an armchair to watch television.

Jenny cooked the food as asked and, like clockwork, Eli walked into the kitchen just in time to take two plates through into the sitting room. Jenny’s chain wasn’t long enough to allow her to follow, so she ate standing up against the work top.

After she’d washed the dishes, Ruth took her back into the bedroom and reattached the chain, this time locking it to a ring set in the wall next to the shower room before drawing Jenny’s attention to a pile of ‘House and Home’ magazines and leaving her alone. Jenny walked into the en-suite, drawing the chain behind her, and examined the fittings. The shower immediately drew her attention. It was brand new: a glass cubicle with a modern mixer and a whole rack full of expensive toiletries. The temptation was too much and she spent the next half hour luxuriating in the warm water and perfumed lathers.

When Ruth entered the bedroom more than an hour and a half later, Jenny was sitting in an armchair wrapped in a fleecy towel and reading a magazine.

“Comfortable?”

Jenny smiled and nodded.

“Good.” If Jenny expected a reprimand, it didn’t happen and instead, Ruth disappeared into the en-suite and Jenny heard the shower going again. Thirty minutes later, Ruth emerged and sat at her dressing table to begin sorting through her cosmetics. Time passed and Jenny realised that Ruth was actually applying make-up, and she was good. Jenny had always thought that Ruth was a pretty girl and, although she was six or seven years younger than Jenny, she’d acquired a good education when it came to applying cosmetics.

“Do you like it,” she asked finally turning towards Jenny. The effect was mesmerising: a flawless face that bore only a passing resemblance to the girl of half an hour before. “I took a beautician’s course last term,” she said proudly. “Best thing ever…”

She turned back to the mirror and started on her hair while Jenny watched in awe. Finally, Ruth spread the doors of her wardrobe open wide and perused the contents, choosing a red outfit and several items of lingerie, and taking them all into the bathroom. When she emerged ten minutes later, she was clad in a long, woollen bathrobe, a shower cap, and furry slippers, and grinned conspiratorially at Jenny before settling on her bed and picking up one of the magazines.

An hour later, it was apparent that Ruth was getting agitated. “I thought they’d be back long before this. It’s almost ten o'clock. I’ll just have to see to you myself. Assume the position…”

Jenny hesitated for no more than a few moments before rising from the chair, folding the bathrobe, and placing it where she’d been sitting. She moved over to the milking stand and, with a look at Ruth that spoke volumes, leaned between the arms of the waist cradle and grabbed hold of the handle on the far post with both hands. Ruth clipped the snap link into place and looked about for the sanitising gel with which to clean and lubricate her teats.

No sooner had she started the pump when a commotion in the corridor outside signified the boys’ arrival with Jenny’s bed. Ruth opened the door wide.

“Your end up… No, right up. We have to turn it to get it through the door.”

“It’s fucking heavy…”

“Okay. Mind the wall, Theo; you'll scratch the paint.”

“You see to your own end.”

“Right. Down now,” and the end slowly emerged into the room.

Jenny stared in disbelief. “It’s a cage.”

“It’s a fucking heavy cage,” groaned Liam.

“Ruth… I thought I was getting a bed.”

“It is a bed. It’ll have a new mattress in it.”

“But…”

“You didn’t think we were going to give you a bunk, did you? Allow you to walk about the bedroom while we’re asleep?”

“I didn’t think I was going to be kept in a cage.”

“Not all the time, silly.”

Jenny gazed forlornly over her shoulder at her new bed. It was constructed of three-quarter square section steel tubing with a plywood-covered base, an opening top, and an access port between side and top that would enable her chain to be connected before raising the top. Sleeping wouldn’t pose a problem: it was the length and width of a narrow single mattress, but only about thirty-inches high.

Eli entered the room carrying the promised cans of beer and Liam and Theo made themselves comfortable watching Jenny while Eli fetched her mattress.

“Well,” said Liam when Eli dropped the mattress in through the top and followed it with a blanket. “You shouldn’t have any trouble finding her.”

Ruth giggled. “Our little caged pet…”

They let the pump run until Jenny was dry and then disconnected her.

“Use the bathroom before bed or else you'll have to wait until two,” said Ruth. Jenny retreated into the sanctuary of the small room, sat on the toilet and then brushed her teeth. When she reappeared, still naked, the little assembly had not moved and watched her walk over to the cage without being asked.

“Best to sit on the end and swing your legs over,” suggested Eli. She did so and then slipped down onto the mattress. With soundless solemnity, Eli closed the lid and slid the bolt shaft home to engage all three bolts along the long side before using a single padlock to secure the shaft. Then he reached through the bars to disconnect her collar chain and pull it back through the port. Jenny, leaning up on her elbow gazed through the bars and Theo raised his can of beer in mock salute.

“Good night to you girl. May your sleep be full of happy dreams.”

Judging by the look on her face, Eli thought it unlikely.

“Right, boys,” said Ruth to Liam and Theo. “Time you left. Eli’s got work to do,” and she unceremoniously ushered them from the room.

“But I was going to have a beer with them myself,” complained Eli, followed by: “Are you wearing make-up?”

Ruth didn’t say anything, just disappeared into the bathroom. When she emerged moments later, she’d changed from her slippers into high-heeled pumps and had removed the bathrobe and cap. Her transformation was complete and she stood in the doorway wearing the most exotic lingerie that Jenny had ever seen: a red and black satin basque that cinched her waist and pushed her breasts up and together. Long suspender straps supported black lace stockings and the tiniest of tiny thongs provided just the bare minimum of modesty. She grinned, lifting an arm clad in an elbow-length black lace glove to touch her blood-red lips in a thought-provoking gesture while moving her legs apart just enough to be noticeable.

“Still want a beer?” she cooed and touched the red stone set on the wide, black ribbon choker that was tight about her neck.

Eli didn’t. He moved to her side, sliding an arm around her waist and guiding her to the bed. Ruth sat on the edge of the bed and began unbuttoning his shirt as he stood before her. It slipped from his shoulders and she moved down to his waist. It wasn’t long before Eli was naked, his erection standing tall and proud inches from her mouth.

That’s when she turned to look at Jenny peering through the bars of her cage as if hypnotised.

“Excuse me a moment, darling,” she whispered and slowly stood. She picked up a large blanket and flicked it over the cage just as one would cover the cage of a parrot.

“It might be better if we were alone…”


Chapter 18    
To Protect the Family

It was morning. Twice, Jenny had been freed from the cage to lean over the milking stand, once at two and again at six. It was now eight o'clock and she was back in the cage gazing at Ruth and Eli sitting up in bed drinking tea. There was a knock on the bedroom door.

“Just a minute…” Ruth scrambled out of bed and slipped on a dressing gown. The exotic attire of the night before was long gone and her face cleaned of all traces of make-up. She opened the door and the Reverend Davies pushed past her into the room.

“Father,” said Eli casually. He was sitting up in bed and raised his teacup by way of a greeting. Davies didn’t respond, but just stared down at Jenny peering up from between the bars. She would have pulled her blanket about her, but for reasons that were unclear, Ruth had taken it away when she put her back to bed after six. The reverend silently examined the padlock and then turned to Eli.

“Well, what’s the verdict?”

“We haven't decided yet,” said Eli.

“I won't have this, d’you hear. I shall not have a woman like this kept unsecured in your bedroom.”

“You can see she is secure.”

“You know exactly what I mean. See to her or I shall see to it myself.”

With a last glaring look at Jenny, he burst back through the door slamming it behind him.

Ruth and Eli looked silently at each other, while Jenny, hands gripping the bars as if for support, whispered, “What did he mean? What is it he’s threatening to do?”

“Don’t worry about it; it’s not going to happen.”

“He wants me sewn up like Gail, doesn’t he?”

Eli ignored her and slipped naked from the bed to the en-suite for his shower.

“Ruth… What does Eli’s father want?”

“He wants you infibulated.”

“I don’t understand…”

“What don’t you understand? Don’t you understand English? It’s not enough that we sew your vagina closed. He thinks you’d still have an inclination that could break up marriages. He wants you infibulated.”

Still Jenny looked blank.

“Two hundred million women and girls worldwide have been infibulated and you don’t even know what it means?” Ruth carefully inspected her fingernails rather than look at Jenny. “It means they’ve had their clitorises cut out, their labial lips cut away, and the wound sewn closed to leave nothing more than a thin scar and a tiny hole for urine and menstrual blood. It’s usually done to babies or young girls so their husbands know they're marrying a virgin. Then the lucky man can cut her open on their marriage night and have a little round hole through which he can fuck her. Not only can they not have premarital sex, but they don’t have any inclination to be unfaithful once they're married… There’s not much point when they can never feel anything ever again.”

Ruth paused to allow the more horrific thoughts to filter through Jenny’s brain before continuing. “But for you, it would be different; you’d never be cut open again and even if you were, it wouldn’t do you much good. And the Reverend Davies would have his assurance that you would never seek to interfere with any married man on these farms.”

There was no response from Jenny and Ruth peered into her cage. She was face down on the mattress; she’d fainted.

*

Eli was furious with Ruth for speaking to Jenny like that and neither of them could rouse any sense from her throughout the day. Ruth left the top of her cage open most of the time, but Jenny just lay silently staring at the wall and barely moved. She wouldn’t eat and only grudging drank water. Ruth did milk her, that was non-negotiable, but she just climbed back onto her bed again afterwards.

At five that evening, after a morning on the hills with the sheep and the afternoon spent with the local blacksmith, Eli returned and sat on the floor with his back leaning against the bars.

“I have designed an alternative that might satisfy father and Ruth. It’s a chastity device that will render you absolutely impervious to vaginal penetration, but won’t affect your bodily functions in any way.”

Jenny stirred, turned over and sat up. “A chastity belt…”

“A sort of chastity belt, but it will only cover your vagina, so you’ll be able to use the toilet normally.”

“And I won't be able to be penetrated?”

“Not vaginally.”

“Do you think your father will agree to it?”

“I doubt that he will much like it because it will leave you with all the inclinations that a normal, healthy young woman should have, but you won’t be able to act on them and that can be assured by Ruth holding the only keys.”

“Oh God, please… I’ll die if I was ever cut like Ruth described.”

“I promise you that that will never be the case. She was wrong to ever talk to you about it.”

“Are you saying that she was making it up?”

“I'm not saying that. It may even be my father’s preferred solution, but I’m telling you that I would never let it happen to you. What has been done to Gail is bad enough, but at least that is substantially reversible.”

“So, what happens now? How long until I’m protected?”

“I saw the blacksmith this afternoon. She said it will take two days to make after I give her the dimensions. Then, I suppose we need father’s approval for the solution.”

“A lady blacksmith is going to make a chastity belt for me?”

“She seems eminently qualified and much more familiar with the ins and outs than a male smith would be,” said Eli.

“Will you need to measure me? Can you take the measurements now?”

“You do realise that this solution doesn’t come without possible downsides… You might find the device uncomfortable or frustrating.”

“Eli… I can put up with a lot of discomfort if it saves me from being cut.”

“Okay. I’ll take some measurements now and she’ll be able to start first thing in the morning. Wait there and I’ll get the cage key from Ruth.”

‘Wait there…’ Jenny’s relief was so great that Eli’s feeble attempt at humour had tears running down her cheeks. A minute later, Ruth followed Eli back into the bedroom; she unfastened the cage and lifted the lid, and Jenny climbed out.

“There’s four dimensions the smith has asked for and for one, you’ll need to lay down. The first is your natural waist measurement,” and he wrapped a dressmaker’s tape around her waist. “Twenty-three inches…” Behind him, Ruth wrote down the reading and frowned. “The next is the vertical distance from your waist to your crotch.”

Jenny paused, then opened her legs as far as the hobble allowed and Eli pushed his hand under her. He held the tape from her waist to his palm and read out 9.8 inches. Then he wriggled his hand and re-measured, revising the distance to 9.4.

“Does that feel comfortable?” he asked Jenny and she stared down at his hand, not really knowing what to answer. “I mean does my hand feel too wide?”

She shook her head.

“In that case we’ll consider this as the device’s width,” and he measured the span across his palm. “3.6 inches,” and Ruth made a note.

“Now finally, we come to a difficult but important measurement and it may be best if you lie on the tiled floor of the shower room on your stomach.”

The floor was cold and she couldn’t see why this strange request was necessary, but it was so important to her that Eli satisfied his father with respect to her new guard that she complied without question. Eli took Ruth back into the bedroom, leaving jenny on the floor, and when he returned, he was holding something she recognised straight away. It was her present from Ruth… It was her dildo.

“Deep breath,” said Eli and plunged the phallus up between her thighs and into her until only its base was visible. “Press your pubis to the tiles and hold still,” he instructed and then measured the distance from the centre of the dildo’s base to the tiled surface.

*

It was a long two days for all concerned. Eli and Ruth were reluctant to allow Jenny out of their part of the house in case Reverend Davies found fault and whenever Ruth was out of the area, Jenny was safely secured within the cage. She did help Ruth in the kitchen and eat with them at the small table in the sitting room, but during the daytime when Eli was working on the farm and Ruth was out the house, Jenny was alone and had time to think.

At four on the second day, Eli and Ruth entered the bedroom and Jenny, lying on her mattress and flicking through magazines for the second time, stirred and peered up through the bars. Eli dumped a plastic carrier bag down onto the floor with the sound of heavy pieces of metal clinking together.

“You’ve got it,” exclaimed Jenny and Eli nodded. “Well, open the cage and let me put it on before the reverend pays you another visit.”

“We can go and find him to get his approval if you want,” suggested Ruth, but Jenny looked unconvinced.

“What if he says no?”

“We’re jumping the gun here,” said Eli. “Put it on first, but remember: it isn't designed to be comfortable or to be a fashion statement. It has a single, very specific purpose and that purpose overrides every other consideration.”

“And you’ll wear it all the time,” added Ruth; “Whether you're in the cage or not. The only exception will be once a day when I’ll remove it so you can shower. That’s because it’s supposed to protect you from Eli as well as the others and only I will have the key. We don’t want Eli’s father thinking there are times when you're unprotected. You might not like wearing it, but if it satisfies father, that’s all that really matters. Are you ready?”

Jenny nodded and Ruth passed the tether through the port and then reached through to apply a padlock before releasing the bolts to open the top of the cage. Jenny sat on the edge of the cage and swung her legs out and then stood, looking anxiously from Ruth to Eli and back to Ruth again. This was an important step for Jenny and if things didn’t work out, the consequences could be far-reaching and tragic.

Eli knelt and extracted a steel belt from the bag. It was constructed from five thick, rigid sections hinged together to form a four-inch wide band. He placed the centre section against her navel and folded the other parts over her hips so they met and clipped together in the small of her back. The fit was tight and accurate, sitting snugly over her hips and squeezing her waist just enough to ensure it could barely move up or down. The panel over her belly was the largest and flattest one and there was a three-quarter-inch diameter steel bar welded to it that projected six-inches downwards over her belly.

Ruth moved behind her and snapped a padlock onto the interlocking parts behind her back.

“This is the part that protects you,” said Eli and lifted a second piece from the bag. It was a 3.6 inch-wide metal plate, just wide enough to fit comfortably between her legs, that was curved at the front to fit against Jenny’s pubic mound and extended back to cover the whole of her vulva, but no more. A nine-inch-long metal pipe was welded to the front of the plate and this extended upwards to engage with the bar on the belt. What kept the plate in place and secured her vagina against outside influences by virtue of completely occupying it was a metal phallus the exact size and shape of the ‘Conqueror’ dildo that Ruth had bought for her. It was welded to the back of the vulval plate and pointed straight upwards with intimidating intent.

“Do you need any lubrication?” asked Eli and Jenny shook her head.

“I don’t think so, but can I have a drink, please. My mouth is a little dry.”

Ruth fetched a glass of water from the shower room and Jenny drank it all, never once letting her eyes stray from the formidable phallus.

“Go on then; push it in,” said Ruth. “You'll see the shaft is a little relieved at the base and the plate has holes drilled in its underside so you can pee.”

Jenny nodded absently and took the device from Eli.

“It’s heavy,” she murmured.

“You won't feel that weight once it’s fitted.”

Again, the absent-minded nod and she touched the acorn-shaped tip to her labia, wiggling it slightly to lubricate the steel with her own secretions. When it had sunk into her two inches, the tube at its front touched the end of the bar projecting below the waistband.

“Slot the two together now,” said Eli and she engaged the bar into the tube. The phallus was now guided by the belt, the bar sliding into the tube and mirroring the way the phallus was sliding up into Jenny.

Jenny, for her part, was breathing hard. With the phallus almost home, she allowed it to slide south and then pushed it back in again to spread the lubrication. Holes had been drilled through both the tube and the bar so that the shackle of a padlock could be inserted through both when they were aligned, but Ruth was having trouble fitting the lock.

“It’s no good. She can't push it deep enough to line up the locking holes,” said Ruth.

“Wait,” cried out Jenny in alarm. “I can; try it again,” and she forced it deeper by pressing the plate harder against her labial lips.

Ruth inspected the mating bar and tube. “It’s still not there…” Then, with a last desperate effort, Jenny sat on the edge of the cage to press her weight onto the guard plate and pushed down as hard as she could on the front of the belt to force the bar deep into the tube and the phallus deep into her. With a jubilant cry from Ruth and a long groan from Jenny, Ruth finally got the shackle to slide home and snapped the padlock closed to lock the parts together.

“Oh God…” muttered Jenny and Ruth patted the broad metal plate that now curved between her legs.

“There… nice and safe.”

“I don’t know whether I can walk,” muttered Jenny.

“Of course, you can. You'll soon forget it’s even there.”

Jenny tried… She walked up and down on the carpeted floor of the bedroom, taking short steps as dictated by the hobble chain.

“I can feel it inside me when I move.”

“Why am I not surprised,” said Ruth with a grin. “I think you should remember that the operative word is ‘feel’, the alternative being not to feel anything… ever again.”

“Ruth,” snapped Eli as a warning, but Ruth’s grin merely spread.

“She’s not a fool, Eli. She knows full-well what’s at stake here and I have no doubt she’s going to choose your pussy plug however uncomfortable or frustrating it proves to be. Am I right, Jenny?”

Jenny nodded. “I have no choice, have I? I know you're only trying to help me, but did you have to make the phallus so big?”

Ruth burst out laughing and even Eli gave a slight smile.

“We had to make sure it was big enough to fill you or else it wouldn’t have been much use.”

Jenny nodded resignedly and tried sitting on the edge of the bed. Then she smiled. “Thank you…” she murmured.

“There’s one other feature that you may not be so thankful for,” said Ruth and Jenny looked at her quizzically. “It’s that loop that’s welded on the front of the waistband.”

Jenny looked down. An inconspicuous, small metal loop projected forward over where her navel was covered, and she touched it, poking a finger through it. “What’s it for?” she asked hesitantly.

“Well, when you're in here and out of the cage, you're tethered to the wall by the shower room.”

Jenny nodded.

“And when you're in the kitchen or the sitting room, you're tethered to the sink or the table in the sitting room.”

She nodded again.

“But when we’re walking between the sitting room, kitchen, and bedroom, all I can do is to hold you by the chain. The same will be true when you're outside and moving between, say, the barn and the fields; you won’t actually be secured to anything and I'll only have the chain to your collar to hang on to; you could easily surprise me and run off.”

“But I'm hobbled. How can I run anywhere?”

“Don’t be facetious. I’m not stupid enough to believe you can’t waddle quickly if you wanted to and don’t forget you once got the better of me before. No… I need an edge just to be sure I can manage you and that’s where that little loop comes in.”

Without any further explanation, Ruth held the short link that joined Jenny’s wrists together and pressed it against the belt to clip the snap link onto the loop. Jenny twisted her wrists, but couldn’t get her fingers near enough to the snap link to unclip it again; her hands were held fast against her belly just as they'd been to the previous leather belt and the handle of the milking frame.

“This will be how I shall leave you when you're otherwise untethered,” said Ruth. “Once the tether chain is locked, I can release your hands as normal. It just makes you a little more secure and it seemed silly not to do it now you have that belt fitted.”

“But Ruth… This isn't necessary. You know I’d never try escaping again.”

“I know no such thing. In fact, I think the chances are very high that you will try to escape sooner or later. This will make it just that little bit harder.”

“It’s only for the times when your collar chain isn't actually locked to anything,” said Eli using his most reasonable-sounding voice. “Come on, now. Let’s go and see what father thinks of our security measures.”


Chapter 19    
Gardening at Yr Olchfa

Reverend Davies walked around Jenny, regarding her with a critical eye. Eli’s chastity device looked heavy and substantial hanging from her hips, the padlock retaining the vaginal guard and plug tapping noisily against the front plate whenever she moved. He grabbed hold of the bar where it slotted into the tube and yanked it hard; Jenny cried out and staggered forward, but the guard moved not at all and the phallus stayed firmly lodged inside her. He grunted a reluctant approval.

“I see you’ve made no attempt to secure her bottom.”

“Father… You know Gail has no protection in that respect and you’ve said yourself that anal sex poses no threat; no-one can become pregnant through anal penetration.”

“I know what I said, but anal sex can still get her excited and that can lead to misdirected passions that can threaten a marriage.”

“No-one’s going to be inflaming Jenny’s passions.”

Jenny looked sharply at Eli, but remained silent.

“It may be better if they did… Gail has Luke to absorb any of her libidinous inclinations and without anyone similar, Jenny could threaten any or all of the young marriages around here. Is yours strong enough?”

“Of course, it is,” exclaimed Ruth.

“I’d like to think so,” mused Davies. “Perhaps we could interest Luke in taking care of Jenny too.”

“That won't be necessary, father. Ruth and I together will ensure she poses no risk to the others.”

“Well, I hope that’s so.” Davies continued to stare at Jenny and she felt herself wilting under his intense scrutiny. If he was so worried about her corrupting his family, why did they keep her naked? It made no sense, but then again, little did here on these farms. The best reasoning she could come up with was that she now had the status of a biblical slave girl and they were invariably kept naked.

“I approve of the new hand restraint,” Davies said suddenly. “It’s a good idea to restrict her as much as possible when she’s not actually secured to anything solid.”

“She’ll do exactly as I tell her with her hands fastened like that. Look how vulnerable it leaves the rest of her body.”

Ruth was right; Jenny did feel vulnerable.

“Show me the keys,” he said suddenly. Ruth grinned and pulled at a silver chain that was round her neck to lift the keys that were inside her shirt.

“Three keys… One secures the vaginal guard, one the waistband behind her back, and the last one I use to lock her tether to fixtures about the house or when she’s working outside. No-one can get to them except me and that includes Eli,” and she gave him a broad smile.

“Alright,” said the reverend at last. “I accept that I am partly to blame for the difficult situation we know find ourselves in. I misunderstood God’s will in the beginning, but he was quick to correct me, first by gifting Ruth a child and then by showing me that Ben has no need of a woman. Jenny’s value all along has been solely as a provider of milk for my grandchildren and to that end she has fulfilled God’s calling admirably. With the safeguards you have now installed, I am prepared to allow her to assist with some of the farm work, but her primary role must always remain as a provider of milk.”

Everyone stared at Jenny’s rapidly developing teats that were now almost an inch in length and as thick as a man’s forefinger. Dark, puffy areolae behind them pushed them out even further.

“I’m satisfied enough to allow you a trial period with this guard, but if I see anything amiss happening, I shall not be so understanding again.”

*

“Well…” said Eli when they were back in their bedroom. “I thought that went very well.”

“Thank you,” murmured Jenny. “It’s, um… It’s a very tight fit.”

Eli nodded. “It has to be.”

“Was it really necessary to include that ridge in front of the phallus?”

“Ah, yes… That. It wasn’t part of the specification; that was the smith’s own idea. She said that as you won’t be able to touch your clit when you're wearing it, you ought to have something to remind you it’s there.”

“But it’s pressing between my labia.”

“Does it touch your clit?”

“No. It doesn’t go deep enough.”

Eli shrugged. “She’s a woman; I reckoned she knows best.”

“It’s coming up to six. Let’s see if you fit into the milking stand with that belt on.”

Ruth attached her tether chain to the wall staple before releasing her hands from the belt, the new protocol, and Jenny leaned against the stand’s cradle; the belt was too wide to fit the cradle, but the cradle gripped her waist just above the belt and left her just as secure, only with her hips projecting another few inches behind the frame. Jenny leaned across the stand and stretched a little further to grip the handlebars and Ruth clipped the snap link into place.

“Your primary purpose…” Eli mimicked Reverend Davies as he handled her dangling tits with a delicate touch. He squeezed a long nipple and a thin stream of milk jetted out onto the carpet causing him to rapidly stand before Ruth noticed. Walking behind her, he got his first detailed view of her underside with the guard in place. Her vulva was completely concealed beneath the black guard plate, the only visible feature being the small holes provided for urine. Around the back of her vulva, the top as she leant over the cradle, the guard plate morphed into the phallus and Eli could see the sides of her labia stretched around the shaft’s considerable girth. Then there was her perineum, white and smooth before her anal sphincter, dark and puckered like a frightened sea anemone, and it winked at him when he touched it with a fingertip.

Ruth and Jenny made supper for the three of them and they ate it together in the sitting room before settling down to watch television, jenny in a small armchair and Ruth and Eli spread out on the settee, Ruth all bare arms wrapped about Eli’s shoulders and long legs stretching over the settee’s arm.

At nine, Ruth disappeared to change and apply make-up, and before ten, she’d connected Jenny to the pump once more and was watching impatiently as the Jenny was pumped dry. Then she locked her into the cage.

“We’re out for a drink,” she said and moments later, they were both gone leaving Jenny staring forlornly through the bars at the empty room.

It was midnight when footsteps and giggling in the corridor announced their return and Jenny pretended to be asleep. Bedside lights glowed dimly and the en-suite lights blazed for a few minutes, and then two naked bodies flopped onto the bed amid hushed warnings and giggles. Jenny watched in the weak light as Ruth crawled onto her hands and knees and Eli took up position behind her, impaling her with a single, fierce thrust and thereafter, bumping her to elicit a long sequence of low moans culminating in a series of fast, urgent cries she was totally incapable of repressing.

*

Ruth and Eli went out after breakfast the next morning leaving Jenny once more locked in the cage. She lay bored and miserable until both returned at about half-nine for coffees and to ‘see to’ Jenny. Ruth clipped her hands to her belt and connected the tether chain to the wall staple near the en-suite before pulling the key chain over her head and opening the cage.

“Shower time,” she said. “And that means removing the pussy plug so you can be washed properly, but the belt stays in place.”

She fitted another of the keys into the padlock through the chastity guard’s retention tube. It clicked open, the padlock was pulled from the tube, and the phallus slipped rapidly from Jenny under its own weight. Jenny squealed and doubled up and Ruth smiled and said ‘sorry’.

Jenny walked into the shower room only to find that her tether no longer allowed her to reach the shower cubicle. Ruth followed her in and shrugged when she saw Jenny’s confusion.

“Showers are conducted under my supervision in future,” she said and, after making her point, re-locked the tether chain to the wall staple with enough slack to reach the cubicle. Behind her, Ruth undressed and followed her in, reaching behind Jenny to turn on the water. Cold water jetted onto her head and shoulders, but soon warmed to a comfortable temperature and Ruth squashed in beside her. She squeezed shampoo onto Jenny’s hair and then her own before briskly massaging both. Then she selected a wash cloth from the rack and squeezed shower gel onto it.

The wash that Jenny received was scrupulous and comprehensive. With her hands still clipped to her waist, Jenny could offer no help, but it was not required; Ruth washed everywhere with the slippery gel until Jenny was spotlessly clean and breathing hard.

It was a challenge for Jenny when Ruth washed her back, extending her arms either side of Jenny’s shoulders to pull their bodied together so that she could reach. Ruth was a good four-inches taller than Jenny and their already gelled breasts interlocked when Ruth hugged her and slipped sensuously together when she scrubbed vigorously from side to side. Even more taxing for Jenny was the fact that her hands were forced against Ruth’s crotch. She stood stock still not daring to move as she felt her fingers pressed against soft thighs and the tickle of Ruth’s pubic hair on her wrists. Then Ruth stepped back and washed Jenny between her legs.

*

Clean and dry, well fed and milked, Jenny was at last feeling at ease.

“It’s a sunny day today, so we thought you might like some fresh air. Eli’s going to take you to the kitchen garden at Yr Olchfa so you can do some weeding.”

Jenny found she was surprisingly happy with the prospect and told them so. Soon after ten, therefore, Eli dropped a poncho over her head to keep her warm, clipped her wrists to her waist, and led her from the room by the tether locked to her collar. They walked over to the barn in bright sunlight, the morning mists long dispersed and the promised afternoon rain clouds yet to form, and Jenny sat in the trailer of a quad bike for the short journey, a better idea than trying to balance side-saddle on the bike. They bounced the quarter mile along the rutted track to Yr Olchfa and the two hundred yards beyond to the kitchen garden with Jenny squealing like an excited child every time the trailer slewed or jumped. Small hand tools rattled beside her in a wooden trug and a spade and rake were jammed against the side wall along with a small tarpaulin, a pile of collapsible bags, and a kneeler to make the task more comfortable. There was also a sixty-foot-long length of chain and a sixty-pound concrete weight with a steel ring embedded in its top surface.

“We need you to weed the beds and, if you have time, to prepare the next rows for the winter planting. I’ll be back later in time for your next session and with something to eat. Are you going to be alright out here?”

Jenny looked around. There was a dense row of beans curling around their poles and several rows of corn, all taller than her. Even the Brussel sprouts looked dense and impenetrable, the earth thick with weeds around their stems. The track continued along the ends of the rows with vegetables on the left and woodland to the right. Jenny climbed from the trailer and stood to bask in the warm sunshine and listen to the birds singing in the woodland.

“Yes. I’ll be fine out here, at least until it rains.”

Eli knelt at her feet and locked the end of the long chain to her hobble, and then carried the weight to the centre of the first row and dropped it onto the soft earth.

“You'll have to watch how you move or else you're going to get tangled up in the plants,” he said with a smile and locked the other end of the chain to the weight before releasing her hands from her belt. “You should be able to reach both ends…”

She watched him unload the tools and equipment and he wished her a good morning before swinging the bike around and disappearing amongst the low buildings of Yr Olchfa farm. She picked up a trowel and knelt next to the nearest row of vegetables, onions that were almost big enough to harvest. The poncho spread before her and covered her hands making it impossible for her to see what she was doing. In addition, she already felt hot in the sun, so she pulled the garment over her head, folded it, and laid it on the tarpaulin next to the other tools.

*

Gail was standing behind her, materialising as if by magic from the foliage.

“I knew where you were; I just had to follow the chain,” she said, her light, sing-song tone bubbling over with amusement at her own cleverness. “I've brought you some water.”

“Thanks,” said Jenny and stood, stretching her legs to remove any stiffness.

“What’s that?” asked Gail pointing to the black, steel belt and the metalwork dropping down between Jenny’s legs.

Jenny fingered the padlock secured through the metal pipe at her belly and, not for the first time, tried to ease the device by pushing it down. There was no noticeably movement and she sighed.

“It’s a chastity device to protect my virtue,” she said with heavy irony. Gail continued to stare and then pushed Jenny around to see her bare bottom. Jenny turned back and Gail held out her hands in the universal gesture of confusion.

“There’s a sodding great metal cock stuck inside me,” said Jenny and Gail’s face cleared with understanding.

“Oh my… I wouldn’t be able to wear that.” Without seeking consent, she reached out a hand to touch the belt about Jenny’s waist and then explored the pipe and padlock at her belly. Finally, her eyes lifted to stare at Jenny’s face while her fingers followed the curve of the plate between Jenny’s thighs until she touched her perineum and Jenny jumped.

“Do you have to wear this all the time?”

Jenny nodded.

“What… Nighttime too?”

“Reverend Davies is concerned that if I'm not rendered inaccessible, my very presence will corrupt the family.”

“But that’s ridiculous. I don’t corrupt anyone, but I suppose he doesn’t know you so well. That’s why you're chained up all the time, isn't it? I expect when he knows you better, you’ll be just like me and have clothes to wear.”

Jenny wasn’t so sure, but didn’t say so.

“That cock that’s locked inside you…” mused Gail. “Doesn’t it make you feel, you know… juicy all the time?”

“If you mean ‘Can I constantly feel it inside me?’ the answer to that is ‘Yes’. That’s sort of unavoidable.”

“My God… I can't even imagine what that must feel like.”

“No, I don’t suppose you can.”

Gail tried harder to exercise her imagination. “It must feel a bit like you're being fucked every time you take a step.”

Jenny closed her eyes; Gail’s imagination wasn’t so bad after all.

“And you can't even touch your clit… That must be horribly frustrating. I couldn’t bear that; to be constantly frigged, but not be able to do anything about it would drive me insane. Luke makes me squirm almost every day and I'm always doing it myself. I can give myself three orgasms in a row, but, of course, it’s not the same as when Luke does it. He uses his tongue and it’s heavenly.”

“Yes. Thank you for that. I feel much better about it now.”

“Sorry. I know that if it was me, I’d be going crazy within a day. Well, at least he’s left your bum unplugged. I quite like anal.”

“Gail, can we please change the subject?”

“Okay, okay, I won't mention it again.” Gail passed Jenny the bottle of water and she drank deeply. When she looked back at Gail, the girl had turned to the side and pushed out her chest.

“What d’you think?” She was wearing a tight black polo-neck sweater that clung to her curves and a skinny pair of black jeans.

“What am I supposed to be looking at?”

“My breasts, of course. Do you think they’ve grown?”

“How long have you been taking the hormones?”

“This is the third week. I think they're definitely bigger.”

“Well, maybe, but it’s early days yet. I think I must have been taking hormones for more than twelve weeks before I began to lactate.”

“I'm really looking forward to it. Yours look so delicious with those big nipples,” and she stared openly at Jenny’s naked breasts.

“You realise that you'll need to relieve them every four hours.”

“Luke says six hours. He says he’s going to use the goat milker on me. If he milks me more often, will I get even bigger?”

“Probably… Do you want to get bigger?”

“Of course. The bigger, the better, and I want nipples just like yours.”

“Well, it shouldn’t be too difficult, but be careful what you wish for.”

Gail looked at the rows of vegetables and the bags of weeds that Jenny had collected.

“I’d offer to help you, but I’ve got other things I have to do. It’s washday today and I’m supposed to be babysitting Tabitha this afternoon. Perhaps see you later.”

“Perhaps,” said Jenny and watched Gail weave her way back through the tall rows of vegetables; a lithe little figure dressed all in black with and with a skip in her step.


Chapter 20    
Gail’s Promise

Eli and Gail both came back at one-forty-five to find Jenny sitting on the low wall next to the path drinking from the water bottle.

“Finished?” asked Eli and Jenny laughed.

“I could spend days here and by the time I got to the end, the weeds will have started again at the beginning.”

“What you’ve done looks good.”

“I couldn’t finish the rows because the chain’s not long enough.”

“Well, it’s nearly time for your two o'clock. If you can walk as far as the farm with that hobble, we can use their pump.”

“It’s not the hobble that’ll stop her,” said Gail with a giggle.

Eli looked confused.

“It’s the metal cock you’ve locked inside her… She’ll collapse with an orgasm before she gets half way.”

“Gail is exaggerating,” said Jenny. “I can easily walk that far.”

“Er… Okay,” said Eli hesitantly. “Well, if you can, it would be far easier than fetching the quad.”

As if it was the most normal thing in the world, Eli clipped the snap link on her manacle chain to her belt and then unfastened the long chain from the links of her hobble. Gail watched carefully, but made no comment and then the three of them began the slow walk back to the farm.

“Eli says I can watch again,” said Gail brightly.

Jenny nodded absently.

“He says it doesn’t take so long to milk you now.”

“Twelve minutes,” said Eli and Jenny nodded again.

“Do you still enjoy it? I remember Ruth telling me that you used to get all sticky when you were being milked; does that still happen? I don’t suppose we can tell now because of that guard thing that’s in you.”

Jenny wasn’t really listening. She was concentrating on putting one foot in front of the other, moving slowly towards Yr Olchfa. It didn’t help that her hands were clipped to her waist because she was unable to balance each short step properly and that resulted in her swinging her hips more than usual. That, in turn, took its toll as her pelvic muscles squeezed past the embedded phallus, stroking her internal nerves with every pass.

“Eli says that you're sharing their bedroom now. How does that work? Do you sleep in their bed?”

“It’s not like that,” said Eli.

“Luke’s promised me that if he ever gets married to someone else, that I can sleep in their bed with them. Of course, I’d have to promise not to, you know, actually have proper sex with him in case I got pregnant; that would be reserved for his wife, but I wouldn’t really mind. I’d still get all the orgasms I wanted and I’d have two people to cuddle. I’d be lactating by then as well, so I can be a wet nurse for his children like Jenny. Well, maybe not quite like Jenny. I suppose it would be up to his wife to decide whether I should suckle the babies or whether they use the goat milker to milk me. I think I may prefer the machine. The thought of having my tits pumped and not being able to stop it seems so much sexier than having a little human sucking me; a bit like being raped in a safe sort of way.”

Jenny stopped. “Do you mind if we have a little rest here?” she asked leaning against the low wall.

“Are you okay? Would you like a drink of water?” Eli pulled the water bottle from his shoulder bag, but Jenny shook her head.

“I’ll be fine in a moment. Just a little out of breath.”

“Is that what you call it?” asked Gail giggling. “Look… Your legs are trembling.”

“Jenny, I'm sorry; I can't remove it.”

“No. I don’t want it removed. I’ll be fine, really I will. Please don’t remove it… I couldn’t stand it if…”

“It’s alright. Take your time. There’s no hurry and it’s only another fifty yards.”

“Oh, God… It’s not like I can ever climax with this thing, but it won’t stop… I try to forget it’s there, but every time I move, it won’t stop.

*

It was ten minutes past two when Jenny, Eli and Gail entered the milking shed at Yr Olchfa; barely late at all. The shed was cleaner and generally in better condition that the older facility at Bryndu, however, there was a problem: it was being used. Luke had two nanny goats in the stalls, one with the milking pump connected and operating. The goats looked over their shoulders at the newcomers and both gave what could be considered an acknowledging bleat.

“Hi,” said Luke to Eli. “I take it you want to use the pump to milk your pet,” and he grinned at Jenny. “I see Ruth’s got her all sealed up now. She’s been telling me about it. Makes sense I suppose; you never know how situations may change in the future and it would be wrong to limit your options.”

“Situations won’t change; our marriage is sound.”

“I wasn’t suggesting otherwise, but one never knows… And how’s that working out for you, Jenny. Feeling a little full?”

Jenny swung defiantly away from him, but that only elicited a comment about the quality of her ‘arse’.

“You can have the pump now; the goats are done,” and Luke switched off the pump and pulled the teat cups off the animal’s udders. The goats gave another long bleat of thanks and then Luke opened the rear door and lifted the stalls’ barriers, and both animals scrambled out into their compound.

“Your turn,” said Luke to Jenny and gestured at the stall. Eli was already kneeling at the pump to change the collecting bottle, tubes, and teat cups for the ones from Jenny’s pump that he’d brought with him in his shoulder bag. Once that had been done, Eli unlatched her wrists and told her to lean over the stall just as she used to do before, and, after a nervous look at Luke, she reluctantly complied. She stretched out her arms to grab the far rail and Eli wrapped baler twine around her manacle links and the rail to hold her in place before dampening a cleaning cloth from the water tap in the corner.

“Oh, can I do that?” asked Gail and took the cloth without waiting for an answer. “I do love your teats. I’ve never seen anyone with teats like these. I hope mine soon look the same,” and she squeezed one between finger and thumb. A thin jet of milk wetted the concrete floor and she giggled. Eli passed her the milking cups and flicked on the pump.

“Ready?” asked Gail, and then, “One, two, three…” and she held both up together against Jenny nipples. Both cups grabbed and were tugged from Gail’s hands, prompting another giggle from Gail and a short cry from Jenny.

With the pulsator running and her tits bouncing, Jenny buried her head between her arms and Gail crawled out from under her and joined Luke behind her.

“I knew it,” she cried triumphantly. “Look at that,” and she pointed to the white emulsion that had collected around the base of the phallus. “That’s all her love juice; she’s been feeling frisky.”

“It looks a good fit,” noted Luke. “You'd have a job to get anything else in there while that’s installed.” He peered closely at the vulval plate locked hard against Jenny’s crotch. It narrowed towards the mouth of her vagina until it was flush with the surface of the shaft of the phallic plug where it entered her. The result was her labial folds were plain to see where they'd been stretched wide by the shaft and curled intimately around its girth at her perineum.

A white, slippery paste-like secretion liberally coated the base of the shaft and oozed from beneath the vulval plate. Luke dipped a finger into it and spread it up behind her over her anal sphincter. Jenny gave a sharp cry and screwed herself up tight, only to flare open as his finger passed. He did it again, this time pressing his finger against the muscle, and the effect was the same.

“You can have a lot of fun with this one.”

“I’d rather you didn’t do that,” said Eli. “You have your own toy to play with.”

Luke smiled and stepped back and Gail, hanging onto his arm, grinned up at him.

The three of them perched on a rail to watch Jenny and chatted among themselves. Luke asked how married life was working out and Eli told him it was good to have someone else in the house to share the chores. Luke noted that he’d achieved that without the bind of a marriage contract and Gail warned him she could leave whenever she wanted and then he’d have to do his own washing.

“And where would you go?” he asked and Gail went quiet.

“Will you be training Jenny up to keep house for you?”

“She helps out a lot already.”

“The tasks she can do must be pretty limiting. Ruth tells me she’s kept in a cage whenever no-one else is around.”

“That won’t always be the case.”

“Won’t it? Do you foresee a time, then, when you can trust her to wander about the farm by herself and not get lost?”

Eli looked at her warily only to see she was watching him just as keenly. “It’s complicated,” said Eli and left it at that.

After twelve minutes, the flow had diminished to virtually nothing and Eli turned off the pump and untied Jenny’s wrists. Gratefully, she stood erect and, once Eli had clipped them back to her belt, backed against a wall with an anxious eye on Luke.

“Can I try it?” asked Gail.

“What… Try the goat milker?”

“Yeah. With those miniature teat cups you got for Jenny.”

“Well, they won’t really fit, you know. You’ll still be tiny until your breasts develop more.”

“I know, but I want to try them.”

Eli looked at Luke. “She shouldn’t while her breasts are developing; it might start lactation too early before her milk ducts are ready and then they may stop developing.”

“I don’t think that will happen; it’s far too early for the milk to start.”

“Well, okay. It’s up to you…”

Gail almost jumped for joy and then sat on a stool to remove her shoes. When she stood and began unbuttoning her jeans, Eli asked her what she was doing.

“Getting undressed, of course. I want the full experience.”

She pushed her jeans and pants down her legs and stepped out of them, her slim, white hips looking stark in the dim light below the black polo-neck. Luke looked at her shaven pubic mound and then grinned at Eli, a knowing grin about a shared secret.

Gail was grinning too and, with a single fluid motion, whisked the woollen sweater over her head to reveal her small, childlike breasts.

“Soon have these looking impressive,” said Luke and pressed one with his palm, pancaking it against her ribs. “Hold out your hands then,” he said and Gail held her arms out for the baler twine. It wasn’t really necessary with such a willing customer, but was all part of the experience. She spread herself over the stall to grip the far rail and Luke tied the twine to the rail to ensure she couldn’t let go. Then he splashed water under her tits while she giggled.

Gail continued giggling even after he’d held the teat cups against her and the suction drew her into the funnels. Then he turned on the pulsator and the giggles instantly stopped to be replaced by a look of utter astonishment. They weren’t drawing her in as deep and Jenny, so they weren’t squeezing her as hard nor bouncing as vigorously, but the ordeal seemed to come as a surprise for Gail, if not a shock.

Luke moved behind her and drew Eli’s attention to her vulva. Gail groaned and wriggled when he touched her, sliding his fingertip between discoloured and engorged labial lips to show Eli how wet she was.

“Of course, I'm not allowed to go in here in case I break her hymen…” and he spread her open with his thumbs. Instead of a vaginal tunnel, there was just a depression with a thin scar at its base where her vaginal walls had been sewn together. Jenny, looking over Eli’s shoulder, felt faint, but Gail felt energised. Her sensitivity was undiminished and she groaned and wriggled as he stroked his fingertip across what used to be the mouth of her vagina.

“Fortunately, I still have this…” and she squealed as he pushed the same slippery finger through her sphincter muscle.

*

Eli and Jenny left Luke and Gail in the milking shed. “We’ll use the quad and trailer to get you back to the garden,” he said and led her across the yard towards the garage just as Rachel emerged from the cottage with Tabitha in a pushchair.

“Eli… and Jenny. I didn’t expect to see you here. How are you? You're looking…”

“Exposed,” said Jenny, finishing Rachel’s sentence for her. She moved uncomfortably under Tabitha’s intense gaze but the infant didn’t seem perturbed by Jenny’s nudity nor the obvious shackles and chains.

“Yes, I heard things had changed a bit since the wedding and after Ben rejected you. You must have been disappointed.”

“It’s been a challenging time.” She looked at Eli who was maintaining a diplomatic silence “Things could have been worse.”

“What? Worse than that,” and she nodded to the black metalwork about her waist and crotch. “Ruth told me. Isn't it uncomfortable?”

Jenny glanced at Eli again. “Frustrating is the first word that springs to mind and, yes, things could be a lot worse than this,” and she moved her hands against the padlock at her belly to indicate the focus of their conversation.

“I suppose you're referring to Gail’s supposed hymen reconstruction. It’s not permanent, you know. It would be a relatively easy operation to reverse it.”

Jenny kept silent; she didn’t want to talk about it.

“Ruth says you sleep in a cage now, too, and your security has been increased.” Rachel glanced at her wrists clipped to the belt in addition to the chain Eli was holding from her collar.

“Sign of the times…” said Jenny, not quite sure what she meant by it.

“Well, my cousin here will have to give you clothes when the weather gets colder,” and she gave Eli a withering look. “Have you seen Gail? She’s meant to be babysitting for me this afternoon.”

“Er… I think they're in the milking shed,” said Eli. “I don’t think they’ll be very long.” Then he added: “I would wait out here for them if I were you.”

Eli tugged the chain leash and Jenny walked on leaving Rachel to stare at her retreating back: white, shoulder-length hair wafting in the light breeze; the black, metal belt locked about her waist with its padlock tapping against the hasp; narrow, white buttocks rising and falling with every step; and the short, heavy hobble chain welded in place between the steel ankle shackles. Her heavy, black working boots looked just as incongruous as the rest.

Eli led her into the covered bay that passed for a garage at Yr Olchfa. The quad was there with the small trailer still attached, but there was another vehicle there too: a small sports car covered with a canvas tarpaulin. Eli saw her looking at it and pulled up the corner to fling it across the bonnet. It was a dark blue, two-seater BMW: her car.

“Martha drove it back that night,” said Eli. It’s been here ever since.”

For reasons she couldn’t quite explain, tears gathered in the corners of her eyes and began to trickle down her cheeks.


Chapter 21    
Ruth’s Privacy Solution

At four o'clock, it began to rain, a light drizzle that turned heavier and seemed set for the rest of the day. Jenny tossed the poncho over her head and pulled the hood up to cover her hair, and then waited. It was pointless to continue weeding; the soil was soon heavy and waterlogged, and the mud clung to her boots and coated the handles of the tools. Twenty minutes later, Eli showed up with the quad and they set off back to Bryndu.

Driving directly through the open doors of the barn, Jenny and Eli then leant on the side of the trailer and looked out at the ever-heavier rain now making large puddles in the yard.

“A good day’s work,” said Eli. “Shame about the rain, but even so, you achieved a lot. Would you be alright to do it again?”

“Are you asking me?”

Eli was quiet for a few moments before answering, “No, not really. It’s not really up to you… Or me come to that. There’s plenty to do here in the gardens to get the beds ready for the winter planting and then we have maintenance to do on all the farms, painting mainly and perhaps some animal husbandry. There will be enough to keep you busy without any of the domestic work.”

“It was better than sitting in that cage all day.”

“Yes, I suppose it was.”

“Eli…” He looked at her, conscious of her suddenly serious tone. “Eli, what’s going to happen to me? I don’t want this for the rest of my life.”

He didn’t answer her; he didn’t have any answers.

“I want a husband and children, a normal life where I can do normal things… There was a time a short while ago when I even thought that might have been us.”

“Even though I was the enemy, your jailor.”

“I know. It’s not logical, but you were kind to me.”

“But I wouldn’t agree to release you; still won’t.”

“Perhaps it’s Stockholm Syndrome after all; a captive falling in love with her jailor.”

“Did you fall in love with me?”

“I know what families are… You're not responsible for what your father believes in or does. He’s compromised all of you. It’s plain that if I ever did get free, you’ll all suffer.”

“You don’t think there’ll ever be a time when we could allow you to walk around here like Gail without the chains and on your own recognizance?”

“What? With you married to Ruth and me with a metal cock locked inside me?”

Eli sighed. “Come on… We should go; the rain’s easing.”

He held the metal leash as they hurried across the yard and into the cottage, but it was slack and from the kitchen, Reverend Davies watched.

*

Inside the bedroom, Ruth helped Jenny discard the poncho and then asked if she’d like another shower. “It’ll get you warm,” she said and Jenny nodded. She connected the tether with enough slack for Jenny to reach the cubicle and then released her wrists. “Have fun, but don’t use all my perfumed shower gel.”

Half an hour later, Jenny emerged wrapped in the same bath towel she’d used previously and settled in one of the small armchairs near her cage. Ruth smiled and tossed her a magazine. “I got that today. There’s an article in it about goat husbandry.”

“Very useful, I’m sure,” said Jenny.

“It says to maximise yield, don’t allow the animals to ever be full; milk them before that.”

“And are you going to milk me more often then?”

“We don’t need you to produce more milk.”

“Thank God for that,” muttered Jenny and Ruth laughed.

“I thought you could help me cook supper tonight after your six o'clock and then perhaps we could play cards.”

Jenny looked up, surprised by the unexpected invitation to what amounted to a social evening. “I’d like that,” she said. “So long as it’s not strip poker; I’d be at too much of a disadvantage.”

*

The very next evening, Ruth announced that she and Eli were going out to dinner at about eight and wouldn’t be back much before midnight. As a result, Martha would help with the ten o'clock session and that she expected Jenny’s full cooperation. The fact that it would be Martha and not Ruth overseeing proceedings was not, in itself, unusual, but Jenny did wonder why Ruth found it necessary to add what amounted to an implied warning to the announcement.

The evening started well. Jenny was re-sited to the kitchen at six-thirty where she prepared her own supper and then watched television in the lounge while Eli and Ruth prepared for their dinner date. By eight, Eli was wearing a dark suit and Ruth had spent almost two hours applying make-up and dressing. The occasion, it transpired, was solely because Ruth had bought herself a new evening gown and needed an excuse to wear it, but the gown, when she presented herself for Eli’s approval and Jenny’s envy, was extraordinary. It was a floor-length, figure-hugging gown made from a dark blue, metallic-like material that clung to her like a second skin. It hung over her right shoulder, dropped low between her breasts to show just the right amount of cleavage, and had a split up her left thigh that was more than high enough to tease. Jenny’s immediate thought was that the designer was cutting it fine because if Ruth had been wearing any underwear, it would surely have shown.

The whole effect was breath-taking and elicited a gasp from Eli when he saw her. From her carefully coiffured hair and sultry eye shadow to her glittering stilettos, Ruth looked every inch a catwalk icon.

“Cage time, sweetie,” said Ruth and released Jenny’s leash from its sitting room anchorage to lead her back into the bedroom. “Martha will be here for ten and we’ll be back for your two o'clock.” And then, with a swish of material and some light-hearted sarcasm from Ruth, they were gone and Jenny was left lying on her narrow mattress and staring through the bars of her tiny cage at their king-sized bed.

Martha appeared at ten already dressed in her nightgown and smiled when she saw that Jenny was still awake. She went through the routine of attaching the security chain and then unlocked the cage for Jenny to climb out before handing her a cup of tea and chatting good-naturedly while Jenny sat in the chair to drink.

“I really don’t know why Ruth doesn’t allow you to sit in that chair while they're out gallivanting. It’s not as if you can go anywhere with that chain locked to the wall.”

Jenny didn’t know either. She finished her tea, handed Martha the cup and saucer, and then went into the en-suite to use the toilet before laying herself over the milking frame. Martha was, by now, adept at attaching the teat cups and the milking went as well as it ever did. After ten minutes, Jenny was dry, the pump was turned off, and the cups disengaged, but Martha hesitated to unfasten Jenny’s wrists.

“Ruth has asked me to do something first,” she said and then paused, as if she didn’t want to go on… “I can't say that I approve, but they're entitled to their privacy,” and she left the bedroom. When she returned, she was carrying a black Latex hood. “She told me that she knew you were awake the other night when they arrived back late and she said you were watching them. I’m not criticizing, dearie; I would have been watching them too, it’s only human nature, but Ruth said she didn’t like it. Anyway, she’s asked me to put this on you so they don’t feel spied upon this evening when they get in,” and Martha held up the hood. It was not a lightweight facsimile; it was the real thing.

Jenny was horrified and told Martha she couldn’t do that, but Martha was not so easily deflected.

“Don’t be silly, dear. Of course, I can. Now just hold still,” and she held the hood open in front of Jenny’s head. Jenny, for her part, yelped and started shaking her head frantically to thwart Martha, but it was a lost cause.

“Now don’t be silly. You know I only have to call Joshua and he’ll know exactly what to do; he’s only a few doors away. I’m sorry about this, really I am. I know what it must seem like to you, but Ruth was insistent and they haven't been married long; surely you must agree that they're entitled to a little privacy to, well… to get to know each other better?”

“But they could move my cage into the sitting room.”

“They could and perhaps you should discuss it with them, but not tonight. Tonight, you need to wear this.”

Martha opened the hood again and fitted it over Jenny’s face, closed the back flaps together, and drew the zip from her crown all the way down the back of her head. It was a tight fit and faithfully followed Jenny’s features to completely enclose her head all the way down to the white fringe of hair at the base of neck, however, it neither stopped her speaking nor prevented her from watching because it had circular holes cut for eyes and mouth. That was to be stage two of the fitting. Martha eased a fat rubber plug mounted on a five-inch-wide rubber pad into Jenny’s mouth and retained it with a strap that threaded through guides at her cheeks and buckled behind her neck. Her eyes were then covered by two thick rubber discs attached to a second strap that also encircled her head.

Jenny was now very still. She could still breathe through holes under her nose and via a safety hole through the centre of the plug, but she could barely make a sound, her hearing was muffled, and she certainly couldn’t see anything. Martha’s muted voice said, “I’ve just got these little locks to stop you removing it…” and Jenny heard three padlocks click shut: one on the zip, and the other two on the straps for the plug and blindfold. Then she felt Martha releasing her wrists and she unfolded to stand erect.

She touched the hood, but there was nothing she could do. The straps couldn’t be displaced, nor the eye pads lifted. Martha gently steered her back to her cage and she climbed slowly inside to lie in her new dark world listening to the muted noises as Martha closed the lid, slid the bolts in place, and applied the lock.

“Good night, dearie. Sleep well.”

*

Jenny had no idea what time it was when Eli and Ruth finally arrived home. She heard them, of course, they were not making much effort to be quiet, but she couldn’t make out everything they were saying; it seemed mainly just a lot of giggling…

Ruth’s voice: “Careful; you'll rip it.”

“I’m not the drunk one.”

“You're horny, though; I can feel it.”

There was then a long period of relative silence until Ruth uttered: “Oh fuck, you feel good.”

“Let me finish getting undressed… And take those off; you'll tear the sheets.”

Another minute or two passed with sounds that caused Jenny’s imagination to soar: giggles; muffled kissing noises and muted moans; a table lamp falling over and more giggling…

“It’s twenty past two. Give me the key and I’ll see to Jenny.”

“You can’t do that; that’s my job.” A thump, a high-pitch cry, and more laughter as Ruth slipped from the bed and then she was at the cage. “Milky time, sweetie. Time to suck on those pretty little titties.” The cage opened and Jenny jumped when Ruth pulled on one of her teats and giggled again. “They're not little at all really, are they? I wonder what they're going to be like in a few more months… Come on now; up you get,” and Jenny felt Ruth pull the ring on the top of the hood to lift her head.

This wasn’t what Martha said would happen. Ruth and Eli should have been back hours ago and she expected Ruth to remove the hood once they'd had their fun, but now it seemed that the fun was only just starting and Jenny could be trapped in the hood for hours yet.

Being milked whilst clipped to the frame and blinded by the hood was a whole new experience for Jenny. It wasn’t exactly frightening, but it certainly focused her mind on the task in hand and the fact that Ruth was drunk and unpredictable whilst Jenny was gagged made the experience even more challenging. Jenny could hear them on the bed while the milker was pumping her; could hear Eli pumping Ruth and she squealing with delight. It could have been twenty or thirty minutes that the milking pump was running, she had no way to tell, but eventually the power was cut and the cups pulled from her abused nipples. When she could stand, she looked to where she thought Ruth stood and tapped the hood with her linked hands, but Ruth only laughed.

“In your dreams, sweetie. Eli’s got much more to do yet before he can rest and you can see. You, however, can sleep now,” and Ruth pulled her by her wrists back to the cage. Jenny lay down and pulled the blanket back over her shoulders as the lid clanked shut and then she lay still, listening to the quiet whispers and giggles coming from her hosts and the repetitive creaking sounds coming from their bed.


Chapter 22    
Harnessed for Raking

Eli removed her hood at six. She’d heard him talking to Ruth, telling her the time and reminding her about Jenny’s milking schedule, but all he received in return was some muffled complaints and a strongly worded suggestion that he should do it himself.

So here he was with Ruth’s keys, unlocking the cage and then the hood to bring daylight flooding back into Jenny’s life. He looked embarrassed about the whole affair, ashamed even, but didn’t say anything. Jenny climbed out of the cage and peered about the bedroom. Eli’s suit jacket was tossed carelessly onto a chair, but Ruth’s beautiful gown fared even worse: it was in a heap on the carpet, pushed up against her bedside cabinet.

Ruth was snoring quietly, the duvet covering only one leg and her back. Her face was still heavily made-up, but her hair was tangled and lay partly on the bedding and partly covering her cheek and mouth.

Eli just looked tired and passed no comment when Jenny lay over the milking frame to watch while he attached the teat cups. Eventually he said he was sorry she had to wear the hood for so long and promised it would be shorter next time.

Next time.

She was re-caged and Eli returned to his bed just as soon as he could; it was nine o'clock before they were both about again. Ruth made toast and brewed tea, passing the sparse breakfast through the bars to Jenny. Eli went out. Ruth mooched around in her dressing gown until ten and then went through the familiar routine with barely a word spoken. At ten-thirty, Jenny was back in her cage and Ruth lay on her bed and went back to sleep.

That afternoon, Jenny waited until Eli was present and then did indeed ask Ruth why they didn’t just relocate her cage into the sitting room; then, they’d have all the privacy they could want. Eli just shrugged, but Ruth was adamant; she wanted Jenny where she could keep an eye on her and that definitely didn’t include keeping her in a different room.

“Anyway,” she said, “I’d be wandering around the apartment in the middle of the night just to milk her…”

*

Two days later, the scenario repeated, although a little differently. The three of them had sat down at seven for an evening meal. That in itself was unusual; Jenny didn’t usually get invited to eat with them, but Ruth seemed in a particularly benevolent mood. She and Eli shared a bottle of Merlot, one glass for Eli and three for Ruth, and by eight when Jenny was in the kitchen washing up the dishes, Ruth was in the sitting room working on Eli.

“Take me to bed,” Jenny heard Ruth whisper. She didn’t hear Eli’s reply, but Ruth then entered the kitchen and told Jenny she could leave the rest of the washing up. They all retired to the bedroom and Ruth lifted the lid of the cage. With a sigh, Jenny sat on the edge and swung her hobbled feet inside, but before she could lower herself to the mattress, Ruth had tossed Eli the Latex hood to put on her.

He looked at the hood, then at Jenny, and finally back to Ruth who was standing behind him. She slipped her arms around his neck and began slowly kissing him. Jenny, sitting close beside them, could only watch in awe of Ruth seduction technique.

“Put the hood on our pet, dear. I need you now and I don’t want her watching in case she gets ideas…”

Jenny turned her head away indignantly, only to find that actually assisted Eli in refitting the hood.

“You don’t need to gag me…” and then: “Hmmmf,” when Eli pushed the plug between her lips and buckled up the strap. Her eyes blazed at his, but only briefly. Blind and silent, Jenny lay on her bed and heard the cage lid being closed and locked and expected her carers to retire to their bed, but Ruth was whispering again.

“Here?” asked Eli in a surprised tone.

“On top of the cage. I want to be close to her.”

She couldn’t be much closer. The sounds… whispered endearments and urgent coaxing, the soft hiss of clothing and the thump of shoes dropping, heavy breathing and muttered profanities. Jenny knew exactly where Ruth was. She was standing at the base of the cage with her body folded flat against the lid whilst Eli stood behind her. Jenny could hear the slap of flesh and the click of metal as the cage distorted against the lid with every thrust, the metallic tapping of the swinging padlock under its sliding bolt, and the soft gasps from Ruth as she clung to the bars above Jenny’s head, fighting the pistoning of Eli’s cock.

Jenny lay on her back, gazing up sightlessly at Ruth’s naked body. In her mind, she could clearly see her face distorted by lust, her breasts pressed against the bars, nipples red and engorged with desire, and behind her there was Eli, eyes closed, hips pummelling as he forced himself deep to fill her and knock the air from her lungs.

Jenny’s hands moved unconsciously to the metal plate locked between her thighs. She could feel the metal phallus inside her as she always could when she contracted her pelvic muscles; she could feel pressure but no friction even when she gripped the locking bar and shook it. Then she heard Ruth giggling above her and turned onto her side.

*

Ruth removed the hood when she opened the cage for Jenny’s ten o'clock session. She was wearing a bath robe tied loosely at her waist, but open at her chest and legs, and she was grinning. Eli was nowhere to be seen.

“Works well, that hood, doesn’t it?”

Jenny just stared blankly at Ruth.

“I saw you trying to get off with your chastity guard. Pity it doesn’t work that way. It’s designed to just occupy, not entertain.”

“You did that deliberately on top of my cage just to tease me. I think you're cruel.” Jenny struggled to her feet, pulled her tether chain free of the cage, and swung her legs over the side.

“You know, I was looking at some of the papers that were in your briefcase the other day and it’s your birthday later this month. You're going to be twenty-seven.”

“So…”

“I was wondering what you’d like for a birthday present.”

“I’d like to go home.”

Ruth grinned. “I was thinking about something a little more personal; perhaps something that Eli could give you.”

Jenny stood motionless not knowing what to do or say. Was Ruth really offering what she implied or was this just another of her little teases?

“Of course, we’d have to be careful not to contravene any of the reverend’s rules so you’d have to wear the hood again, but that still leaves some scope for amusement.”

Now Jenny was confused; what rules was she referring to? There was only one unequivocal rule and that was no vaginal sex, the rule enforced by her chastity guard. ‘Oh God,’ thought Jenny when she suddenly realised the consequences of what Ruth was offering and imagined herself hooded and face-down on their bed with Eli on top of her.

Ruth must have read her response in her face because she suddenly burst out laughing. “You don’t have to decide right away; you just think about it… Meanwhile, it’s time we milked those pretty tits of yours,” and she gave the tether chain a little tug to indicate Jenny should move over to the frame.

*

Days passed slowly and turned into weeks, and a fragile peace broke out between Ruth and Jenny. Some days, Jenny spent working around the farms, but mostly she was confined to the bedroom or sitting room, or, when both Ruth and Eli were absent, to the cage. Evenings were similar, either in the sitting room watching television or reading, or caged in the bedroom when Ruth and Eli were both out. The hood, much to Jenny’s despondency and frustration, became a regular feature when they went out for the evening and was invariably fitted at ten either by Ruth before they left or by Martha before their return. If she was lucky, Ruth would remove it after they’d had their fun, otherwise she’d have to wait until the two o'clock session.

There was no malice involved in any of the arrangements; her treatment was essentially impersonal and practical, the days in the main predictable and repetitive. There were, however, the occasional special days…

Such a day rather sneaked up on her disguised as many of the others when she worked in the various gardens around the farms. It was Ruth who introduced the day, saying that they were going to be working in the gardens at Cuddfan, Elsa’s farm where Lydia, Liam, and the twins lived. It was situated a little higher on the hill than the other farms, half a mile up a track from Bryndu in the opposite direction to Yr Olchfa and Am-nawr. Its very name meant ‘Hiding Place’ in Welsh and it certainly lived up to its moniker, the cottage being invisible until one rounded the last bend and saw the squat white façade between the stunted trees.

“When you say ‘we’re going to be working’, who exactly are you referring to?”

Jenny was used to working in the gardens by herself and the idea of working with company was appealing.

“I shall be with you and Luke’s bringing Gail over to help. It’s going to be a busy day.”

Ruth helped Jenny into the trailer of the quad, her usual mode of transport, and they negotiated the uneven, rock-strewn ground between the farms, stopping in a small farm yard next to an outbuilding that looked like a garage, but was actually used as a storeroom. Luke and Gail were already there, both dressed alike in blue jeans and T’s.

“The equipment is all here,” said Luke. “Even brought our milking pump; anything for your convenience.”

Ruth didn’t rise to his sarcasm, but went into the building through the wide double doors to check what he’d said. She came out smiling and, to her surprise, Jenny saw Luke visibly relax.

“Who’s first, then?” ask Ruth.

“I’ll go first,” said Gail and entered the building before anyone could object. Luke just shrugged. Ruth helped Jenny from the back of the trailer and, much to her chagrin, locked her tether chain to an ancient wall staple that looked centuries old. Then she followed Gail into the dark interior of the store.

That left Jenny standing against the wall in the heat of the sun while Luke sat on the tailboard of the trailer chatting. “You realise you're participating in a local tradition which goes back hundreds of years. The farmers round here used to spend most of their time shepherding the sheep while their wives tended the vegetable gardens. They didn’t have such luxuries as horses or oxen, so they used to band together to work the land,”

“What are we going to be doing, then?”

“Today, you're only raking over ground that has been previously cultivated. It’ll be an easy day for two of you.”

“Three. Ruth says she going to be helping too.”

“Yes. Alright, three of you.”

“And you? Why can't you help?”

“Because I fall into the category of shepherd,” he said with a broad grin. “But I will help with taking the rake over to the plot.”

Jenny was confused. She’d assumed they'd be raking the ground with hand tools, but Luke was obviously referring to some sort of farm implement. She was familiar with the heavy rakes dragged behind tractors: a metal latticework with dozens of small tines beneath; perhaps this was something similar that the three of them would pull. She wasn’t far wrong…

Ten minutes later, Gail emerged from the storeroom. She’d removed her clothes and instead, Ruth had strapped a leather body harness about her slender frame. It was basically a thick leather collar that rested over her shoulders and was attached to a wooden spar that descended down the centre of her back to the level of her bottom. At the front, a strap dropped from the collar down her chest between her small breasts to a wide waistband. A pair of narrower straps were buckled to the lower edge of the waistband and dropped down her groin to disappear from view between her legs either side of her hairless pubis. A couple of thin straps encircled her body at chest level, holding her tightly to the wooden spar so that when she moved, it was with a strange, rigid gait.

Gail seemed pleased with the result and pranced around in circles in front of Luke to show off her new accoutrements including thick leather wrist bands with chromed buckles. Jenny just watched mesmerised until Ruth unlocked her tether and pulled her into the dim interior of the building.

“You seem surprised,” said Ruth.

Jenny looked around. “I hadn’t realised we’d be harnessed to it,” and she gestured to the heavy farm rake in the corner.

“Of course. Pulling it will not be as hard as it looks. The harnesses will help, but first I have to remove your chastity device; your harness won’t fit with that there.”

The guard and phallus had been removed and replaced that morning when she’d showered, but she’d worn the belt continuously for the last week and it felt strange to be without it. She felt like she was only half-dressed, when, in actual fact, she was completely naked apart from her working boots.

Ruth then began fitting the harness by dropping the collar over her head. Its padded leather settled onto her shoulders with the wooden spar dropping down her back and the front strap hanging down between her breasts with the horizontal belts already riveted in place.

Starting just above her breasts, Ruth wrapped the top pair of bands about her chest and buckled them together behind the wooden spar. Working her way down Jenny’s body, she connected a second band just below her breasts and then the wider waistband. Jenny became conscious of some sort of packer between the spar and the small of her back so that the curve of her spine was retained.

There was no crotch straps attached to the lower edge of the waistband, but a pair of buckles showed where they were to be attached. “The crotch strap is adjustable,” said Ruth. “Not everyone is the same shape.”

It wasn’t a full explanation as Jenny soon realised when Ruth picked up the strap assembly. It comprised of three straps, two at the front and a third one destined to rise between her cheeks at the back, and the straps were all riveted to a fat, rounded metal peg that was designed to control the angle of her hips against the spar. Evidently, straps alone were not enough.

“But why?” asked Jenny when she grasped its significance.

“It’s historical,” said Ruth. “And quite an involved story. I heard Luke telling you that the women were responsible for tending the gardens, but there’s a bit more to it than that. It all dates back to before the nineteenth century when women had the status of chattels; they were in effect owned by their fathers or husbands and were expected to obey them implicitly. That was particularly true up here in the mountains where life was so much harder and the women’s contribution was often essential, no more so than when they were attending the vegetable gardens. They didn’t own horses or oxen and, therefore, it became a tradition that every year the women would be assembled into teams to do the heavy work on the land. Of course, the men found this communal task to be an excellent excuse to remind their womenfolk of their religious responsibilities as defined in the Bible; in particular, the need to remain subservient and to obey their husbands and fathers unquestioningly in all matters. The occasion was used as a sort of test… In effect, they would be harnessed and worked as draft animals for a short period until the tasks were complete, and the more restrictive the men could make the tasks, the more compelling the underlining message was for the women.”

Ruth paused to allow Jenny to assimilate the story so far.

“They worked their wives like oxen?” exclaimed Jenny in astonishment.

“Exactly. It was their way of reminding them of their place and telling them that they’d best behave themselves for the rest of the year.”

“But I don’t understand. Why are you persisting with such an unnecessary pantomime now?”

“What you don’t understand is the hierarchy here. Martha inherited all four farms from her father and when she married the reverend, he, in effect, became the owner of them all. Samuel, Elsa, and Bert, well Betty now because Bert is dead… they are all tenants in their farms and Reverend Davies governs them like a medieval overlord; he enjoys the thought that he has power over them. Having you and Gail here has given him the opportunity to practice a centuries-old tradition; it’s the same thinking that resulted in you being here in the first place as a bride for Eli.”

“And the anal peg?”

Ruth smirked… “That’s all part of the tradition; it’s meant to be humiliating.”

“And now it’s going to be me and Gail that’s going to suffer?”

“I don’t think Gail sees it like that, but yes… this peg’s going in your arse. There’s something else, too. Gail doesn’t need one because, well… no-one can access her pussy, but you're different. I promised the reverend that I’d make sure you were always protected from any interference and the crotch strap by itself is simply not sufficient, so I have a second plug for you,” and she held up a metal phallus. It had been turned from a stainless-steel bar to make a heavy, five-inch long ridged shaft with a two-inch-long egg-shaped ball at one end and a slotted base at the other.

Jenny groaned and was about to object when Ruth reminded her that occupation by dildo was not Reverend Davies’ preferred method of controlling illicit copulation. She held her tongue and just watched while Ruth threaded both front straps through the slotted base of the phallus and then lubricated both plugs.

“The harness is supposed to allow you to pee… It’s why the straps divide to go either side of Gail’s pussy. Yours are going to be tighter because of the dildo, but I expect you’ll manage… It’s going to be easier to fit if you lean forward,” and Jenny put her hands on a dusty table to bend at the waist. She looked over her shoulder to see Ruth loosely connecting the rearward strap to a buckle on the outside of the wooden spar and then felt the first of the plugs touch her anus. Ruth pushed it with a steady persistent pressure and for a few moments, it looked like Jenny would succeed in barring entry, but just for an instant she relaxed and the rounded tip popped through her sphincter.

A muttered ‘Oh God…’ and then another low moan when Ruth followed it by sliding the slippery phallus into her vaginal tunnel. It entered easily, one profiled ridge after another until the retaining straps were against her perineum at the back and spreading her labia open at the front.

“You may stand,” said Ruth and Jenny stood, feeling the heavy phallus partially slide out of her while Ruth buckled the front straps to her waistband. She pulled both straps tight at her waist and the phallus reinserted itself before the straps slid through its base and began pulling at the anal plug. Jenny cried out as the rear plug was displaced, but Ruth seemed unperturbed. She just moved behind her and yanked at the rear strap that was positioned over the end of the spar. Now the anal plug was pulled deeper in the other direction to tilt her hips back and clamp the base of her spine against the wood.

“There. Nice and full again,” and Ruth patted her between her legs; patted her spread labial lips and her now exposed clitoris.

Jenny shrieked and doubled up, but her back was now as stiff as the board it was strapped to and with her belly pushed to the fore by the spacer behind her and her sex tucked back between her legs, the result was rather comical. She slowly stood upright again and behind her, her hips were tilted against the wooden spar in an exaggerated pose that spread her cheeks.

The last thing Ruth did before joining Gail and Luke was to seal the buckles on Jenny’s harness with padlocks to prevent unauthorised access. Hearing the locks snap shut felt like the final humiliation and she had to keep reminding herself that whatever indignities were foist upon her, it would always be better that the alternative. It was little consolation, however, when she tried to squirm and felt the tight harness hugging all parts of her body, including her most intimate features.

“You're done,” said Ruth and led the way out into the sunshine just as Luke collected the drawbar frame from the store. It had been propped against a wall next to the rake, but Jenny had not recognised it for what it was. It was made from scaffold pipes that formed an ‘H’ shaped metal frame six-feet by four with a large idler wheel on the end of each arm that would support the frame thirty-inches above the ground.

Once outside in the sunshine, Ruth got Gail and Jenny to stand either side of the central tube and face the front crossbar. Ruth then clipped a snap link between Jenny’s manacles and the bar before her, followed by another two links for Gail’s wrist cuffs to leave Gail with her arms spread against the bar. This left the two girls standing shoulder-to-shoulder holding onto one end of the drawbar framework with the central tube between them and Gail grinning at Jenny like a Cheshire cat.

It was time to attach the rake and this was achieved by merely hooking a chain from the front of the rake to the rear bar of the drawbar frame.

Jenny expected the rake to make a terrible scraping sound when they pulled it across the concrete yard, but there was a small castor wheel on each corner that could be lowered to lift the tines clear of the ground; moving it then involved minimal effort.

“This way, ladies,” said Ruth and led the way across the yard and down a grassy track.


Chapter 23    
The Fateful Kiss

With Gail walking close beside her, Jenny pushed the drawbar frame with its attached rake down the track from Cuddfan’s yard towards the vegetable patch. The path was of packed earth, fairly even but with the occasional rock protruding above ground level. But it was narrow as it wound its way lazily between low trees and thick, rough scrub on either side, with the drawbar frame and the following latticework panel of the rake often catching on the vegetation. After a hundred paces, they emerged from the cool of the copse into bright sunshine and onto the corner of a large, bare plot of land. Ruth said that it had been ploughed earlier in the year and now needed grading before autumn potatoes and winter beet were planted.

“It's about an acre,” she said. “A hundred yards long and fifty yards wide. Shouldn’t take you two long to drag that rake over it.”

The area looked enormous to Jenny. She watched while Luke went around the rake lifting each of the castor wheels, and then gave the crossbar in front of her a tentative push, but the tines caught on the rough ground and the rake barely moved at all.

“You need to do a bit more than that,” said Ruth. “Fortunately, we have the perfect way to help you…”

Luke produced additional chains from a small bag he was carrying: two five-foot lengths of ½ inch steel chain. He snagged one end over a hook on the base of Gail’s wooden back spar, stood behind the rear drawbar and pulled. Gail took two paces backwards and then her arms were at full stretch. Luke, however, didn’t stop pulling. She moved back more paces as the base of the wooden spar lifted and forced her upper body down until her torso was horizontal. Luke wrapped the chain over the rear bar, clipped it to itself with a snap link, and then wrapped the excess round and round the bar to tidy it away. Gail’s hands still gripped the front bar and her feet were still on the earth, but now her tail end was held high and chained to the rear bar.

It didn’t take a genius to work out what was about to happen to Jenny and with both girls stretched between the drawbars, Ruth was ready to set them to work.

“The idea is that you pull the rear drawbar and the wooden spar transfers the load to your harnesses, which in turn pulls against your shoulders and hips. You two should have no trouble pulling the rake over this ground even with Jenny’s hobbled ankles.”

As she spoke and much to Jenny’s obvious discomfort, so Ruth casually toyed with Jenny’s hanging breasts, an activity that didn’t go unnoticed by Gail who’d dropped her head between her outstretched arms to look beneath them.

“Mine are going to be that big soon.”

“I do hope so,” muttered Luke as Jenny gave a soft moan.

“Right,” said Ruth decisively. “Take up the strain and then push…” and she slapped Jenny on her raised rump with a leather belt when she was slow to react.

The rake moved, hung up on a rock, and then bounced free as the girls pushed with their hands and pulled with their harnesses. Beside Jenny, Gail gave another short giggle as the rake fouled again for an instant, but Jenny wasn’t finding the experience so amusing; as she pulled on the chain at the tail end of her harness, she felt all the straps of the harness tighten; in particular, the straps between her legs that was attached to the plugs.

Jenny was taking more steps than Gail to cover the distance with each step unnaturally curtailed by the hobble chain. The result was that she rolled her hips more when she pushed and inside her, the heavy steel vaginal plug weighing several pounds rolled across the inner surface of her pubic bone with every little step.

It took them seven minutes to reach the end of the row and another minute for Ruth to turn them round and line them up for the return pass. Jenny did some rough calculations in her head. The rake was four-feet wide, the field one-fifty-feet wide; allowing for some overlap, that made at least forty passes; eight minutes per pass came to about five and a half hours if they didn’t stop, didn’t rest, didn’t eat… It was going to be a long and, particularly for Jenny, a challenging day.

They pulled that rake from eleven until almost two, with stops every few passes for a break and a drink of water. Luke watched them for twenty minutes or so, and then disappeared, leaving Ruth to oversee their progress. After two passes, the sweat was already pouring from their bodies and after the first hour, Jenny felt like her legs were turning to jelly. Ruth, on the other hand, just looked bored and spent the breaks sitting on a rock tossing stones at imaginary crows.

Then it was time for Jenny’s next milking session and Ruth released the chains behind their backs so they could both stand erect. She lowered the rake’s castor wheels and, still dragging the rake behind them, the girls made their way back to the yard. Luke was waiting for them and with him was Lydia with a plate of cheese sandwiches and glasses of lemonade that she placed on a table.

Ruth unclipped Gail’s hands and she stepped away from the drawbars, but not Jenny’s. Instead, Gail was given the task of feeding Jenny.

“Does either of you need to use the bathroom?” asked Lydia, but it was Ruth who answered.

“Don’t be silly. They’ve been peeing while they work; good for the plants…”

Lydia went quiet and then, a minute or two later, slipped away back into the house. Fifteen minutes after that and both girls were feeling much stronger. Luke had used the time to fetch the goat milker on a hand cart to park it beside Jenny and, once she’d eaten, shortened the chain behind her again. Jenny dropped back into a horizontal position and Ruth attached the teat cups.

“I’ll soon be doing that,” said Gail brightly. “Only another six weeks before Luke says he’ll try to milk me again.” She turned to Ruth and stuck out her chest. “Do you think I’m bigger?”

Ruth smiled. “I think perhaps you are and your nipples are certainly larger and a little darker in colour.”

“You're going to be my little milky pet, aren’t you Twinkie?” said Luke and Gail’s grin reset. Jenny said nothing. Being milked was, for her, something of a conflicting experience. On the one hand, she found it excruciatingly demeaning; the fact that such an intimate procedure could be imposed on her with no thought about personal choice, modesty, humiliation, or any of the procedure’s associated side effects.

And on the other hand, there was the procedure’s associated side effects. If she could, she would have preferred to keep those effects hidden, but sometimes it wasn’t possible. For instance, she had no control over the release of her personal lubricant secreted in response to her aroused libido; it was difficult for her to hide the fact that restricting her movements to the degree that she became totally helpless and then pumping her nipples with an agricultural goat milker got her excited. Then there was the burst of hormones the procedure released in response to the stimulation of her milk ducts; they played with her head to make her feel secure and content when she should have been wary, feel kindness and compassion where there was indifference, and see amorous intent where there was none.

‘To cap everything,’ she thought and then groaned when she realised how apt the phrase was… To cap everything, locking a dildo inside her while preventing her from touching her own clit did nothing to quell the itch the milking was encouraging.

Beside her, Gail was smirking as she watched Luke rest his hand on Jenny’s rump. “She’s got a plug in her cunny so you can't fuck her; I saw it.”

“I know,” said Luke.

“I haven’t, but you can’t fuck me either.”

“No, that’s true.”

“I remember when you used to do it,” said Gail whimsically. “Do you think you might do it again someday?”

“Maybe.”

“I do miss it, you know… It’s hard being a virgin.”

Luke thought it would be hard for her to be anything else at present, but didn’t voice his scepticism.

Undaunted by Luke’s non-response, Gail continued: “Is the reverend going to turn Jenny back into a virgin? I think it would be good for her; she wouldn’t need to wear that steel guard and then she’d be able to have all the orgasms she wants.”

Ruth gave Luke a warning look and he just patted Jenny’s raised rump and said, “I think she’s done now.”

They disconnected the pump and let her stand for the walk back to the vegetable field, but once there, both Gail and Jenny were lowered, Ruth tapped Jenny on the rump, and the heavy phallus resumed its rolling motion as the girls dragged the rake over the rough ground.

*

They finished the field by five and Jenny was back in the bedroom in time for a quick shower before her six o'clock. Ruth was in a good mood and the two girls worked together in the kitchen preparing the evening meal, and then when Eli arrived home at seven, they sat together around the dining table at the back of the sitting room and ate together. If it hadn’t have been for the chain linking her to the wall or the fact that she was manacled and naked, Jenny would have felt like one of the family.

“We did well today,” said Ruth to Eli. “Raked the whole plot.”

“You must be tired, Jenny,” answered Eli.

“Jelly legs,” she said and grinned.

“Well, we have nothing to do this evening. You can sit in the bedroom chair and read a book,” said Ruth. “Tomorrow morning, Eli and I need to go to town, so you’ll have a lazy morning too.”

She knew that meant she’d be locked in the cage until the afternoon and the news was unwelcome, but to curl up in the armchair for a couple of hours sounded like heaven. By eight, the dream had come true. She’d chosen a travel book from the shelf, a humorous account of a trip through South America, and was sitting in the bedroom with a soft blanket about her shoulders. She had one eye on the book and the other watching Ruth and Eli finally sorting through the boxes in the corner of the room amid arguments and laughter.

By half-nine, Jenny was getting restless. Her breasts were aching; they'd swung beneath her for much of the day and the unaccustomed pose had taken its toll. Eli and Ruth both seemed to be preparing for bed, Ruth now in her negligee and Eli reduced to a pair of tight-fitting boxers. They looked good together, a well-matched pair; Eli lean and muscular and Ruth dark and sultry with a body Jenny envied.

They went into the en-suite shower room and Jenny heard whispers. Then Eli emerged alone, walked slowly around the bed oblivious to Jenny’s hypnotic gaze, and slipped off his underpants before sliding under the covers. Ruth turned on the shower and ten minutes later, walked into the bedroom naked and sat on the end of the bed.

“We’ve been talking, Jenny, and you don’t have to do this if you don’t want to… We’ve been talking about the benefits of human milk. There’s a big article about it in a magazine and it says it’s so good even for adults. Well, we’ve been wondering what it tastes like and whether it really is so good. Now, you don’t have to do this,” she repeated and glanced down at Eli, “Because we can just use the milk that’s pumped, but if you like, you could come over here and let me taste you.”

Jenny stared at Ruth sitting on the edge of the bed. She obviously wanted to suckle direct from her breast, but was embarrassed to ask. It was funny, really. After all the humiliating acts she’d put Jenny through, to now be embarrassed herself over something that had become so commonplace to Jenny. Not suckling direct, of course, no-one had done that to her, but it couldn’t be that different… could it?

Jenny rose, sliding the blanket from her shoulders, and walked over to the bed trailing her tether chain in her wake. She stood before Ruth with her locked hands lifted to allow Ruth unrestricted access, and waited. Ruth reached up and held her right breast gently with both hands.

“Lower, sweetie,” she murmured and Jenny bent forward. Ruth licked her. Her nipple was instantly excited and when she licked again, it had developed the consistency of hard rubber and sprung back into position like a spring. Then Ruth drew her whole nipple into her mouth and her lips closed over Jenny’s puffy areola, crushing it gently while her tongue caressed the over-sized nipple and pressed it against the roof of her mouth. Jenny felt her milk trickling through ducts inside her breast, flowing towards her teat, and then bursting from her in a myriad of minuscule jets into Ruth’s now-urgent mouth.

She closed her eyes and clamped her hands behind Ruth’s head, entangling her fingers in her long hair, and hugged her to her breast. She could feel Ruth’s hands on her back, Ruth’s naked breasts touching her belly, and her mouth stripping her of her milk, and when she opened her eyes again, she was staring straight into Eli’s. He was propped up on one elbow watching her, watching his wife suckle from her, her fingers kneading Ruth’s scalp like a cat pawing at its blanket.

“Climb onto the bed,” whispered Ruth. She spoke so softly, Jenny wasn’t sure she’d heard her right, but then Ruth moved back pulling Jenny with her so she had no choice. She lifted a knee onto the bed, pulling the hobble chain to its limit, and followed it with the other so that she was kneeling between Ruth and Eli. Then she dropped forward onto her hands. Ruth was under her, still hugging her with her mouth clamped to her tit, but now Jenny was inches away from Eli’s head. They stared at each other, neither face disclosing what thoughts lie within.

Jenny closed her eyes again. This was nothing like the goat milker; it didn’t have the mechanical insistence, nor the extreme pumping action that crushed her so mercilessly and made both tits bounce sequentially, but what it lacked in stimulatory ability, it more than compensated for with sensuality. Jenny now had a human hugging her, drawing on her teat whilst her face pressed against the soft flesh. Ruth’s hands were moving on her back, up and down her spine with a stroking action that was making Jenny shiver. And then she released the nipple and pulled Jenny down on top of her.

Their faces touched, cheek to cheek as Ruth’s hand slipped around Jenny’s side and touched the breast she’d been sucking. Jenny moved to speak, but Ruth stopped her by pressing their lips together, her other hand behind Jenny’s head to stop her rising. Jenny didn’t want to rise. Weeks of torment had left her with a thirst she needed to quench and this was the closest she’d got to satisfying that thirst. She opened her mouth to admit Ruth’s tongue and dropped heavily onto her body.

The kiss was long and sensual, tongues exploring, tickling, and then there was urgency. Ruth’s hand closed to squeeze and her tongue pressed deeper, bullying and entwining, her tongue chasing Jenny’s and her breaths filling Jenny’s lungs.

Finally, they broke and Ruth whispered, “Now me…”, and pushed Jenny lower. Jenny found her face was against Ruth’s soft breasts and her cheek on Ruth’s button-hard nipple. She turned her head and sucked, and Ruth moaned. Her hands held Jenny’s head still as Ruth squirmed under her to cause Jenny to pull. Jenny was overcome with a mixture of sheer lust and an inclination to inflict pain on Ruth, payment for all that she’d done, and she sucked with a fierce intensity, the teat and areola filling her mouth, and then pressed hard with her tongue to crush the flesh. Ruth cried out and hugged her head tighter.

There was no milk, of course; no sweet nectar to fill her mouth and slide down her throat; no mixing of their bodies, at least not then. But then Ruth pushed her lower still. Her body slipped over Ruth’s thigh and she found herself lying in the space between her legs, her face now against Ruth’s pubic mound and her arms trapped above her head, her manacled hands pressed against Ruth’s breasts. Ruth’s skin was bare, her vaginal cleft denuded of hair and silky smooth with its musky scent filling Jenny’s nostrils. Ruth’s hands were still on her head and they twisted her to align her face. Then Ruth drew up her knees and tilted her hips, and Jenny’s lips touched Ruth’s: mouth to labia.

Ruth was wet with an aromatic secretion liberally coating her labial lips. Jenny had never touched a girl there before, let alone pressed her face against another’s vulva, but the scent was intoxicating and she acted on instinct; it felt right and she tentatively stroked her tongue into the crease seeking Ruth’s clit.

“Oh God,” cried Ruth. “Suck it bitch…” and she slapped both hands down hard on the back of Jenny’s head. Ruth’s engorged clitoris was pressed between Jenny’s lips and she touched it with her tongue to feel the hard stem behind. Ruth pressed harder, forcing her clitoris deeper into Jenny’s mouth and Jenny’s nose against the slippery folds. Jenny was having trouble breathing and began struggling, grabbing at Ruth’s breasts in her panic, but that only encouraged Ruth who now began rolling her hips back and forth, sliding Jenny’s mouth the length of her vulva.

Suddenly, Ruth cried out with a shrill scream as she orgasmed and held Jenny still with her mouth pressed against the opening of her vagina and her nose buried deep between Ruth’s labia.

“Fuck it, bitch… Lick me out. I want to feel your tongue inside me.” She was still trembling with spasms causing her to buck wildly, but her hold on Jenny’s head was tenacious and it was preventing Jenny from breathing.

“Let her go, Ruth.” It was Eli’s voice Jenny could hear, but Ruth’s grip didn’t slacken.

“Not until she licks me clean.”

Jenny opened her mouth and lapped against Ruth’s vaginal walls, drinking in the aromatic fluid that threatened to flood her face and Ruth relaxed, lowering her hips so Jenny’s face slid back through her vulva until she had her cheek lying on Ruth’s pubis once more. Normal breathing was restored and both girl’s lay quietly, Ruth breathing hard with Jenny’s hands still on her breasts and Jenny lying in a state of bemusement trying to assimilate what just happened. What she did know was that the phallus locked in her groin had suddenly become much larger; she could feel it when she squeezed her pelvic muscles and it moved when she rolled her hips.

“Your turn,” said Ruth to Eli and pushed Jenny over her leg so she rolled against him.

“What? No…” cried Eli, but Ruth was insistent.

“You can't make her do that.”

“I can make my little pet do anything,” said Ruth. “She knows if she doesn’t do what I want, life becomes more uncomfortable.”

“It’s alright,” whispered Jenny, and she moved her hands down Eli’s side, sliding over hard muscle until they rested in his groin. She turned onto her right hip and propped herself up on an elbow to gaze down on his erect cock. Suddenly, her mouth felt dry despite Ruth’s recent secretions that still coated her face, and she licked her lips and touched him with her fingers. Amazingly, his cock swelled more in her hands, his glans now pointing at her like a spear ready to impale her face.

Ruth nudged her in the back. “Go on… Suck him. Show him how good you are,” she goaded and Jenny slowly lowered her head, first licking and then sliding the silky tip of Eli’s cock between her lips and into her mouth. He felt huge, as if she’d greedily stuffed a whole orange into her mouth.

“Good little bitch,” cried Ruth, but Eli said nothing beyond a soft gasp. She slipped her lips back over his cock sucking hard and then drove it back inside, feeling him sliding over her tongue and refilling her mouth as her right nipple and then her entire breast tickled against his thigh.

She moved so that she was more above him, now crushing her breast against his leg, and gripped his penis hard. Now when she dropped, she didn’t let go, but slid her hand down his shaft as his glans slipped between her lips and were crushed at the back of her throat. Her movements became faster and now her left nipple was tapping against his thigh with every lunge and he began a quiet, repetitive moaning sound. She felt his hands on her head, not forcing her, but moving with her, encouraging her and gently teasing her hair.

“She is good, isn’t she?” said Ruth, but there was no answering response from Eli. Now Jenny was sucking hard at his tip every time she lifted and gripping him tightly each time she dropped with her tongue wrapping itself around the underside of his cock to crush him against her palate. Her legs were wrapped tightly about his and she could feel her hips moving, the front of the guard pressing against his lower leg, but to no effect. Within the guard, she could sense her muscles squeezing the phallic plug with a pulsing action, but there was no friction, nothing to stimulate her clitoris or the sensitive nerves at the mouth of her vagina.

But this wasn’t the time to reflect on her own misfortune. She had Eli in her mouth and she wanted so much to please him. She briefly realised the similarity between what she was doing to him and what the goat milker did to her teats, but her thoughts were soon disrupted: Eli was tensing.

All of a sudden, his hands gripped her head tightly, instantly stopping all movement, and she felt his penis begin to spasm. With a long groan, he climaxed and her mouth flooded with his seed, filling her cheeks and seeping out around her lips. She began sucking again to swallow the salty, oleaginous semen and he groaned anew as her tongue swept under his over-sensitised glans, but he didn’t move her and she swallowed it all.

“There,” said Ruth. “I told you she was good.”

Eli moved his hands from her head to her armpits and lifted her off him. His cock, now partly flaccid, slipped from her mouth and he pulled her up his body until her head was level with his. He then moved, rolling her off him so that she was lying beside him with her head in the crook of his arm, and he kissed her, long and deep, their eyes closed and their breathing stilled.

Beside them, Ruth watched them without saying a word. Jenny’s hands still gripped his penis, but she hadn’t noticed. Ruth had.


Chapter 24    
Ruth Goes Shopping

Ruth slipped off the bed without Jenny or Eli noticing and pulled her robe about her.

“Come on. Let her go now. She needs milking; it’s overdue,” and she pulled on the tether chain attached to Jenny’s collar. Eli released his hold and Jenny slipped down the bed without comment to stand before Ruth. “That was fun, but we need to get these tits milked,” and she flicked Jenny’s teat to indicate what tits she was talking about. With the chain leash grasped tightly in her fist right next to her collar, she pulled Ruth behind the milking stand and then forward so that she dropped into the cradle and had to reach out quickly to grab the handle. And when Jenny looked up at Ruth clipping the snap link onto her manacle, she realised by the look in her eyes that she’d made a mistake: she’d kissed Eli.

A cursory wipe with a damp cloth and the teat cups were stuck onto Jenny’s long-suffering nipples.

“Well…” said Ruth lightly. “That was as experience, but I think we should stick to the goat milker in future,” and she flicked on the pulsator before wandering into the kitchen to make a pot of tea. Jenny was left with the pump going for over fifteen minutes, much longer than usual, and when she was eventually released, Ruth took her into the shower room to use the toilet, but didn’t offer her the opportunity to wash her face or clean her teeth. Back in the bedroom, Eli sipped his tea and said nothing when Ruth straightaway locked Jenny into the cage. Perhaps he, too, sensed Ruth’s displeasure.

The next day, Ruth seemed back to normal and, after a shower and breakfast, set Jenny to work in the barn at Bryndu with a can of wood preservative and a paint brush. In a couple of hours, Jenny had painted the back wall of the barn for as wide as her tether chain allowed and as high as she could reach. She was seated on the edge of the quad trailer when she heard the quad itself returning. Eli had been over at Am-nawr to help Theo fix a water leak on his car. He stopped the quad beside the trailer and was surprised to see Jenny sitting dejectedly alone with a rapidly drying brush. She stood and lifted her tether chain locked to a staple hammered into the back wall to indicate the problem and Eli winced.

“I didn’t know you'd be doing this.”

“Nor did I,” said Jenny.

“Ruth should have planned this better,” he said looking at the painted area stopping six-feet short of the corner of the barn. “Sometimes she doesn’t think things through.”

“Tell me about it,” said Jenny.

Eli paused. He knew full-well what Jenny was thinking about. “Sometimes she does things and doesn’t consider the consequences.” He looked at her, but still she wasn’t going to say anything. “I'm sorry about last night. I should have stopped Ruth doing that. It wasn’t fair on you particularly since you couldn’t fully participate.”

Jenny just shrugged.

“Was it really as frustrating as I imagine?”

“I don’t know how frustrating you imagine it was.”

Eli smiled. “Like being locked in a chocolate factory and starving to death.”

“Yes. It was at least as frustrating as that; probably a bit more so… Like also having your pockets stuffed with bars of chocolate, but someone had sewn them all up so you couldn’t get to them.”

He couldn’t avoid smiling again at Jenny’s peeved expression. “I'm sorry. I won’t let it happen again.”

“Actually, I didn’t really mind too much about that. Women are used to men leaving them unsated; it’s just the way the world works. And it was nice to finally have some personal contact after all this time.” She looked at him to see whether her meaning was clear enough. It seemed to be.

“You didn’t mind, then, about being coerced into such intimacy?”

“A threesome under those conditions is not something I would have chosen, but in a way, I'm pleased it happened.” She looked at him coyly and murmured, “Very pleased about some of it.” Then she looked frightened. “I'm sorry, I shouldn’t have said that.”

“Well, if it helps, I'm pleased to, although I did think that Ruth was a bit rough.”

“Overexcited,” Jenny said and looked down at her hands.

“She shouldn’t have called you those names; I didn’t like that.”

“And I shouldn’t have kissed you; Ruth didn’t like that.”

“I seem to remember that it was me that kissed you. Did you like it?”

Jenny hesitated for long moments before answering: “Yes.”

“Then it doesn’t matter, does it?”

‘Maybe not to him,’ she thought and imagined what further indignities a displeased Ruth could impose upon her. Eli misinterpreted her silence for acquiescence and moved closer, lifting an arm to rest around her shoulders while he stooped to kiss her again. She gasped and tried to swing away, but he pulled her back towards him, deliberately pressing her against him so her trapped hands pressed against his groin. With his free hand, he stroked her nipple and she gasped again in surprise, this time with an open mouth and he took full advantage.

Jenny gathered her strength and pushed him away. “No… You mustn’t. Ruth will see us.”

He looked around quickly. “I'm sorry,” he murmured. “You're right. I wasn’t thinking.” He took a pace back. “I’ll find her and tell her you need your tether shifting.”

“Tell her you won’t ever kiss me again,” said Jenny as Eli walked away.

Just outside the barn, on its blind side, Ruth pushed herself quietly away from the wall. ‘I can almost guarantee that,” she thought to herself.’

*

Ruth sought out the Reverend Davies. He was sitting in an armchair in his study quietly reading a small, antique book that discussed the excesses of the Spanish Inquisition. He looked up and smiled as Ruth tapped on the door before entering and sitting on the hard-backed chair at his desk.

“Good afternoon, my dear. All is well in the world, I hope.”

“All is well except one small, almost inconsequential problem.” Davies lowered his book and adopted an expression of passive concern. “I believe Eli and Jenny are developing an affection for each other.”

Ruth counted to three and then the reverend snapped his book shut and stood, moving to the window to watch the sheep on the distant hillside. “I told you this would happen.”

“It’s not her guard,” Ruth said quickly. “That’s working well. There’s no way anyone can access her.”

“That’s not what I mean and you know it. She still has a full set of genitals and that means she still has the motivation to cause havoc amongst the families.”

“Well, whatever you think is best… but I’d rather try one last resort before we call the surgeon. I think if we can stop her kissing, any amorous connections she’s made with anyone will just fade away. If they can't kiss her and can't sexually couple with her, I can’t see how a relationship could develop.”

“Do you want to resort to the head cage again?”

“Oh no… I’ll use her hood. It’s not so disruptive and she’ll be able to work while wearing it. It means I can close her eyes too if necessary.”

“Yes, Martha was telling me about that. Sounds a good idea, but tell me… If you don’t want her medically sealed up and you already have this hood, why are you telling me these things? What do you want me to do?”

“Well, two things really and they're both to do with Eli. He’s not going to want to impose any more restriction on Jenny because he says she’s an innocent and shouldn’t ever have been here in the first place, so I think you ought to talk to him; give him an ultimatum and suggest it’s either the hood or the op. And then there’s also something else; something I saw in a shop in Aberystwyth the other month that I think might be useful in preventing further problems before they happen…”

*

Two days later, Jenny was sitting dejectedly in her cage. She’d been there since seven when she’d eaten breakfast and Ruth had insisted she climb back in and had locked the lid, leaving her tether chain still connected and snaking out through the cage’s access port. Eli had already left and it seemed to Jenny that Ruth had deliberately waited until he’d gone before springing into action. With Jenny safely locked away, Ruth had applied make-up and had dressed for an outing rather than a day at work. Then Luke had appeared.

“Hi sis. Ready?”

“Just about, give me another five minutes to do my hair,” and she disappeared into the shower room.

“And what about you? Happy?” he asked. Jenny pulled a few more links of her tether through the access port so that the chain lay slack across her mattress and looked up at him through the bars with barely concealed contempt. “You should be grateful: a whole day with nothing to do.”

She didn’t feel at all grateful lying in the cage with no hope of even sitting up straight.

“Ruth tells me you're good at cock sucking. I’ll have to give you a trial soon.”

“I don’t suck cocks.”

“Is Ruth lying then?”

Jenny went quiet and concentrated on the magazine Ruth had given her. It would occupy her for about two hours if she read slowly.

“Ready,” said Ruth and came bouncing back into the room. “I'm actually quite excited. There’s a new clothes shop opened I need to visit and there’s that little Italian restaurant on Quay Street. We can have lunch there.”

Jenny knew the restaurant well; it was one of her favourites.

Ruth turned to peer down at Jenny. “Martha’s going to feed and milk you today, so be good for her. See you later…” and she was gone, followed through the door by Luke. It was eight o'clock; only two hours and Martha would be there.

She heard Martha in the kitchen before she entered the bedroom and when she did, she was carrying a cup of tea for Jenny. She placed it on the sideboard and opened Jenny’s cage. Jenny lifted her tether from the port. It defined the extent of her world, but locked to the staple next to the shower room door, allowed her to reach the toilet and milking frame.

“Thank you,” said Jenny and climbed out, swinging her legs over the edge of the cage as she’d done so many times in the last few weeks. Without asking, she went into the shower room pushing the door almost closed with the chain trapped between door and jamb. Martha waited patiently and three minutes later, Jenny reappeared and picked up her teacup.

“How are you, dearie? I haven’t seen so much of you lately.”

“I've been working in the gardens mostly.”

“And how are you finding it living with Eli and Ruth? Are they good to you?”

“Sometimes.”

“I don’t like this cage very much. It’s very small, isn’t it?”

“Usually, I'm only locked in it at night. Or sometimes when they're both out, like today… Or when Ruth is cross with me,” she added as an afterthought.”

“It can't be very nice not being able to move about. Why can't she just leave you chained to the wall in the room like we used to do when you first arrived? It’s not as if you can go anywhere.”

“Perhaps she doesn’t want me touching her things.”

“You can only reach that chair and the bed from there. Is she worried you'll sleep in her bed, d’you think?”

“Or perhaps use up all her toothpaste.”

Martha laughed. “I don’t think that’s very likely. Now, finish your tea; I have to milk you.”

Jenny did what she was told and laid her waist across the cradle to grab hold of the handle bars. Martha readied the pump and wiped the cloth under Jenny’s hanging breasts. “I expect you're used to this now, but it always seemed odd to me to use this pump to milk a woman. Women should use those little plastic suction pumps. If they were meant to use pumps like this one, well, they’d sell them in baby shops, wouldn’t they?”

Jenny thought the same, but didn’t say so. Martha stood and looked at the milking frame the boys had constructed out of scaffold pipes for her.

“It must be much more convenient to have this in the bedroom rather than having to go all the way out to the milking shed. And I expect it’s more comfortable too, instead of lying across all those old stall rails. You could have got splinters in your…”

Suddenly, she stopped. She’d moved behind Jenny and when Jenny looked over her shoulder, she saw Martha gazing down at the tail-end of her chastity guard.

“Joshua said Eli had got the smith to make a guard for you and I've seen you wearing it, of course, but I didn’t think… I mean, it had to be held in place somehow, but it never occurred to me… It looks very thick, dear. If you don’t mind me asking, how long is it?”

“It’s very long too,” said Jenny. “About seven inches. Eli said it had to be that long to prevent it being removed and that thick so that no-one could squeeze in with it.”

“I don’t think anyone could do that. And they make you wear it all the time?”

“Ruth takes it out every morning for my shower, but then pushes it back in again as soon as I've finished.”

“And it covers so much,” said Martha. “It must be so frustrating for a young girl like you with all those hormones running through your veins. I was young like you once and well remember the fun we used to have, but you can't have any fun, can you? I’ll ask Ruth if she’ll let you take it out at night. At least then you can make your own fun.”

“Thank you, Martha. I’d be very grateful, but I don’t think Ruth will do it. I think she’s worried that I’d attract attention from Eli.”

“I don’t think he can manage much through the bars,” she said with a giggle. “I suppose he could get his hand through, but that’s not going to make you pregnant.” There was a lull in the conversation whilst both Jenny and Martha considered ways to engage with one’s partner through the bars of a cage when the scope for positioning was so limited.

“Have you tried anal? Did I tell you that I used to enjoy that?”


Chapter 25    
Fully Sealed

Martha left Jenny sitting in the armchair with a book and promised to bring her something to eat at one. Jenny was inordinately grateful and promised not to move from the chair and definitely not to climb into Ruth and Eli’s bed. Martha was as good as her word and at one o'clock brought two soft boiled eggs and a plate of buttered soldiers. Two o'clock and she was back for the next milking session, but then they decided by mutual agreement, that Jenny ought to return to her cage in case Ruth came home early. As it happened, Eli was back first shortly after five and was more than a little surprised to find Jenny locked in the cage and Ruth absent.

“She went out early with Luke. Shopping, I think,” said Jenny. “Martha has been looking after me.”

“I haven’t got a key,” said Eli sadly. “I suppose I could ask Martha, but Ruth might not like it.”

“No,” said Jenny with a serious tone to her voice. “We don’t want to upset Ruth.”

“Now you know I'm only thinking of you. If we upset her, she just takes it out on you.”

Jenny lay back and stared through the bars of the lid at the ceiling. “Martha says she’s going to ask Ruth to remove my chastity guard at night.”

Eli sat on the carpet with his back to the bars.

“That’s good. It won’t make any difference, but it’s good that she asks.”

“I thought that too,” said Jenny. “What have you been doing all day?”

“Mending fences, chasing sheep.”

“It sounds wonderful. What’s the weather been like?”

“A bit damp, light winds, no sun.”

“It’s been similar here: no wind, no sun, but at least it’s been dry.”

“And no sheep,” added Eli.

“No. No sheep. Only me and Martha.”

“Sounds wonderful,” said Eli and Jenny grinned.

They heard footstep on the stairs and Eli jumped up. Seconds later, the door opened and Ruth walked in, flushed and in high spirits.

“Look. A new dress,” and she held up a short, Lycra bodycon dress in red that she could only wear to a club. “It was in a sale and it fits a treat. Well, Luke says it’s too small, but I think it fits.” She looked down at Jenny. “How’s our pet been today?”

“She’s been fine,” said Jenny sarcastically.

“Where have you been?”

“Aberystwyth. Didn’t Jenny tell you? There were one or two things we needed.”

“What things? You know I was there last Saturday.”

“We didn’t need them then. Come in the kitchen and I’ll show you.”

In the kitchen, Eli and Ruth were soon immersed in a lively discussion. With the bedroom door closed, Jenny only heard muffled voices, but as the volume steadily increased, so she began to make out words.

“You can't do this; she’ll suffocate.”

“Don’t be so melodramatic, of course she won’t; there’s a safety hole through the centre.”

“But why?”

“To stop you kissing her. Did you think I’d just stand by and watch?”

“But it was you that encouraged us.”

“And now I'm discouraging you.”

“It’s not fair on her. It was me that was doing all the kissing, not her.”

“Then you wear it.”

“Don’t be ridiculous.”

“She’s affecting our marriage, Eli. I’ve only got to say the word and your father will have her neutered in a blink of an eye. Then she’ll have no further inclination to kiss you.”

“You're cruel, Ruth.”

“And you are just a hair’s breadth away from ruining our marriage; pretty good going for someone who’s been married for less than a month. And don’t think you can wind the clock back; change your mind and choose her instead. I'm pregnant, remember, and it’s with your child; your father wouldn’t stand for it.”

Eli was almost trembling with rage, but there seemed nothing he could do. Ruth was right; his father would get the surgeon to operate double quick if Ruth complained again; Jenny’s future was hanging in the balance. He’d had enough and had to get away.

“Darling,” crooned Ruth when he opened the kitchen door. “Be reasonable. This way we can just continue as before and Jenny gets to keep all her bits. You can even have her in bed sometimes if you want.”

Eli glared at her, hesitated but a few seconds, and then stormed out the room slamming the door behind him. Ruth heard him thunder down the stairs and the front door close, and then she went back into the bedroom.

“Hello, sweetie. Have you had a good day today? I'm sorry I had to leave you all day, but at least you’ve had a rest. Time to plug you onto that pump again; there’s thirsty babies waiting,” and she unlocked the cage and held out a hand to help Jenny up.

*

Jenny sat reading in the bedroom armchair after supper until it was time for the next session at ten and after that, Ruth put her back in the cage and climbed into bed herself to sit up against the headboard with her own book. Eli didn’t return until late and then he didn’t speak, just did what he had to do in the en-suite and climbed silently into bed beside Ruth.

A sleepy Ruth roused Jenny at two and again at six, returning her to the cage afterwards while she made tea and breakfast. Eli got up too, but was silent and morose.

Back in the bedroom, Eli showered while Ruth fed Jenny through the bars.

“I've promised Rachel that Jenny can help with their garden today. Do you want to take her or shall I?”

Eli stepped into the bedroom completely naked, a small rebellion on his part to show his disdain for Ruth’s new rules, but Ruth just smiled. Jenny didn’t. She watched him walk past her cage, his cock flaccid but, nevertheless, impressive and a little intimidating, and she watched him select his clothes for the day whilst totally disregarding the two pairs of eyes that were studying his back and bare legs.

“I’ll take her,” he said eventually.

“Then I’ll have her ready at ten-thirty,” said Ruth in an overly polite tone. Eli said no more and by seven-thirty he’d gone to do whatever daily task awaited him.

Ruth smiled at Jenny. “Should be a good day today for gardening. Nice and warm.”

At ten-thirty, Jenny, already dressed in her working boots, was waiting in the bedroom for Eli to collect her. Eli showed no surprise when he saw her, but glared meaningfully at Ruth before picking up her tether and leading her away. She followed silently behind with her hands clipped to her belt and her head encased in the hood. Ruth had left her blindfold off, but the oral plug was strapped in place and secured with a padlock.

Ruth had thought it was very funny when she pushed the plug between Jenny’s lips that she’d be sucking on a fat, rubber penis all day. Eli was not so amused when he carefully inspected the arrangement once they’d reached the relative sanctuary of the barn.

“I'm sorry,” he said as they stood before each other, each looking at the other’s face. “Ruth says you only have to wear this when you're out of your cage and she’s not with you. It’s to prevent… It’s to stop us kissing. I think she must have seen us the other day here in the barn. I can't do anything… If I try and she complains to my father, he’ll revert to plan ‘A’.

Jenny frantically shook her head and the padlock clicked against its hasp behind her neck.

“Sit in the trailer. We’d best get over to Am-nawr,” but Jenny hesitated. “What’s the matter?”

Now there were tears in her eyes as she turned away from him.

“Jenny…”

Slowly, she leaned forward and then he saw it, another new padlock hanging behind the vaginal guard. She had been gifted a new anal plug and the lock was dangling from its base.

“What the fuck…” and he grabbed hold of the lock and pulled, but the plug stayed firm whilst Jenny squealed and began shaking her head again.

Eli turned to the house, his face now red with exasperation and fury, took two steps and then turned back. “Sod it,” he muttered, clipped her tether to the same staple Ruth had used when Jenny was treating the woodwork, and then stormed back to the house.

“What have you done?” he yelled.

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“There’s some sort of plug stuck in her arse.”

“Oh, that. It’s called an anal anchor. You push it in and press the plunger behind it and it expands inside her so it can’t fall out. The lock just stops anyone releasing the plunger. I thought it was quite neat.”

“But why?”

“I would have thought that was obvious. I don’t want anyone developing any form of attachment to her. We’ve already plugged her pussy and she can't kiss or suck anyone with her new oral plug; the anal anchor is just to discourage any sort of anal frolics.”

“Frolics!” exclaimed Eli in astonishment.

“You know exactly what I mean. It’s to stop anyone fucking her in her arse. Now she’s just a pretty little Barbie doll with no orifices that can corrupt anyone. You'll just have to be content with squeezing her titties from now on.”

“But Gail isn’t treated like this; why her?

“She a bit different to Gail and we can all see the effect she has on you men; like ants to a honeypot. If you have any questions, ask your father; he’s sanctioned it. Either she’s sealed up like this or it’s the op; one way no-one can get to her and the other way she’d have no inclination because not only would she not have a pussy, but she’d not have a clitoris either. It’s your choice really. You decide.”

“But she can’t even sit now with that thing stuck inside her.”

“Give her a cushion,” suggested Ruth.

Eli didn’t know what to say. What could he say? He turned on his heel and slammed the door again.


Chapter 26    
An Adventurous Afternoon

It was not an easy day for Jenny. Eli made her as comfortable as possible for the journey past Yr Olchfa and on to Am-nawr, but there’s a limit to how useful a couple of cushions are when you have to sit on a surprisingly large anal plug and its retaining padlock. Eli unloaded Jenny, the tools, and the heavy concrete anchor weight in Rachel’s garden, attached the tether, released her hands, and then watched. Jenny silently settled down on the kneeler at the end of a row of newly emerging winter kale and began methodically pulling out everything that wasn’t a small kale plant.

“I'm going now,” said Eli and Jenny nodded. “Rachel will bring you a drink and I’ll pick you up at two to take you back home; it’ll only be a half-day.” She nodded again without looking round and Eli slunk away.

Once alone, Jenny laid down the trowel and closed her eyes. Fate had surely taken a turn for the worse that day and she wasn’t sure how much longer she could hold herself together. Ruth had been pumping her for longer recently and the effect on her breasts was becoming noticeable. Her milk yield had increased and her breasts were definitely larger. She was more conscious of their weight and they moved more when she walked. Her teats were still growing too and now looked more like bottle corks, particularly in the morning air after they'd hardened. She touched one and straightaway a signal flashed to her clitoris. ‘The larger the nipple, the stronger the sensation…’ Somebody had told her that; she couldn’t remember who.

She shifted position, the phallus nudged her, and she could feel the small ridge the smith included on the inside of her guard moving just perceptibly between her labial lips. When she travelled in the quad’s trailer, she used to be able to feel the ridge just tapping against her clit when they went over rough ground, but she could never reproduce the sensation at any other time and now she had the anal plug to contend with, the essential cushions will stop even that sensation.

The anal anchor… In some ways, she’d welcomed it. Luke had often made comments and snarky remarks about anal sex that had worried her and now his intentions had been comprehensively thwarted. To obtain that degree of protection, she only had to house the anchor during the periods when she was most vulnerable and, together with the chastity guard, they resulted in her being completely impenetrable, like a tank that couldn’t be broached.

But like most good things, it did have a down side that she’d not got used to yet and doubted she ever would. The plug was thick and stretched her sphincter muscle alarmingly, and the way it clamped the muscle between its inner bladder and the outer flange made her feel like she wanted to use the toilet all the time.

Ruth had shown it to her while she was trapped in the milking frame and was already wearing the hood: basically, a four-inch-long tube, an inch and a half thick, with a rounded tip at one end and a two-inch wide flange at the other. It was full of oil and around its side was a deflated toroidal bladder. When the oil inside the tube was forced through holes in the tube’s side and into the bladder, it formed a ring around the side of the tube four inches across and the bladder, flexible when empty but rigid when full of oil, now presented an impassable obstruction to hold the plug in place.

Ruth demonstrated its operation by pressing the plunger into the end of the tube and forcing all the oil into the bladder.

“Good luck working that back through your arse,” Ruth had said.

Pushing the anchor’s thick tube into Jenny proved to be an easy task with Jenny folded over the milking cradle once she’d liberally lubricated both the tube and Jenny. Then all Ruth had to do was to press in the plunger and apply the lock to hold it in place. Apart from the padlock dangling from her like some strange ornament, the plug’s flange and plunger were now flush with her skin’s surface and created a particularly neat and foolproof method of sealing that orifice.

Jenny knew full-well why Ruth had done it; with the hood and oral plug locked about her head, and the chastity guard locked into her sex, anal sex had been her only other option if she wanted any sort of sexual relationship. Not that she’d ever seriously considered it; putting things in her bottom was not something she did and now, here she was with an anal plug inside her that she couldn’t remove and she didn’t like it.

She lifted her hands to touch her final indignity: the hood. It was certainly effective. She could hum and make nasal noises, but loud sounds or any sort of intelligible speech was well beyond her abilities. There was a small hole through the plug’s centre, but it was useless for sound transmission. As for kissing, the hood left no skin visible on her face or neck; just a pair of dark eyes staring through circular holes.

And its other main purpose… Cock sucking was obviously out of the question as far as anyone else was concerned, but for Jenny it was inevitable. It’s all she could do all day: roll her tongue under its moulded veins whilst sucking on its fat glans. It filled her mouth with its familiar shape just as Eli had done: an accurate facsimile of an erect penis that would entertain her senses and keep sparking her imagination throughout her day.

Romance seemed off the menu for the foreseeable future.

“Hello… I thought you might be thirsty.”

It was Rachel already. Jenny had been so lost in her own thoughts that she hadn’t realised how much time had passed. She looked behind her and grunted, and then she had to rise. It was an ungainly act with her feet hobbled together and she achieved it by pressing down on the sides of the kneeler and rising with her feet and knees together. It was, however, inevitable that in so doing, she’d display to Rachel her new plug. She even heard the clicking of its padlock as it tapped against its metal flange, but Rachel delicately ignored it.

“Eli told me you’d need a drink and that Ruth had locked that thing on your head to stop you talking. It’s not right; she shouldn’t have done that.”

‘Not quite the right reason,’ thought Jenny, but she agreed wholeheartedly with Rachel’s sentiments: it wasn’t right. She’d brought Jenny a cup of tea and a straw.

“He said if we push the straw into the hole in the front of your plug, you should be able to suck up the tea.”

Rachel tried it. She pushed the straw into the plug and then handed Jenny the cup. Jenny held it so that the straw dipped into the tea and sucked. The tea was only lukewarm owing to the distance she’d carried it, but it was welcome as it spurted from the end of the penis plug and again reminded her of Eli.

All the time Jenny was sucking up her tea, Rachel was talking about trivialities such as the weather, the plans they had to expand vegetable production, and the possibility that the expected mild winter would help the lambing season. Jenny, of course, could respond to none of it and once she’d returned the cup and straw, Rachel made a hurried and embarrassed exit.

Just before two, Eli reappeared with the quad bike and trailer. He asked her how she’d got on, but sighed when he remembered she couldn’t answer him. They loaded the tools, weight, and Jenny, and bounced back along the track to Bryndu.

Ruth was waiting.

“Put her straight on the milking frame,” she’d said

“Aren't you going to remove her hood?”

“All in good time. We’re in a hurry. You need to get to the vet for that medication and I've got a hair appointment.”

Jenny stepped meekly up to the milking stand and laid herself through the cradle to grip the bars. Eli gave her teats a quick wipe and then attached the cups, watching Jenny jump when they first grabbed and then close her eyes and settle uneasily. He looked at the transparent cups noticing that her teats were being pulled deeper and that there was a slightly different pattern of waves travelling up and down her breasts as the pump caused her to bounce. Ruth reappeared with a bottle of water and a plate of sandwiches that she placed inside Jenny’s cage, and then she approached Jenny with a small bunch of keys. She unfastened the locks behind her head and pulled the hood off her face along with the rubber penis from her mouth.

Unusually for Jenny, she neglected to thank Ruth and, instead, just closed her eyes and dropped her head again. Ruth moved behind her and inserted another key into the anchor lock. She removed the padlock and then pulled on the plunger to draw it slowly from the plug. When it was fully withdrawn, the plug itself slid easily from Jenny.

“Wash that for me,” she said handing the device to Eli. “She’s going to need it again tomorrow.”

Ruth walked away and Eli looked down at Jenny. Her anal sphincter was still flaring open and slowly pulsing when he walked into the shower room with her new plug.

*

Jenny sat hunched up against the end bars eating the sandwiches and drinking the water. They had allowed a quick toilet break before locking her in her cage, but then they’d both left together, a visit to Rhayader. She hoped they could bury their mutual hostilities, not least because she knew that she was the cause and arguments did not bode well for her future. She pushed the empty plate back through the bars and looked around for something to read. There was nothing in the cage, but the corner of a magazine was visible on the edge of the sideboard. At full stretch, she was still three-inches short. ‘Oh God. This life was hell…’

She lay back on her mattress and stared at the ceiling for half an hour, but couldn’t sleep. Her jaw still ached from being held open by the oral plug for four hours and her bottom felt sore. Then she checked her chastity guard. It was as tight as it ever was and she could detect no discernible effects within when she shook it. That just left her tits for amusement and she spent some time rolling and pinching her nipples. It was making her aroused, but that couldn’t lead anywhere and she kicked the bars and then snatched at the padlock hanging above her head in frustration. The lock popped open.

Jenny lay staring up at the lock in disbelief. At first, she wondered if it was some kind of twisted test Ruth had set for her, but how could it be? Then she became a flurry of movement. She unhooked the padlock’s shackle from the sliding bolts that held the cage lid closed and slid the bolt’s shaft to release all three latches. The lid opened easily and she sat up straight.

In moments, she was out of the cage and free with no tether chain locked to her collar. Then she tried the bedroom door only to find it locked and her heart sank. They seldom locked the door with her inside and only when they knew they were going to back before her next milking session and Martha wouldn’t need access. Jenny supposed it was to discourage casual visits from the likes of Luke, or even Ben or Gail, but today it was a disaster.

She moved across the room to the window and peered out, realising that she’d never looked out from this window before; it had always been beyond her reach. It looked up the track towards Cuddfan, but the farm for not in view. She considered climbing out, but the drop was too far and even if she tied sheets together like in all the best thrillers, how could she manage the climb with her hands welded together?

Escape seemed hopeless, but she shouldn’t waste this opportunity and began opening drawers and cupboards. Then she looked at the packing boxes still staked in the corner. Her suitcase wasn’t there, so where was it? And what about her work briefcase? She’d never seen that since entering Bryndu. Then a synapse flickered in her brain and she remembered something Ruth had said when they'd moved into the room; she said they were putting her clothes in the attic.

The attic… All the times she’d lain in her cage gazing up at the ceiling, at the loft hatch just above her head. It was beyond the range of her tether chain, so she could never have reached it before, but now…

Jenny reached up in the air with both her hands. Her fingertips were less than twelve-inches from the ceiling with its mysterious hatch. The only trouble was, there were no handy ladders in the vicinity. What was there, though, was a thirty-inch-high cage. It wasn’t quite in the right place; it needed to be another four-feet towards the window wall. Jenny closed the lid, took a deep breath, and pulled. It moved about three-inches. It wasn’t a quick job, but by repeatedly throwing her weight at one end, she moved the cage by degrees across the carpet and under the hatch. Then she climbed up onto the bars of the lid and stood, pushing the hatch cover away as she did so.

Now her head was eighteen-inches through the hatch. It was dark, but there were boxes up there. The first thing she did was to stare up at the underside of the roof and, sure enough, she could just make out a couple of fluorescent strip lights. Finding the light switch that she now knew was there was relatively easy. It was on a roof truss a few feet to her right and she flooded the area with light.

She could see various cardboard boxes, some sealed with tape, some gaping open, and she could reach the near ones but not see inside. An arm in the closest box told her it was full of clothes, as was the one next to it. The only other box she could reach proved to contain photographic albums and some paperback books, but there were many others she couldn’t reach and some areas she couldn’t even see. She needed to climb into the attic.

Searching the room below for anything that could give her more height, she spied the wooden packing crate in the corner of the room and climbed down from the cage. The crate was almost empty and she turned it over. Now it was completely empty and was soon upside down on top of the cage. Its base, now its top, was flimsy and wouldn’t bear her weight, but if she stood carefully along its edges, it should hold. She climbed back up onto the cage and then, very carefully, eased her weight onto the crate. This wasn’t easy. Not only was she climbing a stack like a circus performer, but the hobble chain was making life ten times harder.

Eventually, she manoeuvred herself so that she had a foot on either side of the crate and when she stood, the floor of the attic was just above waist level. Now she could see much more, but she needed to actually climb into the attic and she tried that by placing her elbows on the floorboards and kicking hard. It worked… she could roll to the side, lift up her legs, and push herself onto a firm surface, but it came at a cost: there was a loud clattering below and she looked down through the hatch to see the crate lying on its side on the carpet.

Her first concern was that someone from downstairs would come up to investigate, but the minutes passed without any knock on the door and, in any case, the door was locked. She turned her attention back to the boxes and almost immediately found a box with some of her clothes in it and, behind it, her half-full suitcase. She eagerly searched through both, but clothes were all they contained. Then she saw what she was looking for: her briefcase. It had been pushed right to the back and it took her a while to reach it, but it was a goldmine; it contained her phone.

She pressed the ‘on’ button and, predictably, nothing happened; the battery had long since died. Another search of the case and there was her phone charger and its cable. She imagined smuggling it down to the bedroom and secreting it under the mattress, but how would she charge it? Surely a phone charger plugged into a wall socket would be easy to spot. Then she remembered a conversation in a pub a long time ago. Someone, she can't now remember was complaining that he had to install plug sockets in his new attic extension even though there was nothing up there he’d ever want to plug in. Apparently, British Building Regulation now specify the minimum number of socket outlets for every room in a house for any new builds, and the attic was no exception; it had to have at least two double sockets. Eli’s house extension was new, so where were the plug sockets?

Jenny closed her briefcase, there was nothing else in it she could use, and brought the phone and charger back to the hatch. After a quick search, she located a twin socket in the most obvious place: near the light switch but concealed by a roll of carpet. She plugged the charger in and turned on the phone, and the screen glowed with a picture of Ryan, but there was no mobile signal; nothing; not even a glimmer of a bar.

She sat on the edge of the hatch trying to decide what to do next, but really there was nothing to decide. She couldn’t take the phone down to the bedroom because it would soon be found; she had to leave it in the attic and it may as well be left plugged in. It will remain activated and, who knows, the signal may improve enough for someone to trace the phone’s location. As an IT specialist, she knew better than most the factors that can affect mobile phone signals: generally cold, damp weather suppresses signal quality whilst warm, dry weather improves it. It can also be affected by many other things like electrical storms, vegetation cover, nearby vehicles, even sun spot activity. Of course, even the best mobile signal’s no use unless someone’s actively looking for it…

The last thing she did was to mute the ring tone and turn off vibrations; it would be embarrassing to suddenly have her phone ringing above Ruth’s head.

Jenny hid the phone as best she could behind the roll of carpet and then peered anxiously through the hatch. The cage looked a long way below her, but there was nothing else for it. She swung down through the hatch with her elbows on the boards. The cage could only be a matter of inches below her feet, but she couldn’t now see through the hole. She closed her eyes, counted to three, and dropped.

One foot landed squarely on a bar, but the other slipped between bars. It was really only the hobble chain that saved her from serious injury by limiting the fall of her rogue leg. She dropped onto her hands on the cage, pulled her leg back through the bars, and stood. All looked as it should in the attic and she turned off the light and replaced the hatch cover.

She looked around the room. The cage was still misplaced, there was a pile of clothes on the floor from the overturned crate, and a number of partly open drawers where she’d initially rifled through Ruth’s belongings. First the cage and ten minute’s work pushed it back to roughly where it was. Then she refilled the crate and replaced in in the corner and finally she went round the room tidying up. All looked good and she climbed back into her cage, slid back the bolt, and snapped on the lock, this time making sure it was fully latched. She was breathing hard with the exertion, the toes of her right foot hurt where they'd slipped off the bars and her right ankle ached where the hobble chain had caught, and she was plagued by the feeling that she’d just squandered an opportunity to escape.

She turned onto her side and tried to sleep, and fifteen minutes later, Eli and Ruth arrived home.


Chapter 27    
Painting the Barns

For the next week, the weather was wet and Jenny was seconded to work in the barns rather than the gardens. It took her an average of two days to treat the wood around the inside of each barn to a height of seven feet and there were four barns in all. She didn’t mind the work; it was better than struggling through the mud of the vegetable gardens.

Each morning, Ruth would have her working around the house doing domestic chores until ten, and then prepared her for her real work. Apart from the milking, that meant fitting her hood and installing the anal anchor before clipping her hands to her belt, pulling the woollen poncho over her head and taking her out to Eli.

Eli’s job was to make sure Jenny had everything she needed and to transport her to the barn she was working in that day. She started at Am-nawr.

Rachel was conscientious when it came to looking after Jenny’s needs and supplied her with a steady stream of cups of tea, but she also seemed embarrassed by her restraints and impediments and found it difficult having one-sided conversations. The same could not be said of Theo who found Jenny a source of endless amusement. He’d sit watching her while making asinine comments and suggestions, some of them physically impossible for her in her present state and all of them intended to maximise her humiliation. What he didn’t do was to touch her and for that she was truly grateful.

One of his suggestions was notable because Jenny thought at one point that he was actually going to try it out. It was a rope harness so that she could be suspended from a cable slung over the roof trusses. She could then be raised or lowered to reach the higher sections of the barn walls. He thought if he connected it to the winch in the front of his Landrover, he could have her going up and down at a flick of a switch. Fortunately, he didn’t pursue the idea beyond causing extreme embarrassment, particularly when he suggested using the shackle of the padlock retaining her anal plug as an anchorage for a stabilising cable.

Am-nawr was one of the smaller barns and she was pleased to complete it in two sessions.

Cuddfan was next and their barn was much bigger, but the assistance she got from Lydia, even if it was mainly just moral encouragement, made a big difference. She’d sit chatting for hours and expect nothing from Jenny. Jenny thus learnt much about the family, in particular, the relationship between Reverend Davies, his unmarried mistress Elsa, and his daughter Lydia. Elsa and Lydia have both said how good the reverend had been to them, but from what Jenny could see, the only help he gives them is to allow Elsa to farm Cuddfan rent free.

She saw little of Liam, although when she did, he seemed more interested in examining her impediments rather than offering any assistance. Lydia said he was watching the twins, but for two whole days? Jenny thought it much more likely that he and Lydia had come to some agreement regarding Jenny while she was at the farm which kept Liam at arm’s length. Whatever it was, it was a good ploy and her liking for Lydia increased enormously.

Yr Olchfa was, of course, Ruth’s home until very recently and was farmed by Ruth’s father and Davies’ brother: Samuel. It was Ruth, then, who delivered Jenny to the farm and she was met by the whole family: Samuel, her mouse-like mother Carol, Luke and Gail.

“She looks safe enough,” observed Samuel walking around Jenny like a prospective buyer. “She can't get any of these things off?”

“I release her hands from her belt after I fix her tether so she can use a brush, but otherwise everything you see is locked in place.”

“Make her bend over.”

“Ok, but that’s easier with her hands released,” and she unclipped Jenny’s manacles from her belt. “Now… You heard father. Put your hands on the floor and stick your bottom up in the air.”

Jenny groaned, but the stakes were too high to disobey and she presented the assembled company with her underside. Samuel studied her carefully.

“She’s fully sealed so she can't pose a threat to anyone,” offered Ruth.

“She’s still a woman…” It was a statement of fact from Samuel and Jenny stiffened. “I can see the plug, but I can't tell how long it is.”

“Seven-inches. There’s no way she can remove it.”

Samuel grunted his reluctant acceptance just as his brother had done.

“You’ve plugged up her bum,” said Luke with feigned disappointment.

“We didn’t want you pegging ‘er,” said Ruth. “And no, I'm not going to give you the key.”

“If I pull it hard enough, will it pop out?”

“Not a chance.”

Luke liked a challenge and hooked his finger through the shackle of the padlock. Then he pulled it up. Jenny made a sound like a strangled cat and her sphincter muscle distorted, pulled by the internal ring that stretched it until it looked like a tumorous swelling. Only her tiptoes still touched the ground and it was obvious to all that the baseball sized obstruction inside her wasn’t going to pass through such a small orifice.

“You're a cruel woman, Ruth… Not for me, of course, but for poor Jenny here. She’ll never know now what she’s missing.”

“I can tell her,” said Gail.

“I'm sure you can,” said Ruth

“Luke does it to me all the time…”

“So I hear, but for now, it’s been decided Jenny should forego such a delight.”

“Okay,” muttered Samuel. “Put ‘er to work.”

Jenny unfolded and looked around anxiously at the staring faces, Samuel’s hostile whilst Luke and Gail showed nothing but amused pleasure. Ruth was all businesswoman and reflected the seriousness of a slave driver managing her slave-team of one.

Unlike Eli who tended to just leave Jenny to get on with things, Ruth was specific and explained in detail how the wood preservative should be applied and exactly where. Then she shackled Jenny’s tether to a convenient ring and said she’d be back at two.

By this time, Samuel and Luke had gone back into the cottage, but Gail was happy to just sit on a hay bale and chat. It didn’t seem to matter that Jenny couldn’t answer; perhaps Gail was used to it. After a while, even Gail seemed to tire of receiving no response and hit upon the idea of only asking yes/no questions.

“Have you had a lot of lovers?”

Jenny shook her head.

“One?”

She shook her head again. Gail now started getting clever…

“More than ten?”

Jenny hesitated. This was getting personal. Then she thought how much more personal can things get and at least she was interacting. She nodded.

“More than twenty?”

She stopped brushing on the wood preservative and her mind flickered back over her romantic past starting when she was just sixteen and thought dressing in short, tight skirts and long, over-the-knee black socks was a fashion statement. Dave disabused her one warm September night when his hand touched her cool skin above the socks while her hands were around his neck. She could have stopped him, but his touch felt so good, so she continued kissing him and he rolled up her skirt to her waist and felt inside her flimsy panties. He was the first, but then there were two more before she got to college: a quiet boy called Joe and the pretentious Gerald who thought it was his right to take her whilst they were on a school biology visit to a local lake. Quite appropriate really, looking back.

College was an eye opener… Four years of dances, concerts, night clubs and just plain, ordinary bars. She couldn’t begin to recall all their names. There was Simon, of course; that must have been her longest relationship and lasted until they broke up after the first spring term. After that, things became a little blurry. Perhaps ten more in her last three undergraduate years if she included a couple of frightful one-night stands that didn’t work out. They were followed by four years of postgraduate study for her doctorate during which her social life was curtailed, but not completely forgotten.

Things were different once she’d left academia. Her priorities were different and, although she was not consciously seeking a life partner, her choices were made with more consideration. In the last two years, she’d been with Lucas for six months, a horrible two weeks with William, and then her last boyfriend, Ryan; the one she blames for this whole dreadful fiasco. They'd been together seven months and she’d been thinking that maybe he was the one, but apparently not.

“More than twenty?” Gail asked again.

Jenny nodded.

Gail’s eyes now opened wide in wonder. “More than thirty?”

Jenny shook her head and began brushing again.

“Twenty-five?” said Gail excitedly and Jenny just shrugged. She had counted twenty-one in her head, but now she was tiring of this game.

“God, Jenny. You’ve had twenty-five different cocks inside your pussy and you don’t think that’s a lot. You must be some sort of super-slut.”

Jenny looked round sharply and did her best glaring expression, but it was somewhat compromised by the rubber penis blocking her mouth and the Latex hood hiding everything but her eyes.

“Not anymore, though. Not with that steel cock locked in your pussy and Ruth’s special plug in your arse.” A sudden thought occurred to Gail and her face broke out into a broad grin. “That’s why Ruth’s stuffed up your mouth, isn’t it? It’s so you can't suck anyone’s cock. She knows you can't help yourself…”

Gail lapsed into silence as she thought about entertaining a row of twenty-five men and boys. “I've only had Luke fuck my cunny and that was only a few times, and since I've become a virgin again, he hasn’t done it anymore. He does fuck my arse a lot though; did I tell you he does that. Did all your lovers used to fuck you in the arse too?”

Jenny was uneasy not only about Gail’s casual enquiry about something she wouldn’t dream of divulging, but also her use of the past tense. She chose to ignore her and just continued with her strange, two-handed brushing.

“Does Ruth know you’ve fucked all those men? I bet Reverend Davies doesn’t know.”

Jenny froze. Too late she realised the danger she’d put herself in.

“Gail… There’s work to do in the house.” It was Samuel calling. Gail slipped off the bale and with a cheery goodbye, wandered back towards the cottage.

Ruth arrived just before two and unlocked the tether, taking Jenny first to the rear of the barn to relieve herself in the tall grass, and then into Yr Olchfa’s milking shed to use their pump. With Jenny dry and the tether still locked to the pump, Ruth unlocked the oral plug and gave Jenny a plastic box containing sandwiches, a bag of corn snacks, and a can of cola.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“You're welcome.”

Ruth watched her eat and then asked: “D’you think you'll finish before six?”

“Maybe. I don’t know. You'll need to move the chain along to the next corner.”

“Well, if you don’t finish here this afternoon, it’ll have to wait a couple of days because tomorrow’s our annual plough day. I thought we’d have to put it off, what with all the damp weather, but tomorrow’s going to be fine and it’s best to get it done before it gets too cold.”

“Am I going to be pulling a plough like that rake?”

“Er, yes. A bit like that.”

“But Gail and I can't possibly pull a plough; we had enough trouble with the rake.”

“Don’t you worry your pretty little head; it’s all under control. And now, if you’ve quite done, open up,” and she held the hood open before her face.


Chapter 28    
Plough Day

The next morning after the early milking session and her shower, Jenny rested on one elbow in her cage and watched Eli and Ruth dress.

“Are you driving today?” asked Eli.

“Of course. We won’t start until after ten because of Jenny.”

“That still leaves you eight hours less what you need for lunch.”

“Should be enough if they work well,” and she looked down at Jenny looking up through the bars.

“Well, if you have to delay the six o'clock session, it’s not the end of the world,” said Eli.

“She’s been milking well recently. I've got her yield up to almost three-quarters of a cup per session. That’s about a litre a day in new-fangled units,” and she grinned at her own metric put-down.

Ruth and Eli both went into the kitchen for breakfast and half an hour later, Eli brought Jenny a bacon sandwich. “You’ll need as much protein as you can get today.”

“What’s going to happen? Where are we going and are Gail and I actually going to be pulling a plough?”

“It’s happening here at Bryndu. As for the rest, you'll find out soon enough,” and he moved on into the shower room to wash before leaving for work.

“I’ll be back at ten,” he called into the kitchen and then Jenny heard him descending the stairs.

A few moments later, Ruth popped her head round the door and said, “And I’ll be back before ten,” and she closed the door and turned the key.

She was away two hours and, on her return, was carrying the wooden spar and harness Jenny wore for the raking of Cuddfan’s vegetable plot. She made coffees for them both and allowed Jenny to use the toilet before indicating that it was time to lay over the milking frame.

“Are you going to fit that while I'm in the frame?”

Ruth didn’t answer until she secured Jenny’s hands, and then said, “Yes.”

Jenny allowed herself a weak smile; of course she was. Her security plans were as transparent as they were unnecessary. After all, Jenny was hardly likely to disobey anything Ruth said with so much at stake.

Ruth connected the pump and then began unlocking and removing Jenny’s chastity guard prior to fitting the body harness. It was fitted just as before, the only difference being that Ruth didn’t require Jenny’s cooperation once she was immobilised in the milking frame. The first of the harness’s plugs, the anal plug, slipped in much easier this time around and she wondered if it was because she’d had Ruth’s anal anchor inside her for so long. The second plug slipped home even easier into her vaginal tunnel; milking did that to her… caused so much natural lubricant.

Ruth began tightening the straps and Jenny felt her body meld to the wood behind her. The final straps were the ones between her legs and she yelped as they pulled on the anal plug to mercilessly press her coccyx against the spar and fix the angle of her hips. Ruth uncoupled the pump and released her hands, and she rose erect feeling very odd, like a statue that can walk.

“Just for today, you'll leave this room without your hood because we’ll be using something else and that I’ll fit shortly. So… Ready? The others are downstairs waiting.

*

Jenny walked carefully down the stairs. With her torso rigid and her hands clipped to her harness at her waist, she felt unsteady. In the hall corridor, Ruth opened the sitting room door and then stepped aside so that Jenny could enter, but once inside, she just stopped and stared.

“It’s not what it looks like,” said Rachel. “It’s just a tradition, that’s all; a silly tradition that we do every year.”

“It’s to make sure we remember our place. It gives the boys a chance to reassert their supposed dominance, to show us who’s the boss.” Lydia stepped into full view from the shadows near the kitchen door. “It may have been alright two-hundred years ago when the Lord of the Manor wanted a bit of misogynistic entertainment… but we have to put up with it today, the twenty-first century, just because Reverend Davies, our landlord, says it’s part of our history. He says it’s what the Bible tells us to do, that wives should obey their husbands in all things and this is meant to remind us of our duty. Of course, Samuel supports him and all the boys are very keen too. Apparently, it’s even written into the deeds of the farms and they date back to the early eighteen-hundreds.”

Jenny hadn’t said a word; the sight was just too bizarre for words. Rachel and Lydia were both wearing harnesses that were identical to hers even down to having their wrists clipped to their waists. In fact, the only difference she could see was that neither of them had their ankles hobbled.

“But…” managed Jenny at last. “But you're naked.”

“Well observed. That’s the whole point. It’s to demean us so much that we behave for the rest of the year. Anyway, who’s going to see us up here; only our husbands and Theo gets to see me every night.”

‘But how often do they see each other’s wives,’ thought Jenny. ‘And what about Luke? It must be like Christmas for him.’

“It’s customary that daughters become eligible to pull the plough once they're sixteen and then they take over from their mothers.”

“Or wives,” corrected Lydia. “Betty and Carol used to do it as well as Martha and Elsa.”

“Ruth doesn’t do it, then?” asked Jenny with not a little malice behind the question.

“She did it for the last two years,” said Rachel. “But then she married Eli and he’s the reverend’s heir. That makes Ruth ‘Queen Bee’ round here and she can now do what she likes.”

“It’s actually Ruth who’s driving us today,” said Lydia.

“Yes, that'll be fun. She’ll never let us live that down. She’ll be claiming Manorial Privileges next and demanding time with Theo.”

“Theo wouldn’t mind.”

“No, probably not,” said Rachel despondently.

The hall door opened and a grinning Luke peered around the jamb. “Ladies… We’re ready for you; I have Gail outside to make up the team.”

The women walked from the room, each bare breasted, stiff backed, and with their hips tilted at an unnatural angle. Outside, the rest of the family were gathered with Gail and she was already wearing her harness.

“Hi, girls. This is going to be such fun.”

No-one answered her because no-one shared her enthusiasm; at least, none of the harnessed women. The men present were a different matter. Ben made the astonished observation that now three more females had emerged without their clothes and Theo made some humorous comment that Jenny didn’t catch, but caused Luke and Liam to laugh.

“Ladies, your carriage awaits,” said Luke and directed them to the drawbar frames parked in the yard. There were now two six-by-three frames, one in front of the other and linked together by a short chain. Behind the rear frame was a single-bladed plough with its own adjustable jockey wheel and a ‘T’ shaped handle at its rear so that it can be steadied.

Luke led Jenny and Gail to either side of the rear drawbar frame and everyone watched while he clipped their hands to its leading bar, Jenny’s together and Gail’s to two separate rings twelve inches apart. Then he moved to the front frame and Rachel and Lydia moved into their places in silence. Their wrists were unclipped from their waists and attached just like Gail’s.

“Just your bridles to go, now girls,” said Luke. At first, Jenny thought it was some kind of joke, but Luke placed the network of leather straps over Lydia’s head and began connecting and adjusting buckles just as one would with a real horse.

The bridle, for that was exactly what it was, was constructed from thick leather bands riveted together so they encircled the girl’s forehead and cheeks, with a medial strap over her crown that divided around her nose and mouth, and wrapped under her chin.

Once Luke was satisfied that the straps were correctly tensioned around Lydia’s head, he offered up an oral plug to her mouth that wasn’t dissimilar to the penis shaped one that Jenny was obliged to house with the hood. The plug was not only attached to a short strap that firmly buckled to the bridle at either cheek, but also to a metal rod that projected out a few inches to either side of Lydia’s head with a ring on the ends of the projections.

The other obvious difference was that Lydia’s bridle was equipped with blinkers: flaps of leather either side of her face that restricted her vision to only what was directly in front of her.

Luke worked fast and methodically, and soon all four draught females had their bridles. He made a final check, tightening the buckles at their cheeks and behind their necks as necessary and Ruth took up her post holding the handle of the plough just to keep it upright on its single jockey wheel. Luke held onto the leading drawbar and gave it a gentle tug and the train began to move: front drawbar, chain, rear drawbar, chain, plough. The drawbars rolled across the concrete of the yard on their idler wheels with Carol, Martha, and the men all following. Betty and Elsa, Jenny surmised, were probably otherwise engaged on babysitting duties.

They walked a couple of hundred yards up the track towards Cuddfan and then veered off left through a gap in the stone wall and into an area sheltered by a thick copse on three sides. It was only half the size of the plot Jenny and Gail had raked, but then the rake was a lot wider than the plough and would cover more ground.

They stopped by the gateway and Luke eased Rachel and Lydia sideways to move their drawbar round at a sharp angle to the rest of the rig in order to gain access behind Lydia and there he hooked a chain to the base of Lydia’s harness spar. Rachel and Lydia looked at each other with expression full of meaning, they knew full-well what was about to happen: Luke pulled on the chain. Lydia dropped her shoulders and moved back of her own volition until her arms were stretched before her and her harness spar was horizontal; then Luke snagged the chain on a hook on the rear drawbar and wound up the excess. Lydia was left fixed just as Jenny and Gail had been to pull the rake.

Luke nudged the front drawbar and Lydia and Rachel shuffled sideways the other way so that he could move behind Rachel.

“Your turn,” shouted out Theo with glee as Rachel dropped into position in front of Gail. Jenny, taking her lead from Rachel and Lydia, dropped and moved back before being asked and it wasn’t long before all four of them were similarly affixed; stretched between the ‘H’ shaped drawbars and unable to rise.

With all four of the draught team lowered into their pulling positions, Luke moved back to raise the jockey wheel of the plough so that it dug into the soil about seven-inches. Meanwhile, Ruth had her own task. She was humming as she tied a cord to the top of Rachel’s bridle and then to a ring about mid-way down her wooden spar. When Ruth tightened the cord, Rachel’s head was lifted until she was obliged to look straight ahead. Ruth did this to all four girls and then for the best bit.

She was humming louder now, a popular song called ‘Make me a Puppet’ by an American teenager with a penchant for miniscule dresses and old-fashioned seamed stockings. Ruth was tying cords to the rings on either side of Rachel’s mouth bit and then threading them through screw eyes on the back of her spar that Jenny had not noticed before. She continued threading the thin cords through more rings on the rear bar of Rachel’s frame, across to the centre, and then down the central tube of Jenny and Gail’s frame until the cords eventually reached the handle on the back of the plough.

Four bridles, eight cords, each divided into two types, left hand and right hand, and attached to two levers on the plough’s steadying handle.

The cords were adjusted for length and now, when Ruth pulled the left-hand lever, all heads looked left and vice versa when she pulled the right-hand lever. The girls had no say in the matter; they couldn’t lower their heads so could only move them in the direction Ruth wanted. What’s more, with the blinkers either side of their eyes, they could only see what Ruth intended them to see.

“And off we go,” and Ruth cracked a whip above their heads. It must have been only for show; not even the farms’ Queen Bee would start actually whipping her serfs.

The plough lunged forward, but then the blade dug into the soil and forward motion almost ceased. They pulled together and the blade moved again, cutting into the soil and turning it over in a neat fold. Jenny gazed ahead at Lydia, at her legs straining as she pushed at the soil, and at her bare vulva squeezed between the leather straps with her minora forming a glistening ruched pleat down its length. She could just see Rachel straining beside her too, her sex also on display and, because of the angle, she could watch her lactating breasts swinging and bouncing with her struggles just as she knew hers were.

Staring at the backs of Lydia and Rachel, Jenny could clearly see that there was one other difference between her and the other girls: she was the only one who had her pussy sealed with that extra-heavy steel dildo.

Their audience, the men and women assembled to witness the girls in the draught team show true Biblical devotion to their male masters, watched the girls struggle under Ruth’s direction for over half an hour without a trace of irony. They then, en mass, all returned to their own duties except for Luke who seemed to have been elected as his sister’s assistant. He stayed lounging on a rock at one end of the plot and his job was ostensibly to be the ‘water boy’.

Just as when Jenny and Gail raked the plot at Cuddfan, each pass took eight minutes and then, having completed the return run, they rested and Luke offered each water through a straw. It was thirsty work under a hot sun and the drink was surely welcome, but it came with extras that the whole team was obviously finding very taxing. Lydia was the first to drink after Ruth pulled the team to a stop in front of Luke and he lethargically pushed himself off his rock. By this time, the family had left, a fact that Jenny felt was significant because Luke’s hands were wandering.

Lydia jumped when they first wandered beneath her chest to disturb her dangling breasts and then, as he continued to hold the water bottle and straw up to her face, his right hand crept around the back of her thigh. She squealed and the chain holding her harness against the rear drawbar snapped taut, but she was unable to drop her extravagant pose even when his fingers began slow circles around the bud of her clitoris.

“Remember, bro… Orgasms are not allowed. Liam and Theo are going to expect them returned with raging libidos, not sexually spent.”

Luke grinned back at his sister as Lydia’s movement became more frenetic and her thighs began to tremble, but then his hand dropped away and he pulled the straw from her mouth. “That’s all for now, sweetie,” he murmured and moved around to Rachel, leaving Lydia quietly moaning with dark, engorged labia and a thick, white syrup beginning to dribble from her vaginal tunnel.

Rachel got a similar treatment with the additional benefit that when she’d drunk her fill, Luke put down the bottle and supplemented her vaginal ministrations by pulling on her teats with a very effective milking action. Again, he took her to the edge and stopped, leaving her hanging on the edge of a climax with nowhere to go.

Luke moved out of Jenny’s sight beside Gail and the drawbar began to move as Gail bucked. Then, Jenny became aware of Ruth crouching beside her.

“He’s our fluffer,” she whispered in Jenny’s ear. “His job today is to keep the team excited but unsated. It’s all to do with proving dominance and this evening, their husbands can provide the final relief they’ll most certainly need by then.”

It was then that the drawbar gave a particularly violent lurch and Ruth giggled, “Oh, I think he may have over-played his hand with Gail, but no matter; I’m sure he’ll be able to compensate later.”

“Is Jenny thirsty?” asked Luke, now standing behind Ruth.

“Oh, I'm sure she is, but go easy on her; she’ll be much more sensitive than the others because no-one has touched her for so long.”

Jenny saw Luke’s hand appear in front of her face with the water bottle and felt him feeding a straw through the breathing hole in her mouth bit. Then he squeezed the plastic bottle and her mouth flooded with water, but before she had a chance to swallow, the fingers of his other hand where behind her. Unlike Rachel and Lydia, her labia were already spread open by the straps and his touch came as a shock.

Ruth entered her line of sight by moving to the fore and reached out a hand to stroke her hair. “Enjoy,” she whispered before moving on.

It was a surreal situation that was repeated every half hour with all four members of the draught team persistently brought to the edge of orgasm, but no further… By lunch time, Jenny could clearly see the snail trails running down the inside of Rachel and Lydia’s thighs where their own bodily excretions left evidence of their excitations, but she was also keenly aware that she had fared no better. If anything, the heavy dildo rolling from side-to-side all the time she was moving served to prolong the stimulation until it became truly incessant, but was never enough to actually satisfy. It was a frustrating time made much worse knowing that at the end of the day, her companions will be with their husbands and lovers whilst she will be sealed even beyond her own abilities by the chastity guard.

They’d all been driven back to the yard at Bryndu and been temporarily released to eat sandwiches and drink cola. Even Jenny, much to her surprise, found herself free of any tethering links to sit with the others on bales of hay and chat.

“God, I need so much to rub myself,” whispered Rachel so that Ruth didn’t hear. Lydia just smiled, but didn’t proffer her own sentiments, although her obvious discomfort as she sat on the hay spoke volumes.

“How can you let him do that?” asked Jenny indignantly.

“And how do you propose we stop him?” responded Rachel.

“Just refuse to act in this charade. You're not like me; you're free women. Why do you let them restrain you like this?”

“Do you suppose we’re strong enough to fight three-hundred years of local history and three millennia of religious doctrine? You may have come from a place that’s physically only fifty miles distant, but culturally, it’s worlds away.”

“Well, what do your husbands think of Luke groping you all day long?”

“They take turns…”

“What?”

“They take turns,” said Lydia. “Last year it was Liam and next year it will be Theo’s turn again. They may not like Luke touching us, but over time, the system brings its own rewards.”

“Has Eli had a turn?”

“Of course. He was the fluffer the first year Ruth was on the team.”

“Oh…” was all Jenny could manage by way of response.

“Talk of the devil,” whispered Lydia as Ruth approached.

“All done here?” Ruth asked looking at Jenny. “Luke’s got the pump set up next to the plough,” and she waved an outstretched in invitation.

*

They worked on until almost seven that evening to finish the plot and by the time Jenny was back in the bedroom, her breasts were hard and uncomfortable. Ruth connected her to her own personal pump and the problem was soon resolved. Then a shower, a late supper, and a couple of hours rest in her cage before the next scheduled session, and it was the end of a memorable day.

She lay on the mattress gazing up through the bars and wondering what Lydia and Rachel were doing at that moment. Had they been suitably subdued by the experience or were they feeling rebellious? Were they worn out and fast asleep already or, energised by the eroticism and frustrated by the persistent stimulation, seeking the satisfaction from their partners which had been so elusive during the day. Jenny suspected the latter and imagined them anxious to please and coiling seductively on the bed now that the men’s mastery had been reaffirmed?

All Jenny felt was that she was lonely and tired, and if she thought too hard about her plight, she’d cry.


Chapter 29    
Jenny is Threatened

The new day began with the same old agendum as she climbed sleepily from her cage, careful not to tangle the tether chain, and lay across the milking frame. Ruth did what was necessary and Jenny’s brain was soon assaulted by all the sensations and motivations associated with having one’s tits pumped by an agricultural milking machine. Breasts dry, Ruth reattached wrists to belt and then unlocked and slid the lower half of her chastity guard away, the half with the tormenting dildo.

Jenny could now use the toilet unencumbered and then the shower with her hands frustrating close to her own sex; close, but no cigar. Ruth helped her first to wash and then to dry before refitting the newly washed and re-lubricated guard. Jenny sighed; it was the same every morning, but as the days and weeks passed, so her hunger and frustrations grew.

“You can finish Yr Olchfa this morning and then perhaps start our barn this afternoon.”

Eli entered the shower room and stepped into the cubicle and Jenny watched through the glass as he soaped his hair. Did he do it deliberately and was Ruth conspiring with him to further frustrate her by allowing him to display himself to her. Probably not, she thought; Eli’s actions were just thoughtless, but Ruth’s had an element of mischief. Ruth put Jenny back in her cage and she and Eli retired to the kitchen for their breakfast.

Jenny stayed in the cage until ten, and then suffered the indignity of the milking machine followed by the hood and the anal anchor. Then, with her pet totally sealed, Ruth took her to Yr Olchfa using the quad.

Predictably, Jenny enjoyed the company of Gail for the first hour before Samuel called her into the cottage for some domestic chores and then spent the next couple of hours alone. She finished brushing preservative onto the barn with half an hour to spare before Ruth was due to collect her and she sat on a bale staring at the wall, admiring a job well-done. That was when Theo saw her.

He was on his way to the local stores for provisions and had to pass through Yr Olchfa en route from Am-nawr to Bryndu before he could reach the public road and saw her sitting alone. The temptation was just too much for him and he stopped.

“Hi. Who are you waiting for?”

Jenny, of course, had no way of answering him and just stared blankly. Theo grinned.

“I saw you yesterday behind Lydia. That was something else, wasn’t it? I expect you were tired afterwards. Rachel certainly was.”

He sat on the bale next to Jenny.

“You know, I found it interesting… Rachel’s been lactating for over a year now, but her teats are nowhere near as big as yours are. Do you mind if I feel…”

Jenny didn’t know whether to shake her head or nod, both could be misinterpreted, and when he reached out a hand towards her, she stood and moved away.

“Now don’t be like that. It’s no biggie… I just want to see how they compare to Rachel’s,” and he pulled her towards him. Jenny, with her wrists linked together, got her arms pinned in front of her and pressed against Theo’s groin, which only served to inflame him more.

“God, you're a sexy little minx. Why they feel the need to lock you away like this is beyond me. Just think of the fun we could have.”

He moved against her to feel her hands pressed against his jeans and then he had a better idea. With one arm still about her waist, he released his belt with the other and then, as Jenny tried to shy away, held both her forearms and fed them down the front of his jeans. Now when he held her against him in a bear hug, she had no way to extract her arms from the confines of his clothing and he took full advantage. By rocking her in his arms, not only could he feel her breasts and their over-sized nipples rub against his shirt, but he was actually pumping her hands up and down against his erection. He bent his head into the side of her neck and inhaled deeply, drawing in the scent of her Latex hood as she closed her eyes and tried to turn her head away.

“What’s going on here?”

Her eyes flashed open and she was staring straight into Samuel’s stern face. Theo, though, was unfazed.

“Jenny’s just trying to relieve a little stiffness,” he said with a grin. “She’s very good. Would you like a go?” and he released her body so that she could withdraw her arms. Jenny immediately saw the danger she was in even if Theo was totally oblivious, but there was nothing she could say to defend herself. She just stood staring at Samuel and shaking her head like an idiot. Samuel was unimpressed.

“Should I tell Rachel about this?” he asked Theo.

“If you want. She knows Jenny’s no better than a female eunuch, so what harm can it do?”

“What indeed?”

It was at that point that Ruth arrived on the quad bike. “Everything alright?” she asked brightly.

“Of course,” said Theo. “I was just having a little tête-à-tête with your pet.”

“They were canoodling,” said Samuel. “She had her hands down the front of his jeans.”

*

Samuel walked the quarter mile to Bryndu to talk to his brother Joshua about a very serious matter.

“I warned you and you didn’t believe me.”

“That’s just not true; I did believe you, but I was persuaded that if she’s sealed up tight, she wouldn’t present a threat to anyone, but I can see I was misled. First, she upsets poor Ruth by kissing Eli and no sooner had we sorted that out, than you say she’s trying to corrupt Theo. I told Ruth this would happen. So long as she thinks there’s a chance, she won't be able to control herself.”

“The girl’s nothing but a wanton strumpet. Do you know, I overheard Gail telling Luke that she’d had over forty lovers? Gail said she’d told her so herself; proud of it, she was.”

“Leave it with me. This is difficult. For some reason, Eli doesn’t want her neutered, but I can't see any other way. We have to show her that it’s futile to seek the attraction of men. If we can't, all our families will be at risk. Tabitha and the twins could grow up fatherless.

*

It was now over two days since that fateful incident in the barn. Ruth and Eli were talking in hushed tones over breakfast in the kitchen; Jenny was lying in her cage as she had been for almost the entire intervening time.

“Does he know what he’s done?”

Ruth sat looking glum and stirring her coffee. “No. Nobody’s told him yet. He just thinks it’s funny that Samuel got so upset when he was teasing Jenny and it was so obvious that nothing could come of it.”

“The man’s an idiot. I don’t know how Rachel puts up with him.”

“Don’t you start. It’s bad enough that they think Jenny’s trying to break up families without your help.”

“We’re not going to win this one, are we,” asked Eli not even lifting his eyes from the table top. “Father’s going to have his way and Jenny’s going to suffer for the rest of her life.”

“Perhaps it’s for the best. She’s had a good run so far. Luke tells me she was boasting to Gail that she’d had over fifty lovers. It upset Gail, of course, because she’s only known Luke and, as things stand, is unlikely to know more. If she could just settle down like a normal girl and not be so obsessed with sex all the time, perhaps we could all get back to normal.”

“And you think sewing her up will achieve that?”

“You think she’d still be interested in making out with someone when she’s got no pussy or clit?”

“It’s barbaric… It’s worse than barbaric. How would you feel if it happened to you?”

“I wouldn’t feel anything and I think that’s the point. Anyway, father’s asked to see us both this evening at five.”

“Well, I can't make that. The vet’s meeting me at quarry bank at five to treat some sheep and I probably won’t be back until at least seven.”

Ruth shrugged. “See you then…” and Eli left, unable to face Jenny’s inconsolable sobbing even to say his customary goodbyes.

Ruth left Jenny alone until ten and then, after the late morning session and a toilet break, put her back to bed until two. Jenny didn’t object. To be left alone with her misery was all she wanted and Ruth obliged by locking her in her cage and going to Rachel’s farm, Am-nawr. At one-thirty, she was back and they ate toasted sandwiches with coffee for lunch before Jenny’s scheduled session on the goat milker. It was after that that Ruth surprised her by fitting her hood and then the anal anchor.

“You’ve sulked in here enough. You can help me and Rachel move some things this afternoon,” and whether Jenny liked it or not, she was ushered out of the door and down the stairs.

They arrived at Am-nawr on the quad and Rachel was already in the barn.

“We just need to restack these bales over there. They're not heavy, just awkward,” said Ruth. Jenny didn’t say anything, but just stared at the two girls with the plug locked in her mouth. “I'm not removing it…” said Ruth candidly. “Theo could come back at any moment and we don’t want you trying to seduce him again.” Then she turned her back on Jenny and gave Rachel a huge grin.

They finished the work in a couple of hours and then sat on the bales for tea. Rachel gave Jenny hers with a straw, but Jenny lost out on the cake.

“Is it true your father-in-law is planning on repeating Gail’s hymen op on Jenny?” asked Rachel in a whisper that Jenny wasn’t supposed to hear. “Luke told Theo and they just think it’s funny.”

Ruth stood and walked a few paces away pulling Rachel with her by the arm. “That’s not exactly what’s being considered, but nothing has been decided yet, so I can’t say anything.”

“But it’s why Jenny is upset? I can see her eyes are all red.”

“Yes, that’s the reason. Reverend Davies wants to talk to us about it.”

“Well, I hope he doesn’t do it. It’s so cruel for the poor girl.”

Ruth consulted her watch. “We’ve got to go,” she said and looked over to Jenny only to see her staring back as if she could hear every word.

Back at Bryndu, Ruth parked the quad and helped Jenny out the back of the trailer, but as they were crossing the yard, Theo pulled up in his Landrover.

“Afternoon ladies… You're looking very bountiful today, Jenny.”

“It’s getting close to her milking time, but yes, she is getting a little heavier.”

All three of them peered at Jenny’s rounded breasts that she was quite incapable of concealing with her restrained hands.

“And they are astonishing nipples your pet has. I’ve never seen them that long or thick before. Are they going to keep growing?”

“The tits probably; the teats definitely. I think it’s the goat milker doing that.”

“Well I'm looking forward to Gail being that shape. Is Eli around?”

“He’s out on the mountain with the vet and says he won’t be back until seven.”

“Are you going to invite me up for a coffee then?”

Ruth smiled. “You can have a coffee if you want.”

Theo turned off the engine, abandoned the vehicle in the middle of the yard, and followed the girls into the house. Ruth locked Jenny’s chain to the wall, but didn’t remove her hood before she went into the kitchen to make the drinks. When she returned to the bedroom holding two steaming mugs, Jenny was still standing up against the wall, but Theo had strapped the blindfold in place over her eyes.

“Is that how you do it?” he asked.

Ruth smiled. “Sometimes a girl needs a little privacy.”

He reached out a hand to hold Jenny’s right breast and she spun blindly away, but he pressed her forcibly back against the wall with a palm on her chest, and then gripped her again.

“I bet Eli has fun with her of a night.”

“And why would he do that when he has me?”

Theo grinned and transferred his grip from Jenny’s chest to Ruth’s. “Yes… I see what you mean.”

“She can still hear, you know.”

“I expect Jenny knows better than to gossip.”

Jenny stood against the wall for about thirty minutes without moving. She couldn’t see anything, but she could hear the rustle of clothing, the soft moans, and the occasional whisper.

Then: “You should go. Eli could come back at any time.”

“But you said he wouldn’t be back until seven.”

“Anyway, it’s time I milked Jenny.”

“Are you going to be removing that plug from her arse?”

“Not until you’ve gone…”

“You're a cruel woman, Ruth Davies.”

“And you're a lecher.”

“Have you told him yet?”

“Of course not.”

“What’s he going to say when the babe pops out looking like me?”

“You don’t know that. It could easily be his.”

Theo smiled. “Really? You know exactly when it was conceived, don’t you?”

Ruth gave Jenny a quick look, but she hadn’t moved a muscle. “Go and torment your own wife. I have work to do.”

Theo kissed her cheek and then clattered down the stairs. Ruth pulled Jenny round to the milking frame and stretched her across it before going into the shower room for a damp cloth.

“Theo is a jerk,” she said quietly besides Jenny’s hooded head. “He thinks everyone exist solely for his amusement.”

She wiped Jenny’s teats and turned on the pump.

“He’s a jerk,” she said again and lifted up both cups.

Jenny jumped when she sensed the initial jets of milk bursting from her constricted teats and then felt Ruth touching the cheeks of her bottom and its padlock. Slowly, the sensation of having a rectum that was over-full subsided as Ruth withdrew the plunger and sucked all the oil from the inflated ring back into the body of the plug. And then it was gone, drawn from her body to leave her anal sphincter muscle empty and gently pulsing as it contracted.

Ruth moved back to her head and removed all three padlocks from the back of the hood to access the zip, and then that too was gone. Daylight was restored and Jenny slowly moved her jaw to remove the stiffness.

“You’d better not repeat anything you heard,” she said.

“Or what?” asked Jenny. “What could you possibly do that would be worse than what the reverend wants?”

Ruth didn’t answer her, but instead left her being pumped and walked across the passage into the kitchen only to stop dead in the doorway. She suddenly felt very cold and the blood drained from her face. Eli was leaning on the counter just looking at her while he drank a can of beer from the fridge.

“I… I didn’t expect you back so soon…”

“The vet was called away on an emergency.”

“I didn’t know you were here.”

“Evidently.”

“It was before Jenny arrived and you hadn’t even proposed to me… not properly…”

It was a feeble excuse, but it was all she could think of at the time.

“So, you thought you'd repeat it this evening.”

“I couldn’t stop him. He’s much stronger than me.”

“And now he’s just raped you, has he?” asked Eli with a sneer.

“What are you going to do?”

Eli just walked silently from the room and down the stairs.

*

The Reverend Joshua Davies was sitting in his study reading when Eli entered without knocking. “Where’s Ruth?” he asked.

“She can't come. She’s busy.”

“I wanted to talk to you about your girl Jenny. She’s done enough damage to our families and it’s time it was stopped. I’ve made my decision…”

“And I've made mine,” said Eli with a snarl. “If you take any steps towards getting that girl butchered, I’ll go straight to the authorities and it will be the end of all of us.”

“Elijah! You can't. These people are your family. It would…”

“Hypocrite…” shouted Eli. “You abduct Jenny and then accuse her of threatening our family just because someone might penetrate her. And after all that’s happened: incest, adultery, suicide, Gail’s abduction and mutilation, unwanted pregnancies; did you know Theo is the father of Ruth’s unborn child and that he still thinks he has the right to fuck my wife? Now we have more kidnapping and imprisonment, sexual abuse, and you want to compound it by mutilating Jenny in one of the worst ways possible. And for what? To protect the innocence of the most fucked-up family in Wales? And you profess yourself to be a Christian…”

Eli didn’t wait for his father’s response, but turned on his heel and stormed out, slamming the study in his wake.


Chapter 30    
The Reverend’s Solution

It was almost midnight when Eli returned. He walked through the bedroom to the en-suite without a word. Both Ruth and Jenny heard the shower working and a short while later, Eli came back through the bedroom. Two pairs of eyes watched closely as his naked body circumvented the bed and climbed silently into the far side. Ruth turned over and slipped an arm about his shoulders, but got no reaction.

“I'm so sorry,” she whispered.

There was a long pause and then Eli answered: “I’ve known for ages.”

“Known what?”

“Everything. Theo will fuck anyone if they’ve got a cunt.”

“What are you going to do?”

“About you: nothing, but if you want my respect again, you’ll have to earn it. About Jenny: I've given father an ultimatum; it’s up to him now. And about Theo: he’s due an ultimatum too; he’s unlikely to be so cocky when you next see him.”

“Your father said you’d been to see him. He came up here. He wasn’t very happy…”

Eli gave an ironic laugh. “What did he say?”

“He wants to see us both Wednesday morning…”

*

The next day seemed to creep past. Eli left early in the morning and didn’t return for lunch. Ruth was very subdued all day, but went out of her way to be nice to Jenny to the extent of letting her sit in the chair most of the morning and in the sitting room all afternoon. Jenny asked what Eli had meant when he said he’d given his father an ultimatum.

“Apparently, your genitals are more valuable than our four families put together… He told father that if he sought to, how should I put it… modify your bodily configuration, he’d shop us all to the authorities. I’ve no doubt he means it too, so consider your body sacrosanct.”

“Does that mean we just carry on as before?”

“Ah, that I don’t know. You’ll have to wait until after we’ve spoken to him tomorrow morning to learn more.”

Eli returned at seven and there followed a very down-beat evening with Eli watching television in the sitting room whilst both Ruth and Jenny sat in the bedroom reading books and magazines. Little was said and both Ruth and Jenny went to bed soon after ten; Eli at midnight.

The next morning, Ruth was just finishing milking Jenny when Eli appeared at nine-fifteen. He made himself a coffee and, as a peace offering, one for Ruth. Jenny was returned to her cage and husband and wife sat opposite each other at the dining table.

“Is he downstairs?” asked Eli and Ruth nodded.

“Have you any idea what he’s thinking?”

Ruth shook her head. “You?”

Eli shook his head.

“Another coffee?” she asked and Eli shook his head again. “In that case, we should go and hear what God thinks we should all do,” and she drained her cup in a single gulp.

The Reverend Joshua Davies was sitting at his desk in his study. He had one hand on a couple of medical text books and there was a Bible open next to them. In his other hand he held a mug of tea that he was sipping.

“Father…” said Eli with not a hint of the animosity he must have been feeling. Behind him, Ruth just smiled.

Davies put the mug down next to the books and told them to sit, and they sat side-by-side on the settee looking up at him.

“Your guest has caused me some difficulty. The Bible tells me that adultery is a mortal sin and perpetrators should be stoned. Of course, it’s not actually come to that yet, but that is what she risks.”

He said it without any trace of irony, totally forgetting that he himself had committed the adultery that had led to the birth of Lydia.

“The Good Book also tells us that servants are the property of their master and he should take pains to care for them to the best of his abilities. But he has an overriding responsibility to care for his family and if that means making hard choices in order to protect the family, so be it.”

“I hear you’ve decided against the operation,” said Eli.

Davies looked to his desk and was thoughtful for long moments before turning back to Eli and answering: “That is so. I have decided not to rely on the operation not because of your reckless threat, but because I don’t think it will work. I went to the library in Rhayader yesterday to borrow these books; they deal with sexual impulses in humans and tell me that libido is primarily governed by the hormones dopamine and testosterone. Dopamine is apparently produced in the adrenal gland next to the kidneys and testosterone by the testes or, in the case of women, in the ovaries.”

He paused to take another sip of tea and to allow the dramatic atmosphere to intensify.

“Castrating a man will stop the production of testosterone and remove his natural inclinations to procreate, but cutting the clitoris out of a woman will achieve almost nothing; she would still be plagued by thoughts of men and would still have sufficient means to attract and satisfy them. I have, therefore, revised my ideas and have decided not to try and fight her natural inclinations, but to use them for our mutual benefit.”

Eli stiffened but Ruth developed a barely concealed grin.

“If we limit her ability to interact, but allow unimpeded access for all, we can satisfy not only her own predilections, but also the curiosity of our menfolk, so instead of trying to prohibit her from associating with any males, I have decided to breed from her and any offspring conceived can be considered as fathered by all.”

“So Eli would be able to, you know, have sexual relations with her whenever he wanted.”

“Exactly, and so would Theo, Liam and Luke. I suppose even Samuel or I might give her a go. The point is, you could keep her hooded so she wouldn’t be able to talk or develop any sort of meaningful relationship; she’d just become a utility that the men could use whenever they felt the impulse. Your marriages, or what is left of them…” he added with a meaningful glance at Ruth, “Would all be secure and even Jenny’s base needs would be met. I understand she has quite an appetite when it comes to men. Sixty so far so Samuel tells me.”

“Luke told me the same,” said Ruth.

“She may even have been underestimating to hide her true temperament; she could have had hundreds for all we know. Perhaps it’s as well that both Eli and Ben rejected her; she might have killed them with her excesses.”

Ruth smiled. “Well, now you’ve explained it to me properly, I can't see a problem, and with her level of promiscuity, I'm sure she’ll be pleased to endorse your solution. She could have her own bedroom that people could visit at any time and she’d always be ready for them. There’s a small outbuilding at Yr Olchfa that would be suitable if we insulate it and put a heater in there. It’s big enough to fit a day bed, her pump, and even her cage to ensure she’s properly secured at night. It could be ideal.”

Eli remained silent. It wasn’t that he was not pleased that the operation seemed finally to have been ruled out, but he was far from convinced that Jenny would whole-heartedly approve of the alternative. Women can be funny that way sometimes.

*

Back upstairs, he followed Ruth into the bedroom and they both gazed down on Jenny’s tear-stained. Ruth was smiling.

“We have worked out a solution with Eli’s father that means you get to keep all your bits. In fact, I think you might even enjoy it.”

Eli thought Ruth was perhaps overstating the positives of the scheme.

“Come on now, cheer up… I’ll make you a cup of tea and tell you all about it.”

Ruth left Eli and Jenny alone and went into the kitchen.

“Is it true?” asked Jenny. “Is he really not going to do any of those horrible things to me?”

“It’s true. Your body is going to remain completely intact.”

There were footsteps on the stairs followed by voices in the kitchen.

“That’ll be Luke. He said he’d be over to see how you are. I think Ruth told him you were unwell when you didn’t leave the bedroom for the last few days.”

“I was crying.”

“Jenny, you need to be realistic here. You’re a big problem for my father. I think he sees monsters where there are none, but to him they're real enough and he feels he must take steps to protect everyone. What I'm trying to say is that you shouldn’t set your hopes too high. He’s not going to release you back to your old life because that would destroy all four families. He may believe he was doing what was best for us when he took you, even that what he did was traditionally acceptable around here, but he’s not so eccentric to think that the law courts would agree with him. What I can now guarantee is that you won't be physically injured.”

Eli consulted his watch. “I have to go. I have an appointment I shouldn’t miss, but rather than give you half the story, I’ll let Ruth tell you. She’ll explain everything.”

Eli left the room just as Ruth and Luke entered, Ruth carrying two teacups and Luke his mug of coffee.

“Come on sweetie. You’ve been lying in that cage long enough. Sit and have a cup of tea with us and I’ll tell you the news.”


Chapter 31    
The reckoning

It was nearly three hours later when Eli returned and the house was eerily quiet. In the bedroom, Ruth was sitting dejectedly on the edge of the bed surrounded by chaos. There were tea stains up the wall, the bed covers were torn and lying on the floor, and through the open shower room door Eli could see cosmetics, toothbrushes, and all kinds of bottles and potions littering the floor.

She looked up at Eli and he could see the bruise around her right eye already beginning to turn black with a colourful yellow border.

“She went berserk. If Luke hadn't been here, I don’t know what would have happened.” She slowly stood and looked about her. “She just snapped. She was sitting on the edge of our bed and I’d just given her a mug of tea and was telling her what your father had said. After what he and Luke had said about her previous romances, I even thought she might be pleased especially considering the crush she has on you. I was telling her about the plans to do up the storeroom at Yr Olchfa as a little private bedroom for her and how we were going to paint the walls so that it was all nice, and that we were going to furnish it with a day bed and relocate her cage and the milking pump. She was just sitting on the bed listening to me and not saying anything. Then I told her that she wouldn’t need to wear the chastity guard anymore, but that she would have to wear the hood during the day because we wouldn’t want her talking to anyone. Then I told her that your father had decided to breed from her and so that there wouldn’t be any arguments, everyone would have equal visitation rights, but that I would be the one to hold the keys to her restraints. I remember her giving me a funny look then. Her eyes looked very bright and I thought she was thinking about all the boys visiting her and was getting excited, so I told her that Gail and I would visit her too sometimes and maybe even Rachel and Lydia once they'd got used to the idea just to satisfy their curiosity. That’s when I noticed that her hands were shaking and I thought her imagination was running away with her and that I’d best dampen her excitement a little, so I explained to her that she would need to be restrained a bit during the day just to keep her legs open and to stop her squirming about too much. That’s when she started screaming and threw the mug at the wall. I tried to calm her and she hit me and ran into the shower room and tried to slam the door, but her tether chain stopped it closing. Luke was in the kitchen and came running and eventually between the two of us we managed to get her fixed on the milking frame. She was still screaming and Luke had to slap her to fit her hood, but she went quiet once we’d got the oral plug and blindfold fitted.”

Ruth took a breath and Eli surveyed then damage.

“It was a good job she still had her tether connected or else she’d have been able to reach a lot more of the room and then God knows what damage she could have wrought.”

“Where is she now?” asked Eli.

“Theo came up and the boys took her to Yr Olchfa. I followed with your father and they’ve put her in the barn. Samuel said that if she behaves like an animal, she should be treated like one. I came back here to tidy up, but I think I’ll leave it until later.”

“Do you know what they're going to do with her?”

“Well, she’s overdue for milking, so I expect that’s what’s happening now. The reverend is still of the opinion that we should use her for breeding and says he’s going to hold a short service in Yr Olchfa cottage at three to pray for her and to bless her in her new role as a sort of communal concubine. He’s also going to seek God’s forgiveness in advance for all the sins she’s about to commit.”

“Come on… I need to see what’s happening.”

Eli and Ruth used the Landrover to cross the short hop between the farms and were met by Martha and Elsa in the yard. Elsa was watching the twins playing with some push-along toys and Martha was holding Tabitha.

“Joshua and Samuel are in the house,” said Martha, “But I wouldn’t disturb them… They're praying. Everyone else is in the barn.”

Eli hurried to the barn with Ruth in his wake and there, beyond a ring of family members, was Jenny. They’d clipped the manacle link between her wrists to the centre of her hobble so she couldn’t rise and tied a cord to the ring on the top of her hood that went over the roof timbers and kept her arms stretched towards her ankles. They'd also tied a second cord to the shackle of the padlock that was securing her anal anchor and that, too, had been thrown over a roof joist and stopped her from dropping her hips.

She was at that moment balanced between ground and roof on tiptoes with her torso horizontal and teat cups bouncing energetically under her tits. Her chastity guard had already been removed and she couldn’t now avoid projecting her bare vulva provocatively behind her closed thighs.

Around her in a broad circle were Rachel, Lydia, Gail, Elsa, and Ben, and their men: Theo, Liam, and Luke.

“Ah, the man himself,” announced Luke when he saw Eli. “Come to see how your pet is fairing? Not so well, if truth be told. She was offered a comfortable bed, but she chose to start fighting like some sort of banshee, so our moral masters have decided that if she behaves like an animal, she should live like one on all fours.”

“And as soon as the rev’s had his dedication ceremony, we’ll all be fucking her like an animal,” said Theo gleefully.

Jenny was turning her head this way and that, trying to determine the direction of sounds now that her eyes were blinded by the hood. She could make very little sound, but her jerky, frightened movements were eloquent.

“She’s dry now,” observed Luke and flicked off the pump before pulling the cups from her nipples. He did it quickly while the cups were still subjected to a fierce suction and she squealed and bucked when her nipples were stretched. The cups left her dark teats swollen and wet and looking more than ever like the udders of a small goat. Luke wheeled the pump away and untied the cord from her hood, and she dropped a little so that her bare feet were more firmly placed. The loose cord slipped over the roof joist to fall in a heap on the ground and she turned to look at the sound, but didn’t move.

She hovered, not able to rise because of the link between wrists and ankles, but reluctant to drop any lower despite the strain it was putting on her muscles. Luke had other ideas and walked over to where the other cord, the one from her anal anchor, was wrapped around a wall cleat. He unwound it and pulled it to lift the anchor higher and Jenny was forced to drop forward and place her hands on the dusty earth with the anchor now distorting her anal sphincter muscle above her. Behind her, her vulva, blush red with engorged blood and moist with involuntary anticipation, was now her most prominent feature and she gave a long, muffled cry as she tried unsuccessfully to rise.

Luke slapped the wet folds with a sound like a pistol crack to send her blindly scuttling across the earthen floor on hands and feet like an alarmed cat. The cord to the roof steered her round in broad circle and she passed unwittingly close to her silent audience and back towards where Luke was standing.

He grabbed the cord from the anchor to steady her and grinned down at her bare vulva fringed by the delicate pleated folds of her inner labia. Jenny was blindly twisting to escape his hold, but stopped when he shook the anchor cord and her impotence became apparent to all.

“I've got something for you,” he taunted. “Something to keep you entertained until your visitors call…” and he flicked on the conqueror to its high setting. Jenny squealed when she heard the hum and began twisting again, but Luke only laughed and drew the toy’s tip up between her slippery labia before easing it into her sopping chamber. Then he released his hold on the cord and, with the same muffled cries, Jenny was off again, this time scuttling randomly over the area defined by her suspension cord, and with each awkward step, the dildo’s weight together with its inherent vibrations buried it deeper.

She stopped on the far side of the circle, head moving left and right, searching for sounds, and Luke walked up to her, hooked a finger through the ring on her hood to still her head, and unbuckled her blindfold; it wasn’t even locked. It took her a few moments to orientate herself once sight had been restored and then she scurried away again before turning and, with red eyes, searched the assembled faces for any sign of compassion. She received only blank, confused stares or lustful leers… until her gaze settled on Eli. There were tears in his eyes as there were in hers, but he said nothing and made no move to help her.

“Jenny’s being a little animal,” said Ben in an amused voice and Rachel put an arm around his shoulders, whether to calm him or to stop him chasing Jenny, no-one was sure.

“I get first dibs,” said Luke. “If you want a go, Eli, you have to add your name to the list.”

“Eli,” said Ruth quietly beside him. “She not our problem now. Let them have their fun. In a few days, I’ll get Luke to install her in the storeroom with a proper bed for the boys to use when they're with her and she’ll be fine. You’ll see… She’ll be much happier with all the male attention.” Eli looked down at Ruth beside him. “I’m sorry for her, really I am, and I know I’m not blameless; I misread her response when I was telling her of our plans. I thought she’d be cool with the idea, her having slept with all those hundreds of men, but she caught me off-guard. She deserves this. Look what she’s done to my face and the mess she’s made in our rooms.”

Eli didn’t reply. He was watching Jenny trying to avoid Luke by scampering about on hands and feet within the circle defined by her anal anchor.

Samuel stood at the entrance to the barn to make an announcement: “Reverend Davies is about to convene Jenny’s dedication ceremony in the sitting room and expects to see everyone in attendance.”

“Don’t go away, darling,” said Theo. “We’ll be right back and then all your prayers will be answered,” and he joined the group as they made their way across the yard towards the cottage. Eli and Ruth were in the centre of the throng.

In the sitting room, there was standing room only as everyone waited for Reverend Davies to join them. He made his entrance last, dressed in a dark suit covered by a white surplice with a white clerical collar. Standing in front of the fireplace, he smiled his best beatific smile at his family members arrayed before him and intoned: “Let us pray.”

Eli coughed…

“Dear Father, bless our sister Jenny and give her the strength to serve us as thy will proscribes…”

Eli looked at Ruth beside him; she had her eyes closed. He coughed again.

“… And, dear God, we ask that you gift Jenny with many children who will be brought up in your sight, resplendent in your magnificence to serve and honour your name. In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, Amen.”

“Amen,” echoed the congregation and Eli’s coughing worsened.

Reverend Davies paused, but Eli’s discomfort showed no sign of abating. He held up a hand to indicate how sorry he was to delay the proceedings and rolled his hand to indicate the reverend should continue, but it proved impossible. In the end, Eli had to excuse himself until his coughing fit eased.

“Do you want me to come with you?” Ruth had asked, but he shook his head and closed the door behind him so as not to disturb the service.

“I would now like to read a short extract from Deuteronomy followed by a pertinent piece from Lamentations,” he heard the reverend say before he started running. He ran down the hall and through the front door. Then he ran across the yard and into the barn.

Jenny was as they'd left her except that Luke had replaced her blindfold. She’d positioned herself on the far side of her accessible circle with her hands flat on the earth, but her feet were on tiptoes with the cord taut from her anal anchor so that her tail end with all its bewitching labial detail was displayed high behind her. She was in obvious distress with her legs trembling with the unavoidable stimulation. She could no more mitigate or enhance the vibrations of the toy in her pocket than she could lower her bum or touch her own clitoris and the frustration was causing her to snap at the chains between wrists and ankles in a futile gesture of rebellion.

She spun around in terror and moved her head searchingly when she heard Eli’s approach, but he was quick to whisper, “It’s me, Eli…” as he knelt beside her and steadied her with a hand on her elbow, his fingers grazing her inverted tit with its strange, elongated teat pushed out to the side by her closed arms.

“Hold still while I remove your blindfold…” and a few moments later she was gazing into his face inches from her own. She mewed and nudged his shoulder with her head while Eli sought to remove the tormentor Luke had gifted. His hand passed behind her and felt the heat of the forced passion in her moist flesh and the conqueror’s vibrations travelling through her pubic bone. She mewed again and pressed herself against his hand as her body swayed, but time was precious. Catching hold of the tip of the dildo’s base, the only part now accessible, he withdrew it like a sword from a scabbard as Jenny squealed and shuddered, and then dropped it still buzzing onto the dusty earth.

“We haven't much time,” he whispered and hastily sliced through the cord from her anal anchor with his pocket knife. She lowered her hips into a crouch while he unclipped the snap link between her manacles and hobble chain and then she rose, rocking at her waist to remove the stiffness of being contorted for so long. He looked briefly into the dark eyes peering from the holes in the hood and then grabbed her hands and pulled her roughly from the barn.

He had hoped to reach the Landrover, but heard Ruth’s voice calling his name from the house, so he pulled Jenny around behind the barn and they ran over the rough ground at the back of the row of outbuildings, Jenny taking small, fast steps as dictated by her hobble. They moved about thirty yards along the track and then veered left into the rough scrub.

Things started happening very fast then. Ruth must have found Jenny gone and called for back-up and soon the whole area seemed to be swarming with people running. It was an illusion, of course. Eli thought that none of the women would get involved except Ruth and Gail. Then there was Luke, Theo, possibly Liam, plus Samuel and the reverend; seven in all. Eight if you include Ben; he wouldn’t be much good at searching, but he had eyes and would find guarding a road or the vehicles exciting. Davies would post watchers on the two exit roads, the others would be searching the outbuildings and even the cottage.

Eli and Jenny lay low in the scrub twenty yards behind the row of buildings, Eli taking the opportunity to finally remove her oral plug and hood. They couldn’t stay there for long, but until the searchers had satisfied themselves that the buildings were empty, they were relatively safe.

“Thank you,” whispered Jenny and Eli smiled. Then she moved against him and lost herself in a kiss while the world dissolved into madness about them. They heard Gail’s voice and ducked lower still. She and Theo walked the same track Eli and Jenny had taken, but fortunately made no attempt to search the adjacent scrub; Theo might have been a lot more effective without Gail’s continual chatter.

There was now no hope of reaching either of the two Landrovers parked in the yard; Reverend Davies would be standing next to them directing the search. There seemed to be voices everywhere mixed with sounds of things being moved, turned over, emptied… There were at least two people inside the barn pulling at the bales of hay. It was the most likely place to hide, especially if they hadn't had enough time to flee the building before Ruth discovered their disappearance.

From the sounds, Eli could tell that the other outbuildings were being searched: storerooms, the workshop, milking shed, garage; there were even voices coming from the chicken coop and chemical store.

Then they heard the reverend calling his searchers together; they were going to embark on a properly organised, systematic search and that wasn’t good news. Eli took a chance and led Jenny back to the track behind the buildings and along to where a long, covered portico provided some shelter from the elements for miscellaneous trailers, the drawbars, rake and plough the girls had used, some vintage farm implements, and a quad bike…

It was an old building and the wooden cladding at ground level was rotting. Eli was banking on the fact that the building had already been searched and the searchers had now moved away, called back by his father. He squeezed his fingers around the flaking timber cladding closest to the ground and pulled, and with a sharp crack that he thought everybody must hear, the nails gave up the struggle and a six-foot length fell away. It left a gap a foot high at ground level and he peered through. He could see nothing. There was a sheet of plywood leant against the back wall; both a boon and a hindrance. He rolled through the gap and crawled along until he could see around the timber sheet. The bay was empty apart from what looked like an antique seed drill and he called softly to Jenny.

Together they crept along the back wall behind the quad bike’s trailer that Jenny knew so well and stepped out next to the bike only to come face-to-face with Lydia. Nobody moved. The three of them stood stock-still staring at one another and not saying a word. And then, very slowly, Lydia turned her back and stood looking out at the blue sky and distant hillside. “Good luck,” she whispered and quietly walked away.

“Thank you,” murmured Eli in a voice that was barely audible and they moved to the quad.

“I can't sit on the saddle; my ankles are hobbled,” whispered Jenny, but Eli had thought of that. He lifted her up bodily and set her on the saddle, linked ankles behind her, a knee to either side, and the anchor’s padlock beneath her crotch. Then he climbed in front, watched Lydia wander slowly away from the shelter and walk towards where the others were gathering, and he counted to ten.

“Ready?” he whispered and Jenny passed her linked arms over his head to hug his chest and kissed his neck.

“…Ready.”

He turned the key and pressed the button, and the motor burst into life. Immediately, there were shouts from the yard and Eli accelerated fast from the bay, turning sharply towards Bryndu and the public road beyond with Jenny tightening her hold. She glanced over her shoulder at the small assembly next to the Landrovers not more than thirty paces away and cried out a warning to Eli: “They’ve got guns.”

*

The quad bike burst from the gloom of the parking bay into the bright light and Ruth saw Jenny’s bare back and her frightened face looking back, white hair flashing in the slipstream.

“Go on… Shoot her,” cried Gail next to her and Ruth levelled the shotgun and clicked off the safety catch with her thumb.

“No…” shouted Ben. “Don’t shoot Jenny,” and he knocked the barrels high just as she pulled the triggers. There was a thunderous explosion as both barrels fired and the pellets passed harmlessly overhead.

“They're getting away,” shouted Gail as they watched the bike bounce recklessly down the rutted track. It was about a hundred yards away when the Reverend Davies raised the vintage Lee-Enfield 303 rifle and fired the second gunshot. On the back of the bike, Jenny’s face was suddenly a mass of blood and she screamed. The bike veered left and flipped, throwing both her and Eli onto a grassy bank. She was still hugging him, her hands welded together around his body and her face against his shoulder, but there was blood everywhere, covering her neck and face and soaking the hair on the back of his head. Eli was very still in her arms.

Sounds erupted all around her, but she barely took any notice. Shouts from the rough pasture to her right and from the woodland to her left. Men in black jackets and helmets rose from the undergrowth; many men; men with guns.

“Armed police. Lay down your weapons…”

“Armed police. Lay down your weapons…”

“Armed police. Lay down your weapons…”

They were all shouting the same thing over and over again. The sound was all-enveloping and oppressive, and she hugged Eli’s lifeless body tighter seeking solace. The cavalry had arrived at last, but it didn’t seem to matter anymore.

-  The End  -


Extract ‘The Mad Mistress of Barnbury Hall’

It’s 1836 and Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown, only child of Lord Steven Huckabee-Brown, Lord of the Manor of Barnbury, was tired of fending off suitors chosen by her father and much preferred the company of her childhood friend who was now the Head Stableman.

Lord Huckabee-Brown all but despaired when Juliette rejected the advances of her latest admirer, a churchman called the Reverend John Blakeney who appeared to be eminently suited. Blakeney, however, was not all he appeared and had his own agenda regarding Juliette’s future.

Blakeney tricked the aged lord into having his daughter diagnosed with the mental disease of hysteria, a common disorder among young women in the 1800’s the symptoms of which could leave the patient fractious and argumentative and prone to wantonly disobeying the wishes of her male peers. This was enough to commit Juliette to an asylum and thereafter she found herself dissociated from her father and at the mercy of the scheming Blakeney.

This is an early stage in the book shortly after Juliette first finds herself incarcerated in the ‘Saint Agnus of the Lilies Asylum for Fallen Women’. Patcher is the keeper of the asylum and the unfortunate Juliette is at this stage partially clothed and chained hand and foot.

*    *    *    *    *


He walked over to another door and yelled down the passage and within a few moments, a young boy appeared in the doorway who probably wasn’t even in his teens. “Ellis. Take Miss Brown to the yard, tear off those rags, and wash ‘er down. Then get Bendall to see me for ‘er keys.” Patcher turned back to Juliette. “You go with ‘im and remember what I said. Do what ‘e tells you and you'll be alright.”

“Shall I take off ‘er gag Mr Patcher?”

“No. Bendall will do that. Off you go now.”

Ellis walked over to Juliette and took her by the elbow to lead her gently through the door and down the passage. When they were out of ear-shot, he asked quietly: “Are you a screamer?”

She looked down at him and slowly shook her head.

“Well, I can see you're not a whore ‘cos they don’t usually chain them, so you have to be insane.”

Juliette shook her head again and Ellis smiled. “They all say that, but it don’t do ‘em no good. At least ‘ere you get a roof over yer ‘ead. You look like you’ve been sleeping in the ‘edgerows.”

She shook her head again, but the boy didn’t notice.

“Ere we are. Hold still while I rip off these torn clothes.”

Ellis grabbed hold of what was left of her camisole and tore it from her waist, but she squealed and backed away when he tried to grab the waistband of her petticoat.

“Hey, come on. You ‘eard what Patcher said, now stand still.”

It was obvious to her that this was an argument she had no hope of winning and reluctantly she allowed him to rip the buttons from the back and then tear the material all the way down to the hem. It slid from her legs to leave her wearing nothing but the silk stockings, but instead of leering at her nakedness, Ellis seemed to barely notice. He was too busy filling a ewer from a water trough.

“Bendall will ‘ave to take those stockings off after he removes yer chains…” he muttered and, with no preamble, he emptied the cold water over her head, rubbed her hair with his hands, and then went to refill the jug. Six times the boy repeated the act, each time working lower down her body until she was shivering, but the same shade of pale pink all over. Her hair, although perhaps not actually clean, was at least no longer caked with mud.

“You stand there and dry off while I get Bendall. E’ll take those chains off and give you something to wear.” So saying, Ellis hurried away to leave Juliette alone and she peered along the passage watching him go. She thought that if she curled up into a ball, she might be able to reach the gag tied behind her head that was keeping the bunched cotton rag in her mouth, but then what? Chained as she was, she couldn’t go anywhere. Better to wait and see what happens next.

What happened was that the boy returned in the company of a much older man. Bendall was at least fifty, muscular in build but no taller than Juliette, and had a thick, grey beard that more than compensated for his bald crown. His clothes were grubby and his hands gnarled and blackened with grime. He was carrying yet more chains and a grey garment.

Bendall dropped his burden in a heap on the stone floor and walked slowly around Juliette, assessing her like a farmer might assess a new animal. Then he stepped behind her and untied the scarf about her face so that she could spit out the cloth.

He moved to stand close in front of her and studied her face, staring at her eyes, her nose and her hair. She moved when he lifted his hand, but the snapped command “Stand Still” was delivered with such caustic venom that she froze. His hand grabbed her chin and twisted her head to the left and right so he could see her ears and then pulled open her jaw to inspect her teeth.

Satisfied, he moved back a fraction and allowed his hand to slide down her neck until he was holding a breast.

“Nice titties, missy. Not too flat nor too saggy. Yeah… A good, firm handful with nice big nipples.” He tested this last observation by rolling her teat between finger and thumb. The episode was so surreal that Juliette almost thanked him for his compliments, but reality seeped back into focus with his next words.

“Hysterical belligerence…” he muttered. “Contrary and quarrelsome. Don’t know yer place, do yer? I’m amazed that you females never seem to learn.”

“I’m not belligerent,” muttered Juliette.

“That’s not what it says on the committal certificate; I can read, y’know. It said that you refused to accede to your father’s will.”

“I am an adult woman; I have no need to agree with everything he says.”

Bendall face broke out into a broad grin. “Really? And how far has that attitude got you?”

“There’s been a mistake. I’m Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown of Barnbury Hall. I shouldn’t be here.”

The grin on Bendall’s face, if anything, increased in width. “I doubt that,” he said. “Patcher’s already told me that that would be what you’d say and ‘e showed me the certificate; it says ‘Miss Julia Brown’, no ‘Lady’ anywhere. And even if it was true, it would make no difference ‘ere. You are ‘ere cos you ‘ave been certified as insane and it is my job to keep you safe and secure so that you're not a danger to yourself or the community. It’s not my job to cure your insanity; that will be up to the visiting doctor.”

“And when will the doctor see me?”

“Oh, he comes regular as clockwork every three months. He’ll be here again about the middle of September. Now then, no more talking. Turn around.”

July… How was it possible for her life to implode like it had? Surely this can’t be happening. Bendall pushed her round and her mind snapped back to the present. She closed her eyes when she sensed him squat down behind her and imagined what he was looking at, but his hands were on the shackles around her ankles that Cotton had fitted. The chains dropped to the ground to free her legs and then his hands were on the silk stockings on her legs. She shuddered, but he didn’t linger and instead, slipped the fine material down her legs.

“I don’t know who gave you these. They would have been expensive once, before they got all torn. Steal ‘em, did you?”

“They're mine. They belong to me…”

“Now don’t you go lying to me, girlie. I don’t care what you tell others, but you tell me the truth or else you'll feel my cane.”

Bendall didn’t press the point so Juliette lapsed into silence again, carefully stepping out of the stockings once they were around her feet. Then he picked up the shackles he brought with him and closed the first about an ankle.

“No, please… You don’t need to do that. I won’t run away.”

“Indeed you won’t. We’ll make sure of that. Can’t have mad folks just wandering the streets.”

“I’m not mad,” she muttered with a barely audible voice.

“So them two doctors didn’t know what they were doing. Or perhaps they were lying.”

“I don’t know. I don’t even know who has signed the certificate and I don’t believe they know me.”

“I sees… A conspiracy to lock you up. We get told that often enough by women surprised to find themselves ‘ere. My wife nags me or my wife is withholding my marital rights is always lies. Well, I’ve got news for you, missy: often it’s true and the diagnosis is justified, although I am willing to admit that maybe that’s not always the case. Many’s the time when a woman ends up ‘ere just cos ‘er husband wants to install his mistress in the home, but who am I to question the wisdom of two doctors? If they say you’re dangerous and should be locked away, that’s good enough for me.”

Bendall wrapped the manacle about her other ankle and closed its padlock to seal it in place. The iron was much heavier than Cotton’s chains and the links were rusty.

“But that doesn’t apply to you, does it? The certificate calls you Miss and not Missis, so you're not married. And it says that your symptoms are belligerence and a contempt for the wishes of your father. Do you deny that you refused to obey his wishes? No… Of course you don’t because it’s true. Your condition has been correctly diagnosed and you, missy, are here properly and legally, so get used to it. You no longer ‘ave any legal rights until those in charge say you're cured and until that time, you and your pretty little body ‘ere belongs to me. Now, hold out your ‘ands…”

Bendall unlocked the cuffs from her wrists and the last of Cotton’s chains dropped to the floor. Then he passed her a canvas dress. The material was heavy and coarse, but she suddenly felt enormous gratitude and eagerly stepped into it and pushed her arms through the short sleeves. It was high-necked at the front with laces down the back and Bendall turned her around to tighten them and pull the material close about her hips and waist. The hem touched her ankles, but the sleeves were too short. She didn’t care; at least now she was no longer naked and displayed like some erotic curiosity.

Ellis had sat quietly on a window ledge observing all that was happening and now was happy to follow as Bendall led Juliette along the passage through which he came. She padded along despondently on bare feet with the hobble chain clinking on the stone slabs in her wake. The passage led to the cells, but first they had to traverse a long hall that held more than two dozen women. They were a poor lot. Most of them were aged or at least looked aged to Juliette and all wore grey, one-piece smocks similar to her own that were dirty and shapeless. They were sitting against the outer walls or lying on straw mattresses next to the walls and each of them wore iron collars that were locked to wall staples by six-foot iron chains. Above them, well out of reach, was a row of small open vents that let dim light filter through the fetid air and illuminate the dust motes released by the straw.

As Juliette walked through the hall, tired eyes and blank expressions followed her progress with disinterest. Nobody spoke other than soft chanting from one old woman and a pitiful howl from another. None of them were able to touch their neighbours and none seemed to have any interest in trying.

They passed through a second heavy wooden door at the far end of the hall and were then in another passage. It was dark with the only light coming from an oil lamp that was burning half way along the passage. To either side, the long walls were broken at regular intervals by wooden doors, each with a small, round viewing hole cut in its centre.

As they passed the first door, Juliette caught sight of a young woman sitting on the edge of a bunk. She was a handsome girl not much older than Juliette herself with fair hair and grey, piercing eyes. She’d drawn her knees up to her chest and was facing the door, the two young women silently staring at each other through the door’s peephole. The girl held a woollen blanket over her shoulders for warmth, although the material did little to cover her nakedness, and with her free hand clasped the iron collar about her neck.

Bendall saw Juliette peering through the door and stopped with an amused expression. “That’s Emily in there. Not been ‘ere long. Cost ya four shillings if you want to spend time with ‘ere. One of our better payers, but, of course, she won’t last long. She was taken from the streets by the bobbies for pickpocketing, but she smiled at the judge so instead of jailing ‘er, they certified ‘ere insane. At least in ‘ere she can be useful to society for a while.

“You’ve made her a prostitute,” said Juliette quietly.

“She was probably one anyway; most of you lot are. Anyway, we are the house of ‘Fallen Women’. Look around you, missy. How else do you expect us to make this place pay?”

Juliette felt a cold chill slide down her spine and with apprehension, she looked through the hole in the door opposite. The girl inside was in the same situation as Emily, but looked tired and haggard. She was as thin as a rake with small breasts and the bones of her shoulders and hips were all too visible beneath her taut skin.

They moved on down the line of doors passing twelve in all, each holding a young woman. The manner of their restraints and the condition in which they bore their suffering varied considerably. All appeared to be chained to the wall, but not all were naked; some wore the same drab grey canvas frock that Juliette now wore. At least two of the girls actually smiled at Juliette when they saw her face appear at the portal, one of them opening her legs suggestively as she sat on her bunk to reveal a thatch of wiry, black hair above flushed and puffy labial lips.

And then there were the ones that bore additional restraints in the form of iron head cages. Three of the women were so hampered and Bendall explained with relish that it was because they were noisy or argumentative. The cages were a medieval idea and held spiked tabs in their mouths against their tongues to make attempted speech painful and the result unintelligible.

The last two occupied cells were different again. One had a naked woman spread-eagled on her bunk with her limbs chained to the four corners and the other had the girl with her head and hands locked into a wooden yoke that sat atop her shoulders. She gazed blankly at Juliette with her legs curled beneath her and her naked breasts red and bruised.

“These are the ones that make life difficult for us,” said Bendall. “They won’t accept the inevitable and so they have to be coerced. Let this be a lesson to you, missy: the dress you're wearing and the freedom you might enjoy come at a cost. Shout and scream at the visitors and you get the head cage; kick and fight with those that are just trying to be affectionate and you get restrained so you can't hurt anyone. After all, nobody wants an insane woman scratching and kicking whilst they're trying to be friendly, do they?”

Her fate was laid bare all too plainly and Juliette felt herself overcome with a dizzying sensation that caused her to fall against the wall. Ellis cried out and Bendall caught her before she could drop to the floor.

“Bit tired, are we? Never mind, the next one’s yours,” and he pushed open the wooden door to the next cell. The cells were all the same: eight feet square and eight feet high with an open vent near the ceiling to allow light and fresh air into the void. Against the outside wall was a narrow bunk and just above it, an iron staple was cemented into the brickwork with a chain and open collar already attached.

Bendall laid her onto the bunk and, only half conscious, she pushed herself up weakly. He’d already closed the collar around her neck and sealed it with a lock, and reality came crashing back into focus. The chain was heavy and rust encrusted and tears now filled her eyes and ran down her cheeks as she pulled at it feebly in an attempt to dislodge it from the wall.

“Please, Mr Bendall. There’s been a terrible mistake. I really am Lady Juliette Huckabee-Brown and I shouldn’t be here. Please tell my father…”

Bendall just smiled. “Now that will quite enough of that. This is your room now and it’s not as damp as some. You’ll be able to hear the ships on the river and sometimes, when it’s foggy and the wind is right, you might hear men on the docks, but I wouldn’t bother calling out; the men can’t hear you and all you’ll achieve is to earn yourself a brank.” She looked about her at the bare stone walls and shivered. “It’ll be dark in an hour. Before then, Ellis will bring you some food and a blanket. There’s a bucket under the bunk if you need it; don’t soil the bunk or your clothes. Tomorrow there will be breakfast and then you might have visitors. The doors open at nine until six in the evening.”

She stared at him, unable to absorb the information. “Who will be visiting me?

“Who can tell? Whoever it is, be nice to them. You’ll soon settle in and, you never know, you might come to like it here. Some girls do... You get looked after, clothed and fed, and given a bed; you could do a lot worse. Be co-operative and don’t act up and you’ll be fine. Make a fuss and you’ll be bound to regret it.”

With that, Bendall turned and walked out of the door leaving young Ellis grinning inanely at Juliette. “Most of the men are quite kind and some of the ladies too,” he said. “They mostly come just to see what a mad woman looks like, but you're the prettiest one here now, so I should think a lot of them will want to pay for extras.”

Again, Juliette’s blood run cold while Ellis just turned and walked through the open door totally oblivious to the effect his words had on her.

cover.jpeg
LL LG\ LELC

-
.
,\\ s

N .7 e b





OEBPS/image_rsrc2UN.jpg
TO PUBLIC ROAD
2 MILES

- CUDDFAN @

Elsa
Liam & Lydia
Twins

" g Rev. Joshua Davies

- & Martha
P Ben
w) Elijah

Samuel & Carol
Luke
Ruth
Gail

YR OLCHFA

AM-NAWR

Betty
" Theo & Rachel
Tabitha

Bryndu Farm and tenancies, Cambrian Mountains, Wales





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




