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TRANSFORMATION       

 
Gerard Street, Soho, London on a warm summer evening, thronged with people of all nationalities, taxis weaving though the pedestrians who’d been edged into the roadway by the crush. Restaurants offering every sort of cuisine, bars with a choice of three hundred different beverages, bars of a sort offering just one or two. A brightly lit delicatessen every fifty yards, clubs every twenty, some expensive, exotic, some more expensive and ‘private’. Sex shops and shows to suit every taste and fantasy. Music spilling from doorways and upstairs windows. ‘Model’ agencies, offices of fifty different media and entertainment companies from the international to the purely local. Soho dies a little between four and five am, but only a little – to all intents and purposes it lives its frenetic, sometimes dangerous life for the full twenty-four hours.

Two people arrive close to the same point in the street, beside the brightly-lit doorway of an Italian Delicatessen and an adjacent plain green wooden door, a door with a spy-grille and a small, unobtrusive brass plate engraved ‘Challoners Club’; two people as different in appearance as it is possible to be. Rhia Dowd is hurrying away from the delicatessen where she’d been indulging in some of her more expensive tastes. She was quite familiar with Soho and its reputation, but never failed to feel the air of excitement and forbidden pleasures that wrapped the place, to feel that she was part of the legend which all the tourists were savouring, but her own ‘professional’ activities were hardly of a kind with which tourists were familiar. Rhia is a tallish, pretty, active twenty-six year old, blonde, popular amongst her friends, and exhibiting to them a carefully cultivated, curiously appealing lack of self confidence which most certainly wasn’t evident when she was ‘working’. Her friends knew that she did some sort of ‘media’ work in London but not what it was:
“Oh I never talk about work; it’s so boring.”
Her clothes are almost the same as those of thousands of ‘office girls’ in London that season, save that a very observant onlooker might notice a discreet Westwood or Riven label somewhere: most people thought there was a certain flair about her, as if, given the chance, the time, the place, money, her appearance might transform from neat and very slightly idiosyncratic to wild, in-your-face, way out.  But that even given the chance, time, place, money, all thought that her ‘lack of self-confidence’ would be the bar – suppressing any desire to display any different personality within her.  She hurries from the shop, looking down to settle more than a hundred pounds’ worth of charcuterie and three different coffees into a plastic shopping bag and, looking down she collides gently with Suzie Ballantine.
 
Suzie has just emerged from the neat, subdued doorway of Challoners Club, she too not really looking where she is going but more intent on her anger of the moment, anger provoked by being importuned for the fifth or sixth time by the now-angry male on the other side of the closed door, the Club’s owner. Her collision with Rhia serves to contrast the differences between the two women: Suzie is very short – ‘petite’ is the more polite form - but slender to the point where she might pass as a girl in her early teens, given the right clothing; graceful of movement, pale complexioned as are all genuine redheads – and Suzie’s hair is of that particular deep copper-red colour that’s so rarely natural. At thirty years of age she has all the self-confidence that Rhia apparently has not; normally just very ‘positive’, Suzie ‘switched on’ is assertive to say the least; in a temper as she is now, she can be unreasonable and just plain overwhelming. And there’s nothing very slightly idiosyncratic about her appearance as she and Rhia mutter quick apologies for their accidental contact; Suzie is dressed at the top but not the wilder end of adventurous London haute-couture, of the ‘my-dear-it’s-just-you’ genre which, on her figure, inspires all sorts of excitement in sexually active people, both male and female. At the time of her collision with Rhia, all that could quickly be observed of Suzy’s attire was that it’s viridian-green and white, very ‘fetching’ and very expensive.
 
“Oh, I’m so sorry,” exclaimed Rhia, clutching her plastic bag more tightly and stepping to one side, out of the other woman’s way. “Wasn’t looking where I was going.”
“‘S okay, no problem, nor was I,” and Suzie stepped the same way so that both ended-up doing a little jig on the pavement to avoid the other: Rhia’s resultant grin was one of embarrassment, Suzie, looking hard at the other’s face for a moment merely said,

	“You’re Rhia! Aren’t you? You are. Rhia Dowd. Don’t you remember me?”

Rhia had recognised her old friend in the same moment, but such was her caution about adding to her small circle of friends, she’d hesitated: the caution she displayed when there was a potential addition to her select list of professional clients was of a different order altogether.
“Mmm. I mean yes. Suzie, Suzie, how terrific. Gosh, terrific. Thought you’d gone to Germany or somewhere – must be - I don’t know how long.” A smiling Suzie took her arm, her anger gone, to be replaced by an untypical eagerness;
“It’s almost ten years. Ten years! What’re you doing – I mean now, this moment. Come and have a drink, several – no, I’m in London now, live here. Munich was a drag. C’mon,” and she took the younger woman’s arm more positively, already moving diagonally across the street. The Rhia of the moment, the unassertive Rhia waited hesitantly for traffic, for other pedestrians; Suzie very obviously expected both to wait for Suzie and they did, walkers pausing to admire and a grinning cab-driver giving her a long low wolf-whistle and braking to let her cross.
“Rhia. Wonderful. In here.” And she ushered or rather, brought her find into the Romilly. “Sit, what’ll you have? Francis, two very big Rossis, darling. Please.”
Rhia sat, or was propelled into a seat, protesting that she ‘shouldn’t’ and then that she should at least do the buying.
“Just be quiet and sit. Francis! This is urgent, sweetie.” 
“Coming, Sue, coming.”  Two glasses and the bottle appeared on the table, the glasses were filled and Suzie sat down with a little-girl flounce, demonstrating just how to sit down and make heads turn. It was completely automatic, the result of long practice at ensuring she had the full attention of anybody near her; her mind was in a complete whirl, feverishly making plans, both impossible and, well, perhaps possible. Rhia Dowd. Here in front of her was Rhia, real, older but better, so much better. For so very long Suzie’s dreams, fantasies had been preoccupied with the woman who’d been a young girl when Suzie had wanted that body, wanted to seduce the mind into willing subjection. Even now, while she was trying to think ahead, trying to grip the practicalities of Rhia Dowd being actually close, images intruded, images of slender wrists in broad black bondage cuffs, images of a blonde-haired head rolling from side to side, of a fat rubber gag parting those soft red lips. Tonight, tonight, it had to be tonight, it had to be now.

 	“Drink first, chatter after. Hope you like it.”  

Rhia politely sipped, carefully showing surprise at the first taste.
 “Rossi Aperitif. This is about the only bar. Flavour’s quinine. Okay?” 
In truth Rhia already knew and liked the slightly bitter Rossi Aperitif but sipped again, diffidently.
 

An hour later, after exchanging increasingly wild reminiscences of the times when they were ‘girls’ of seventeen and twenty, the bottle was near empty, Rhia was having difficulty in speaking distinctly and Suzie? Suzie was eyeing her friend closely, not entirely with the proper concern over a friend’s over-indulgence.

“Rhia. Let’s go back to my place. Three minutes from here – make an evening of it.”
“Oh can’t. Have to, have to take this,” and Rhia nudged the plastic bag beneath the table with one foot – and missed. “Take this home. Goes off pretty quick. I’d love to but.”  In reality Rhia was anxious to avoid any more alcohol – someone had once said ‘just takes two beers to get Rhia pissed’ and she knew it was true; since her teens, Rhia had always passed from stone-cold-sober to helplessly tight in the space of about fifteen minutes.
Suzie looked quickly at her watch. “Shove it in my fridge then. C’mon Rhia, my place. Up you get, Poppy.” ‘Poppy’ was a nickname from their earlier years.
“Can’t.”  The strong slurring of ‘can’t’ was genuine – 
“No such word. Up. Francis! On the bill, darling.” Suzie picked up the near empty Rossi bottle seemingly clumsily and Francis, quick and efficient as he was, coming across the crowded floor for the dead glasses, chose to fail absolutely to come to the younger woman’s assistance when the remains of the bottle were accurately and deftly spilled  over her jacket and skirt. Francis merely averted his eyes and thought: ‘enjoy’. He knew a ‘pick-up’ when he saw one and knew Suzie as a regular customer working in ‘FemDom’ – offering fairly unimaginative ‘CP’ and ‘Bondage’ mostly to foreign businessmen but some women ‘customers’ too. He often thought she’d make more money if she reversed her roles and offered to Submit. Of Suzie’s rather pissed friend he new nothing. He had a vague feeling that he’d seen her somewhere and a much stronger impression that she wasn’t at all what she seemed to be but, despite his profound knowledge of the activities in Soho and despite his very strong desire to complete any gaps in that knowledge, he couldn’t place her. It wasn’t very surprising: Rhia wasn’t part of any Soho set, Rhia was unique in that particular quarter-square mile and had equivalents only in Marseilles, Long Island and Singapore. Her ‘professional’ activities were only very distantly related to those of Suzie; related only in that she provided a ‘fem-dom’ service both to male and female clients, but to those few vetted and carefully selected – and necessarily wealthy - clients, Rhia was absolutely the top-of-the-tree. A session with Suzie cost perhaps a two hundred pounds an hour, cash: a session at Rhia’s place seldom had a time limit but was usually paid for by credit card and it was unlikely that common ‘gold’ or ‘platinum’ credit cards would have sufficiently large credit-limits to be acceptable. Both Suzie and Rhia knew each other from long past – neither knew each other’s current ‘work’: Suzie, in the Romilly bar, had designs on her friend’s body, Rhia was merely and tipsily slightly interested in how her friend’s life had developed.
“Hell!” from Suzie, “got to be my place now, quick” she said loudly, eyeing Rhia’s attempts to limit the spread of drink-stains on her dress. “Stuff stains like anything. Rhia I’m sorry, stupid clumsy bitch that’s me.” She smiled widely, but in truth mainly at having carried off the spill so neatly. “Drink’s all gone too – have to be the old faithful instead.”
The bright daylight and fresh air outside proved too much of a change for Rhia after the subdued lighting and fug of the Romilly; the effect on her of a transition to outdoors and fresh air increased her intoxication as if she’d been drinking rough cider. She was completely drunk by the time she was inside Suzie’s rather nice flat. Much stumbling about ensued as Suzie persuaded her friend to divest herself of the stained clothes, including underwear which was admittedly faintly marked in a couple of places: a short, red silk dressing-gown was draped round her and she sat on the big settee swaying, trying not to close her eyes for that made her feel far, far worse. Suzie, almost unable to drag her eyes away from the exciting nipples poking at the red silk and at the tantalising view of strong young thighs, hovered about fighting off sexual imagery.  Rhia’s fading awareness plucked at the thought that she might just end up in bed with Suz’ – and thought it might be more comfortable than sitting feeling so drunk. Hot coffee was administered by a sympathetic Suzie, arm round her friend’s shoulder;
“I know you’ve had more than enough and it’s all my fault but this stuff really does work. Cures anything.”  ‘This stuff’ was black coffee laced with Marc. An hour later Suzie had real difficulty in hauling an almost completely collapsed Rhia to the big bed in the end bedroom where everything which might be needed would be on hand. She was in a fever of fright that one wrong word, one wrong action would destroy her forming plans; plans which included all of her most complete fantasies. Her most complete private fantasies in which, for as long as she could remember, a teenage Rhia had occupied the central role. The precisely central image was one of a grim Suzie beating an incredibly round bottom – Rhia’s bottom. Suzie had carried that fantasy image since her teens. Every second with Rhia she desperately tried to plan ahead, the next five seconds, the next reply, the night’s promise, the next morning. The urgency of every moment prevented Suzie from thinking about, even recognising the pit into which she would fall if she had her way with the beautiful body – and then had to stop. 
“Never mind a nightie you idiot. Oh, poor Rhia.”
“Can’t go bed. Gotta go to – to work. Jus’ lie down minnit.”
“That’s right, just you lie here until you feel better.” Suzie judged it better to leave the girl for half an hour before she slid carefully into the same bed; there was no problem with pyjamas or night-dress for Suzie – she always slept naked. They were both in the warmth of the big bed by half-past seven; at nine Suzie ventured an arm round the sleeping girl, at five past nine her hand brushed an upstanding nipple; at nine-twenty she was holding and enjoying warm breasts, at nine forty she was only a little startled when Rhia muttered
“Wha’ doing.  Pack it in, I’m sleepy.”
“Just a kiss for a sleepy-head. Lovely tits and I need a kiss.” Rhia’s mouth smelt of alcohol but Rhia’s mouth was also soft and warm; although her tongue was unresponsive to Suzie’s.
“Su-suz’,” was all the mouth said in mild protest. Patience won, for the next time the girl spoke it was past midnight. “Suzie, oh Suzie,” was still slurred, whispered but she didn’t close her legs on the intruding fingers, even spread them fractionally wider. 
“Mustn’t do that. ‘snaughty.”
“Wanted to do this when we were – just lie still – much younger. Now I want more and better things, Rhia.”

 
At first, in her semi-stupor, Rhia was unable to connect the pleasant feelings in her body with someone actually provoking them, least of all with the soft, confident caresses of her long-missed friend Suzie; whatever was going on was clearly part of a fantasy dream of some sort. Unusual for her to dream of ‘work’ but it certainly felt like some fuzzy intrusion into her mind by her own long-held, long-developed fantasies. Nice. Slowly she became aware that hands – Suzie’s hands? – were making the strong arousal within her; that was what was wrong somehow. The roles were wrong: it should be Suzie lying there, unresisting, even unable to resist. When strong fingers strapped her hands wide apart to the head of the bed, they should have been her fingers at the buckles, Suzie’s wrists obediently still under the wide black rubber cuffs; Rhia could feel every tug she herself would have made to tighten the bonds, Rhia could feel the rising anticipation as she catalogued in her mind the things she would next do – to Suzie. If there was any one thing that made the real Rhia vulnerable it was drink, but she was long past the stage when the ‘real’ Rhia could take control.

“I think you’re feeling better, my sweet,” whispered a voice in her ear.
“I’ll do your legs next,” thought Rhia in the confused fantasy that it was Suzie’s legs which were being spread, Suzie’s ankles being buckled into cuffs.  ‘Strap-on next’ she thought, imagining the thing in her hand, imagining the feeling of its cold, smooth rubber straps round her own waist. Then a body-weight was on her and she was unable to sort out if it was Suzie, deliciously entering her or, as it should be, herself nudging the strap-on’s dildo into Suzie. The eventual orgasms merely confused her senses more as she couldn’t sort out who was bucking and shuddering in strapped wrists and ankles, herself or – or Suzie.
“Bad girls, and I mean bad girls like you,” said Suzie, sitting up but somehow still deep inside, “bad girls have to be spanked.” Rhia thought idly ‘of course you do’ and an image of Suzie, fulfilling Rhia’s core fantasy, touching her toes for six – no twenty-six of the best with a gymshoe - passed through her mind. She even knew how the red-rubber penis-gag felt inside Suzie’s mouth, fat and smooth – she could feel it in her own. Sitting over her captive, Suzie didn’t really mind how the gag felt to the pale-skinned girl lying between her knees, only this time, this time when it was Rhia Dowd at last, the gag would work because it was real. In Rhia Dowd’s soft mouth. There was no thought in Suzie’s mind of a bared bottom and spanking sounds; Suzie took the nine inch strap from beside the bed and, at first gently, experimentally, began methodically to smack the round white breasts with it, concentrating on regular, slow timing and on the slowly escalating strength of successive smacks until the widespread body beneath her struggled and snatched at the rubber straps and the face with its masking red-rubber pad and straps began to roll from side to side with gag-strangled screams - in seconds the nice round breasts were flushed a mottled scarlet and Rhia began to utter urgent animal-like noises, through the gag, her body jerking violently in her bonds..

           “Nice is it? Nice feeling? Oh it hurts, I know, but you like it, don’t you? You see,” and Suzie shifted her position so that the strap-on was nudging labia again, “you see, you’re going to have to learn to like it.” In the past, with more willing subjects, clients, sometimes with eager ones, she’d sat like this and gently beaten small breasts, big breasts, pink breasts and brown, once black, but every time she’d been wondering how she could find Rhia Dowd again and do this exciting thing to the woman she was always so obsessed about. And the other things. All the other things. Thack! Thack! Thack! Went the strap each time its rubber length made a whhh! sound as it parted the air and struck; Rhia’s rolling head was distributing wet tears from her wide eyes and strings of saliva from the gag all over the pillows – and still she uttered the desperate, wild sounds which would have been full-fledged screams had they been able to escape the hot, wet, mouth-filling rubber shaft in her mouth.
 
In the small hours of the morning, in her end bedroom, Suzie sat on the side of the bed in her most expensive red glove-leather ‘Mistress’ outfit, masked, breasts jutting from unzipped covers, crotch still tightly laced and set about unbuckling Rhia, wrists first, then ankles.

“Roll over on your face. Now, please.” The rubber strap lashed across the girl’s stomach, twice, provoking harsh sounds from the gag. “Do it” Rhia tried an ineffectual, alcohol befuddled resistance but the strap lashed on and on indiscriminately; to escape the agony of her breasts and the growing agonies in her thighs, shoulders, arms, she rolled over, the muffled screams now a constant mewing..
“Hands and feet to the bed-ends. Lift your hips off the bed.” Suzie turned away to the bedside table but when she turned back, Rhia was arched as far as possible off the sheet, desperately trying to keep her empurpled breasts from contact with anything, even the soft silk: Rhia with her gagged face to one side, plainly looking at the ribbed butt-plug on the older woman’s hand. It was when the smoothly-corrugated rubber was easing past the rings of muscle in the girl’s bottom that Suzie felt her pleasure and excitement at the longed-for rape of Rhia’s body begin to fade, for the girl just lay there, bottom upraised, neither moving nor trying to protest. She wanted resistance, panic, anything but an unresponsive casualty. As if she knew what was to happen and accepted it, as if she was now merely submitting to some doctor’s painful treatment for the greater pain. Not welcoming it; just accepting it. But the awareness that it was Rhia Dowd’s pink rosebud that was being invaded by the brown rubber shaft, the detail of the distended sphincter creeping reluctantly over each corrugation in turn, that was what mattered. All that mattered. That Suzie’s mental image-functions kept seeing Rhia’s beaten body in a school uniform from the past, in pigtails, long navy socks and t-bar shoes didn’t matter, it was merely a distraction. 
Aroused almost beyond control by what she was doing, what she saw before her, by the sounds and smells and feel of the realisation of years of fantasy, her hands switched from the delicious, shifting bottom to the lacing which closed the crotch of her leather suit, picked frantically at it, wrenched the opening wide; she quickly knelt between the widespread knees and with shaking fingers fed the projecting base of the girl’s butt-plug, a three inch finger of soft rubber crowned with a chrome pull-ring, fiercely deep into herself.
“Oh. Oh yes. Oh yes. Oh Rhia, Ohhhh yessss!” Eyes closed, humping up and down the rubber shaft, sliding fluids from her own arousal gleaming on Rhia’s skin, bubbling at her labia, Suzie was oblivious to the increasingly violent bucking of the sexual-object she was so desperately using – Rhia’s naked body. The ribbed rubber butt plug penetrating the flushed, distended rosebud was long enough not to escape the hot, tight tunnel as Suzie worked it furiously in and out, but it was just too thick for the younger girl’s jerking body, even with the generous flow of lubrication from between Suzie’s legs. Rhia was hurting. But she was also still deep in the grip of too much alcohol, too much shock, too much physical demand: when Suzie withdrew from her and, breathing hard, said in an altered, harsh voice.
“Lie still!” - as if the girl could sit or stand or even move from the bed - when Suzie eased the glistening plug out and laid it carefully on the bedside table and said, in the same voice, “Ever had a hand in there? Well, these are rubber gloves, this is KY, this may just hurt a wee bit, sweetheart.” When the rubber gloves snapped on Suzie’s wrists and she turned to fist the object of her passion, Rhia seemed asleep. Spread-eagled, marked and bruised, her bottom gleaming wet, but escaping Suzie’s fantasy-ministrations by escape into sleep. Or was it unconsciousness?  It was then that Suzie panicked: she’d given no thought to the end-game, no thought to how to manage the reality of a fully-aware, raped, beaten, injured Rhia. This was no client who would, although perhaps in pain, reach for a wallet or a purse and then simply depart; this was an adult Rhia and Suzie had raped her.  She subsided to her knees beside the bed, clutching her leather-covered brow in frantic scenario-construction, hardly daring to look at the sleeping face with its trickle of saliva bubbling regularly from beneath the rubber pad of the gag. Suzie stood and paced the room in her anxiety, seeking perfect plan before there was no time to make one:
“Need a bloody drink, must have a drink, get hold of things.”

 
One hour of desperate failure to ‘get hold of things’ saw Suzie, petrified, in slow-motion and oh so gently, easing the gag from the bruised mouth – so gently did she do it that ten minutes elapsed from the undoing the first buckle of the head-harness to the saliva-wet red rubber plug coming free into her hand. Rhia coughed a little, ran a tongue over red lips – Suzie backed quickly to the door – but the girl merely sighed and remained completely unresponsive. Lying spread-eagled and prone on the rumpled dark blue silk sheet, she was to Suzie the most desirable thing that could possibly exist. If only she’d just befriended Rhia, slowly, over what? Even a month would have done, been sufficient to lead that gentle, probably unsophisticated mind down new alleyways to – to what?  Easy; total and depraved sexual subjection. Suzie suddenly shuddered at those thoughts, swallowed three inches of Marc to steady her rising scare and bent to unfasten the four broad black rubber cuffs. That took twenty minutes with a desperate moment when she’d three of the four undone and the sleeping girl’s eyes flickered open for perhaps a second or two.  Urgently and as silently as possible, Suzie went about the room, tidying, putting-away, locking the wardrobes and other places where her ‘things’ were kept, tidied the bed as best she could. Calmer now that the savaged girl showed every sign of staying quiet, she began to construct her plan with more care. Rhia would wake in a frightful state for sure, injured, in pain, threatening police, the law; demanding an ambulance, everything that would destroy Suzie’s life.  

Was it possible to get away with telling the girl that she’d spent the whole night having terrible nightmares? Why? Suzie would then admit to stupid behaviour – when Rhia couldn’t sleep for the nightmares, she’d given her a strong sleeping pill; that and the alcohol had caused the problem.  A foil pack of Drazine on the bedside table, two tablets missing?  ‘Two gone?  But Rhia, I only gave you one darling. Oh, you don’t think you, I mean in the night, that you took another?” 
As far as Suzie knew, Drazine wasn’t at all suitable as a sleeping-pill but it was pretty good at mind-scrambling – but Rhia wouldn’t know that, would she?  All very iffy but just plausible; except for the blackened, mottled breasts and the crimson wheals all over her body. And the burning agonies in her slit and her bottom, the paralysing hurt in her jaws from the distension of the gag.  There was no way out of that problem – ‘thought you were having fits of some sort, had to hold you down pretty roughly’ didn’t fit the evidence and wouldn’t last three minutes.
Eight cigarettes and a third of the bottle of Marc later, Suzie sitting on the settee and scowling with the mental effort, decided she could risk a mind-calming snooze if she set her mobile on ‘remind’ and ‘quiet’ to alert her in ninety minutes – six am. Hopefully Rhia wouldn’t wake until late – even if she did, Suzie would present a sleep-deprived and anxious friend who’d dropped-off from exhaustion; the leather suit was shed in favour of the only night-dress she possessed. As a last thought, she spread a vast and previously unopened ‘Home Doctor’ volume at the foot of the settee. ‘I was trying to find what to do almost all night’. Snag; ‘Could have phoned the NHS Direct phone-advice service couldn’t you, Suz?’ ‘Oh hell, I forgot they existed …’

 
At six Suzie batted the mobile phone’s alarm message into ‘delete’ and listened. Silence. Still unconscious; more panic formed instantly in Suzie’s mind. She crept to the bedroom door: the bed was immaculately made and, because the only light on was that on the dressing-table, her eyes were drawn in near-hysteria to the classic lipstick-written message on the glass. 

‘Suz. No problem. Bit sore. U know where! Gone to my place, back at 12. Zero to worry about. Rhia. OUR SECRET. XX’. The booze-stained and damp clothes had gone, as had the plastic bag containing the damned stuff from the delicatessen. Suzie didn’t know whether to panic again or what, but blindly began making the flat and then herself appear normal, composed herself to appear little dominante and in control – something she certainly didn’t feel. If Rhia sent or brought the police, she’d deny everything. ‘Knew her ages ago, always used to do this sort of thing. Difficult to say this, but she probably beat her own – er – bosom. Sorry officer, but I’m trying to help. Don’t like saying that about anyone..’

 
Twelve o’clock precisely and a tired-looking Rhia was at the door, trying to smile, obviously bandaged and in pain, with an enormous canvas hold-all at her feet. A slightly scruffy Sunday-paint-the-kitchen sort of Rhia, in jeans, tee-shirt and sneakers. 

“I’ve come to stay for the weekend, Suz’, okay? Can’t do anything, can’t even be seen in the state you left me in. Christ it hurts. So I need a pad for a few days; like your place.” Ominously she added “not had much chance to chat, have we?” 
The most coherent response Suzie could make was: “Rhia, of course, stay as long as you like. I’m so sorry you had such a bad time last night, really sorry. Mostly my fault – the pill, the Drazine. Come in, do.” Inside, Suzie felt a rising panic again; none of this had she anticipated, did Rhia want more of last night, did she already think it was all a dream, what about the bruising, what about ...? 
Inside, the real Rhia, mind now clear and precise, thought simply ‘got you’ and fingered the little brown bottle in the pocket of her jeans. Charlie had made a song and dance about that, never having sold Rhia Dowd anything so chancy before, but he knew she had been into some sort of fringe scene for years: she’d certainly never looked or behaved anything other than just that nice blonde Rhia on the hundred or so times she’d sought him out.
Rhia walked rather awkwardly across the lobby, across the living room, said “In here?” and deposited her hold-all by the bed in which she’d had her ‘nightmares’.

She moved perhaps less awkwardly than Suzie expected, merely as if she had severe cystitis and as if her breasts were uncomfortably sore for some commonplace reason. 

When Suzie began – “About your dreadful night. I am so sorry, I didn’t know what to do. I mean, I have nightmares but ..” the sharp response was
“I’m not going to talk about it, really, Suz’. I know you did what you could. I know they weren’t nightmares.”
Suzie’s mind reeled at the double-edged string of words, alternating sheer confusion with the hope that it meant if the nightmare-story wasn’t believed, something was believed that would rescue her from perdition. “But,” said smiling Rhia, “I’m starving; can’t even think straight when I’m famished. Please can we go somewhere right now and eat and talk – I’m paying. No booze, though.” She smiled wanly and added, “just a week or so, Suz’ and I’ve got a tame quack – doctor – very private – who’ll come if I need. I’m sure you won’t mind. You can be out if you like.” Suzie couldn’t refuse, couldn’t handle it anyway, but she had the weirdest impression that Rhia had everything under control. Her impression was absolutely correct – Rhia Dowd had everything quite under control.

 
They went to White’s where Rhia was frowned-at slightly because of her jeans and sneakers but the frown evaporated when the jeans-and-sneakers person ordered ‘plain lime soda, Indian tea, black, Takdah Second Flush if you’ve got it, then kedgeree, then I’ll think.” 

“Ah, a late breakfast. Of course madam, but ‘Takdah’ madam?”
“Oh, any large Darjeeling tea, unblended. In a warmed pot.”
“Thank you, madam.”
Suzie looked at her friend as if someone completely strange sat opposite her. Kedgeree? Some special Indian tea? Darjeeling tea she knew was good – that there might be different Darjeeling teas had never occurred to her. There was something – a lot – she needed to know about Rhia and she had the feeling that the sooner she knew the better. That feeling intensified when after a slow and excellent breakfast, with Rhia refusing even to entertain a mention of ‘last night’ or ‘nightmares’, she paid the exorbitant bill from two new, serially numbered fifty-pound notes which were plucked from a half-inch thick wad of the same. But the food was precisely right and Suzie felt her usual controlled self gradually returning: she had a need to avoid any questions which might lead into the pit of what she’d done.
 

By the end of the first week Suzie was almost relaxed about ‘the incident’ – the assault she’d perpetrated on her friend: indeed having Rhia in the flat, although it meant lost income as her clients couldn’t visit, it was really very good to have her old friend about the place. There was, on Rhia’s insistence, no mention of ‘the incident’ – ‘that night’ as Rhia called it and the mysterious doctor called only once without ever seeing Suzie – who fled to just anywhere to escape what might prove to be ‘involvement’. The effects on Rhia or her physical injuries appeared to decrease reassuringly rapidly and on the ninth morning she emerged from the spare bedroom to announce that it was time to celebrate.

“Celebrate?” asked Suzie, wondering.
“Celebrate my full and disgusting health of course. We’ll do breakfast at White’s again, then we’ll talk.”
“Talk? OK. What about?”
“I’ve a surprise for you. But strictly after breakfast, Suz’.” 
 

She never knew which particular item of breakfast contained the drug, didn’t even sense her bodily receptors turning-off. In retrospect, when she had time for retrospect, their return to the flat had seemed normal enough; it was after Rhia had said ‘Now’ in a very precise way that things seemed to have just faded completely.
 
At about two o’clock that afternoon Rhia stood in the bedroom doorway and regarded her friend’s unconscious form as it lay naked, face down on the bed. On the big, thick red rubber sheet on the bed. Breasts and stomach down would be more precise, as Suzie’s head was turned to the side, the big, curved rubber penis projecting from her gag preventing an actual face in the pillow position; not that there were pillows. Using Suzie’s keys, Rhia had examined the contents of the ‘thing’s’ wardrobes and drawers with some scorn: the cuffs which now spread-eagled the unmoving body on the red sheet were not rubber straps from the collection in the flat but neoprene-lined steel, linked by short chromed chains to chrome hold-fasts which gripped and scarred the wooden bed-rails when the ratchets were tightened. The gag which Rhia had endured a week ago reposed in its drawer; the gag from the hold-all was an altogether different object. The outward-projecting phallus could be unscrewed to uncover a feeding-tube, the internal phallus was short and soft, rubber moulded to fill the mouth save for two narrow breathing tubes which emerged at the base of the external decoration. Instead of a simple two-strap head-harness there was a veritable cage of rubber strapping, rising from a broad posture-collar. A Rolls-Royce of gags compared to the previous night’s Ford. Thrown into the drawer with the Ford-gag, presumably in a hurry – Rhia grinned slightly at the thought – was the long butt-plug which had graced her own bottom; it was unwashed and still bore patches of Suzi’s shiny-damp fluids on its butt but other traces on its ‘business’ length, traces with a thickly acrid odour. Rhia carefully wiped the plug over the internal part of the Rolls-Royce of gags before leaving Suzie to sleep on with the comfort of a ‘dummy’ flavoured by the activities of the previous night. 

 

The Rhia standing in the bedroom doorway was very different from the girl who’d collided with Suzie in the Soho street and very different from the jeans-and-sneakers person at breakfast in White’s. In her income-providing role as a Dominatrix, Suzie went for masked leather cat-suits, six inch heels, zipped-up or laced-up breasts and crotch, all the exaggeration of the Mistress-Queen. Not so Rhia. In the past six years of her very private activities she’d never thought of herself as either Dominatrix or Mistress, just as The Expert. And, as any exponent of serious physical sporting activities requires freedom of movement in the kit of his or her chosen sport, so an Expert required the same, particularly when rigorous training was scheduled. Barefooted, bare legged, Rhia wore a simple, matt black, short sleeved leotard, moulded at great expense in heavy but very soft black rubber. There were no zips or fastenings – getting into it required effort, talcum powder and a damp cloth but she thought it more than worthwhile. Her breasts jutted a dull black, crowned with soft black nipples, the only concession to ‘not-me’ being the inbuilt silicone forms which gave her widely-separated and exaggerated – but tastefully exaggerated – matt black cantaloupe melons. There were concealed openings at front and back between her strong legs but nowhere else. Her long, thick blonde hair, normally shoulder-length, was tied back with a narrow black latex strap and the same material, matt surfaced as the leotard, formed the wrist-length, close-fitting and thin gloves on her hands. Long before this moment, others had found Rhia’s ‘Expert’s’ training outfit at first sight boring then rapidly more and more quite disturbing. Or more and more sexually stimulating.

Rhia looked at her watch automatically then grinned to herself; checking the time was pure habit; there was no detailed ‘client’s scenario’ on this occasion and for a moment she amused herself by estimating how much she would have earned had the coming ‘session’ been a professional engagement. Five thousand?  It really didn’t matter; the bank account of Rhia Dowd stood ninety-eight pounds in credit but the main bank account of the same person under the name of Mary Smith contained three hundred and ninety-seven thousand four hundred and two pounds and seven pence, tax paid. She made a mental note to move some more cash ‘out of sight’, as she did almost every week. 
‘OK, Suzie,’ she muttered, advancing into the bedroom in a determined manner which would have very much surprised the sleeping woman spread-eagled on the bed. What would have surprised her more, had she been aware, was the sight of Rhia in her matt black rubber leotard, showing not the everyday, ordinary physique of a young woman but undoubted signs of a strong, well-honed musculature; not ‘big muscles’ but that certain smoothness and suppleness of movement, the way she planted her feet, the walk-on-the-toes sign that here was a strong woman. The sort of understated physique possessed by women-rowers of Olympic standard where every barely visible muscle is just plain scary. 
Rhia had cleared the top of the big dressing table of the cosmetics, hairbrushes, trinket boxes and so forth that were Suzie’s and had laid out the contents of her hold-all, a collection of very unusual things from which she now selected a bright, almost surgical-looking restraining-bar. The gleaming steel bar had hinged and adjustable rubber-lined cuffs at each end and was telescopic, its length varied by a powerful ratchet-system at its centre. On the bed, Suzie’s legs formed an inverted vee, her ankles fettered as they were to the bed-end: Rhia carefully locked the bar’s cuffs round those legs, just above the knees and then with a succession of ratchet-clicks forced Suzie’s knees apart until each leg became bent: it looked uncomfortable and it was. The strain on Suzie’s back was further increased by the insertion of two fat pillows under her pelvis, pillows which Rhia had thoughtfully slipped into latex pillow-cases. Suzie now lay with her bottom humped in the air, legs uncomfortably forced apart at the knees and ankles shackled wide apart. Her breathing rate had increased and she was working slightly at the elaborate gag – in minutes she would wake to discover not only her situation but a great deal of bodily strain: Rhia sat and waited.
The immediate scene when Suzie did finally wake to awareness of what had been done to her was mostly ineffectual struggling and grunting which, had she not been so effectively gagged, would have been yells of pain and shock, wide-eyed shock and futile anger, anger which quickly turned to apprehension and plain fright as she saw her once meek and timid friend sitting there in the sensual rubber leotard and black gloves not only unconcernedly but with an air of complete control. In her confused and alarmed mind, over and above the complete restriction in which she found herself, Suzie had just time to see the real Rhia – and her stomach quailed. There was no time to think about escaping from her rigid captivity, or to guess what might come next.
“Oh Suzie, you’re awake. Good. Not too uncomfortable? Lying comfortably in fact? Then I’ll begin.” Rhia stood in one fluid movement and came to bend close to her captive’s ear
“I’m not going to talk about what you did, you’re certainly not going to discuss it – you can’t discuss anything right now. But I am going to make it plain to you that interference with my freedom and causing me considerable discomfort I never, ever allow.” Suzie’s eyes were wide as she was forced to listen, awareness growing that Rhia, this new Rhia, was going to … going to – what?
“You were a very bad girl, Suzie, so like all bad girls – you said so yourself - you will have to be spanked. I am going to spank your backside, your so-nicely-offered backside.” Here Rhia grinned a little; “bit more than a spanking really, but you really were very bad. More of a thrashing actually.” 
Stepping back, pirouetting a little as if she were enjoying some game, she picked up a strap from the dressing table, a two-foot length of chocolate brown rubber, three inches wide and an eighth thick; one end was shaped for the hand. There was no delay: Rhia planted her strong feet and strong legs wide apart, looked at the raised bottom before her, gripped the strap’s handhold, shook the thing experimentally, raised it sideways and up –
Thwackkk! and Thwackkk! and Thwackkk! and Thwackkk! and Thwackkk! and Thwackkk!  
Now it was Suzie screaming into the gag: head jerking up, her body straining left and right within the three or four inches of sideways movement her bonds permitted. Contorted sounds came from the gag and its projecting rubber phallus flicked up and down as her jaws attempted to force the internal plug out.  The chain fetters at her ankles and wrists chattered as she fought the searing fire of the strap; she thrust her hips up, just once, only to find that doing so at once produced desperate pain in her calf muscles and in her thighs, the result of the restraining-bar she could feel but could not understand. Her bottom was already developing a fierce and mottled colour as Rhia’s beating precisely overlaid one stroke of the rubber strap on another. Then the raised white cheeks of her bottom were flaring red, then cherry, then progressing into crimson –
Thwackkk! and Thwackkk! and Thwackkk! and Thwackkk! 
If Suzie could have found any way to scream, really scream, she would have; as it was everything within her and within her mind was screaming – 
Thwackkk! and Thwackkk! and Thwackkk!  The great crimson blotches on Suzie’s bottom were turning a sickly dark greenish colour at the edges..
“There now. Spanked. That was for your very amateur attempt at violence. We’ll do it again some time. Soon. But now I have to become all generous and educational; can’t have you thinking that what you attempted - a little bondage and a little CP is all there is, can we?” She laid the strap neatly back in its place while Suzie shook and tried to writhe, moaning and gasping through the gag as she tried to find some escape for herself, from the frenzied imagery of what Rhia might do next and above all from the terrible burning pain back there, where it seemed that her bottom was being offered to the flame of a blowtorch.
“Don’t like,” said Rhia’s voice from somewhere outside Suzie’s very restricted range of vision – but unnervingly close. Perhaps, thought Suzie, perhaps something to stop the agony. “Don’t like my backside interfered with and I particularly don’t like butt-plugs. Coarse, unsophisticated things.” She said it as she slid something very cold and very hard into Suzie, continuing, “they stretch one so, bit like this I suppose.” The ‘like this’ was said very forcefully, as Suzie felt the elaborate, expanding steel speculum grow as fingers turned knurled nuts; grow and grow, distending her sphincter but worse, seeming to grow like an inflated steel balloon deep inside her. Like being terribly constipated, being made to be terribly constipated, by force. Suzie bucked again in her restraints, the sharp pains came behind her knees from the leg-bar – and Rhia’s powerful arm delivered a violent hand-smack to the crimson and purple bruising of the upraised bottom. A searing stab of pain flared in Suzie’s sphincter as the blow jerked the speculum and a tiny tear opened there, generating a drop of bright blood.
“Please try to keep still, Suz’.  It’s only a very little toy – don’t want me to use my fist-sized one yet, do you? This is all very scientific you know and really quite tricky.” She was speaking as if she was demonstrating some scientific experiment to a class. “What we do is enlarge your anus a little, so that we can insert my special little plumbing. Nice fat rubber tube – there,” and though Suzie didn’t really feel it save for the agony delivered by anything touching anywhere near her backside, there was indeed now a thick, corrugated red rubber tube deep in there. “Y’see, this big tube is joined by this little one – which goes in here,” and Suzie shook as a smaller rubber tube penetrated between her labia, followed by instant burning pain as its leader, a catheter slid reluctantly towards her bladder.
“Hurts a bit at first. All one hundred percent sterilised. Now, you see, though you can’t of course, I can connect your pee-tube to the feeding nipple in your gag or, if you’re very naughty, I can open this valve-thing, the pee goes into your bottom, mixes nicely and then I can connect the big fat tube to your gag. I’m sure you wouldn’t want that. Or would you? Dunno. P’raps we ought to experiment? ‘Fraid the catheter will leave you a bit spoilt in there, probably have to put you into nappies but that’ll be nice won’t it?” Rhia paused, as if considering something particularly difficult. “Wonder if we can fix you one day so you piss through your clit. Oh well, plenty of time.”
Suzie was taking in very little of all this, until strong hands took hold of the phallus projecting from her mouth, removed it and somehow connected a slender red rubber tube there. “Mustn’t get dehydrated, must we?” whispered Rhia’s voice close to her ear. Suzie made a sudden huge and unavailing effort to resist, to escape as the first trickle of her own urine ran over her tongue and into her throat. Her abrupt choking turned to a hiss of air and a dribble of golden liquid from her distended mouth.
“Struggling are we? I expect you’ll do a lot of that for a while. So stupid. Why don’t you just relax and enjoy it? It’s what I call Level Three. Nice easy stuff. When you’ve been to Level One and belong to me, you won’t even be kept in bondage – well, not all day anyway.” 
Suzie heard the slow, precise enunciation of the words without understanding, the sluggish, warm trickle of her own urine flowed over the fat rubber plug inside her mouth and she could do nothing but swallow. Rhia’s deft hands did something to the slender red tube.
“You won’t choke, I promise. When you’re asleep, I mean. Naughty me just added something to your drink, so you will sleep. Wonder if you’ll dream?  Perhaps I’ll let you tell me. Have a good rest.” 

 
Rhia exited from the flat, to all intents and purposes a smart young woman perhaps on her weekend off – neat, casually dressed, strutting a little as if never really used to three-inch heels. The evening was coming on and she was glad she’d left on her rubber leotard under her day clothes, though it made her provocatively more bosomy than usual. Not being familiar with Suzie’s flat and Suzie’s kitchen, Rhia had gone out for an early-evening meal: she quite liked cooking for herself but as she was going to live in the flat, Suzie would do all the cooking – and everything else – as soon as she understood and accepted that. Rhia reckoned that she had an hour or more to eat then to return and to re-arrange Suzie.
 
Back in the flat at something after five, Rhia was at once aware of the familiar, faint aroma she always associated with warmed rubber equipment, a perfume which meant to her a job well done – well, begun anyway.  Before she could rearrange the sleeping, imprisoned and violently dreaming Suzie however, the phone in the lobby rang. Without hesitation, Rhia answered it:

“Five seven nine eight three zero,” she said, reading from the label above the buttons.
“Suzie? That you?”
“Who is speaking, please?”
“Oh, sorry, you’re not Suzie. Let me speak to her, will you? I’m Conrad.”
“Hi Conrad. I’m Jodie, friend of Suzie’s. ‘Fraid she’s gone off to see someone sick, close relative I think. All a bit fraught, somewhere in France – Dordoy – I can never say it.”
“Dordogne? And you are?”
“Was here when she got the calls so I said I’d hold the fort until she made contact. I’ll tell her you called, Conrad.”  
“Oh. Yes, OK. Thanks. Think she’ll be back soon? Can I give you my number?”
“Is it in Suzie’s book?”
“Sure.”
“Then Suzie or I’ll call you. Bye now – have to go.”
“Okay. Anything I can do? Don’t suppose so. Nice talking to you – er-”
“Jodie. ‘bye Conrad.” Hopefully, Conrad would now be explaining to at least one of Suzie’s friends that she was away for a while, relative at death’s door and all that. A nice, convenient phone call.

 
At six o’clock or thereabouts, Suzie had been ‘re-arranged’. Still connected to her drinking tube, dribbling a little from the gag, still shackled to the bed with knees forced apart but lying flat on the red rubber sheet, on her back, the big, unused tube from her bottom and the thinner tube that fed her urine to the gag curving, red rubber against white skin, gracefully round her waist and taped together between her breasts; the big tube, open-ended, providing Suzie with ‘perfumed’ breathing-air. As before, Rhia in just her matt black rubber leotard sat and waited, listening to the stertorous, bubbly breathing of her naked ‘servant to be’. After perhaps fifteen minutes Suzie made a small choking sound and opened her eyes, instantly aware that the nightmare was reality, that she is still in discomfort and with her bottom burning agonisingly and that she was now on her back. Desperately she tried to shake her head, tried to lower her chin to be able to see if Rhia was still in the room, but the ache in her jaws and the limiting restriction of her posture collar prevented any such move. Rhia however obliged by coming into view.

“You beat my boobs. They still hurt. So you know what’s coming.” Suzie’s eyes, practically all that she could move, went very wide and she lay very still. She thought for a few seconds about the pain that was to come and hoped she would faint.  Rhia knew some of what was going through that mind: 
“Oh yes, it’s going to hurt. If I get it wrong it’ll make a bloody mess of your precious tits, darling, so do please try to stay still.” She stepped smoothly over to the bound girl and tested her bonds, then said 
“I know, let’s give you something to concentrate your tiny mind on while I thrash you. A new experience – at least I’m sure it will be,” and she began deftly to remove the urine tube from the gag. “You see, all this while you’ve been pissing into your really very nice mouth but half of your piss has been going up your arse, as it were, so what we’ll do,” she said quietly, busying herself with the rubber tubing between Suzie’s legs, is a bit of Level Two – have to be careful here, don’t want a mess,” and she transferred the fat red corrugated pipe to the gag’s feeding connection. “Just swallow gently and remember it’s yours, nobody else’s. Probably a bit like thick soup. If you choke don’t worry, you’ll just blow it all back into your arse. Breathing’ll be no problem – the gag bypasses that. Ready? Good.” She turned something down there between the widespread legs. Suzie’s body leapt as her mouth filled with a warm porridge of urine and excreta and her back arched as uncontrollable reaction tried to force the gag out.
“Just try to relax, sweetie, relax, relax. Think of it – oh okay.” While the convulsing girl writhed and grunted, Rhia fetched a bigger, heavier steel expander-bar and fastened its two ends to the head and foot rails of the bed, then four broad rubber straps, passed under Suzie they were in turn hauled tight up to the bar so that the girl was immobilised in an upward-arc. 
“There now. No more struggling, just lie there and feed yourself gently. Gently, Suzie. Calm now, try to calm yourself. I’ll give you twenty minutes and if you’re a good girl I take the bar straps off. Then I’ll thrash your tits – can’t be fairer than that can I?” and she walked away to make herself a coffee.
 

Exactly twenty minutes later she returned, cup in hand. Suzie was almost motionless in her arched suspension, the fat red rubber tube contrasting with her white body as it rose from between her legs, crossed between her breasts and reached the gag. It pulsed slightly, rhythmically almost in phase with the swallowing motions visible in the girl’s neck. The face was covered in tears and sweat.

“Stinks in here,” said Rhia calmly, looking round the room. “Have to get moved in properly, all my stuff.”  She put down her cup and, nose averted she inspected the gag which was now leaking a khaki brown saliva. “I really can’t do with an amateur set-up. Tit beating time, Suzie.”
She unfastened the broad straps and the steel bar to let the girl subside to the bed. “Not sure if screaming into a feeding gag connected to your arse is a good idea. Let you breathe a bit.” The fat tube was quickly disconnected at both ends, leaving a pool of brown ichor on the sheet between the wide legs and a dribble of the same across the white body. “Golly, you stink. Just wash your tits off.” Reclaiming the cup she emptied the remaining hot coffee over the upstanding nipples to another violent jerking of the bruised and stained white body.
“O-kay. Let’s do it. Want to see? Here,” and she reached for and held up another rubber strap, thick, navy blue and split down its length into two tails. The girl on the bed seemed to withdraw, to cringe in her bonds although in fact only a quick shudder passed over her. The gag permitted a sharp haaarg! sound and bubbling dribbles of a thin paste of excrement and urine to leak as the strap precisely cut across and below the two breasts, leaving a momentary scarlet furrow in the immediately red flesh. Flattt! 
“And again.” Rhia’s arm swung the straps two tails making a curious fluttering sound in the air. Mechanically, steadily, slowly, she beat the quivering, jerking, scarlet breasts. Flattt! - Flattt! - Flattt! - Flattt! - Flattt! - Flattt! – the gag-restricted haaarg! sound following each stroke just as rhythmically. Flattt! - Flattt! - Flattt! There were lines of blood-beads now on each breast, below and above the engorged nipples that yet had been spared. Flattt!  -  Flattt! – but no more. Suzie’s left nipple split and bright blood erupted, to spatter across her body and the bed when the next blow fell. Flattt! - Flattt! – the right nipple, sterner stuff, resisted for three more flailing cuts, then it too added scarlet blood to the mess that was Suzie Ballantine.
Flattt!  - Flattt! - Flattt! – “Oh dear” – Flattt! – “this is quite energet” - Flattt! – “– ic you know,” panted Rhia “but it’s a real” - Flattt! “beating, isn’t it?” She dropped the red-and-blue strap across the shuddering legs and went calmly, a little breathless, to the dressing table for her mobile phone.
“Woody? Can you speak or are you cutting someone up? Oh, fine. I need Miss Simms right away. Strap. Breasts. Bit messy. Probably five hundred’s worth. New address – got a pen?” She dictated the address of Suzy’s flat, said “Ta” and without a glance at the bed, went and idly turned the pages of a fashion magazine until the doorbell rang twenty-five minutes later and small, busy, brisk Miss Evangeline Simms in grey nurse’s cape and sensible shoes brought her boxy leather case inside.
“Bit of a mess, Miss Simms. Through there. Leave you to it.”   The Simms came to Rhia a few years earlier, ‘provided’ by Woody - Sir ‘Woody’ Woodrow-Parfitt, a client, friend and awesomely senior orthopaedic surgeon; she had originally come to aid of a lacerated Woody at Rhia’s first ‘establishment’ and, at great cost to Rhia, a cost easily recovered from her clients, had provided secure and expert ‘first aid’. Secure because of the size of her fees and because Woody had made it perfectly clear that a few words from him in the right quarters could ensure she never worked again in any capacity. Miss Simms had a compulsion to attend to unusual hurts anyway – that was her fetish – and a year ago at Rhia’s suggestion and with Woody’s help, she had qualified as a full-blown paramedic.
 

Rhia got herself a drink, some fruit and bread and waited. After a short time Miss Simms emerged from the bedroom in plastic apron, surgical gloves and mask and, demanding hot water, said something to the effect that there was ‘no real problem’ with the ‘patient’ that seventy-two hours wouldn’t ‘reduce’. 

“Didn’t stitch the nipples, Miss – trying some new surgical adhesive – old ones never worked if there was blood but this one’s supposed to.”  She returned to her patient for two of the seventy-two hours, collected her fee and left, her fetish only partly satisfied with such ‘minor’ lacerations. “Just watch for infections, Miss, though it’s unlikely.” A cleaned-up Suzie spent seventy hours bandaged, sedated and fettered to the cleaned-up bed on a green rubber sheet while Rhia ferried belongings from her own place.
 

Back in the flat after the last journey on the second day Rhia quickly changed into her ‘work’ outfit – the dull rubber leotard and a pair of black rubber slip-on shoes and went to see if Suzie was ‘ready’, for that was how she now thought of it. The girl was emerging from sedation but her eyes above the rubber harness-gag were alert enough and saw Rhia at once, her face blanching and her wide eyes brimming with tears.

“All right, Suz’ my poppet, so long as you do exactly as you’re told, I’ll ungag you, understood?”  A nod.
“Oh, and when I let you speak, assuming I do, I’m not Rhia any more. You address me, if I allow you to, as Anma - ‘Yes, Anma’ and ‘Thank you Anma’ is about all you’ll need.  Anma means My Mother. You see the outcome of all this training will be your rebirth, as my pet little Submissive; with absolute obedience to me and all that. I like this flat and I like you Suzie; together we can make a bomb. You as my genuine submissive. No?” Suzie had moved her head a fraction either way, conveying a negative.
“Oh dear, Suz’, that will most certainly be the outcome, I guarantee. It’s what you’ll want more than anything. You don’t? Oh yes you will. You haven’t experienced anything yet, my dear. You see, I enjoy doing these things to you – I can be much more imaginative with you than I am with my clients because they have to go away in one piece – you don’t. Oh dear, what dreadful grammar – I mean you won’t be going anywhere and I don’t have to worry about the ‘one piece’ bit. Quite still now. Expect you’re hungry and thirsty. Sorry – what we’re going to do, you and I needs an empty tum – though yours is full of your own excreta and piss, of course. Never mind.”  The gag harness came free and Rhia drew the bulbous hollow plug from the girl’s aching jaws.
“One little lesson more and then I’ll explain everything to you, Suz’. There was a subdued howl and wild weeping when Rhia unfastened her captive’s legs one at a time and doubled them back so that her knees were resting on the girl’s chest, then bound them there.
“Slit looks sore. I like that. Nice arse, Suz’ but I think we’ll change it sometime. Just a little spanking now, dear.” She reached under the bed and retrieved one of the canvas and rubber tennis shoes she’d worn the first time she’d returned to the flat. 
“Quite still, poppet. I shall let you into a little secret: see this plimsoll?” and she held the cheap, rather worn and grubby, canvas and rubber shoe up so that Suzie could see it.  “Cheapies from Woolworths. We all have our tiny passions and one of mine is connecting the rubber sole of a plimsoll with a nicely presented backside. Not a naked backside or anything so unsophisticated, a backside covered with tight jeans is particularly nice. So I’m looking forward to saying ‘touch your toes, Suzie’, if you follow me. You will of course – touch your toes I mean, lots.”  She positioned herself so that she could comfortably target the mottled, bruised and wealed cheeks of Suzie’s backside, pulled the lace from the plimsoll, dropped it on the bed and made a few experimental swings.
“You see, Suz’, a classic six – or eight – or ten – of the best, the old English classic, is completely underrated.” 
Whappp! The worn rubber sole connected with Suzie’s right bottom-cheek just where her thigh began; it was not a ferociously hard blow but delivered by a practised hand – the bruised and already injured globe sank to the blow, the girl’s whole body jerked and a suppressed ‘mew’ came from the distorted mouth; the site of the impact, physical reaction already dimmed by earlier assault, retained at once a clear footprint showing even the ribbed patterning of the plimsoll’s sole.
“It is probably the most sophisticated of all corporal punishments.” Whappp! and a matching blow connected with the left hemisphere of trembling backside, leaving again a patterned footprint. “It is not just the beating but the whole ritual which is so effective.” Whappp! A little higher, the right cheek again, so precisely placed that the footprint outlines just touched side by side. A falsetto mew from Suzie and a spasm of her whole body; the flat smack of the plimsoll the only clear sound in the room save for Rhia’s matter-of-fact voice. “I am the expert at this; you will become the expert at receiving – and enjoying – it. I am right handed so always with a plimsoll from the right foot, ideally a warm one from your right foot.”  Whappp!   Suzie howled and tears ran over her bruised face.
“Rhia, oh stop, Rhia, pleeeease.”
“An essential requirement is that the person being beaten remains silent; remain silent, please. And of course that the plimsoll is a cheap, light, flexible one of the old-fashioned kind – none of your ‘trainers’ please.” Whappp! The bound girl shook and gasped an ‘Uggh’ into the room. “When you are trained you’ll receive a classic eight-of-the-best every day, just as a reminder of what purpose you serve.” Whappp!
“Rhiaaaah! Rhiaah stop, I’ll be – I’ll be goooood!”
“This really won’t do. I shall have to bind you and gag you which is tiresome. Suck this.” Rhia picked up the other, left hand plimsoll and offered its toe to Suzie’s mouth. “Open wide.” The shoe was thrust between teeth, the grubby rubber sole depressing the girl’s wet, foul tongue and the smooth rubber toe-cap thrusting upwards at Suzie’s palate. “One more sound and I shall gag you and beat you from shoulders to calves. Now.”
Whappp! Whappp! Whappp! Whappp! Whappp! Whappp! Whappp! Whappp!

The blows were delivered without any pause for further lecturing; Suzie jerked and quivered, moaning in her throat, bubbles of brownish saliva staining the greyish-white rubber and canvas of the plimsoll which projected from her distended mouth.

“There. Good girl. Think about some facet of your lovely future – touching your toes for Rhia, nice clean tight jeans, nice plimsolls. Taking one off for Rhia – and the lovely ‘schoolgirl’ feeling afterwards. Or doing some physical exercises for me, with a long and bendy rubber plug in your bottom.”
Rhia reached for the dressing table and picked up a hypodermic and an ampoule, paused to fill the syringe with a pinkish liquid, ejected air and a tiny spray then turned and thrust the needle into Suzie’s hip, withdrew it, climbed onto the bed  to squat before the upraised and swollen cheeks of her bottom, settled herself and reached out to grasp one blackened breast, feeling the contorted, bound body shake at the renewed pain.
“What that very special and expensive little jab is going to do is make you very receptive mentally and very horny sexually. Old Eastern Bloc stuff, spies and so forth. Can only get it now because the CIA or someone picked it up. There, a history lesson with everything else. Say ‘thank you then’. No? O.K.  Well, ever heard of the Tantra? Perhaps one day I’ll let you look it up.”
Rhia slowly and easily shifted on the rubber sheeted bed, her body seeming to flow into the intensely difficult ‘camel’ position of Tantric Yoga – for brief moments her mind filled with imagery..
Flashes of the colour and vibrancy of India from the start of her year there, of the greens and browns of the north-eastern foothills, a tiny train crawling up the seven thousand feet to Darjeeling, solitary trekking beneath the vaulting snows of the stupendous Eastern Himalaya – Jannu, Kabru, Kanchendzonga the five mile high mountain whose name meant The Five Treasures of the Snows. A brief image of the Ragyung River gorges and then of the dimly-lit prayer hall of the gompa – the monastery of the Bon religion; not Buddhist but Bon, the almost extinct primeval religion of Sikkim. 
Beneath her, in her mind, she felt the heavily brocaded blanket that draped the mani stone, her wrists and ankles felt the black grass ropes which held her spread open, on her back. The room was cold, she was cold, the air thick with incense and the stupefying perfume of rhododendron. Bloody rhododendron, the cause of her first arrival at the monastery. She’d trekked in to a three-square mile forest of the stuff, in full and glorious flower, had breathed the heavy scent and had awoken, mind-blown and vomiting, being carried through the brilliantly painted entrance to the prayer hall. For months they were very nice to her as her enquiring brain wanted to learn more of ‘Bon’. And the Tantra. 
By her own slowly evolving choice she had elected to follow the Path as far as she was able. In the end it had led to chanting. Drums. The naked Bonthingg – the Bon priest – standing over her, bringing to a close the five months of tuition, of learning. Perfecting her immersion in the Tantra, the immersion of her ‘self’ in her own sexuality, so that she might attain escape. Thigh-bone trumpets brayed and the bizarre, beaded, slight figure of the Bonthingg passed one hand before her face, the hand grasping a life-size ivory lingam, an erect male organ perfectly carved in every detail but with a gleaming head of one great turquoise. The hand was removed from her field of vision to be replaced by another, small, dirtier hand holding a more slender, more curved version of the same; that hand too removed and yet another phallus was offered, this time real, almost black, wrinkled, non-human – the preserved shaft of a yak. 
The great bronze gong at the monastery doorway sounded a single sonorous boom – and she felt the three ritual objects penetrate her as if in one motion – deep into her vagina the turquoise-headed ivory, deep into her rectum its smaller cousin and, as she opened her mouth in anticipation, the fat leathery bitterness of the yak penis filled her mouth. For a moment she saw, held high, a silver jug of classic Tibetan form, felt the stream of warm, rancid yak butter run from it between her legs, between the cleft of her ass, over her wide-stretched mouth – and then the journey began, the climb through the impossible, ultimate Orgasms to the Final Awareness.
 

“We begin, Suzie,” said Rhia in a hissing whisper. “We begin.” Already, from the ‘little jab’ in her hip, Suzie’s mind was afloat, unforming, while there built in every nerve of her tortured, imprisoned body a slowly growing, ravening awareness that she wanted – sex. Just sex. Endless, violent, releasing sex. Anyhow, now. An insatiable flow of sexual arousal moved like warm honey in her sore, aching body; so that even the pain in Suzie’s bottom, the pain in her jaws, the pain in her knees had faded into something incomprehensibly and solely sexual. When Rhia paused to switch her attention to her other breast and said something quietly in an incomprehensible language, Suzie actually, just for a moment, regretted the time lost in hearing the words, regretted the interruption in the advance of the storm of sexual want that was engulfing her. Rhia, cross-legged, upright, eyes closed, was tapping at the bruised thighs before her with the worn rubber sole of the white plimsoll, tapping in a complex rhythm and uttering a meaningless string of sounds in the strange language, her voice a scary, impossible contra-bass.  In time, in the sexual maze in which Suzie’s mind was wandering she saw but didn’t feel her nipples alternately pinched very hard indeed in those black-gloved hands, saw but didn’t feel the long pin that tested their sensitivity.

Rhia thought for a minute or two, leaned forward, ignoring the widely questioning eyes and her rubber gloved hands began to play with the now dark-coloured slit-lips before her as she spoke very clearly and slowly in her normal voice;
“I intend to make you into my professional Submissive. That’s Submissive in the real sense, Suz’.” Rhia’s face became lit by a wide smile, as if she were creating pleasant images in her mind. “Absolute Obedience, savvy? I say eat your own excreta, eat my excreta, you say ‘Yes Anma, thank you Anma.’ I say I’m going to have your boobs cut off, you say ‘Yes Anma, thank you Anma.’ I say that one of my clients is going to give you a barbed-wire enema, you say ‘Yes Anma, thank you Anma’ and you mean it. Clear? Oh, I’ll patch you up afterwards if necessary, don’t worry. This is going to be permanent my dear.”
Suzie’s mind grasped only the very edges of what was being said but enough to provoke the beginnings of a wailed ‘no-ooooooo’ from her, the sound stifled to a muffled choking as Rhia forcibly stuffed the other worn plimsoll deeper into the open jaws. Violent struggling ejected the plimsoll from Suzie’s mouth and she started a screaming sentence of protest, cut off and reduced to violent weeping as Rhia again grabbed the slidingly-wet rubber shoe and thrust it suddenly and roughly deep into the proffered slit, hissing;
“One sound, just one sound, my pet and I’ll sew that in there, sew it. Got it? You’re going to be owned by me. Owned. You’ll do anything, everything I want. Oh yes, Suz’ my sweet, you will, you know. Belong to me, I mean. Quite soon, quite, quite soon. It’ll be what you want more than anything, the pain, the bondage, the submission. It’ll be all you want. To obey me. ‘Yes Anma, thank you Anma’ is just about all the vocabulary you’ll need; you’ll get near an orgasm every time you say it. Only near, sweetheart, only near. Together you and I can make a bomb for me. But I shall make you come really nicely first. You’re already screaming for sex without knowing why. Well you shall have it. In the deep, dark, scary depths of the Tantra.”
Absently, Rhia took the projecting heel of the plimsoll in one hand and slowly turned it in Suzie’s slit. “Look – oh, you can’t. Eight eyelets for the laces and four inside already. Try for a few more? No? Say ‘Yes Miss, thank you Anma.”
Suzie howled, hysterical. Rhia pushed:
“My word, completely fucked with a plimsoll. Good thing the laces are hanging out isn’t it? I’m burbling too much. Tantra time.”
She got off the bed and released the girl’s legs, so that they fell heavily onto the rubber sheet and lay twitching and trembling, as was the whole abused body. She turned briefly away and was back, snapping on red, elbow-length rubber gloves then working interlaced fingers together to smear them with cream from a jar on the little table. She bent and kissed each of Suzie’s swollen, black and purple breasts;
“The Tantra insists on massage, Suz’.” To a crescendo of gasps of pain, Rhia began to massage the hard, bloated tits. She worked for almost half an hour, until the girl’s writhing and moaning faded; Suzie was still under the strong hands. Then Rhia carefully eased herself back to sitting facing the upraised cheeks of her bottom and the red, running-wet slit; muttered a long, long mantra and began to withdraw the stained, sticky plimsoll. When it emerged complete she dropped it onto the floor. 
“Now,” she said, closing her eyes, her hands returning to the pouting slit before her. Soon the only sound that came from Suzie was a succession of short, urgent panting breaths but she also closed her eyes.
 

Rhia’s objective, the one she’d formulated in a rather fragmented fashion during the ‘nightmare’ night, was now quite clear. It was to completely transform Suzie; drugs yes, but Rhia believed she had a uniquely powerful tool, one she’d never used, a mind-body tool that she’d learned in the unlikely venue of a rather dirty prayer-room perched in the high Himalayas. She believed, hoped, that Suzie could be ‘altered’ from the busy, self-controlled woman-about-town, bowing to nobody, into a complete submissive: from the Suzie who took her pleasures as, when and where she wanted to a new human creature who recognised pleasure only in profound and absolute obedience – to Rhia, her owner. From the Suzie who enjoyed sex and its lighter deviations when she so wished to Rhia’s Submissive, craving all the extremes of sexual activity but denied them except at her owner’s whim. Rhia had every intention of continuing her ‘professional’ career as a ‘Mistress’ and the possession of Suzie’s upmarket flat and of Suzie would further that career comfortably and rapidly. 

Her few select clients, mostly women, always looked to her for innovation, not so much in the practicalities of the scenarios and fantasies they required her to deliver but in the environment in which ‘sessions’ took place. With the three-bedroom flat and Suzie, Rhia would be able to offer ‘overnights’ and activities where her submissive was present as slave to her and servant to her clients. Rosemary Farrar for one, though not a particularly demanding client, would be bowled over – and generous – if she was waited-on, hotel fashion, by – by Suzie as what?  Probably a naked girl in chains with the butt of a rubber dildo projecting; that would suit Rosemary. 
Or Rosemary being washed and dressed in her schoolgirl gear by the same naked servant. And there would be new avenues to explore; the immature and over-wealthy idiot who was always wanting to video CP scenes – he could film away while she beat Suzie. Really beat Suzie, until she screamed. Suzie’s pleasure had to come from the act of pleasing her owner by obedience, not from the activity itself. Rhia would train her submissive, when stimulated to orgasm for her owner’s or another’s pleasure, to take pleasure only from the fact that she had ‘come’ in obedience to Rhia.  
‘Wonder if I can train her to come in less than a minute, bit of hip-jerking and not allowed to make a sound?  Come here, girl, time you came again, then go and start getting supper. Nice,’ Rhia had mused in an abstracted moment as she’d made her way back to Suzie’s flat the day after her ‘nightmare night.’  Rhia’s razor-sharp mind – when not blunted by alcohol or drugs – very easily slipped into a mode where the current objective was all, where she believed that any objective was achievable.
 

The bed was there, the room warm, Suzie naked, assaulted, bound and in psychological trauma, Rhia in her matt black rubber leotard, something that could be shed with ease. What was Suzie expecting? Pain, doubtless. Rhia was expecting it to be hours before she would set Suzie on what she knew would be a devastating and transforming climb to the ‘profound’ and all-encompassing sexual experiences she could deliver to the girl-in-bondage – and then another hour before an hysterical Suzie came down. Not down to the Suzie now lying back on the bed but down and down and down, plummeting down to Suzie the Submissive, Suzie the Obedient, Suzie the forever changed, Suzie no more.  She, Rhia, was a tiny, tiny bit scared that she wouldn’t succeed, that something intrusive and mundane would break into what she had to do, but she had, in her organised way unplugged the phone, turned off any appliance that might make the least sound – the fridge was supposed to be silent but could switch on in a grumbly way at any time – and had locked all the doors that could be locked, closed all the curtain, unplugged the phone, switched off mobiles. Had begun the breath-control and mantra-recall that would prepare her own mind. In the dim light of one small bedside lamp she grinned at Suzie, then peeled off her heavy black rubber leotard, dropping it onto the thick carpet. Suzie looked through half-closed eyes at the strong body and found she couldn’t form a single thought save of a desperate, screaming need for sex. That the reactionary prudery of the old Socialist Soviet bloc could produce the ultimate aphrodisiac – albeit as a side-effect of a Cold War spy’s ‘Mickey-Finn’ – was surreal but none the less true; Suzie was proving it.

Rhia stepped lightly onto the high bed and with one fluid movement slid into the ninety-ninth position of Tantric Yoga, said something very short, a fast mantra in the Lepcha tongue, waited for five, six seconds, eyes closed, until her own mind began to hurt with the recall of the Tatha Gataguyakha, the book-to-be-read-aloud. She knew she could do it; do it for herself, do it to Suzie. Only this once perhaps and at some risk to herself, but she knew. 
Slowly she unfolded her body and lowered herself onto the trembling, pinioned girl and began to use her hands as a desperate, choking, moaning Suzy responded frantically, grasping at the immediate and violent sexual stimulation that flooded her shuddering body. She couldn’t help the sounds she made, couldn’t prevent herself making them, couldn’t prevent the dark, fiery undercurrent of pain being overlaid by an urgently curdling sensation of an impending orgasm. She was barely aware that her wrists were being freed from the fetters at the bed-head. A voice, distant and near, said
“No chains this time.”  Moments later, when she felt a hand once again reach gently between her legs, Suzie opened them wide and giggled a little, the giggle of hysteria; ‘No chains this time’. Four long minutes later Suzie began to make different sounds. She heard herself make them, couldn’t help herself making them, but then as if the world had turned off, was unaware that there was any sound, anywhere. Every vestige of every sensory organ Suzie possessed was by then wholly and uncontrollably engaged in absorbing and savouring the crawling, creeping, growing single feeling that had hold of her, that she was on an unstoppable escalator-ride upwards and upwards to – somewhere. 
She knew, she thought she knew, that labia brushed her mouth, knew or thought she knew that lips brushed between her legs – there. Thought that other hands than her own were somehow under her own body, but whether they were touching her or were oddly part of her she couldn’t distinguish. Rhia, small white teeth at Suzie’s clitoris, hands under the gently lifting body and at the two trigger points either side of the puckered rosebud there, Rhia mentally measured the time to the now certain orgasm as not ‘nearly there’ but an hour away. Suzie’s whole body had to climb that far. Suzie was calling out now, she’d not yet been driven up and up to the point, the beginning point, where there was no possibility of vocalising anything, where all her senses were frantically embracing the vast honeyed fire that grew within her whole body. And where her fevered mind was defenceless against what would follow. Rhia’s strong thumbs engaged the 'mey' trigger points while her fingers touched, just touched the hot ring of muscle that as yet closed the other way inside. Suzie arched her back, lifted her hips clear of the crumpled silk of the bed sheet, reached blindly over her head with panic-stricken urgency to grasp the polished head-rail of the bed – the stained, wet plimsoll was choked violently from her mouth and she screamed. 
Rhia bent her head again and kissed the wet, wet, lips between wide-flung, spasming thighs and whispered 
“Now.”  For Suzie time had stopped, had ceased to exist; the bed, the room, everything had ceased to exist and had made way for, had yielded to the accelerating sexual lift that was carrying her, moaning now, inexorably upwards. Enough awareness remained at first for Suzie to think distractedly that this was going to be a big one, that it was nearly, nearly here, and to mentally anticipate the first flowering of a tremendous orgasm. To Suzie it had no beginning and, terrifyingly, might not have an end. In the progressively fewer and fewer moments when she was able to clutch at anything other than the relentless growth of sexual stimulation that hauled her senses ever higher, she felt as if she was carried wildly past that moment when the sweet, hot release of a simple orgasm should have held her, then lowered her so pleasantly; she was driven, carried up and up until such release dwindled far below her, unattainable. She no longer felt anything outside the whirling soft and urgent darkness that bore her on, not the hands on her breasts, on her hips, on her thighs, not the human fingers which were on her, in her. 
A moment, perhaps several moments flicked on and off when her still-intact subconscious told her that this thing might lead to physical danger, even death but by then the concept of death caught her fevered mind as an easier state than the possibility that she might not die and that this might never end. Only Rhia, kneeling upright between the fluid-glazed thighs, herself gleaming with perspiration, reciting the ecstatic phrasing of the Tatha Gataguyakha in a deep inhuman bass, saw and felt the juddering tremors which shook the bow-taut arch of Suzie’s body – only Rhia, barely aware, saw the rosy flush which flooded downwards from hardened, discoloured, damaged nipples until each distended breast was wholly dark and, when next she reached for them, proved to have the hardness of pomegranates. The only sounds - none reached Suzie’s senses - were Rhia’s own steady incantations spaced by ritual-controlled breathing and the susurration of the thick rubber bed sheet as the flushed body arched impossibly further, widespread heels dragging the slippery sheet further and further back; more sounds came slowly – balanced, straining, on head and heels, Suzie’s teeth began to chatter with the rigid tremors which gripped her body, then a barely audible, moist whisper which proved to be that of small bubbles of tacky fluid emerging from between urgently opening and closing vulva; already thin strings of fluid hung between there and the stained sheet. 
The end, or the plateau whereon somewhere was the end, was reached when Rhia ran the nail of each forefinger upwards along the inside of each muscle-straining thigh. All of Suzie’s movements ceased, suddenly and she became rigid, thrust upwards in a great arch. Suzie was in orgasm. Her whole being was in orgasm. And stayed there, unable to move because every cell, every fibre, every microscopic part of Suzie’s human form was engaged in savouring the whirling maelstrom of a universe composed entirely of a sexual storm. Rhia’s voice ceased, she sat back and watched for a sign that Suzie was being released but for longer than seemed possible, the arched, motionless body remained so. And then a voice, not Suzie’s voice but a stuttering rasp from Suzie’s lips said	 “I – can’t – get – down, I can’t get down, I can’t get down oh please help me I can’t get down!” Then Suzie screamed and collapsed back to the bed, her body rolling from side to side and her, her head rolling in counterpoint and her arms flailing. 
“Ohh” and “Ohh” and “Ohh” and “Ohh” and she moaned, eyes closed. First one hand then the other reached quickly between the glistening thighs and kneaded, worked, probed there for an instant, then were flung wide, the rolling body stilled, there was a complete silence for drawn out seconds and Rhia’s voice, slow but clear said, again..
“Now.”  The droning recitation began again, the hands began again on Suzie’s trembling, sweated, mucus-gleaming, abused body. She mewed, then howled as the demand within her for another, longer, higher orgasm took hold.  Screamed and screamed as it engulfed her while a sweat-wet Rhia worked her deepest senses, chanting, chanting until the sexual thing that was now Suzie fell back to the sliding rubber sheet, humped her hips, spasmed, rolled and came again, little sussurating sounds accompanying the vaginal fluids which made tiny, pulsing fountains between her labia. This time there was no pause;
“Now,” said Rhia and the droning mantras began again. In the fading light of the room as the day drew to a close, the perspiring, droning naked figure of Rhia moved only arms and hands while the dimly seen animal-human girl on the bed remained in an upward, trembling arc. In the early evening that figure screamed once, sharply as orgasm came again, pulsing more gleaming fluid from the swelling, writhing, distended opening between its legs, fluid that spattered the legs of both shadowy shapes. A voice in the room said “Now,” again. And in a space of time, in the darkness, “Now,” again. “Now.”  “Now.” “Now.” 
As dawn broke the creature that was no longer Suzie lay motionless on the rubber sheet, sprawled, breath coming as if hysteria loomed, hands twitching, eyes fluttering, lips twisting. She lay in a pool of her own sexual fluids. Hurting everywhere, in mind and body, Rhia named aloud the Jewel in the Lotus – Om Mane Padme Hum – once, and subsided across the motionless Suzie and into sleep..

 
“Now you belong to me. I made you.”  

Ten o’clock in the morning and Rhia, fresh from a prolonged shower and dressed ‘tomboy’ as she called it – denim jacket, jeans, Converse AllStars boots, stood by the tumbled, stained bed looking down at the figure sprawled there, The silence which followed lasted a full minute, Suzie lying still, Rhia standing by the foot of the bed tensed with exultant anticipation. She had no doubts as to the outcome now; she had held every cell of Suzie’s being in her control and had caused the thing that had so utterly overtaken the woman on the bed – and in so doing had made Suzie forever her property. Then Rhia quietly unloaded her thoughts to the utterly receptive mind of Suzie:
“Now you belong to me. You are not You, you are a possession of mine, my property. I will do as I wish with you and you exist to satisfy me. There is only one pleasure in your life and that is to obey me absolutely, to be grateful for anything I want to give you – food, pain, air, sex, punishment, injury, pain, pain, pain. Those are what you want, those are what you will receive. Always. You call me Anma – AN-MA. Anma means birth-mother. I created you.  I will call you Girl – for now” There was another long, empty silence, then Suzie spoke in a low, clear monotone, as if from deep within her;
“Yes Anma.”







 

 
 
FLOWER   

 

It took Rhia half a day to clear her own mind of the dark pain of recalling the Tatha Gataguyakha and than she still felt a tremor of unease at what she had so successfully achieved. Eventually however, the analytical mind returned and she stood in the living room of the flat with a list in her hand of ‘things to do’ to progress what had now become ‘The Plan’. 

Against the wall stood Girl, naked, hands clasped behind her back, her battered breasts pressed to the cold surface and the red rubber straps of a harness-gag showing in her hair.  Rhia, in tee shirt, jeans and cheap black plimsolls, walked over to her, thrust a hand between the cheeks of the girl’s bottom idly as one might touch the arm of a loved friend, picked up her mobile phone from the table and began to reduce her action-list. Unexpected visitors to the flat had to be prevented, she needed time, uninterrupted time to begin to teach Suzie so first things first: in her professional name and on her mobile she phoned one of her most valued – and liked – clients – on his mobile.
“Woody dear, thank you for the Simms service. Perfect, but I need a favour.” 
“I’m in theatre in twenty minutes but try me.” Woody was a surgeon in his sixties, titled, with two lines of letters after his name, who she’d known for almost six years; their professional relationship had reached the point where they were fond of each other and he respected her supreme expertise as she respected his. They had met one the first Monday of every month since the first time and she always kept six in the evening until six the following morning on that day as ‘Woody’ in her very secure palmtop.
“Need a diagnosis and sickness-certificate, if you can remember what a ‘sick note’ is. For friends. Absolutely safe, Woody. For a Ms Suzanne Ballantine, maybe nervous prostration or something really dire like that. At least 4 weeks, no visitors, that sort of thing.”   He asked her a number of much-to-the point questions then,
“Okay. Won’t be over my signature, of course. When?”
“A.S.A.P.”
“Can you collect from Reception here at the hospital? Say after eight today?”
“You’re a sweetie.”
“I know. ‘Bye, gorgeous.” Now Suzie could be virtually incommunicado in the flat without provoking unwanted enquiries; and now Rhia could begin to change both her professional life and, as she was realising with growing excitement, her private life.  She owned Suzie. Girl. Owned. 
“Girl. Middle of the room, now.” Rhia’s property turned and crossed the wide carpet, hands still behind her back, then stood, looking at her feet.
“You need exercise. Some P.E.  Feet apart – jump – clap your hands over your head. Feet together, jump, clap your hands in front. Good. Keep doing that to my timing. Begin – apart – together – apart – together – carry on.”  
Girl followed her owner’s timing, breathing hard, her dark and still swollen breasts bobbing, her small slit pouting each time she sprang her legs wide. Rhia walked slowly round her, turned-on not by the naked girl but by the new feeling of possession. 
“Keep time, Girl: out – together – out – together.” She lifted a foot, pulled off a plimsoll and moved round to where the round, wealed bottom jumped, parted, closed. Thwapp! went the smooth tan-coloured sole. Thwapp! Thwapp! Thwapp! Girl’s panting exertions became a counterpoint to the slap of the plimsoll. 
“Out – Thwapp! – together – Thwapp! – out – Thwapp – together – change, hands over head feet together – go – touch toes, go – hands over head – touch toes, up, bend – Thwapp! – up – bend – Thwapp!” A darkly-reddened bottom in front of her, a warm plimsoll in her hand, the panting, naked girl who now gasped ‘Uhh!’ Each time the rubber sole struck, the sounds and the imagery, the feeling of complete command – and complete freedom surged powerfully in Rhia. Thwapp! 
“Stop. Kneel, face me. Take my jeans down.”  Trembling hands at her belt, at the brass buttons of her 501s. “Briefs down. Get under me, head up, UP, girl! I need to piss. Drink it.” Girl – Rhia had already almost forgotten ‘Suzie’ as a name – Girl needed training, as the hot, golden pee escaped her struggles to catch and swallow, escaped over her face, over the dark breasts and ran down to her crotch to the carpet.
“Unng, ungg, ungg,” went Girl, swallowing as quickly as she could. She backed her head away for breath as the jetting liquid ceased. Rhia seized the girl’s hair and pulled the glistening wet face further back and with the plimsoll delivered a hard slap to each cheek – Whop! Whop! 
“Next time I need a pee, you spill one drop and I’ll thrash you. Understand?”
“Y-yes. Anma.”
“Take my jeans and briefs off. Shoe and socks first, you stupid bitch. Good. Kneel there, face on the carpet, lick it until I get back. Understand?”
“Yes Anma.” Rhia, glowing, fingers in her own slit, stalked off to the shower, returning naked and on a high. The girl was still licking at the sodden carpet..
“Up. Shower for you. Go!” Rhia took hold of the girl’s hair and drove her to the bathroom, interrupting her journey to collect a strap-on from the bedroom. In the shower she ordered the girl to stand under cold-water only, ordered her to rotate while, with the toilet brush, she roughly scrubbed the shivering body. 
“Water off. Stand with your legs apart, arms out.” The strap-on fastened with broad red rubber straps around the waist and under the gaping crotch, held there also by a six inch internal plug: its naturalistic flesh-coloured erection stood up in a slight curve almost to the concave navel. Girl obeyed every word..
“Hold that in your left hand. Keep holding it. You can dry off while you finish licking the carpet. Run.”
Rhia slapped the retreating girl’s bottom, then walked as if on springs to the bedroom to dress. She wanted to be completely Rhia: clean jeans – no underwear – a clean shirt, red and white canvas Keds on her feet. She was sliding a foot into one of the red shoes when she came wetly and startlingly. The girl was hers. Almost walking on her toes with the tension in her muscular body she returned to the living room to drop dramatically into the settee, feet up on an upholstered arm, and lay back to watch. The naked girl was on her knees and one flat hand, face pressed to the dark patch on the carpet, one elbow jutting as she clutched the hard rubber phallus beneath her. It was almost too much again.
“Sit back on your arse. I want to see you suck yourself.”  The girl couldn’t do it, however hard she tried; she got her lips to the dark-tinted pink rubber head of the thing but no further. 
“Stop. Every morning before you wake me, practice. You have one week to come to me and show me you can get that prick in and suck it. Understand?”
“Yes, Anma.”
“You can go naked for while. Keep your prick in. Go get me coffee.”
 

Later, after the naked girl had stood again face to the wall while Rhia contemplated the weeks, years to come, the carpet at least partly cleaned, she decided that her property should look more presentable.  She fetched and fitted to the slender ankles two brightly burnished stainless steel cuffs lined with dark green rubber – Rhia thought the green went well with the girl’s red hair – each carefully locked to an ankle; the cuffs joined with a fourteen-inch length of similarly burnished steel chain. 

“Right. I want this flat cleaned, perfectly. Do it.” For Rhia the ensuing three or so hours were curiously, delightfully domestic and warmly sexual: the sounds of the Hoover being dragged about and used, water running, crockery rattling in the kitchen made into sexual stimulation by the musical clink-clink-clink from the girl’s ankle chain. Glimpses of a naked body engaged in everyday housework.  Rhia sat with her laptop and accessed her favourite, rather esoteric ‘groups’ on the Internet and fantasised. Then CRASH from the kitchen. Nothing broken but a saucepan had been dropped to the tiled floor, the girl kneeling to recover its lid from under the table. Rhia stood in the doorway.
“Up. Leave it. Bedroom NOW!” The girl’s face showed a flicker of puzzlement, as if she were trying to solve some quite minor problem. As she straightened up; her ankle chain was caught around one foot and she staggered, looked down and then slowly lifted the foot to untangle it, in slow motion she placed her naked feet together and unbent, to move slowly past Rhia to the door, one hand obediently clasping the curving rubber erection that rose from between her legs.  In the bedroom Rhia, moving very quickly, stepped to the big wardrobe, pulled open the door and scanned hurriedly inside, stooped and caught up something from the wardrobe’s floor and turned, saying aloud as she did so;
“Turn round, lie across the bed, feet on the floor, legs straight out.” She’d stepped across the carpet to the bedside; in the few seconds that movement took, the naked, chained girl had moved too, still moving slightly like an automaton but significantly more quickly than she’d moved before.  She was awkwardly doing as she was told, lying across the rumpled bed-sheet and reaching out her long arms to the far side: her steel fetters clinked as she stretched out her legs and slowly placed her feet together on tiptoe on the carpet, adopting, untaught, a position for a beating. It was a cane that Rhia gripped in her right hand.
“You do not touch my things,” she hissed, enunciating each word slowly and precisely. Crack! The cane whistled in the air and struck. So dark was Girl’s bottom from beatings that the cane produced not a rose-red line but an almost white one, a line that remained indented.
“You do not drop my things. Clumsiness will get you beaten, every time. Crack!  You do not disturb me by making noise. Crack! You drop and break anything and.” – Rhia was caught for a moment without a ready-to-hand threat – “I will” – Crack! “have your miserable tits cut off. Lie perfectly still.”  Eight times in all the cane struck the now-striped globes of the girl’s backside” she quivered at each, said ‘uhh’ at each, and by the eighth was beginning to roll her hips away from the lashing fire. Both cheeks of her tight ass were furrowed like corduroy, the wheals remaining as slender, pale furrows in the darkly bruised flesh.
“Get up.” Rhia unbuckled the strap-on and reached round to pull it sharply from the girl’s slit. “Shove this up your arse. Do it. She watched until the girl had the full length of the thing inside her; saw also the hot tears falling to the bed.
“Take it out, put it in your mouth and keep it there.”  The cane cracked encouragement across trembling white thighs as the long, glistening, heavily stained rubber emerged, filling the room at once with a rich and earthy smell. The cane cracked again and the girl’s near-hysterical scream changed to gagging as Rhia bunched the rubber straps in her free hand, dropped the cane and pulled the girl’s hair back, thrusting the tacky, odorous rubber into the open mouth.
“Suck. I want to see you suck.”  Hesitantly, the girl sucked, retched, expelled the offending dildo, caught it, looked at Rhia and reluctantly thrust it back between her lips, leaving a thick brown dribble on her chin. Her eyes were closed and she was crying openly.  
“Animal!” said Rhia sourly. “Get back to your work. You have thirty minutes. And suck that clean. Understand?”
“Y-yesh Aw-a,” came from around the rubber phallus and a brown bubble erupted and broke under the girl’s nostrils.
“‘Yes Anma’ and what?”
“Yesh Aw-a shank eu Aw-a.”
“Run.”  Shuffle, clink clink, stumble, shuffle, clink as the naked, weeping girl tried to run from the room.

 
To say that Rhia was quite unprepared for Suzie’s apparently complete transformation into the abject creature that’d only been in her mind until now was a vast understatement; Rhia had been prepared for days, even weeks, of persuasion, guile, setbacks, anything unexpected.  It was as if she’d had the risky, difficult path to her objective that she’d planned to take suddenly cut away and the objective was before her. But there was no alternative but to assume, to hope, that the naked, bruised girl now painfully hauling the vacuum-cleaner about the spare bedroom was the Submissive Slave of her fantasies. Rhia’s mind said ‘risk it’.

“Get finished in here and get yourself cleaned up. Stop meandering about as if you were ill – you’re not. You have” – she glanced at her watch – “fifteen minutes to sort this room and clean yourself. Do it in ten and I’ll let you come.” Rhia walked out and into the living room, grabbed a newspaper at random from the coffee table, plonked herself down in the long settee again and pretended to read. The sounds from the bedroom were of increased activity now and she heard the vacuum cleaner started, used then switched off. The girl’s pale figure clinked between the bedroom and the kitchen twice, moving at almost normal speed, the strap-on and its tangled straps hanging grotesquely from her mouth. Rhia heard the shower run briefly, heard bathroom cupboard doors open and close – and waited. ‘Have to get her – she almost thought ‘it’ instead of ‘girl’ - a shower cubicle or something’ she mused, and realised that there would be a flood of things to arrange if a modern-day flat was to accommodate a Slave. None of it had she really thought through.
A pale but upright figure appeared at the door of the living room, head bowed, naked, hands by her side, strap-on dangling.
“Do I need to check?” asked Rhia, looking at her watch again. “Eight minutes.”
“Nuh Aw-a,” came from around the strap-on. Rhia ignored the forbidden use of words.
“Fetch my rubber gloves. Wait.”  Rhia realised that most of the things needed were still in her big canvas holdall; sending the girl for the elbow length red rubber gloves that she didn’t know existed was another example of Rhia’s unprepared-ness. She went herself and returned, pulling the yielding rubber up her arms to the elbows, meticulously stretching it over each finger, then dipping two fingers of each hand into the big jar of Vaseline she’d brought with her. The girl was still standing in the same position and Rhia found she herself was ‘making-it-up-on-the-hoof’:
“Stand by the settee, hands on head, legs parted. When I wank you I expect you to come quickly, quietly, no movement, no sound. Understand?”
“Yesh A-wa,” and the straps of the dildo and its smaller rubber ‘internal’ bobbed. Rhia worked the Vaseline over her fingers carefully, stepped beside the girl and simultaneously thrust a finger each into slit and anus. The girl made a slight, sharp hiss, nothing more.
“Eyes open all the time. No movement. When you come it is no more important than doing the washing-up; just something you do when I tell you to do it.” Rhia’s practised fingers were working very fast and roughly; two rubber covered fingers were working deep in the girl’s anus, a thumb and finger pulling on the lengthening bud of a slippery clitoris..
“Heels on the floor, girl. Feet flat, chin up. Part your legs as far as your chain.”
The girl’s breathing was sharper round the salivated rubber phallus and Rhia could see the flat stomach shifting slightly in and out; she redoubled her efforts and in less than a minute the pale, bruised body shuddered, made one quick and suppressed pulse to the accompaniment of a faint ‘uhh’. The gloved fingers slid unintentionally from the suddenly wet slit and three thick strings of mucous hung from them. She held the fingers of each hand in turn to the girl’s mouth..
“Clean these.” Rhia’s face was flushed and she delivered a smile. “When you are trained you will come only when I permit it or when you are being beaten. Here, take these off, wash them, leave them on the kitchen table.” She held out her hands for Flower to roll-off the long tongue-washed rubber gloves. “I have to go out so I will make you secure first. You’ve not been toilet-trained so I suppose I shall have to deal with that too. Second bathroom – go.”

 
In the little bathroom Rhia removed the fetters and sat the girl astride the WC, facing the wall, binding her ankles and legs to the porcelain bowl with an improvisation of rubber straps; bound the slender white arms behind the bruised and mottled back, high under the shoulder-blades, collared the girl’s neck with yet another strap that she attached to the low-level cistern so that Girl had to sit upright on the cold bowl. The tacky, stinking, excrement-smeared rubber phallus she offered to Girl’s mouth and was gratified to see it simply accepted..

“You may empty your bowels and bladder whilst I am out. When I return I shall bring more of the things I need to train you – I shall also teach you simple toilet routine. Do not drop that rubber prick from your mouth.”

 
Rhia emptied the holdall which still lay on the bedroom floor, locked the flat and made quickly for her own place, stopping only at two ‘sex’ shops before re-filling the holdall from her ‘working’ wardrobes and drawers. She returned by taxi and spent almost an hour putting her ‘things’ away before re-entering the small bathroom. She had a moment of anxiety that the creature she’d left there as Girl might have reverted to a struggling, violent Suzie but the pale, bruised and wealed figure bound to the toilet bowl didn’t move or show any reaction when the door opened. Submission was still complete. The rubber phallus still projected from its mouth.

The sight caused Rhia to stop in the doorway: there in front of her was the naked figure, arms bound high on a bruised back, legs astride the pale blue toilet bowl, secured also by an untidy lacing of rubber straps, sitting upright and obedient. Realisation came suddenly; realisation that she, Rhia, had created a reality from her deep desires and fantasies, had actually changed what had been – who? – a woman of the real-world – into a creature who was not merely obedient to any command but who was now a part of her life, even part of her own self. A totally owned submissive. So far perhaps only a cut out figure, the detail to be filled-in, to be taught. 
Girl was hers, her property. Perhaps for ten long minutes the scene in the bright little bathroom remained unchanged, unmoving as Rhia took in the changes that this new situation would force on her life, as she accepted the massive changes she would have to make if she was to step from the Rhia of ‘now’ – a professional Dominatrix with a lucrative career who also had an agreeably submissive ‘assistant’, to the self of her dreams, the owner of a near-human slave. Everything would have to change. As she at last advanced into the room and for the next hour Rhia dealt with the practicalities of ‘seeing to’ the girl almost abstractedly, her own future growing in detail in her mind..
Girl didn’t raise her head as Rhia unbound her arms, although suppressed ‘uhhh’ sounds escaped around the rubber filling the small mouth, grunts of pain from the released arms, more when Rhia bent to unstrap the legs. The neck-strap was unfastened but still Girl remained seated, unresponsive. 
“Stand up. One step back from the toilet. Legs apart.” In the bottom of the bowl some pale lumps of excreta showed in urine-yellowed water. “Very well. I’ll not have this flat fouled by your – your body’s excretions in future.”  She flushed the toilet and had Girl kneel by it to reach in and ensure its cleanliness by hand; the bruised, divided cheeks of her bottom exposed tacky brown smears of excrement. “Your backside is dirty. It can remain so while I explain your Toilet Rules. Remain kneeling with your head in the bowl and listen.”
The rules for Girl were simple. In the flat – Rhia had plans forming for another venue – the girl would use the toilet only with permission. She would always be naked to use the toilet. She would urinate standing, legs astride the bowl, facing the wall. She would wipe herself with her hands and then suck and lick her hands before moving away to wait for Rhia to inspect her. She would defecate standing, leaning forward until her head touched the wall. She would use her hands again to clean her backside before cleaning them in turn with her mouth and tongue and, again, waiting for Rhia to inspect her. Most importantly, permission to ‘excrete’ – the only word Girl was to use for her own toilet needs – would only be given three times a day, at seven a.m., at noon and at seven p.m.
“Your body will have to be trained to these times. You’ve had no proper training of any kind so far; excretion training will be the first. Do you understand?”
“esh Aw-a,” came from round the rubber phallus.
“Take out that penis. Show me that it is now clean.” It was, sucked to cleanliness. “It is now a quarter past one; you may next excrete at seven. Lie on the floor on your back, legs wide and wait.” Rhia now knew she had to begin training Girl methodically and completely and would have to be patient until her objective was achieved and her owned human slave flowered. 

 
The creature who seemed, fuzzily, to know herself only as ‘Girl’ and who equally vaguely knew that she was part of her owner Rhia, perhaps part of her owner’s body, perhaps a child of that owner, lay naked, aching and cramped on her back in the bright bathroom, legs wide, cramped arms by her sides. No cohesive thoughts were in her mind save that she had been told how to excrete in future and that she must try to remember. When her owner came back and knelt beside her, she felt a confusing sense of pleasure at the touch of strong fingers, pleasure that became an only partly understood sense of ‘right’ as the thick towelling nappy was thrust between her legs and pinned. Anma was putting her into nappies. That was nice.
 
“Feet in here.” Rhia knelt, holding open the big, thick brown rubber baby-pants, then pulling them up to Girl’s shins. “Stand.”  The cool, rustling rubber slid up the bruised thighs, the waistband settling tightly round Girl’s waist with a sharp snap.

“When you have learned to limit your excretions to seven o’clock, noon and seven in the evening, I will dispense with nappies. If you wet or soil your nappy at any time you will show me, wash the nappy and then come to me for a beating before you replace it with a clean one. Understand?”
“Yes Anma.”

 
Inevitably, some time after Girl had stood in the flat’s kitchen and had bent low over the table to eat, using her hands, a plastic food-bowl on a rubber mat and a teated baby-bottle for ‘juice’ – orange juice, she came and stood head-bowed before Rhia.

“Yes Girl?”
“P-please Anma. I have excreted in my nappy.”
“Rubbers down, show me.”  The nappy was merely sodden and yellow with urine. “Bathroom. Remove it. Wash it in the blue plastic bucket. Return here with a clean nappy.” 
Rhia waited, pleasantly excited, until Girl returned, hobbling with the damp rubber pants around her ankles – she’d not been ordered to remove them.
“Put the nappy on the floor. Come here, kneel, take off my right plimsoll.”

She had Girl bend and touch her toes. Whapp! Whapp! Whapp! Whapp! Whapp! Whapp! Girl swayed to each blow of the foot-warm plimsoll’s rubber sole, grunted at the fourth, fifth, sixth impact. In Rhia the sensation of beating Girl in such a matter-of- fact, straightforward way was almost exultantly and sexually satisfying: in Girl the beating produced again the incomprehensible sense of something ‘right’. ‘Right’ was obeying Anma, ‘Right’ was being taught how to live and ‘Right’ meant that funny, new, good feeling inside, down there. 

Girl was, without knowing it, discovering sexual stimulation afresh, and in an entirely different form. So was her owner; Rhia felt her own imminent orgasm climbing in her thighs and delivered another Whapp! to provoke it, leaving the weeping girl bent over while she savoured her own pleasures.







 

 
 
THE COACHOUSE
 
It had taken seven months, four of them for the two builders to refurbish the place. The builders were provided by Walter Thwaite, one of Rhia’s most faithful clients and the head of a prestigious civil-engineering partnership: the builders were brought from Riyadh, paid sumptuously and kept away from the temptations of London by illegal means and in completely illegal conditions. Selling Girl’s - Suzie’s - highly desirable flat and Rhia’s less-valuable place had proved relatively easy and extremely rewarding; finding and buying The Coach House, a two storey Victorian building close to the river at Mortlake had been tiresome and horribly expensive and Rhia had worried that its distance from the West End might affect the willingness of her clientele to venture the ten miles into London’s suburbs. But now it was done, furniture and equipment installed, the builders flown out of Stanstead airport in Walter’s private Lear Jet – and the girl brought from her seclusion in the scruffy hotel which both women had occupied – an hotel which provided privacy and security – and was owned by a lesser but usefully devoted contact of Rhia’s.

In its working life, more than a hundred years earlier, the coach house had stood in the grounds of a large mansion and its gardens had sloped down to the river.  It had housed two carriages and four horses with accommodation above for the coachman and grooms.  Now it was isolated in only a lane and had been used to store building materials and then as a workshop by a firm of sailmakers. 
Rhia had arranged for the exterior to remain in its dishevelled, scruffy state but for the interior to be gutted. The ground floor was redesigned to provide a garage for the Range Rover and another for the visiting client’s car; both garage doors opened at the approach of a recognised vehicle and closed behind it. Also on the ground floor was a pair of rooms for Girl. Both were of whitewashed brick, one some ten feet square with a rough boarded floor, the other a concrete floored ‘washroom’. Access was only from the upper floor by a wooden stairway.  
The larger room, the girl’s living room, was furnished with a small cupboard, a plank bed in the middle and precious little else, save for a hole in the ceiling through which hung a thin, bright chain, terminating in a pair of fetters. The chain wound round a drum on the floor above, in Rhia’s ‘tack room’: it could be let out sufficiently for a fettered girl to move freely about the room, even ascend the stair, and to use the washroom, or could be wound in to varying restricting lengths, the last hauling the prisoner to a hands-above-head standing on tiptoe position. 
The washroom was also to some extent remotely controlled: the girl could clean her teeth under a tap, or stand in a small concrete cubicle while Rhia, either turned on from above something like a vertical, warm water, car-wash with much softer rotating brushes or, coming downstairs once a month in rubber waterproofs, did the scrubbing herself. 
The toilet was conventional in that it flushed; in other respects it wasn’t so, for it was of the Indian ‘squat’ form, a bowl-shaped concrete recess in the floor leading to the sewerage system, two slightly raised concrete footrests – and a cold-water tap replaced the more usual roll of toilet paper. Heating of the rooms was generous, from the coach house’s central-heating system, but controlled from upstairs. There were no windows. On the afternoon of ‘move-in’ day, Girl was taken downstairs and told to strip, then shown round the bare accommodation by Rhia.
“This is for your use, these rooms. You will keep them spotlessly clean. You will only be allowed in these rooms when I don’t require you for work. Understand?”

Standing naked and with her hands on her head, Girl said
           “Yes, Anma.”

“In the cupboard are rubber sheets and a rubber-covered quilt for your bed, two towels which you will wash and dry weekly, soap, toothpaste and a toothbrush. I have given you a drinking mug but you will normally be fed and watered upstairs. This is your dummy” – she held a simple rubber plug-gag up to the girl’s nose. “Put it in, fasten it. If I ever see you without it - without my permission - you will be flogged.”
“Yes Anma. Th-thank you Anma.” 
Rhia took hold of the girl hard by the nose; 
“’Yes Anma’ is in your vocabulary. ‘Thank you’ requires my permission.”

           “Yid Aw-a,” came the response.

The chain from the ceiling aperture descended to the bed where its fetters lay in a small heap.
“Hold out your arms,” and the slender white wrists were fettered. “You can use the washroom and the dump” – it wasn’t a toilet, it was ‘your dump’ – “when I allow and until tomorrow morning I will also allow you the full length of your chain.   Make your bed. I won’t require you until the morning, when I will make you familiar with my rooms upstairs.  You have had enough to eat?”
“Yes, Anma” The girl had small diamonds of tears at her eyes: her own room, a place to wash, a bed, warmth and Anma would be upstairs, close, just a floor away, always, to teach her. 
“Very well. It is seven-twenty. You may excrete, then go to bed.” And Rhia turned, mounted the wooden stair and closed and bolted the door to her own place. The naked, chained and silent creature that had once been Suzie walked to the bare concrete cubicle of her dump and stood, feet on the foot-places, astride the low ‘squat’ toilet, leaned forwards to rest her palms on the cold wall and defecated, the brown plugs of excrement emerging from her anus to fall softly into the toilet’s shallow bowl.  Unused to her dump-place, Girl sprayed hot golden urine over the floor, the toilet and the wall at the same time.  
Soundlessly, she stepped back and with her fingers and water from the low tap, cleaned her small slit, then between the cheeks of her bottom, then sucked and licked her hands clean before filling a bucket and flushing the toilet with water. The floor and walls she wiped and washed of dribbling urine with a wet cloth before again sluicing her hands under the tap. This was her new home: Girl moved quietly to the rubber-sheeted bed and laid herself down, her chained hands and her head the only parts of her showing above the cool, smooth rubber covering.  She was physically tired: her mind however registered no thoughts save the oddly comforting ones of the flavour of her own excreta in her mouth. Girl slept.
Rhia’s rooms left nothing to be desired: the narrow but carpeted stairs from the garages below led to a small, comfortable lobby, furnished and carpeted in a dramatically esoteric style that, to the knowledgeable, hinted strongly at somewhere like Tibet; the really knowledgeable one of Rhia’s clients, on seeing the lobby for the first time said simply, “You’ve been in Sikkim some time.” 
The lobby had three carved wooden doors, one to Rhia’s private apartment and one to her ‘workrooms’, the third, plain and unornamented, opened on the stairs to her property, Girl. Her own rooms were state-of-the-art modern, tending to the minimalist, but with extensive bookcases filled with her collection. A bedroom, a sitting-room, space-age kitchen and bathroom and a tiny office for her computer and admin functions, plus the gear which allowed her to video every part of her workrooms and the activities of her property, Girl, below. In her bedroom a thirty-inch, immensely old and Tantric-influenced wooden figure of  the spirit White Tara was the sole occupant of one white wall; the Tantric influence displayed by the heel of the left foot resting not on the Lotus but within the figure’s open vulva.
There were four workrooms, if the little storeroom she called her ‘tack room’ was excluded. The workrooms occupied more than seventy percent of the upper floor of the coach house, to the extent that Rhia had been forced to cramp the space of her own accommodation in the design. As it was she had been compelled to limit the furnishing and equipping of the workrooms to just three of the most frequently required ‘themes’ of her professional work, three and one ‘general purpose’ room to cater for the rare or unexpected need.  Each was entered through a small dressing room that included a shower cubicle and well-filled wardrobes; each had a plain wooden door bearing the rooms name. The general-purpose one was ‘New Room’, the others were ‘College Room’, ‘Training Room’ and ‘Clinic’. 
The College Room, entered through the dressing room, was furnished and equipped with museum-like attention to detail as a schoolroom of perhaps the nineteen-twenties, but for the fact that it was furnished for only two pupils. Dark wood, board floor, all the appurtenances – blackboard, uncomfortable wooden desks stained and scratched, books, a world-globe, a high desk for the teacher – and a wall-rack of canes, straps, a tawse and a genuine 1928 rubber-soled canvas ‘tennis slipper’. 
The Training Room had been the second-most expensive to prepare and resembled a modern version of some fantasy ‘torture’ room, save that the hardware was modern and of stainless-steel and rubber and the end wall hung with displayed sex and bondage ‘toys’. 
The ‘Clinic’ room had cost Rhia nearly sixty thousand to prepare, but then users of the particular services she provided in the room paid very highly indeed, fees which included the costs of providing, when essential, the services of the white-coated woman, sourced by Sir ‘Woody’ Woodrow-Parfitt, her surgeon client. The ‘Clinic’ room could provide from simple tattooing and piercing – of any part – to not so minor and quite unlicensed surgery. The Tack Room housed, mostly, Girl’s rather specialised wardrobe of clothes and ‘things’ as well as the drum-winch for her ceiling-chain. 

 
Surveying it all on the day she finally moved-in, Rhia had plenty of qualms about the security of her planned professional activities, more about the projected profitability. After seven months of careful training and testing of Girl, she had none in that quarter – if everything failed she would retire to somewhere remote and private with the girl as her slave, indulging herself. 

Standing in her living room thinking about that prospect, Rhia found the sexual arousal stimulated by images of herself and the girl alone very pleasant and as her first client wasn’t due until the next day, decided that a little indulgence would be good for her soul. 
She walked determinedly into her tiny office and switched on the video to the lower rooms, mildly surprised to see a bird’s-eye view of a recumbent form under the brown-rubber covered quilt on the bed. Her slave was apparently comfortably asleep, her body invisible except for two hands clasped together near her peaceful face and the foreshortened view of the ceiling-chain rising from the fettered wrists. Well, she could spare an hour of her so-generously-allowed free time …

 
Rhia’s normal sexual fantasies or predilections ran only to ‘straight’ sex with a dream-woman she’d never found and a limited but complicated and ritualistic ‘thing’ concerning a disobedient female, tomboyish ‘subject’, ‘scruffy’ clothes, ‘plimsolls’ – cheap canvas and rubber gym shoes – and basic CP, but possession of a totally obedient subject in the form of the Girl had encouraged her to expand her mental imagery to include – and go far beyond - some of the activities she performed for and to her better clients. Rhia had decided, on that afternoon, to indulge herself in celebration of all she’d achieved so far. The strident bell and the intercom brought the sleepy-eyed girl to the top of the wooden stair, trailing the extended chain, there to be released from her fetters.

“This is the Tack Room. There are clothes on that bench – then come with me.” 
“Yes Anma.”

 
Girl screamed and Rhia was fascinated to hear a full-blooded, unrestricted scream result from her ministrations. In the Teaching Room the naked body was efficiently hogtied in coarse rope and hung awkwardly, swaying, five feet above the floor from a chain that led over a sprocket-wheel at the ceiling and then back down to an electric winch. The scream was hoarse because of the great, clumsy steel ratchet gag that forced Girl’s salivating jaws wide; the scream came because Rhia had just pushed a gleaming steel needle through the meat of both breasts and clipped a rubber strap from the centre of it to a ring in the floor. The scream came again, accompanied by strings of drooling saliva when Rhia went to touch the ‘up’ button on the winch; ‘clack’ went a pawl and ‘clack’ again and the rubber strap tensioned so that the two breasts were dragged down together by the needle’s bar. Not enough to tear the soft flesh but sufficient to provoke a bead of bright blood where it pierced. Four beads of bright blood.

“I should concentrate on not swaying or moving,” said Rhia brightly. “Otherwise you might end up with each tit divided very painfully.  Or of course, if you like I can just wind you up higher.”  Two small droplets of fresh blood landed on the rubber floor each side of the strap’s anchor and, seeing them Rhia, business-like, fetched two enamel bowls, placing them carefully exactly over the bright red spots.
“There now. You can watch the bowls. If your blood hits exactly their centres you’ll know you’ve stopped swinging about. 
“Yes Anma,” came a panted, gasping response. The actual sound that came from the wide-stretched jaws was nearer to ‘arh ar ehh’ but it would do.
“I’ll be back. Blood only in the centre of the bowls please, or I’ll hang you up by your pretty little clit and give you a swing or two. and no, I don’t mind tears wetting my nice new rubber floor. You can clear them up when I’ve finished with you.”  
Rhia gave the girl’s hanging body a pat, the body swung and the steel-distended mouth produced another scream..







 

 
 
THE CLINIC GETS A CUSTOMER
 
For some eight weeks Rhia welcomed her clients to the Coach House, only the established list, none new; in fact it took at least six weeks from first approach before she accepted – or rejected – any newcomer, the status and past-activities research took that long. All her previous clients were only too happy to make the journey out of central London, once they’d sampled the new delights she could offer – and the added security. ‘Girl’ was kept strictly out of sight in her room during ‘work time’, emerging only to keep house, serve Rhia ‘domestically’ – bathe her, dress her, cook for her and occasionally, outside of work-time, act as subject in Rhia’s meticulous planning – and live rehearsals of the scenarios her clients required. 

The various fantasy-imaginations of her clients were clearly stimulated by the facilities of the Coach House and she took the opportunity to suggest to them that she ‘might’ acquire a ‘genuine submissive, female of course’, as a decorative and sometimes active addition to those facilities. 
In fact she polled those clients she liked personally and who had sophisticated rather than crude sexual imaginations – the questions were centred around their ideals of size, shape, function of different areas of the prospective submissive’s body, for Rhia planned that her property would be tattooed at least and possibly not too exaggeratedly pierced, possibly have lip-enhancement.   The responses didn’t actually surprise her, although some required impossible attributes but there were common themes amongst them or at least, common themes amongst the responses of the male clients and different common themes amongst those of her predominantly female clientele. 
Rhia weighed which group was most important to her; the male clients’ fantasies were generally limited in imagination, those fantasies she didn’t reject outright, that is. Those of her women clients frequently had content which touched on Rhia’s own inner desires and were often imaginative in the best sense.  
She called in Miss Simms and enquired which of the ‘submissive’s attributes’ contained in the poll-responses were practical to achieve?  The first outcome, apart from a very large payment of cash indeed to the Simms, was that Rhia announced that she was ‘going for a holiday’ and that the Coach House would be closed until further notice. It was closed, but Rhia had no holiday and with the Simms was kept extremely busy for some twelve weeks. The girl was too deeply involved during those twelve weeks, but not exactly actively, particularly during the last four, when she was ‘resting’.  On the eighty-sixth day she stood weeping in the middle of Rhia’s living-room, naked, legs planted wide apart and arms straight out from her sides, so that Rhia could inspect her.
Her previously soft and attractive mouth now had full, Cupid’s-bow lips in a permanent and decidedly provocative pout. The other, more complex lips between her legs had gone, leaving only a smooth-edged inward turning slit from which just appeared the provocative tip of an elongated, reformed clitoris silicone-injected and resembling a miniature penis complete with glans and an urethral opening – non- functional, to Rhia’s regret. The previously slightly hollow hemispheres of her bottom were now almost true hemispheres, firm, round and with a separation that permanently exposed the rosebud between them. 
The girl’s breasts had always been attractive and apart from some small work to make them separate more and be little firmer all that was done was to pierce them, behind the nipples, with two small stainless steel tubes, some quarter of an inch in diameter and an inch long, through which anything required could be passed – rings, bars, a fine chain perhaps. Not surprisingly the change which caused Girl most discomfort, pain even, in the making, was the tattoo. A true work of art – and truly painful in its creation, courtesy of an enthusiastic Mr Matsui. Rhia was interested to see the surprising amount of blood generated by the application of a full-body tattoo, and the shaking and shuddering of the girl in the vertical X-frame to which she was strapped gave every indication of real pain. It was a flower tattoo: from a cluster of small oval green leaves which rose from the sides of her feet – her soles were left their natural pink - a curved and twisted spiral of darker green stems adorned at intervals with pairs of larger leaves, ascended each leg, to plunge into the new and hairless slit and re-emerge as three stems.  Two traced their leafy way around her hips to plunge into the rosebud while one climbed vertically to divide several ways; tendrils encircled each breast and then developed more which decorated her shoulders and upper arms.  One stray tendril encircled her neck three times before climbing to disappear into her hair at the back of her head. The beautifully executed and naturalistic vine which appeared to grow from her feet capturing her body, startling as it might be, was overshadowed by the scarlet flowers which burst from the twining stems at her slit, over her breasts and in a cluster of flower-buds over her stomach and mound.  Mr Matsui, whilst fucking the girl anally – and getting patterned himself with surplus tattoo-ink and blood – panted ‘she beautiful flower girl now’ and the description stuck. Part of his fee was permission to take the girl while she was still multi-colour wet and bloody – ‘not spoil arse tattoos if careful’ – and in a gesture of satisfaction Girl was re-named Flower and labelled between her shoulder-blades with one more, simple tattoo – in plain scarlet letters the single word FLOWER.







 

 
 
ROSEMARY FARRAR AND OTHERS
 
“My dear,” said Rosemary Farrar, standing in the dressing-room of ‘College’ and hauling the adult-sized brown gym slip over her head, notwithstanding the shoulder-straps and buttons that were there to make the garment easy to remove,  “My dear, you never fail me, do you?  I know I said before that I expect my little ‘thing’ bores you, but the schoolroom’s a dream, these clothes, well.”  

Thirty-nine year old Rosemary was down to the tan suspenders and tan stockings now, low-heeled brown leather Mary Jane shoes put neatly to one side. “Can’t seem to undo this back suspender, do give a girl a hand.”  She turned her head and glanced in an embarrassed fashion at the small figure standing facing the wall on the other side of the room; Flower, in chocolate-coloured gymslip, tan stockings, brown suspenders, regulation school knickers that weren’t quite regulation in that they were of coffee coloured rubber, chocolate and tan slip on plimsolls and with her hair in braids. Flower’s hands hung by her sides, clenched into fists because of the pain.
“What did you call her?”
“Its name is ‘Flower’,” said Rhia sharply. 
“Flower then. Ought to be Trilby, though I don’t mean you resemble Svengali dear...I mean she’s absolutely real. I mean, I couldn’t let anyone cane me, ever; I’d scream and whatever. Why didn’t she scream?”
“Hadn’t said she could.”
“Oh.” 

 
The first visit by a client – Rosemary Farrar – to the Coachouse had required a great deal of new training for Flower, for she had to learn that if Rhia said ‘obey this woman’ or ‘obey this man’ it was a different requirement from that of her complete and permanent subservience to ‘Anma’. And some play-acting was required, although Rhia had been surprised that it was sufficient to tell the girl, as she was getting into school-uniform, that ‘while Miss Farrar is here, you are a schoolgirl’.

“Yes, Anma.”
All that Ms Farrar required was to become a ‘schoolgirl’ from her past, to sit at a desk in a schoolroom in uniform and be curtly told she was idle, lazy and that she had to write fifty lines from a schoolbook.  She was always awkwardly embarrassed at her ‘thing’, both before and afterwards. Her excitement and pleasure at this, something Rhia had yet to define, was evident from her continued glances down at the brown gymslip and the crossing and uncrossing of her Mary Jane shoes, the sole of one absently stroking the tan stockinged ankles. Started on her ‘lines’ at Rhia’s curt command and using an old-fashioned dip-in-the-ink pen, Rosemary’s tongue emerged at the corner of her lips and waved child-like to the pen’s motion.
“I have to punish another girl,” Rhia had said, “continue writing, please. Neatly, girl.”  There had been one ‘rehearsal’ and much lecturing of Flower before Rosemary’s arrival and Rhia now left the room to fetch her, returning with the ‘schoolgirl’ she’d chosen to name Amelia Smith for the occasion. Rosemary looked up from her desk in brief but complete surprise.
“Rosemary Farrar, eyes down to your work,” said Rhia sharply, then, “Amelia Smith, you know why you are here.”
“Yes Am – Miss.”
“I am going to cane you. Stand to attention by this girl’s desk, put out your left arm, palm upwards and flat.”  Rhia fetched the slender bamboo cane from the ‘teacher’s’ desk. “Arm straight, girl, fingers together.”
The cane made a faint whoosh in the air, then a thin flat smack on the open palm: plattt! Flower – Amelia – flinched, her palm dropped then hesitantly rose again, displaying a bright red weal; she gasped and real tears brimmed at her closed eyes.
“Keep your hand UP and STILL!” said Rhia angrily. The cane smacked the palm again and the fingers curled desperately to suppress the searing pain.
“UP!” growled Rhia. Flower was trembling, her face now wet with tears and she was unable to resist thrusting her agonised hand under her armpit.
“Amelia, you will receive four strokes on each hand. If you resist or move your hands away, I shall be forced to beat your backside in front of this other pupil.” 
The reaction from Rosemary Farrar was completely unexpected: she was looking up from her desk, pen forgotten in her hand, face flushed and her stockinged legs pressed close together; the expression on her face was one of pure and excited expectancy.
“Hand up, girl,” said Rhia to the tearful, trembling Flower. After the fourth stroke on her left hand, a sobbing Flower was ordered ‘hand by your side, fingers straight, right hand please …” The cane whistled again and Flower mewed; Rhia could see she was trying desperately to obey but the searing pain caused her to stamp her feet sharply and again to thrust the burning, searing hand under an armpit. Rhia had already decided to thrash the girl privately afterwards for disobedience, apart from the beating already planned: it took a good five minutes to administer the remaining three strokes to Flower’s right palm, what with the sobbing and weeping and further orders.
“Get your hand UP, girl! You are disobedient, undisciplined, evil.”  The openly weeping Flower then stood shaking and crying, both hands by her sides and visibly red and swollen, unable to remain still. Rosemary had a hand out of sight under her wooden desk, pressing deeply into the folds of brown woollen gymslip between her legs; her face was completely flushed, her protruding tongue still in the corner of her mouth.
“Amelia, stop that ridiculous noise. Step forward, give me your right plimsoll. It’s high time you were beaten.” 
For a moment Rhia thought there might be some verbal protest or reluctance to obey, but whatever was going on in Flower’s strange new mind didn’t encompass disobedience to Anma. Painfully the girl dragged off one of her warm brown plimsolls and offered it up in a shaking, red, swollen hand.
‘Professionally’, Rhia intended this to be a classic six-of-the-best in order to maintain her client’s ‘schoolgirl’ scenario – her temptation to thrash Flower unmercifully was difficult to suppress. As she flexed the warm canvas and rubber in her right hand she became aware of Rosemary’s increasingly rapid breathing – the woman was treading the path towards orgasm. Perhaps her first?
“Amelia Smith, bend down and hold your ankles.” Rhia stooped and lifted the full folds of Flower’s gymslip onto her back, then grasped the waistband of the rubber knickers, drawing them up tight so that she was presented with a smooth, uncreased and rubber-skinned bottom. The girl was still trembling and her hands were only partly curled at her ankles, the pain preventing a proper hold.
“Six strokes, Amelia.” Thappp! The unusual sound of rubber sole on tautly stretched rubber knickers filled the room; ‘Amelia’ lurched a little and mewed shrilly, but stayed in place. Thappp! Thappp! With experienced eye Rhia saw the little change in Flower’s reaction, from that of fear of the next burning stroke to a small but significant backward thrust of the brown-knickered bottom. Flower, aware that she had failed Anma when her hands were being caned, now wanted the ‘right’ experience of a beating for that failure. Perfect. Thappp! Thappp! The bent form swayed, the mewing continued but Flower was keeping her position, the hands were now closed painfully on the close-together ankles and she was thrusting her pelvis and her bottom back for more. There would be more, much more later. Thappp! But she was still suppressing sobs.
“Up, girl. Over there, face the wall, hands by your sides – here, put your plimsoll in your mouth, stop that stupid noise. Come here, open your mouth.” Rhia thrust the rubber toe of the plimsoll deep between Flower’s teeth, deeper, knowing just how far it would go without making the girl choke. The wet lips distended awkwardly round the dry canvas and rubber and Rhia had a moment’s frissance at the thought of the partly-worn rubber sole depressing Flower’s tongue and at the rubbery taste of the saliva already forming there. “To the wall, girl.
“Rosemary Farrar, pay attention to your writing, girl, or I shall be forced to give you the slipper too.”  Being beaten was not in Rosemary’s ‘requirement’ but Rhia sensed that perhaps it was what would ‘release’ her client: giving ‘release’ from such suppressed fantasies was in part what made Rhia’s professional offerings so successful. Perhaps the time would come; judging from the woman’s flushed face and bright eyes she’d not reached the release of orgasm but had glimpsed it.
“Finish your work, girl.”  Completely professionally, Rhia wanted to give Rosemary that release. The woman was always awkwardly embarrassed at her ‘thing’, both before and afterwards – Rhia wanted to show her that wanting ‘six of the best’ with a slipper was no more significant – or ‘difficult’ to fulfil – than wanting a cream-cake..
“I mean, doesn’t it hurt? Caning, I mean?”  Rosemary, changing into her expensive street clothes afterwards.
“Yes it hurts,” responded Rhia, taking and folding the now discarded chocolate brown knickers. “Her name is Flower. She does exactly what she is told to do by me, because that’s her ‘thing’. She equates absolute obedience to me with pleasure for her. I say she’s to be caned and even the thought that I want – need – to do it gives her pleasure. Her kind of pleasure.”
“Well, I can’t say I understand that, but I expect she helps a lot in your – er – work, dear.”  She was rummaging in her handbag unusually nervously,  and produced an American Express Black, raising her eyebrows interrogatively at Rhia.
“Oh, five hundred,” was the response “huge grand discount, as you’re my first visitor to my new place.”
“Never know how I manage to justify this. But it’s therapeutic, isn’t it? Love the new place.”  She gathered her belongings and made to leave: 
“Can’t get over your girl. Flower, did you say?  Gives me very odd ideas. Very naughty. Bye the bye, dear.”  In two minutes she was on the intercom from the garage below:
“Can I have Flower next time? I mean in the classroom. Give her another name too?”
“Anything you like,” replied Rhia, distinctly pleased at the remunerative prospect of providing for the ‘odd ideas’.
“Stephanie Vire,” came the surprising response.
“Done.”  Rhia thought that Stephanie Vire was probably a school-rival from Rosemary’s past. Not a rival for some boy’s or other girl’s affections though; Rosemary seemed totally sexless.
“And she can be can be Head Girl.”  
‘Wow,’ thought Rhia, ‘now there’s a surprise.’ “Send me a scenario. Whatever you’d enjoy most.”
“I will, dear. ‘Bye.” 
Now for Flower’s ‘afternoon’ lesson: usually Flower was taught some new addition to her personality twice each day, providing that either clients or the consequences of disobedience didn’t demand too much time. Or that Rhia didn’t want to use Flower for her own pleasure. She glanced out of the window at the darkness: the Coachouse was deep in London’s crowded suburbs but so isolated amongst the crowded Victorian buildings of Mortlake’s riverside lanes that barely a light showed anywhere. It was pouring with rain, almost seven o’clock. If she was going to do it, now was the time; the ‘schoolgirl’ Flower would be perfectly suitable..

 
“Flower, take out that plimsoll, put it on. Go and excrete. Return here in your schoolgirl clothes.”  

“Yes, Anma.” Moving carefully so as not to injure her hands further, Flower made her way down to her rooms and painfully stripped, then stood over the floor-level toilet and ‘dumped’, going though her careful manual cleaning of herself afterwards before re-dressing in the brown uniform. She wasn’t sure how she was to be inspected – always a requirement after excreting – fully dressed, but in a befuddled way reasoned that she could carry her rubber knickers upstairs and lift her gymslip back and front for Anma’s examination of her ‘front hole’ and ‘back hole’. It was only when Rhia was parting the bent bottom to look for staining round the rosebud there that she realised Flower had taken an initiative: on the whole, if carefully restricted, that might be the beginning of something useful..
Flower had found Rhia dressed in a heavy, cream rubberised riding-mac and elegant black boots, a mac of the classic kind, scarlet rubber lining that was already filling the room with one of the scents most familiar in Flower’s life, warm natural rubber. She also found she was to add a brown-rubber belted raincoat to her own schoolgirl clothes and exchange her plimsolls for knee high Wellingtons. Was Anma going to take her outside the house? 
‘Anma’ most certainly was. She was going to add yet another facet to Flower’s training – the beginning of understanding that whatever Rhia told her to be, she was, completely. Flower was going to encounter the ‘outside’ world and conveniently she was dressed in clearly recognisable character: little, slender, submissive Flower was to be, not to pretend to be but be a schoolgirl, complete. Anma told her so, as she dragged the hood of the girl’s raincoat over her hair against the pouring rain and led her out into the Coach House’s yard. 
“Walk beside me. Look only at the ground.”  Through the puddled lane that led from the house the two figures walked: one a well-formed woman of moderate height, dressed in an expensive riding-mac and boots, sheltering under an umbrella, the other a smaller, slender ‘girl’ in school uniform, hooded raincoat and boots, a figure whose hands were clenched still against the pain of the caning. 
After some five minutes of silent walking, the two emerged into the noisy, brightly-lit traffic and shops of the Upper Richmond Road, crossed it and made their way up Sheen Lane; not a word was exchanged and the many passers-by merely saw perhaps mother and Fifth or Sixth Form schoolgirl daughter walking home. Flower’s rubber coat rustled and gleamed in the rain as the two turned down a residential road and doubled back to the main traffic. Twenty minutes later Rhia ushered Flower onto a red, double-decker number 33 bus and sat her down, having told her to lower her head in the shelter of her hood. The bus was three-parts full of passengers and the two sat amongst half a dozen men and women. Rhia spoke to Flower in a part stage-whisper, angrily, so that the nearby travellers couldn’t really fail to hear.
“Not a word. Not a single word from you. I have warned you before, countless times. When I get you home, my girl, I am going to beat your backside with a slipper.

And I will do it every time.”  Rhia looked up quickly, pretending anxiety that others had heard – and so they had. Two women tut-tutted, one older woman was staring with undisguised interest, a boy in his twenties with his girlfriend said something quietly into her ear and made her blush and shake her head sheepishly; a middle-aged professional-looking man standing in the aisle looked as if he was eager to speak. At the stop by the junction with Sheen Lane again Rhia and Flower rose to get off the bus and as they pushed by the still watching man, he whispered to Flower: “You’ll feel better afterwards, my dear.”
 
Back in the Coach House Rhia didn’t beat Flower’s backside with a slipper. As she was pulling off her riding-mac in the lobby she ordered the girl to strip, fetched a fat red rubber harness-gag, gagged her and sent her to the Training Room with the words:

“You were disobedient when Miss Farrar was here. Now I shall train disobedience out of you. Wait for me facing the wall in there.”
In the brightly-lit Training Room a flushed and determined Rhia, now in her rubber leotard, gloves and rubber slippers, stood at the pale back of her slave and said slowly
“You are going to demonstrate obedience to me. Absolute Obedience. I will have perfection and I don’t mind how long it takes. You understand?” The gagged Flower nodded but there were diamonds of tears on her eyelids, perhaps from fear but also perhaps from gratitude that Anma was going to teach her.

 
There was a thick black rubber mat in the middle of the floor of Rhia’s Training Room, a mat for clients to stand on and ‘demonstrate’. 

“Middle of the rubber mat, feet wide apart, hands behind your back. Go!” She reached up and angled the spotlights to bathe Flower as a central figure in bright white light; the girl’s fantastically tattooed body a blaze of colour.  Rhia approached her startling beautiful property – her slave – with a short, split leather tawse in one hand and two large and complicated-looking stainless steel clamps in the other. Rhia, at her physically perfect best, moved silently in her rubber, moved with the toes-first steps of the athlete.
“Demonstration number one. These are breast clamps, for the whole breast. You will see that they are open and that they are lined with small steel spikes. This is the trigger. Hold this clamp over your right breast and touch the trigger.” 
The wide open jaws of the clamp made a silver decoration amidst the brilliant colours of the tattooed flowers and leaves which entwined both wide-parted, firm breasts; Flower settled the thing against her flesh and touched the flat steel trigger – and screamed, swayed, screamed, shot her arms and the swollen hands wide and staggered as the clamp snapped shut, gathering the round breast into itself and thrusting a dozen or more half-inch long needles of steel into the circumference of the distended tit. Blood was already beginning to trickle down towards Flower’s stomach as Rhia said: 
“Good. Now this one.”  There was the briefest hesitation by Flower, not because of disobedience but because she was unable to motivate her body beyond the pain in her breast; the tawse delivered a flat, hard sound to the girl’s shoulders and, as a reluctant hand held the second clamp over her other breast, trembling, it delivered another crack, another broad red wheal and Rhia’s voice saying “Trigger it, Girl.”
The wide steel jaws made a soft thunk as they slammed shut and Flower screamed again, weaving her upper body wildly from side to side, a second and immediate appearance of bright blood joining the first and both making red tracery over her body with her jerky movements. Another scream was cut short by the tawse flailing the backs of her thighs and then by an ugly gurgling and a clicking, ratcheting sound as Rhia violently forced an expanding steel O gag between the girl’s jaws. With a slap of her hand Rhia swung in the flat steel tongue depressor so that it snapped into place.
“Obedience requires silence, Flower.  Silence.”  The bloodied figure sank to its knees gurgling, strings of saliva mingling with the blood on breasts, stomach and now on trembling thighs.   
“Get up. Stand NOW!”  Painfully slowly, not knowing what to do with her hands although the demand to cover the clamps and her breasts with them was desperate, Flower rose swaying to her feet, face contorted with pain. Rhia promptly drew those arms back and methodically bound them wrist to armpit with rubber straps, drawing the girl’s shoulders back until shoulder-blades met and until the clamp-weighted, bleeding breasts were lifted and unnaturally separated; fresh blood flowed. 
“Silence, Flower. Obedience also requires you to remain motionless when you are told to do so. Remain motionless now, Flower.”
She tried, Flower tried so hard, but the impacts and the pain of the tawse, as Rhia systematically thrashed the backs and fronts of her thighs, were more than she could cope with and she stepped forward from the rubber mat uttering strangled gargling noises and twisting her body desperately to avoid the blazing, repetitive pains that cut into her legs. Six times on each leg, six times on the front and then the back of each thigh – Rhia was sweating with her efforts, Flower stumbling across the floor, trying to remain on her feet until she fell again to her knees weaving her head from side to side. Rhia pushed her over onto her side with a slippered foot and reached down to release the breast clamps and the ratchet-gag; more blood flowed including a trickle from Flower’s abused mouth.	
“You have yet to demonstrate Obedience – so far you have failed. I am Anma, your owner and what I tell you to do, you must learn to do. You are incomplete, unformed so it is my duty to teach you. Obedience, Flower, Obedience.” Rhia was shaking with the impossibility of reconciling her sudden desire to flog the shivering girl with the need to train her into total physical submission.
“One last chance. You may go to your bed now, as you are. I will release your arms.” Rhia stepped to a drawer. “On your feet, Flower.” She handed the shuddering girl a small box. “Take this with you, it contains needles and nylon thread. When I allow you to excrete you will defecate only. No urine. In the morning I want to find your slit sewn neatly shut. Understand me?”
“Yesh Anma.” 

 
For much of that night Rhia sat analysing and re-analysing the possibilities for her future, for Flower’s future, eventually falling into bed still in her rubbers, one hand thrust under the heavy leotard’s crotch. 

For much of that night Flower, sobbing, bleeding, legs wealed and the salt taste of blood at her lips, sat painfully on her bed shaking and weaving, her mottled thighs wide, steeling herself to again and again to thrust the thinnest practicable needle through the soft flesh that formed her slit, drawing the cutting nylon thread tight with a hiss of pain; there was no other sound except for the clinking of her wrist fetters. Several times the weight of the chain dragged the needle agonisingly: it took her four terrible hours to sew her ‘front hole’ closed and then she lowered herself desperately slowly to the bloody rubber sheet and hoped for sleep. Her mind wanted Anma to be pleased. Her breasts hurt terribly.

 
In the morning Rhia, in her ‘tomboy’ clothes, said “Gooood Girl” to Flower and smiled. Flower herself stood, naked and swaying, with blood-crusted engorged and purple breasts, with livid raised weals across the front and back of her thighs – and with a crust of dried blood between her legs, through which gleamed the shiny translucence of neatly stitched nylon thread.  She could barely walk and one such thread had cut its way through her swollen flesh as she’d tried to do so. Two more tightly drawn stitches were misaligned and between them Flower’s exotically altered clitoris jutted askew. Handed a pair of surgical scissors, Flower obediently cut the stitches, suppressing her little mews of pain, then writhed with more pain as she drew out the bloody, cut lengths. Rhia sent her to urinate in her downstairs ‘dump’, following her to pour a burning disinfectant over breasts and slit. Flower mewed once, just once.
 
Other clients visiting the Coach House also thought that Flower was a startlingly novel attraction:

“My word, Rhia,” said Woody, the first visitor to the re-opened Coach House to see the tattooed, pierced, enhanced Flower naked and in ankle chains, “my word, she’s beautiful. Oh my, oh my quite, quite beautiful.”
“Woody, dear,” replied a smiling Rhia, “I owe you real thanks for all your help – no, never mind the money – I owe you more than just cash” and to Flower she said: “Lie on the bed, arms above your head, legs wide,” then “Woody, would you care to?  Welcome Flower to the Coach House, I mean. I should warn you that she won’t respond – unless I tell her to. No ‘precautions’ necessary. Lift your bottom off the bed, Flower.” 
Woody thought she was ‘quite, quite beautiful’ and thought the faint stitch marks that outlined the little slit ‘not a bad job at all’.  “How?” he asked, fingering the now wet opening.
“Had her sew herself up, just to see if she would.” He was drawing out Flower’s exaggerated, penis-shaped clit, peering interestedly.
“Amazing,” was all he said, either in reference to Flower sewing up her own slit or to the phallus-like clitoris he was now caressing.

 
Ellen W wanted to buy Flower at once, on the spot – a demand denied. 

‘Julian’ just wanted to photograph her, naked, in cheesecake poses and to devote an issue of his ‘art’ magazine to Flower alone, though he did have her sit on his lap, Julian fully dressed and Flower fully nude, her clitoris previously massaged to stand proud. He wanted a photo of that too, but Julian wasn’t in the group of number-one and fully reliable clients, so he was politely refused.  
Kumar changed his pre-announced requirements as soon as he saw the girl – Rhia understood him to say he wanted an elaborate ‘face-sit’, his sit, Flower’s face, with ratchet-gag and outdoors in the walled and brick-paved yard. No problem but not terribly exciting. 
It taxed Rhia’s ingenuity to find a way to peg out Flower in the classic X but rubber straps around wrists and ankles, the short tails fastened to joints in the brick-paving with an assortment of big nails proved attractively secure. ‘Big’ ratchet-gag Kumar had stipulated and a big ratchet gag it was, spreading Flower’s jaws apart until her Cupid’s-bow upper lip was rolled back to her nose.
“Kumar. All yours. You sure you just want to sit? Can I bring you a paddle or a strap or something – she’s got very beatable tits you know.”
“Sit only. Come.”
“Come? You want me to?”
“No. I come on girl.”
“No problem,” said Rhia, “but if it rains – looks as if it’s going to – you get another try for free,” and she left him standing in the yard in his black briefs, all brown Asian body and rather nice musculature. Kumar was the only client today and was wasting his money at Rhia’s rates if he only wanted to sit on a female face and spray tits with semen.

 
Some minutes later, taking the opportunity to inspect Flower’s rooms, so that she could beat her later for untidiness, Rhia heard a one-sided altercation in the yard – Kumar’s voice raised, then the characteristic sound of a heavy face-slap. She listened more out of curiosity than anything, only to be stunned to hear Flower shouting words:

“No, no, no, no, no, no” almost shrieked, followed by a muffled scream, then the ‘No’ repeated hysterically, followed by a sudden choking. Rhia ran.
Outside it was raining steadily: the first thing she saw was a naked, brown, gleaming wet Kumar sitting over Flower, his bottom raised above her face and an enormous erection clutched in his hand still dripping semen onto the layers of the stuff which covered her breasts, her stomach and her thighs. The tattooed X shape of Flower’s body pinned to the rain-wet brick of the yard was spattered with semen, spattered with splashed mud from the bricks – and the skin beneath the curve of the man’s backside was smeared and disfigured with excrement. 
Kumar lifted himself further, clear of Flower’s head and revealed that face and the girl’s hair was masked with the stuff, revealed a thick plug of excreta standing proud of the gag-distended jaws, steaming in the rain. Flower’s head was rolling from side to side but in the moment that Rhia began to react, Kumar lowered himself again, squashing his evacuating anus on to the girl’s face again. There was no hesitation on Rhia’s part; she crossed the yard in two athletic strides, silent in her ‘working’ rubber slip-on shoes, stopped behind the bent brown back of the man and as if rehearsing some physical exercise, put one forearm under his chin and thrust the other hand into his armpit. The forearm pulled up and back, the hand extended a rigid thumb onto the great nerve and pressed.  
Kumar jerked back, his head against her rain-wet black rubber leotard and he made a violent attempt to free himself, raising his arms up and back to take Rhia and drag her over his head – Kumar was a powerful man. But the sharp, searing pain in his armpit changed to agony and then to the paralysis of that side of his body. He roared in pain and anger, his attempt to seize Rhia collapsed sideways as his paralysed left-side failed him – both he and Rhia tumbled over the moaning, choking Flower and hit the brick floor of the yard together.  Kumar and Rhia were probably matched in strength but he had lost the use of almost half his body from the compression of the underarm nerve trunk against his ribs, but they fought briefly, over and round Flower, smearing themselves and everything about them with mud and excrement. xxx
At one point the naked Kumar had Rhia beneath him and was driving his knee into her groin, pressing his full weight onto her breasts and roaring at her: Flower was partly beneath them, not feeling the violence and the weight of them but hysterical, attempting to breathe though the soft, acrid plug that almost stopped her mouth, attempting to open her eyes under the smeared excreta that covered her face. A scarlet flower at one breast rose from a thick coating of khaki-brown and emerged further as the rain turned the paste to liquid. 
Rhia, her body arched back over Flower, freed an arm from under Kumar’s weight, an arm brown from wrist to shoulder with smeared excrement – and in a jabbing motion with her thumb, as she had attacked his armpit, struck under his ear with all the force her muscular frame could muster. His face, close to hers, registered an instant of simple surprise before he slid off the two women, shaking and trembling as if in the grips of a fit. Rhia sprang to her feet – and Kumar lost consciousness, lying crooked and naked in the rain.
For long seconds Rhia stood there in the hissing rain, feet planted wide, panting with her efforts, the hemispheres of rain-wet rubber covering her breasts rising and falling, rivulets of rain and excrement patterning not only her leotard but her face, arms, legs and the clotted mess that covered her rubber shoes. She eyed the filthy figure of her client lying partly on his back at her feet, before deliberately and swiftly stamping a foot between his legs with all the force she could muster, then smearing the ribbed rubber sole over his stomach and face. 
Control returning to her mind, she kicked off her shoes and moved quickly to the house-door, vanished inside and re-emerged in seconds with camera in hand. A series of frames of the scene, including both Kumar and Flower in close detail, would be an essential part of dealing with the Indian when he recovered – there was a moment when she wondered idly if he were dead, such is the difficulty of controlling the dangerous under-ear jab – but he was breathing shallowly. 
Flower was struggling and choking, a shivering X of white skin, brilliant Technicolor tattoos, semen and excrement, hair matted, the steel of the gag washed clean by rain and glittering. Ignoring her own befouled state, Rhia dragged the yard-hose from its wall-mounted reel and played a jet of icy water over both Flower and Kumar, washing away sufficient of the ordure to at least allow the girl to breathe. With slippery browned fingers she relaxed the ratchet-gag, withdrew it with pasty, thick adhering excreta and dropped it beside the jerking head of her property – Flower. Rhia was feeling cold and shivery from the exertions and from the steady rain; she went to the garages and brought a heavy black plastic tarpaulin which she threw over Flower, considered throwing also over Kumar but didn’t. 
Quite calm at last, Rhia gathered up her rubber slippers made her way through the house, avoiding touching anything, and down again inside to Flower’s rooms; the best place to clean herself up was Flower’s ‘sluice’. There she stripped off the plastered rubber leotard and stood naked, rotating under the heavy sprays of warm water.  Both leotard and slippers were washed thoroughly and as an afterthought Rhia availed herself of the pungent disinfectant provided for Flower’s ablutions, wrinkling her nose at her own resultant body-smell. 
Upstairs to her own rooms to dry herself and to blow-dry her hair, she kept a regular watch on the crumpled body of Kumar in the yard below while she dressed. There were unpleasant tasks to come and she eventually emerged into the yard clad in a warm catsuit covered with an ankle length rubber poncho, tall rubber boots and elbow-length red latex gloves.
She hosed Kumar again; detecting movement she bound him thoroughly with roped ankles, knees and thighs, then into a classic hog-tie, attached more rope and hauled him roughly and unceremoniously into the shelter of one of the garages, as an afterthought and despite some signs of resistance she fetched the ratchet-gag and fed it unwashed into his mouth. 
Dragging the tarpaulin from Flower’s shivering body, she released the girl from her spread-eagling bonds, averting her face at the powerful stench.

          “Up. Get up, hand and knees NOW.”  Then she cleaned the unresisting, retching girl as best she could and dragged her by her matted hair through the house and down to her own rooms. There she manacled the stained wrists to the overhead chain and ordered her to lie on the rubber-sheeted bed. Upstairs again she turned up the heating to Flower’s apartment and went to deal with Kumar, taking his clothes with her. The re-encounter with her client proved relatively straightforward: he was dazed and struggling but offered both his clothes and a replay of the photos on the digital camera’s screen, he very rapidly saw sense. It was a tense, initially loud exchange between them but in half an hour a stinking Kumar in damp and smelly clothes was pervading his Mercedes with the same stink as he manoeuvred it out of the yard and into the Mortlake lanes. Now it was time to deal with Flower.







 
 
 
HARVESTING FLOWER
 
In Flower’s sluice, Rhia hung the girl from the ceiling and scrubbed her. Hosed out her mouth, hosed her hair, scrubbed her with hot water and disinfectant, ignoring the wails and tears, slapping the girl’s ass with the back of the long-handled brush when she failed to move as she was told. Rhia unceremoniously thrust the warm-water hose into both the girl’s vagina and rectum, rubbed the hair and body dry with the girl’s own towel – a two yard-square piece of hessian sacking, drove her back to the bed, flung off the dirty rubber sheet and thin, straw-filled palliasse and strapped her to the bare bed-boards. She then flung the rubber-covered quilt over the girl and stepped back, stripping off her clothes as too foul to bear longer.

“When I have the time, I am going to flog you. You never, ever resist anything that is done to you. Never. Possibly that tiny mind of yours imagined that the visitor I lent you to was exceeding some sort of agreement with me. Disillusion yourself of any such so-called reasoning. I am going to flog you for disobedience.” Rhia stood naked with her feet apart and her hands on her hips, looking down at Flower. “During the next half hour or so, think about that. Think about being flogged.”
Inasmuch as Flower, Rhia’s property and Submissive, was able to think at all in anything but the broadest of terms, she did lie there and try to imagine being flogged, but because it was her owner, Rhia, Anma, who would flog her she could only recognise that it had to be a good thing - because it would please Anma. She couldn’t understand those thoughts, but a flogging had to be a ‘right’ thing because Anma had to flog her. 
It was an hour later that Flower hung once more in the big X-frame in the Teaching Room, her brilliantly tattooed body contrasting artistically with the polished wood of the frame and the dark rubber floor.  She was stretched tight, wrists and ankles in rubber-lined cuffs, to the spread wooden arms of the frame and a broad green rubber strap bound her waist to its centre. To decrease the weight on her wrists, she sat astride a projecting support consisting of a two-inch thick round bar, covered in soft rubber spikes, most of which were prying into her slit and feeling at her penis-like clitoris every time she moved, even fractionally. 
Above and close to her support-bar the thin red tube of a urinary catheter emerged from her and led across the room to an upstand-pipe in the floor. Flower’s preparation for a flogging included two things new to her – a harness of green rubber straps held her head rigidly up and back, fastened to a cross piece of the X-frame and she was gagged.  Not with a plug-gag or one of the comforting rubber penis-gags, not with an O gag or a steel ratchet but with something new. A soft, moulded brown rubber mask covered her face from the bridge of her nose to under her chin, extending down to a high posture collar and laced and locked behind. 
Inside, two very soft rubber tubes entered her nostrils deeply and emerged in a short inverted vee outside, as breathers. On the slick outside of the mask there was no apparent mouth-part but a slender slit; inside U-shaped rubber mouldings covered both her top and bottom teeth and a thick sleeve of the same material sheathed and held fast her tongue. Her jaws were immobile, her tongue immobile, the taste and aroma of fresh rubber filled her nose and mouth – and Flower found it savoured it innocently.  Nice was one of the few words in her deteriorating vocabulary and the familiar rubber taste and flavour was nice. Flower hung, anticipating the flogging. A thick bundle of soft gauze lay beneath her. Flower hung, her almost juvenile ‘petite’ body high, her feet twenty inches from the Teaching Room’s rubber floor.
Rhia stood. She had turned the lighting low and red. Rhia was indulging herself as well as, quite properly in her own mind, furthering the training of Flower. She stood in her usual powerfully athletic wide-legged stance, already just a little on her toes in bodily-preparation for the exertions to come. Of course she wore a leotard – for ‘work’ – but this was of heavier matt black rubber than her usual costume and rose in a round collar high under her chin. Two stiff-rimmed openings forced her fine breasts out into the open, widely separated and at the crotch an oval steel base plate was all that could be seen of the fat, slightly-yielding rubber dildo which filled the first two inches of her slit. Rhia sucked gently on a hollow penis-gag through which she breathed steadily. Beside her on the rubber floor stood a big shallow bowl in which was coiled the lash of a plaited leather whip, the handle standing up convenient to her hand. The bowl was filled with disinfectant. Slightly behind her stood a small stool on whose latex-sheeted top lay a curious and thick pad of surgical wadding, cut to the shape of Flower’s back, some scissors and a reel of  medicated adhesive-tape.
There was no warning for the spread-eagled Flower and the only anticipatory feelings for Rhia were the cool rigidity of the whip handle in her right hand and a premonitory pleasure-movement in her filled slit. The whip, withdrawn from it’s disinfectant bath, traced a circular pattern of  spattering on the floor as Rhia flicked its lash in readiness, then made a mist of droplets in the air as she cracked it loudly and experimentally. She bit on the yielding rubber penis in her mouth, stepped sideways, flicked the whip back with a sideways movement of her muscular arm.
Flackkk! Flower jerked violently on the X-frame, the rubber fingers of her support-bar dragged roughly back and forward against her clitoris as her bottom shifted with the shock, the rubber sheath over her tongue resisted her uncontrollable attempt to scream, a thin and blossoming scarlet line crossed her back beneath each shoulder-blade. Rhia, on her toes now, waited a full five seconds, sucking violently on the penis-gag, reached with her unoccupied hand to her crotch, then swung the whip again.
Flackkk! A second scarlet line crossed Flower’s quivering back, a precise half-inch below and parallel to the first. Tiny beads of bright blood appeared along the first cut and the hung body jerked violently again. An alto-mew penetrated the heavy rubber mask that covered the lower half of Flower’s face and snorted from her projecting nasal-tubes. The girl’s bare feet turned up, then down and her toes splayed wide; her hands clenched and unclenched in their imprisoning straps. Rhia, behind and to one side of the big frame and her suspended property, tore the shiny-wet gag from her mouth and flung it aside..
Flackkk! The third kiss of the plaited leather was less accurately placed, for Flower’s upper back was mottled with blood, masking Rhia’s careful placement of the lash. Flower began to writhe furiously in her bonds, sideways, backwards, twisting and the alto-mew in her throat became high C; the rubber support-bar at her crotch gleamed wetly and her artificially enhanced, now crimson clit jabbed the air vertically, more than an inch proud of her gaping slit. 
It was Rhia then who screamed, or rather shouted a staccato ‘Yesss Yesss Yesss’ – already her hips were jerking as her body anticipated the orgasm she knew would come..
Flackkk! Flackkk! Flackkk! Now there was nothing in the dim, dark, red-lit room but the flat, sharp kiss of the whip, the tenor-hiss as it parted the air, Rhia’s gasping breaths, the muffled gull-like mews in Flower’s throat, the creak of the great X-frame in response to her agonised struggles – and red blood. Red blood running down the white back, over the quivering bottom, between the parted cheeks, down the legs, over rubber straps to drip sullenly as bright spots onto the wadding below the girl’s quivering feet. The plaited lash, dull brown, was flecked with red and at every great sweep of it through the close air of the room it left a mist of droplets, scarlet droplets which began to decorate all of Rhia’s body.
Flackkk! and as another bloody furrow sprang across Flower’s gleaming scarlet back, Rhia came. Hugely, quickly, jerkily, standing there whip in hand and calling in time to the spasming of her hips – ‘uggh – uggh – uggh’.  For perhaps half a minute she stood there, drained, coming down from the purely sexual storm of whipping Flower to the calm, rational need to whip Flower thoroughly, as was her duty. Rhia took a deep breath, grasped the whip’s handle firmly..
Flackkk!   Flackkk!  Flackkk!  Flackkk!  Flackkk! and the writhing body on the X-frame slumped, hung completely in the straps, head still upright in its harness.

 
Miss Simms, necessarily resident at the Coachouse for almost a week, was not amused. 

“Miss Simms, I particularly don’t want any scarring across her tattoos ...”
“Hum. Well, I’m sure I don’t know about that, Miss. Do my best as always but this is different from the usual.” Miss Simms was actually revelling at being ‘in charge’ and at the stretching of her considerable expertise. Also at the promise of a very large fee indeed. Flower was stretched out face down on a rubber sheeted bed in the spare bedroom, surrounded by Miss Simms’s stuff, manacled to the head and foot rails. She was being regularly fed rectally and her ‘toilet things’ as Miss Simms called them, thick towelling nappies and two pairs of yellow rubber ‘baby pants’ looked startling against the tattooed skin.







 

 
 
NINETEEN NINETY
 

In the autumn of 1990 two girls were before the log fire in the comfortable sitting room of the elder girl’s home in London.  Susan, eighteen but petite, looking as if she were only in her early teens, reclined in the settee, her younger companion, Rhia, sat cross-legged on the floor beside her. Friends, they were there ostensibly for Susan to help Rhia with school work during the week before the new term began; in reality they were there because Susan’s parents were away for the evening and it was a golden chance to meet. 

Young Rhia’s ‘crush’ on their daughter was a subject of some amusement in that household, although perhaps only Susan’s mother suspected that it was reciprocated. The nature of the ‘crush’ was apparently unexceptional – only the two girls, in different ways and to different degrees, wondered a little sometimes. 
Susan lay back in the settee with a text-book discarded on her lap, her expensive deep-green skirt and spotless white polo-neck jumper accentuating in the firelight her rich copper-red hair: an elegant green court-shoe dangled from the toes of one outstretched foot, the other shoe lay on the floor beside her. In every way she was the epitome of a comfortably middle-class if rather tiny sixth former. 
Rhia, in contrast, squatting on the carpet in nondescript brownish sweater, faded jeans and somewhat grey, worn tennis shoes had none of Susan’s dramatic colouring; the bob of rich blonde hair which touched her shoulders being the only thing about her which ever attracted attention.
“Not looking forward to Term,” said Rhia, scowling and pushing away the notebook in which she’d been recording her friend’s advice. “Bound to get it in the neck from Mrs Chope, first week I bet you. ‘Rhia Dowd,’ she’ll say, ‘do you know a cure for your laziness? I’m sure I don’t.’ Stuff like that.”
“Well, you are lazy aren’t you, Rhia? The Chope’s always saying to us older girls ‘self discipline, girls, self discipline’ in that stupid voice of hers; ‘s what you need Rhia, bit of self discipline.” 
Both girls giggled at Susan’s mimicry of Mrs Chope’s voice, and from the settee Susan added:
“She’s sixty at least; bet in her schooldays they caned lazy girls,” and she stretched out the shoeless foot and made contact with Rhia’s well-developed bosom. “How would you like to be caned?” she grinned. 
Rhia’s young face went an instant pink..
“Huh. Wouldn’t let old mother Chope even touch me. Ugh!” The toes against Rhia’s bosom moved, pressed gently as Susan responded.
“Well you know, Rhia Dowd, I’m supposed to be helping your progress this evening – how’d you like me to cane you?” The grin was still there.
Rhia’s face flushed beetroot red and she quickly turned to look into the flames of the fire. “Do you have a cane then?” 
Both dissolved, rather slowly, into more giggles. The ‘cane’ subject was dropped but someone privy to both minds would have found it still there, being explored in an interested but desultory way by Susan and in a strangely excited, expanding way by her young friend.







 

 
 
THE FLOWER BLOSSOMS
 
In the autumn of 2002, the two were again before a log-fire but in Rhia’s recently acquired ‘retirement’ cottage in Wiltshire, only Susan wasn’t Susan any more but ‘Flower.’  It was Rhia, now an attractive woman of twenty-seven or so, who reclined in a long, deep red settee and ‘Flower’ who knelt on the carpeted floor beside her. 

Rhia still had the rich blonde hair, now tied back in a fat ponytail, otherwise she bore no resemblance whatsoever to the jeans-and-plimsolls fourteen year-old of 1990. From high under her chin to the tips of her toes, from shoulders to fingertips she was encased in a soft, carmine coloured leather cat-suit, the only visible decoration apart from the sheer luxury of the leather being a silvery ring-pull at her navel which terminated in a barely visible zip rising from between her legs. No elegant shoe dangled from either of her outstretched legs, propped as they were on an arm of the settee; instead both feet were softly encased in the continuation of the carmine coloured leather. In the firelight, Rhia spoke to the kneeling Flower in a dreamy voice. 
“Go get the rest of that Beaune. Black grapes, bread and stuff.”
Flower made no response, but rose and made silently for the kitchen. Thirty-one year old, small, slender Flower was, technically, naked. Only technically, for the most striking thing about her nakedness was that it was decorated with a whole-body tattoo of twining, lifelike vines which burst into leaf everywhere on her body and which exploded into big, glorious, beautifully executed red flowers between her legs, at her breasts and over her shoulders. Perhaps her exceptional and wonderful tattooing wasn’t the most striking thing about her – much depended on the beholder. Her breasts, hardly moving as she made her way to the kitchen, were widely parted and firmly uplifted pomegranates terminating in tilted nipples behind which, on rings pierced through rosy aureoles, swung small silver bells making a minute tinkle as she moved.  That her name was Flower was clear – as she left the room her back revealed ‘FLOWER’ tattooed in bold capitals between her shoulder blades, underlined by a delicate pattern of long, thin and parallel silvery scars. . 
But again, perhaps her great tattoo and the captivating breasts would have caught the attention of our imaginary onlooker last, after the smooth, round headed eight inch red rubber phallus which rose almost vertically from the hairless slit between her legs and which moved from side-to-side, metronome like, as she walked. There was nothing in any way ordinary about Flower; her only-slightly-pretty face, though composed and reflecting an inner ease such as few ever project, was made startlingly unique by a pair of perfect, rosy, Cupid’s-bow lips almost permanently parted in a disarming pout. But like the principal character in the Grimm brothers’ ‘Shifty Lad’ tale, the onlooker would have seen one ordinary but incongruous thing about her that evening – and at any other time. In her left hand she carried – had picked up from the floor beside her – a somewhat worn shoe, a slipper, a black slip-on gym shoe, a canvas and rubber plimsoll. Always, if she had a free hand, she carried it with her in the house or it lay somewhere beside her, within reach – or in temporarily busy moments, was hung like a sheath over the upright rubber phallus.  
Out of the house, when Flower wore clothes – sweater and jeans most often, the black plimsoll was always tucked tightly into a back pocket. It was to please Rhia, to free Rhia of the need to send for or search for a plimsoll when Flower had to be beaten – or when her inexplicable and profound relationship with Rhia, with her Anma, enabled Flower to soundlessly indicate that she wanted to be beaten.

 
Rhia had moved from London to the cottage outside Devizes only a year back, after the death of Sir Woodrow-Parfitt, Baronet, surgeon and a client of hers, friend of both her and Flower. ‘Woody’ had proved to be alone, without family or close friend and had remembered Rhia in his will as ‘my most dear and imaginative friend’ with very nearly seven figures in investment values. He remembered Flower too – as ‘Rhia’s fantasy partner’.  

Rhia’s professional business, premises and goodwill had found a ready buyer in the form of a small, select consortium of her more valued – and more valuable - clients who were determined that the services she’d provided would continue, although without ‘their’ Rhia and her submissive assistant so their favourite ‘auntie’ and ‘mistress’ and ‘teacher’ promptly ‘retired’ to a genuinely half-timbered cottage in the sticks, taking Flower with her in the back of the FWD, strapped thoroughly hand and leg and foot and enclosed in a grey rubber body-bag, thus pleasing Flower. 
On arrival in the secluded driveway to the cottage, Rhia had gone so far as to release the naked Flower onto the gravel and suggest a celebratory kiss, lifting her skirt to reveal an absence of underwear.
“Here we are, Flower. You may kiss me,” she said, smiling up at the sunlit windows of her new home. Flower knelt on the sharp gravel between the widespread legs and kissed long and hungrily. This wasn’t the Flower of the Coach House, it was the Flower that had unaccountably blossomed after being flogged. Nor was Rhia the same woman..
“‘nuf,” said Rhia, now absolute owner of Flower, dropping her skirt over the moving head. “Fetch the bags.” The day was still and warm; at the front door, as she was fumbling with the keys Rhia’s chiffon scarf dropped to the red brick steps. Normally Flower would have at once bent to retrieve it but she was laden with bags in her hands and under each arm. 
“Oh here,” said Rhia, impatiently, picking up the scarf before the breeze blew it away, “you take it,” and she dropped it over Flower’s upstanding red rubber phallus where it sank softly to the thick, round root of the thing as it emerged from Flower’s body. There was no response as Flower was carrying her worn black plimsoll in her teeth.

 
The relationship which had happened so very quickly between them after Flower’s flogging was one of almost complete symbiosis: Rhia certainly believed that Flower was a part of herself, the dominant and sexually-driven sadistic self buried somewhere within. It was as if the opposite of that particular self had materialised as Flower. Conversely, although she was quite unable to define it as clearly, Flower regarded herself as a physical part of Rhia, though perhaps only a small part. It all should have been very confusing for both, but neither gave much attention to analysis. 

That there was an intense feeling one for the other, on both sides was evident all day, every day, all night every night; it was a feeling inadequately described by the word Love. Neither would have used the word. On the big bed, on her back Rhia would often sleep peacefully, content, legs wide, with Flower curled between those legs, her head nestled in Rhia’s crotch. It was as if they were one animal. 
Communication between then too had evolved away from the rigid fantasy-styled Mistress to Sub form: a year before there would have been a one-sided instruction from Rhia such as ‘you need a beating, fetch the strap’. Now such an incident might not be one sided and was without apparent formality:
“Oh just gimme plimsoll, Flower. Bend over.”  There might be a small groan from Flower or perhaps ‘that’s twice today’.  The fact that she would return Rhia’s grin as she reached for her toes didn’t mean that the ensuing beating was any the less real. Rhia’s authority over, her control and possession of Flower was absolute and the fundamental source of happiness in her life. Flower would not have understood any explanation that she was a life-form separate from Rhia.
Rhia maintained some contact with her old clients and a month or two after the move to Wiltshire, in response to e-mails from Rhia, Rosemary Farrar collected some shopping for her from Harrods in London and because she had ‘nothing to do and it would be a jolly drive’ came to visit. Rhia had told her that she must ‘take me as you find me’ – the ‘me’ including Flower and was secretly rather pleased that someone she knew – and trusted – might just comment on and illuminate her lifestyle.
“God, Rhia, pretty place and I know Wiltshire and all that, but I’d no idea it was so far … you look dreadfully healthy.” Then Flower came into the room. “Heavens. My goodness. It’s Flower, isn’t it? Much better name than just 'girl’ and is that paint or a tattoo? Golly, you are really extremely decorative, my dear, and I love the bells. Not sure about your – er – penis.” Rosemary said ‘penis’ in the same way she might have said ‘Marxism’, having had true-blue, right-wing reactionary parents.
“Kiss Miss Farrar’s boots,” said Rhia and amidst protests of ‘Oh I say, she doesn’t have to …’ Flower’s nipple bells tinkled as she crouched on her knees, hands flat on the floor to put her mouth to Rosemary’s green rubber ‘Hunter’ boots. 
“Really not necessary. If I could sit and she could help me off with them – clumsy great things …” Flower had been taught how to pull off boots and when Rosemary sat she knelt, took a booted foot under each arm, pressing the cold rubber to her naked body and hauled gently back. The instruction ‘clean them’ from Rhia sent her into the back yard of the cottage to the hose. ‘Do yourself too’ was called after her: the sight of the naked Flower, boots cleaned, turning the yard-hose on herself brought more ‘I say’ remarks from Rhia’s visitor.
“Flower. Inside please. Dry Miss Farrar’s boots, find some slippers, dry yourself, coffee, toast, ‘gentleman’s relish’. Light Miss Farrar’s cigarette first. Move.”
“Yes Anma.”
“Rosemary, sit and tell me about things – any gossip, news of the Coach House, anything  ...”

“Well, we all miss you, of course. You know that five of us decided to keep the place going – paid staff and all that – but my dear, it’s so commercial. No at all like the old days. Do you still ...?”

“No,” said Rhia, heading off any enquiry about taking perhaps ‘special’ clients. “No, I’m retired,” and she grinned happily.

“I suppose not even little me ...?”
“Oh Rosemary, not even for little you, as a client that is. Though if you feel you’d like to change your clothes – now that you’re here in the depths of the country I mean - I still have most of the wardrobe from the Coach House.”
“Oh golly, that would be fab … really, may I?”  
Rhia called to Flower – “Hold the coffee and toast for fifteen minutes – Miss Farrar and I are going upstairs.”
“She is really quite disturbing, you know,” said Rosemary, frowning.
“Flower, you mean? Don’t think of her as a ‘she’. Think ‘it’ and there’s nothing disturbing at all.”
“You do say the most extraordinary things, my dear. Lead the way. Something jolly, I think.”

 
It took Rhia a few minutes, when she and Rosemary returned downstairs, to resurrect her old skills of extemporisation, but as she reminded herself, this was an entirely new situation. She had quickly slipped into the nearest thing she could find to a schoolmistressy dark dress; Rosemary was glowing with whatever pleasures she got from a white Aertex sports blouse, navy PE skirt – over matching navy PE knickers – white socks and white gym shoes. Fortunately, despite her years, she still had a good but slender figure. Rhia turned on her old schoolmarm voice:

“Rosemary, sit. Sit properly, girl!” and to the kitchen she called “Coffee, toast, Flower.” The tinkle of nipple bells announced the arrival of Flower who was then despatched to ‘get dressed. Maid’s kit. Rubber. Be quick’.
“Oh are we to have a little game, how marvellous,” from Rosemary was cut short by Rhia’s “Rosemary, grammar, girl, grammar!” which produced more delight in their visitor and a face flushed as of old. Nevertheless, she was unable to suppress a ‘too much’ when Flower returned. Gone was the naked tattooed body with its bells and projecting red phallus; Flower was now the ‘school maid’ in flat black rubber shoes, matt black latex stockings whose black suspenders showed clearly under a maid’s dress of the same material. White latex apron with ruffled borders and a matching cap. So she remained for the rest of the afternoon, as Rhia improvised with the schoolgirl Rosemary. Improvised a ‘serious talk’ about the alleged ‘improper behaviour’ of her pupil. ‘A certain boy from the Prep School.’ ‘Out of school and out of bounds after hours.’ ‘Caught in her PE kit in the sports pavilion.’ Rosemary stepped straight back into her schoolgirl fantasy as if she couldn’t help doing so and Rhia decided to risk a little more excitement for her friend.
“I expect you to deny it, Rosemary. You were never particularly good at adherence to the truth. However, if you have been improperly touched by this revolting young man, it is a simple matter for me to discover. Remove your blouse.”
“Oh Rhia … I mean Miss ...” and Rosemary blushed some more, never having had such a request made of her, in life or even in her fantasies.
“I will not have disobedience, girl. Remove your blouse at once.”  As Rhia desired, Rosemary hesitated, flustered.
“Very well, I shall call my maid.” Flower was summoned. “Remove this girl’s blouse.” More flustered, clumsily awkward, but inwardly experiencing some strange and new pleasures, Rosemary submitted to Flower’s hands at buttons; the Aertex blouse was slipped from her shoulders to reveal her really very nice breasts, which she promptly covered with her folded arms.
“Hands by your sides at once, girl. Remain at attention. I will examine you.”

Rhia had never touched Rosemary’s breasts before – for Rosemary’s part nor had hands other than her own touched her there or anywhere. She trembled but stayed in her obedient schoolgirl part as Rhia gently lifted and prodded each breast.

“It is insufficiently warm in here,” said Rhia, extemporising. “Bruising only shows when the blood is warm near the skin. Remain still.”  She stepped behind Rosemary and, reaching round, began expertly to massage the full breasts, massage not for exercise but for sexual arousal, her fingers straying purposefully over the hardening nipples.
“Oh Rhia … Miss I mean,” stammered Rosemary, almost giddy with the surge of feeling so new to her. Her breasts under Rhia’s expert hands were now flushed deep pink, firm and upstanding, the aureoles a deeper red and two extraordinarily prominent nipples grew.
“As I suspected. As I suspected,” said Rhia, affecting to see tell-tale bruising from ‘male contact’. “What more will we find, pray? In my day, girl, a good beating would be the remedy for your revolting behaviour. However ...” and she called Flower from her place by the wall. “Remove this girl’s skirt and knickers.”
“Yes Anma.” This time Rosemary merely turned beetroot red, the colour flowing down from her hairline to her shoulders, but she stood, trembling, eyes now closed, as her covering was reduced to just the white socks and gym shoes. Rhia, observant as ever, noticed how there was a fleeting, almost transient reaction in Rosemary when Flower’s rubber dress brushed the naked thighs.
“I regret that I must ask you to part your thighs, girl.”
“I – I c-can’t.”
“At once!”  The two white, lace-up gym shoes moved a few inches apart on the carpet.
“Stand perfectly still, Rosemary.” Rhia’s fingers pried in the bush of stiff brown hair between the parted thighs and Rosemary jerked, then remained still. It was so easy then; Rhia’s consummate skills and Rosemary’s complete inexperience combined to bring on the desired orgasm in fewer than two minutes. Rosemary swayed, Flower was ordered to support her, pressing her rubber-covered and hard body to Rosemary’s back. The white gym shoes stepped wider, Rhia’s fingers became suddenly sliding wet and Rosemary said ‘Uhhhhhh’.
One of Rhia’s greatest skills was never to allow any gap or lapse in the continuity of her ‘sessions’. Rosemary‘s involuntary gasps were still escaping her when Rhia said: “As I thought. Flower, remove one of Miss Rosemary’s plimsolls,” and to the still swaying ‘schoolgirl’ – “Girl, I shall beat you.” To Rhia’s complete astonishment Rosemary, eyes still closed, began at once to tremble from feet to shoulders while her head bent down: astonishment was followed by concern that she’d gone too far, concern to be replaced again by professional interest as she watched a foot lift for Flower to unlace one shoe and slip it off. Rhia automatically held out her right hand to take it, absently pulling out the lace so that it would not interfere.
For a long moment there was an absence of movement in the room, save for the continued trembling of Rosemary’s near naked form. In that moment there were three very different trains of thought from the three present. 
Flower had just relinquished the warm canvas and rubber of a plimsoll from her hand to Anma’s and the automatic thrill that always preceded herself being beaten trickled pleasantly into her, quickly enhanced by the realisation that if she was to be beaten it would be with Rosemary’s plimsoll. But it was Rosemary who would bend for Anma; Flower sensed a tiny disappointment, then a new pleasure – she would watch.  
Rhia’s thoughts moved quickly from the abstract – what was going on in Rosemary Farrar’s mind – to the feelings always triggered by having a warm plimsoll in her hand and the words already forming – ‘bend down, hold your ankles’. The sexual arousal in Rhia was taking over, as it had already taken hold of Flower; who hoped in her simple way that Anma wouldn’t allow her to come if that reaction seemed imminent. 
Rosemary wasn’t thinking, at least not in a comprehensible way – it seemed to her that whatever it was that was happening wasn’t happening to her, was happening in a dream, but it was a dream in which she was central, in which she knew the dialogue and actions, in which she was frightened – but that she wanted desperately to immerse herself in the dream. And that something, something big and soft and warm was rising inside her. 
 “Bend down. Hold your ankles. Flower, to the wall, face it.” Still trembling, fumbling for her ankles, Rosemary bent, presenting a pale, pear shaped bottom to Rhia, whose mind was now entirely engaged in the familiar sensations and sounds.

Whop! Rosemary swayed, said ‘Oh’. Whop! ‘Ah!” Whop! ‘Oh please ...’ Whop! ‘Please d-don’t, pleeeease!’ Whop! ‘Miss p-please Miss,’ Whop!

“Get down, girl,” growled Rhia, plimsoll raised, as Rosemary’s hands left her ankles and she began to straighten up.
“Please Miss, not any more, oh please.”
“Hold your ankles.” Rosemary was actually crying, reaching again to clasp her rumpled socks. Whop! ‘Owwww … I can’t … I can’t ...” Whop! 
Rosemary stood quickly, clasped her scarlet bottom in both hands, stamped her feet, stepped half across the room with quick, uneven steps, stood perfectly still, came violently, hips jerking – and burst into paroxysms of sobbing. Rhia had seen many times the different forms which a first release from fantasy could take and Rosemary’s reaction was not particularly new. Quietly she spoke to Flower.
“Big bed. Turn the heating up. Change the bed, latex sheets, pillows. Red. Fast or I’ll beat you too.”

 
Rhia escorted a silent, slow-moving Rosemary to the bedroom, Flower pulled off socks and the one remaining plimsoll as the naked woman was gently lowered to warmed rubber sheets. “Bit early for bed,” grumbled Rhia, stripping and climbing in beside her client; “bed straps, strip, get in,” she sad quietly to Flower. Together they strapped the unresisting, gently sobbing Rosemary into the spread-eagled X Rhia needed. To Flower she said:

“Strip. Give me one of those plimsolls. Bend” and she applied the rubber sole rapidly and hard to the upturned and pronounced hemispheres of Flower’s bottom – Whopp! Whopp! Whopp! Whopp! Whopp! Whopp! Whopp! Whopp! Whopp!

Eight was the safe cut-off point before the girl orgasmed, already at the sixth she was thrusting her pelvis back for more..

“Up. I didn’t say you could come. Fetch your strap-on. She can suck it, clean end first, then the other. You do that end and her breasts.” Rhia intended to concentrate between the widespread legs. They worked for forty-six minutes, with Rosemary alternately bucking and twisting in her bonds, moaning, crying out then keening in a hysterical way: Flower fed her the warm red rubber phallus and the greedy mouth chomped and sucked on it eagerly: Flower had to use strength to remove it but there wasn’t the slightest hesitation when she turned it and fed Rosemary with the glistening shaft which had been in Flower herself. Rhia detected five quick, staccato orgasms in Rosemary’s sweating, pallid body before almost all movement faded.  
“Go get the big brown strap-on,” she hissed to Flower. “I want it on her and in you in the next half hour.”
“Yes Anma.”
Rosemary didn’t react when her bonds were released, hardly reacted when Flower fed the butt of the strap-on into her and awkwardly fastened the thing. They managed to get her to sit up, with the thick brown rubber dildo standing out between her thighs, Rhia took the woman’s hands and wrapped the fingers round the upstanding shaft – and Rosemary just sat like that, eyes closed, even when at Rhia’s instruction, a naked Flower, back against Rosemary’s breasts, lowered herself onto it.

There was still no appreciable reaction from the sitting woman.

 “OK. No go. I’m bushed. Help me lie her down, leave the strap-on” grinned Rhia.

 
With Flower spread-eagled in straps, on her back, because Rhia just wanted it that way, Rosemary and Rhia curled either side of her, all three drifted into sleep, each tired in their different ways and for different reasons. One hour later Rhia woke to heavy, rhythmic movement and loud gasps of Wuh! Wuh! Wuh! from Flower, who was shifting and humping underneath Rosemary with the slick brown strap-on pumping in and out of her. Rosemary’s technique was crude in the extreme, pounding Flower unmercifully; her eyes were closed.

“Rosemary?” No vestige of a response. “Rosemary dear?” Nothing – Flower was still being bounced on the bed, the brown piston thrusting in and out of her. “Rosemary Farrar, you disgraceful, disgusting girl, stop that at once! Where’s my cane?” 
Rosemary shuddered, opened her eyes, subsided onto and into Flower – and Rhia returned at a run, with a cane. Now it was Flower’s turn to close her eyes as Rhia had the so far unique experience of caning a bare backside whilst the owner of that backside was deep within another naked body. Inevitably, Rosemary cried and moaned, inevitably she shifted and swayed and thrust her bottom up and down to the burning strokes. Inevitably the fat brown rubber phallus pumped in and out of Flower as she did so. 
Long afterwards Flower admitted that being ‘done’ and being caned at the same time, second-hand as it were, was a profound experience, but only because Rhia was doing the caning. Later that night though, a stiff, sore, drained Rosemary had to be coaxed from under the rubber sheets, so embarrassed was she.
“These things happen, Rosemary. OK they’re different, but I think you know more about you, don’t you?” Rhia was sitting on the bed, wearing an old friend, her matt black rubber leotard; Flower, all tattoo and nipple-bells, her upright red phallus back in place and waving to her movements, was on the floor beside the bed re-threading the lace of Rosemary’s white gym shoe. “Come on, Rosemary, up you get, can’t lie in bed all the time.”
“I – I can’t. I – I’ve nothing on.”
 “So I’ll get your stuff. Flower, fetch, then take Miss Rosemary to the shower.”
 “Rhia, oh no, I couldn’t.”
“Rosemary, oh yes you can. Flower will be very gentle. Just stand there.” Aside to Flower she said: “grease her slit.”

 
A very different, thoughtful – and sore – Rosemary drove away from the cottage next day, sitting on an extra soft cushion. 

“Miss Rosemary is going for some sort of holiday – six months cruising or something. I think she’ll be back though” said Rhia to Flower quietly. Flower, holding her red rubber phallus in one hand, just nodded. 

 
The red rubber strap-on which Flower wore as her only ‘garment’ was the cause of the only serious difficulty to arise in those first few months at the cottage. She had taken to grasping its upstanding column most of the time she had a hand free – not often as her other hand was so frequently occupied in having the old black plimsoll available. Flower never indulged in masturbating herself, unless told to do so until one summer afternoon. Watching through the cottage window the naked Flower hanging washing in the warm, sunny garden, Rhia saw her step back and quickly pump at her ‘handle’.  The ensuing row was loud and, for once, loud on both sides.

“Please Anma, you said it’s good for me.” 
“You are an impertinent little animal, aren’t you?  Because your body belongs to me, not you and I won’t allow it. It’s good for you when I say it is.” A sullen Flower, recognising the fact contained in that statement, sulked like a child, fingering her red rubber handle as if in defiance.
“I will have absolute obedience, Flower.” There was no response, save for a chink from the small silver bells at Flower’s breasts as she took a firmer hold of the upright red rubber.
“You cannot avoid obedience to me – you exist only because of me. The fact that I allow you to be excessively familiar is my choice, your privilege. I can remove that privilege. Have your tongue cut out, perhaps?”
“Yes Anma.” Flower was savouring the thought, not of having her tongue cut out but of being unable to speak and, as she made the threat, Rhia was wondering how and if Miss Simms would be prepared to do it. 
“I suppose I’d better wank you.”
“Yes Anma.” There was nothing of appropriate shape in the garden but a pair of shears with moulded-on and ribbed black rubber handles an inch and a half in diameter. With the blades opened as widely as possible, one handle offered a possibility.
“Lie down, legs wide,” and Flower quickly did as she was asked, making an X on the grass, dragging out her rubber phallus at the same time. Rhia knelt beside he.;
“Bloody awkward,” she said, spitting coarsely on the black rubber. The blunt end of the handle proved a problem and Flower was sharply instructed to reach down and hold her ‘opening’ wide: Rhia took hold of the projecting, hard clitoris and roughly dragged it out of the way, and shoved. The girl said ‘uh’, Rhia slapped her face to silence her and began to pump.  The scene would have certainly attracted the attention of any passer-by – though there would be none: a neat and very English garden of clipped lawn, herbaceous borders, hollyhocks and lupins basking in a hot summer sun. White and coloured washing on a line, the cottons and silks moving gently in a warm breeze – and latex items unstirred because of their weight. On the green grass, lying naked, a small woman, perhaps a girl, motionless, extraordinarily tattooed in Technicolor, with silver bells at her pomegranate breasts tinking faintly with her tiny movements – and an attractive woman in ordinary tee shirt, denims and sneakers kneeling by her and working the handle of a pair of common garden shears in and out of the girl’s slit. Bees buzzed – there were no other sounds and a trio of ants explored a naked hip. The naked girl on the grass jerked her hips quickly, just twice, the kneeling figure pulled out the wet and glistening shears-handle, stood up and said, quite pleasantly
“OK, up. Clean this, then finish hanging this stuff out to dry.”  
 

The fictional onlooker might have been equally interested were she – or he – able to view that evening’s ‘bedtime’ in the cottage. Might have seen Rhia, lithe and muscular, naked, pulling the patterned duvet over herself and would have seen the tattooed girl, naked but for the upstanding curve of a red-rubber strap-on, move to the side of the bed and turn her back to have her wrists strapped before lying across the foot of the same bed; would have seen Rhia sit up and push the offered rubber strap away. Hold up and open the warm covering and quietly say:

“Come to bed, Flower.” Rhia’s hands unfastened and withdrew the red strap-on, then she knelt and reached to remove the softly tinkling silver bells. “Come to bed.” For her, the creature that was Flower, that she had made, was complete and because she was complete for her Anma, Flower was complete too. There was no division between them, save that Anma was her creator and that she, Flower, was the creature created. 

 
In the night they made the simple, slow and passionate love of two women whose minds and bodies were one. Mouth to tender mouth, breasts to warm breasts, hands that traced back and hip and thigh and that settled gently deep between parted legs. In an hour, in the darkness, it was Flower who whispered “Anma?”

“Now,” whispered Rhia and without sound, with hardly a movement, a long, slow, single orgasm engulfed them both.
“Good girl,” whispered Rhia.
“Yes Anma,” responded Flower.
“‘Yes Anma,Yes Anma’. I think you’d better stop speaking altogether.”
“Yes Anma.” 
Rhia scowled. “Have your tongue cut out.” There was silence to that. 

 
But a week or so later Miss Simms, muttering about the isolation of the cottage, said that although removing a tongue was, well, ‘not very nice Miss’, there was something – ‘very difficult, mind’ – that could be done.
 
“Flower. Miss Simms is here. Strip and scrub yourself thoroughly. Disinfectant all over. Clean your teeth twice – twice, mind. Then go to her in the middle bedroom.”

“Anma, is she going to do something to Flower?”
“I didn’t give you permission to speak – but yes. She’s going to take your larynx, your voicebox, out. Then you’ll be just right.  Off you go.”
“Yes Anma.”







 
 

 
DOMESTIC BLISS
 
Rhia constantly wondered – and sometimes worried – about the way in which the woman who had once been someone she’d known as Suzie had so rapidly become Flower, the complete Submissive; she wondered too about the changes she’d made to another being and about the changes in herself. How could she so readily accept her own relationship with Flower? 

It was all very well, she thought, having clear images in her mind of what an Owner-Slave relationship should be – in the world of fantasy, but such images covered perhaps only minutes, at most hours of time; Flower was hers, her responsibility, all day and every day, in the real world. She had no doubt now that the very limited visions she’d once had of the reality of an owner-and-body-slave relationship – even then partially dismissed as fantasy - had proved to be disturbingly more than mere superstition; that the ‘highest sexual experience’ which those skills had enabled her to deliver was a psychological nuclear weapon: that Flower had emerged, blossomed, far more brightly and beautifully than the limited ‘dom-sub’ vision that began it all. 
Now there seemed no limit to her absolute, full-time submission to Rhia’s merest whims. 
Flower existed because of Rhia; away from Rhia in her bare room it was as if she didn’t exist. The need for her to be summoned every morning soon went, after Rhia had found the naked woman kneeling, on five consecutive mornings, waiting behind the door to the stair. Within weeks there was no need for the ceiling-chain, just ankle fetters. When Rhia said that the fetters too could go: the mute Flower looked up and shook her head, pleading – a little – with her eyes. Rhia was taken aback.
“You want to keep your ankle chain?” The kneeling girl nodded. So it became Flower’s ‘sound’ – chink – chink – chink as she moved around the flat. Now that the long chain had gone and Flower was free to move, a cheap alarm-clock woke her and it was the quiet chinking of the ankle-chain which woke Rhia every day as Flower brought breakfast to her bedside, a Flower who, Rhia discovered, rose from her rubber bed at five a.m. to be sure she was presentable. A meticulous shower and hair-wash, finger and toenails attended to and a finger laden with Vaseline shoved into her slit and her bottom. She even carefully cleaned her fetter-chain and cuffs. A deliberate rattle of the coffee cup in its saucer announced the delivery of Rhia’s breakfast by a naked Flower, naked but for the fetters, the moulded red rubber beach shoes she wore about the house and with her rubber phallus standing in a curve against her stomach. She knelt by Rhia’s bed during breakfast – Rhia usually fed her titbits but Flower was allowed ten minutes later to eat, sitting on the kitchen floor. When Rhia pissed, Flower knelt and drank; if Rhia indicated that she wanted to use the toilet, Flower followed, first to wipe her after the toilet and then to wash her. Permitted to use her own ‘dump – a bare concrete toilet in an outhouse, Flower stood as she had been taught, returning to Rhia to be inspected for cleanliness. In Rhia’s shower or bath it became a habit of hers to quickly masturbate the girl, really only to give herself the pleasure: the washing of Rhia’s strong body complete, Flower would stand there with hands by her sides and head lowered, legs slightly apart, in obedient expectation. The moment it was done, she would clink out of the cubicle and return with warm towels. 
Rhia was dried and powdered as she stood in the bathroom and at a nod, Flower would roughly dry herself, then re-apply her strap-on, putting it in and on and locking it. All done with Flower’s mute silence and with simple nods and eyebrow signals from Rhia. Yet the suppressed, all-day enthusiasm which Flower nearly always exhibited told Rhia that this creature was once again a new manifestation. Only when Flower’s duties in a work-room were unpleasant did she sometimes hesitate the briefest of moments, looking to Rhia for – what? – reassurance? The slightest of smiles from Rhia was enough for Flower to at once do what was required of her; she needed to know that it was what Rhia wanted – that was all she needed. 
Her reactions to pain were evolving too; the nervous system still drove attempted screams and real tears but three or four times recently the speechless Flower, being thrashed, had interrupted her gasping, gurgling sounds for moment and had come wetly onto her thighs: once, just once – so far – she had involuntarily demonstrated that which Rhia had always dreamed. Flower in jeans and tee-shirt, bent and holding her ankles, had bucked her hips in orgasm even before Rhia’s tennis shoe had landed loudly on the proffered bottom – and had exhibited a little, jerky orgasmic spasm at each of the six thwacks.  There was no doubt; Rhia had Flower’s jeans down afterwards to reveal thighs glistening with fluid.

 
But Rhia found, increasingly, that she was becoming more and more demanding, more and more critical of everything Flower did, every day. It worried her that she herself was changing – changing from just taking pleasure in making her fantasy real to actually being the fantasy Rhia, to being the fantasy owner of a fantasy submissive. And although she was apparently developing and training the needs of Flower it seemed that the fantasies of each of them were merging: more and more Rhia was resenting the intrusion into their joint lives of the demands of her clients. Not the old, long established clients but recently acquired and even new ones. She wanted just to live with Flower as her owned animal, her submissive possession. Her ‘work’ had become a burden to her. And though she pushed the thought away every time, increasingly there were momentary mental images of Flower’s red rubber phallus nudging her own soft labia; worse, of staring down at her own feet while Flower stood behind her with cane in hand.
 
“Flower, I have no appointments for the next three days. You will spring-clean my rooms, one at a time, until they are like new. Go through all my clothes and make sure they are spotless, pressed, everything.”  

A few months back Rhia would have left Flower to it, perhaps done some ‘office’ work and moved some of her money around advantageously, on line, then idled with music, a book, television, waited on for food and drink as she demanded. Now her increasing criticism of Flower – or because of the way she herself was changing – she followed the chink-chink of fetters almost from room to room, a slipper or a strap in her hand. Because she wanted to use it, not because it was part of ‘the fantasy’ but because, as her mind told her, she was training an animal; a human animal yes, but one that belonged to her. In that mood, the new Rhia expected perfection..
“I said you were to clean my shoes.”  She picked up her expensive, thigh-high red leather boots and upturned them. “You haven’t made the slightest attempt to clean – and polish – the soles.” Flower, naked and on her knees cleaning the floor of a wardrobe stopped moving, as she had learned to do when she was spoken-to.
“Stand up, hands on head. Why have you not cleaned these boots?” Lacking a voice, Flower merely hung her head.
For an instant, Rhia wanted to cane the naked breasts which were so much better then her own, for an instant she wanted to strap Flower to a bench in one of the workrooms and thrash her for disobedience and the thoughts brought the usual trickles of sexual arousal in her body. That day she rejected those quick desires but not every time a similar situation or contrived situation arose. An ordinary ‘lesson’ was enough this time..
“Feet apart, stand still,” she said, and the cane made three angry weals across each of Flower’s thighs. “Take these,” and she flung the boots from her, deliberately at the provocative breasts. Later that morning she noticed – or decided to notice – that there was some ‘dust’ on a freshly vacuumed carpet.  “In future, when you have cleaned a floor you will lie down and look along its surface for the slightest blemish. You can remember that?” Rhia flexed the cane in two hands and saw Flower raise her own hands towards her head in anticipation of the command to stand still.
“Turn round, touch your toes.”
Flower’s fingers touched the soft red rubber of her indoor shoes, she lifted a foot to shift stray links of chain on which she was standing and Rhia caned her, Rhia’s heels lifting off the carpet with each swing of her arm, Rhia blind to anything but the sheer rhythm of the caning and the great surge of unidentifiable desire rising in her. That Flower was soon crying loudly, her bottom wealed and scarlet and her trembling hands lifting again and again from the rubber shoes didn’t penetrate to Rhia. What did penetrate, when it occurred, was that Flower suddenly stood, her two hands clasped to her scarlet-striped skin and had a short, jerky, shaky orgasm. Rhia saw the brief, uncontrolled movement and an icy anger such as she’d never felt before rose in her throat. She shouted - Rhia never shouted –
“You are forbidden, ever, ever, to come unless you are told to. TRAINING ROOM NOW!”

 
Twenty minutes later Flower was in the Training room and Rhia was in its dressing room. Flower quite naked, no shoes, no fetters, no strap-on, standing on tiptoe against the wall, breasts crushed to it, hands behind her back and resting on the purpling weals which rose in neatly parallel lines across her bottom. Flower was sniffing back tears and waiting. Her mind was slow, seemed always to have been slow and her memory of the Suzie personality, of Suzie’s mind, no longer existed. Had she been able to analyse her present feelings, as Rhia had been doing, she too would have realised that the Flower of just as few months back had gone; that the creature, body, possession or whatever she was had really always been there. Soon, Anma was going to come and train her. 

In the dressing room Rhia simply yielded to the new self, the previously buried, suppressed self which she had been slowly recognising with concern; now she delighted in it.  Rhia was dressing to train Flower and Rhia was dressing to satisfy the new self: doing so was rousing her to a level of mental and sexual excitement which made her fumble. Already she was in a total cat-suit of polished black rubber, already she was in crotch-high moulded black rubber boots, her feet angled vertically to the floor, toes only in contact in the eight-inch heel ballet-points. Rhia moved almost feverishly, as if to satisfy an urgent, suddenly discovered need. Her rubber-covered fingers pulled down the zip of the suit’s crotch, both rubber covered hands fed a fat red dildo in there and closed the zip. Stalking on her points, standing six feet tall in the small room, she crossed to a drawer and chose – a gag for herself. Not for Flower, for herself.  The Rolls-Royce of gags which she’d used on – on Suzie? – seemingly so long ago. Gag dangling in one hand, she stalked again – into the Training Room.
“Turn round.” Flower dropped to the soles of  her feet and turned, her nipples scraping the cold wall and saw the gleaming black six foot high figure framed in the doorway, saw it insert the gag, saw ebony arms and hands buckling the head-harness, saw the glossy black penis projecting from the mouth. The figure filled the doorway, awesomely tall, erect, toes on their points stabbing the floor and set wide apart – and Flower felt an entirely new, somehow exciting, somehow desperate flood of feeling within her, a feeling that instantly drove away all others, that dissolved the pain in her scarred bottom, a sensation that was like everything falling away from her. In that second she knew who, what she was and she felt – Love. 
Rhia, standing there, feeling she knew not what – feeling absolute – spread her arms wide, stepped with yard-wide strides to Flower and enfolded her against the warm, glossy, rubber-perfumed skin. Flower’s naked breasts pressed below her breast-bone, Flower on tiptoe, making the curiously breathy sound that was her equivalent of crying. Rhia’s left hand travelled down to part Flower’s legs and to seek inside there with rubber-covered fingers, Rhia’s right arm travelled to the small naked waist, bent Flower back and the fat black penis of the gag reached down for Flower’s welcoming, opening mouth.  
Together they staggered back against the yielding matt-black surface of the room’s bed. Rhia lowered Flower to it – and the naked girl lay there, sucking powerfully, slowly at the rubber penis, eyes closed as Rhia masturbated her. For long moments Flower’s pale arms were flung outstretched but then reached for the back of the black head, for the smooth curves of warm black hips and waist; her hand found the crotch-zip, warm, hidden. A hand, Rhia’s hand, joined hers there, fumbled, withdrew the hot, steaming rubber dildo: two so-different minds had two parallel thoughts, Rhia’s to feed the hot rubber to Flower’s mouth and Flower’s to throw back her head, open her mouth to it. The thick phallus filled Flower’s mouth and she drew on it greedily, Rhia’s rubber fingers took Flower’s exaggerated clitoris, Flower’s were inside Rhia, who breathed hugely, deeply though her gag. There was no sound in the room but the almost synchronised and accelerating breathing of the two women, no air but it was not perfumed with that of Rhia’s warm rubber skin and with the soft aroma of sex. 
They came together, absolutely together, Flower’s orgasm vastly accentuated by the tastes of Rhia in her filled mouth, Rhia’s by the new, wonderful sensation of being unable to vocalise round the Rolls-Royce of gags. Flower, without any real understanding, knew she was being born all over again, was emerging from Rhia somehow, completed at last: Rhia dazed, in the mountain-tops of orgasm, knew she was giving birth to Flower, as if from her own body..
Both reached their shared summit in the same instant, Flower making coarse breathy sounds - that perhaps once might have been screams -  with the realisation that what she’d believed was a once-only absolute orgasm was upon her again, that it was seizing her now; Rhia quailing with the knowledge that the thing she’d once done to – to Flower? – all that time ago was happening to her.
When it was over, Rhia slept. Slept encased in the closeness of her rubber skin, on her back, spread-eagled on the bed, the penis of the gag pointed at the ceiling, moving with her breathing and with the glossy black fingers of one hand holding the dildo which had shared her body and Flower’s mouth. She slept for five hours, almost unmoving. Flower didn’t sleep, she replaced her fetters, replaced her strap-on and went slowly about the warm rooms, perfecting the creature she now was, completing her self, then sat again on the bed again, arms round her raised knees, close to the motionless Rhia, watching her. 
Flower’s tattooed body seemed to glow with a new energy, a new warmth, the very blossoms that decorated her skin and painted her breasts and stomach more vibrant, the twining tattooed vines and leaves alive. Her only concession to clothing was the pair of beach shoes, also of red rubber, which she simply liked to wear. The room was heavily warm and almost totally silent. In an almost clear moment of understanding, Flower realised that she had reached Absolute Obedience: she’d never understood the words before. With the realisation came the completely sexual awareness that anything else, from that moment, was impossible and that she was owned by, submissive to Anma. 
It was the happiest discovery she could ever remember making and she stood, silent, weeping rivulets of tears. Then, as if accepting a dare she’d made to herself – and perhaps to demonstrate her happiness, she made ‘it’ happen. Not by touching herself – she lay back and just did it, like you or I might take a book from a shelf or open a magazine at a preferred page. She looked up at the ceiling, opened her legs just a little, shuddered once, lifted her small hips once, her tiny slit pouted allowing the erect clitoris to show its whole length – and brimmed glistening fluid between her legs. It took forty-nine seconds for Flower’s body to complete her internal command to ‘come’.  Then the sighed, closed her legs and slept. 

 
Twenty-four hours later Rhia’s mobile trilled.

“Hi,” said the very ordinary female voice on Rhia’s mobile, “I’m Tara Woodville – you remember my father?  It’s a bit strange I know but he left me your number – er – when he died. And a sort of letter – all about you. And all about Flower too. Terribly hush of course. 
“Hello Tara,” replied Rhia, very apprehensive, but she was interrupted:
“I’m in Devizes. Be with you in an hour. ‘Bye Rhia.” and Tara cut the call.

 
Tara arrived at the cottage exactly one hour later: the only similarity to her father was her height – ‘Woody’ had been well over six feet, his thirty-eight year old daughter stood at six feet one in her smart, almost flat shoes. Lean and angular, dressed in ‘sensible’ twin-set and wide skirt, she had black hair in a short bob, pleasant-enough features and a polite, confident manner. She’d come, she said, because she was fascinated by what she’d learned about Rhia and Flower. But she merely wanted to confirm that her father’s posthumous letter wasn’t a product of the fantasies she’d always suspected he’d had. Rhia, ever cautious, had strapped-up Flower and shoved her out of sight.

“I’m sorry, my friend Flower isn’t here. But I’ll try to answer anything you want to know – within the limits of the privacy between your father and me.  He was a lovely, brilliant man …”
Over drinks by the almost permanent wood-fire in the living-room, Rhia soon discovered that Miss Tara Woodville knew a great deal more about the BDSM scene that she let on and was fascinated to know how – and why. She found Tara impossible to draw on that subject, even though she deliberately went into rather more detail about her one-time profession than she’d intended.  Somehow or other she got the impression that Tara was circling round a real reason for the visit.
“Well Rhia, I must push on, you know. Thank you for being so open about my father and I’m sorry I wasn’t able to meet the famous Flower.” Rhia, relieved that the stay had been so short – but still puzzled – produced ‘one for the road’ in the form of her coveted Talisker malt and then watched Tara drive off in her battered Land Rover – ‘hired you know – had no idea just how countrified you were so took no chances’.







 
 

 
CATHARSIS
 
Tara drove away from the cottage for just thirty minutes, stopped briefly at a hardware store in the village – the cottage’s wooden floors in her mind - then reversed the rattling vehicle and drove back rather more slowly, rang the doorbell several times, tapped on windows, called ‘Rhia, Rhia’ loudly to no avail – and then, with extraordinary expertise, a burglar’s kit of adhesive-tape and small hammer, set about removing glass from the kitchen window.  Inside the cottage she quickly found Rhia slumped in the fireside settee nicely and deeply sedated but she complemented the ‘stuff’ she’d added to the last Scotch with a precisely administered shot into Rhia’s unresisting arm of something more effective. Went to check if the cottage was otherwise unoccupied, found Flower, said:

“Well, well, well, how very nice,” and ignoring the bound and mute girl’s struggles and staring eyes, sedated her too. Moving more confidently then, Tara backed the Land Rover to the front door, transferred some suitcases, then locked it in the garage. Eyeing the time, she appropriated Rhia’s best spare bedroom, unpacked some clothes, changed and forty minutes later went purposefully back downstairs to attend to her sleeping ‘patients.’ She was in faded jeans and a sweater, plain flat shoes just for the occasion, for she wanted no high or fantasy fashion to encumber her for the next few hours.
The unconscious Rhia she stripped by the simple expedient of merely cutting off clothes: a multitude of rubber straps from Rhia’s own resources served to bind the unresisting body in a classic hogtie and a black rubber pump-up gag with a breather was thrust into limp jaws. Rhia was left thus on the settee. Little Flower was dragged unconcernedly into the living room equally unconscious and submitted to the same treatment, even gagged in the same way, unnecessarily of course; Tara bending for a moment to enclose the girl’s jutting clitoris between her lips in a kiss. Looking down at the two naked bodies lying one on the other – Flower on top – on the settee, Tara checked her watch, stabbed Flower’s round bottom several times with a hat-pin to seek reaction, got none – and went find something to eat and drink in the cottage kitchen. She had about three hours before one of her captives woke, probably Flower first as she’d only had one dose of ‘father’s stuff’. 
For Tara, those three hours were perhaps the most steadily exciting period of anticipation she had ever experienced: as a very young girl an accidental glimpse into her father’s collection of ‘fantasy’ images on his laptop had begun twenty-five years of deeper and deeper immersion into, first, just pictures and ‘stories’ and then progressively through tentative practice – she was expelled from her expensive private school for binding and beating a junior – and on to a point where what she wanted, to satisfy her needs, became almost impossible. But when her father died and so much about ‘his Rhia’ and ‘dear little Flower’ was opened up to her, Tara’s entranced mind offered her a ‘plan’.  Rhia’s existence was known to few, her proclivities to a handful of ‘clients’. Her location was remote and equally discreet. Perhaps, just perhaps, the twosome of Rhia and Flower could become a threesome, with Tara as her own idealised Dom. It was Flower that Tara really wanted, Flower to whom she could show undreamt-of pain and pleasure, Flower who was possibly and quite safely expendable. 
Rhia presented an equally delicious possibility: Rhia could be broken to Tara’s will. Not only by force direct, but by her presence when little Flower was taken into realms of sadism which even Tara’s mind found difficult to envisage. Refreshed from the ample supplies in the cottage kitchen Tara, now in a black, soft glove-leather dress that encased her closely from neck to waist, then fell in folds to below her knees, in equally black toe-to-thigh laced black boots that perched on six inch heels, stood at six feet seven and was barely able to get through the cottage’s interior doorways without almost crouching. Flower had to be prepared for Rhia’s first waking awareness.
The thick, scattered Oriental rugs which covered the living-room floor were rolled up, carried into the garage. Tara’s one suitcase of ‘things’ was brought – she’d assumed quite rightly that any house of Rhia’s would be more than  adequately supplied with sophisticated BDSM items – and the unconscious Flower rolled off her owner’s unreactive body and allowed to fall heavily to the wooden floor.  She made sure that Rhia’s gagged face overlooked what activities were to come. Swiftly Tara ungagged the girl, unbound her, smiling slightly at the scarlet bands the over-tight rubber straps had made on the pale, tattooed flesh. Momentarily she tweaked the jutting clitoris hard, enviously, then rolled the girl flat on her back, spread her arms and legs X-fashion and turned to her box-of-tricks. A telescopic steel spreader bar forced Flower’s legs uncomfortably wide, steel bands locked round the slender ankles. In the centre of the bar another rose at right angles, again telescopic: Tara drew it out and thrust its end, a fat rubber dildo, unconcernedly deep into the pouting slit. The patterned, spread-eagled body jerked slightly, nothing more: kneeling, Tara repositioned the hands, palm up, spread wide.
Rhia’s awareness was dragged from unconsciousness savagely, to the sound of Flower’s naked body pounding the floor and of her rasping, hysterical breath as the woman kneeling over her, wielding a new and still labelled hammer, drove four-inch nails through the palms of her hands and into the oak flooring. The wildly tattooed and naked girl writhed violently and flailed her legs in the captivity of the spreader bar, thumping the floor and visibly pumping the bar’s dildo-headed shaft further into her. Rhia, her head hurting as if it had been kicked, choked and moaned in her gag, twisted, tried to turn, tried ineffectually even to move, staring at the scene with wide and tear-filled eyes as Tara carefully laid the hammer aside, regarded the quivering, blood-red claw-clenched hands with the bright nails protruding, stood, grinned at Rhia’s feverishly struggling form and reached down to retrieve a broad leather strap. Without any delay or any display of feeling, she began to thrash the writhing, quivering girl with steady, slow, heavy strokes;
“Slattt!” - “Slattt!” -“Slattt!” -“Slattt!” -“Slattt!”.  Shoulders, breasts, stomach, hips, thighs, shins, feet, soles – and then slowly and progressively back, inexorably, feet, shins, thighs, hips, stomach, breasts, shoulders, overlaying stroke upon stroke up and down the shuddering, quivering form with red, crimson, purpling bands, the screams keeping time to the flat, hard sound of the leather striking naked flesh. Two pools of blood encircled Flowers outstretched and impaled hands which quivered urgently at each new blow to her body, beads and trickles of bright blood started all over the quailing body. The jerking, writhing of Flower’s legs served only to pump the spreader bar’s dildo violently in her slit, so violently that its rubber head gleamed not only with translucent fluid but with more blood. Tara, so tall in the room on her six inch heels that the flailing strap frequently brushed the ceiling as she swung it powerfully over her head: Rhia fighting her gag and the hogtie-rubber straps, rolling from the settee with a thud, jerking, struggling, ending on her face and desperate to put an end to Flower’s torture. Tara turned quickly.
“Oh no my lovely, you’re just going to watch and learn,” and she snatched up the discarded hammer and a handful of great bright nails. Rhia’s eyes widened desperately above the jerking gag, terrified that she too was to be nailed to the floor.
“Frightened are you?” growled Tara, dropping to kneel beside the panicking woman; “Never used nails? Screws are better, if you hammer them in – so much more painful, but don’t worry.” Yanking Rhia sideways so that she was directly face to the quivering Flower, Tara pulled savagely at the more-yielding of the rubber straps with which Rhia was hogtied and drove nails through them into the wood. Rhia was fastened where she lay.
“Now watch and learn.” Swivelling on her knees, Tara knelt again over the blood spotted and tattooed girl who jerked violently as she saw the grinning face above her again. 
“There, my little sweet. Here’s your Auntie Tara again. Nice Auntie Tara’s going to be so very kind to you. Just fix those silly legs.”  She busied herself cutting two pieces a few inches long from one of the rubber straps and, with them, nailed the girl’s spreader bar securely to the wood.
“That’s OK then. Now you have a choice – stop moaning, girl. Wait a minute – that’s not a sound I’ve ever heard. I wonder. Are you dumb or something?” Tara sat back on her heels, stared at the distorted face, reached absently into a pocket for a silver cigarette-lighter, lit it, turned up the flame and leaned forward to play it over the desperate girl’s projecting clitoris. The violence of Flower’s reaction wasn’t accompanied by the expected screams, only by raucous, harsh panting: 
“Well  now, that’s really very nice. Pretty, nailed down and dumb. OK, so you have a choice. Either your Auntie Tara stretches this pretty rather cooked clit of yours.” and Tara grasped the blistered, upstanding staff between fingers and thumb – “or we see how long your nipples really are. You have to choose darling. Just you blink twice to let me know which you’d like. Clit?”
Floods of silent tears ran over Flower’s contorted face and she writhed again in her bonds, starting fresh rivulets of blood from her nailed palms; a dribble, a pulse, then a full flow of urine escaped from between her legs, spraying everywhere and Tara sat quickly back.
“That’s right, you relax.” then “oh, bowels too” as Flower’s hips lifted as her bowels evacuated. “What fun,” and the woman moved sideways across the bare floor to her suitcase. “I don’t like this, dear, but you will. Or I hope you will.”  She was pulling on long yellow rubber gloves as she turned back. It was over in seconds: one gloved hand held a gleaming nail to Flower’s left eye, the harsh voice said “mouth wide, please,” and as in terror Flower complied, the other yellow-gloved hand picked-up a fat brown chunk of excreta from between the girl’s legs and thrust it into the gaping mouth. The fouled glove was wiped across Rhia’s face, stripped off and tucked under the hogtie-straps: wide black adhesive tape was produced from the suitcase and Flower’s retching stopped, her mouth ineffectually taped shut over the paste of excrement within. 
Tara turned and tipped the contents of her suitcase onto the floor – an arsenal of ‘equipment’ – and retrieved a coil of very thin wire, the end of which she proceeded to wind tightly round Flower’s projecting, burned clitoris, where the girl’s gaping slit was already smeared with blood from the savage intrusions of the spreader-bar’s dildo. She twisted the loose end to secure it and unwound the rest, about three feet of it, turning to secure the other end to the broad rubber strap which cruelly bound Rhia’s thighs together.
“And now, my dear Rhia, we shall watch to see if the Flower creature’s delightful little penis will come forth from its shell. If I thrash your breasts you will quite probably move about as much as you can, won’t you? And every little move will give that little clit a lovely tug. Of course, if a good beating doesn’t make you move, I know lots of things that most certainly will. What is it, Rhia dear?”
Rhia was attempting frantically to make signals with her eyes, mmfing desperately in the gag, for Flower was purple-faced and heaving her body, splutters of loosely wet excrement escaping from the sides of the tape over her mouth and forcibly suppressed retching making her throat pulse violently. As Tara turned to look in the direction which Rhia was indicating, a more violent heave shook the desperate Flower, two pulses of brown paste were ejected from both nostrils with a dreadful choking sound – and the thin wire connecting her clitoris to Rhia’s bonds went bar-taut as the girl bucked and heaved again. Went bar taut, then snapped away, flailing the bloody loose end back to Rhia who saw with horror the gory, inch-long tip of her Flower’s clitoris still wrapped in the wire’s coils and cut completely away. All she knew was that her Flower was dying, nailed to the floor, choking, suffocating on her own excrement and with a short, arching pulse of bright blood standing up from the stump of her once-beautiful clit. 
Tara stood over the dying girl, hands on her hips, watching.
“Oh my dear, I really do think you’re actually going to die. What a lovely way to go. There now, I think you ought to be very grate .” Rhia summoned every last vestige of strength and tore the nailed-down rubber-straps free, rolled desperately against Tara’s legs and brought her crashing down across Flower’s feebly bucking little body. There was one short, hoarse, strangely half-hearted scream from Tara – and she lay still, face down, leaking blood sullenly from one eye-socket which was horribly impaled on the head and exposed three inches of a bright nail standing out of the wooden floor. The wide steel head of the nail was embedded in her brain.
By the time she’d rolled back and forth, seeking a means to get to Flower, Rhia’s own body was smeared with blood and excrement, torn by nail heads and bruised by toppling onto the pile of ‘equipment’ from Tara’s suitcase. It was in amongst that equipment that she saw the surgical scalpel – she had to roll over onto it deliberately because her hogtied arms secured her hands behind her back – but her fingers were free and there was some movement of both hands possible. The scalpel’s blade sliced the back of her knuckles once and then the first of her straps parted as the micro-thin steel divided the thick rubber instantly. Inside a minute Rhia was on her feet, staggering with cramp and pain, to drag the lifeless Tara from her Flower, dragging the nail head from the suppurating eye, dragging tissue and fluids too. Sobbing, shaking, Rhia tore away the wide tape over the girl’s mouth, reached inside with her fingers and excavated the mess within; knelt by her girl and, one hand violently gripping the stump between Flower’s legs in an attempt to stop the life-blood pumping sluggishly away, she tried the best she could to breathe steadily into the stinking, reeking open mouth.







 
 

 
SPRING – AND A FLOWER BLOOMS AGAIN
 
It took nine months from the death of Tara to the re-emergence of Rhia and her Flower into peace and happiness.  Rhia had ‘buried’ Tara in the cottage’s septic-tank and eventually had a new one dug –‘the old thing never was very satisfactory you know’. She nursed Flower as best she could until she felt safe enough to bring Miss Simms to the cottage and eventually to despatch the weary paramedic to a comfortable retirement in Spain. Rhia’s finances were heavily drained by those costs and the ‘fees’ the Simms charged for Flower’s ‘reconstruction’ It was another three months before the cottage returned to its almost anonymous existence.

The imaginary onlooker who might once have seen a happy, naked Flower hanging washing in the cottage garden, had he or she been able to peer into the bright kitchen one evening, long after all the ‘Tara trauma’, would have recognised Rhia standing at the sink peeling vegetables, naked but for faded jeans and scuffed tennis shoes. Still the same powerfully athletic body but now with great gold rings through her fine, firm, suntanned breasts. 
Little Flower enters the room and at first glance is unchanged; the bells at her breasts tinkle musically as she moves, the familiar chink-chink sound is there too as her fetter-chain lifts then kisses the tiled floor. She is wearing only her worn moulded red-rubber slippers. But a second look reveals that all the efforts were unable to save her hands from the massively infected nail-wounds, torn nail-wounds; infections which were found too late. Flower’s arms terminate in bright silver sleeves, the metal beautifully chased and engraved in patterns to match the still-glorious tattoos of her body.  Blunt ended sleeves which reach halfway to her elbows. Some of the skin and tissue from her hands was saved and the expertise of Miss Simms was shown to be quite exceptional.  In the bright kitchen Flower clinks towards Rhia, who turns and smiles.  The thin slit between Flower’s legs pouts to make way for her ‘thingummy’.
Constructed from the salved tissues of her hands to resurrect her burned and severed clitoris and sheathing a silicone-form, she has a completely natural-looking, horizontally projecting, gently curving and circumcised penis standing out before her, surgically a part of her body. It is warm and firm, in section an oval some inch-and-a-half by one inch – it is exactly nine inches long. Rhia calls it the most valuable prick in the world – it had cost nearly twenty-thousand pounds in fees to Miss Simms – but Flower could pee gloriously through the pouting little slit in its head. Flower’s ‘thingummy’ also served other purposes other than those of simple pleasure – just then, incongruously, her arms were folded against her breast bells, arms filled with clothes for washing and ‘thingummy’  was hung with three pairs of socks: in  place of  absent hands Flower’s nine-inch staff proved a useful ‘tool’.
Such domestic scenes aren’t necessarily representative of Rhia’s now peaceful home. Two very large coloured photographs, each almost three feet high and which occupy the living-room wall either side of the Tara statuette say more, in that they are a statement about themselves by the occupants of the house. One is of Rhia – Anma – in an almost Edwardian pose, sitting on a high wooden stool, her figure lit against a dark, draped background. Her face is turned to the camera, hands in her lap, one leg bent to rest her foot on the stool’s crossbar, one straight, the foot resting on the floor. A long bob of thick hair, the colour of scraped bronze, falls to her shoulders and frames a face illuminated by an expression of gentle amusement – smiling eyes, smiling lips. She is naked to the waist, her skin lightly tanned by the English summer sun and two perfectly formed, artificially enhanced breasts announce her almost maternal femininity. Each firm, separated breast is faintly tattooed overall with a great carmine red star centred on her erect nipples, from which hang inch-high silver bells. 
The lower part of her body wears common, faded and well-used denim jeans, secured by a leather belt, above which part of another tattoo can just be discerned – the upper edges of a semicircle of pale blue lettering which in fact reads ‘FLOWER’. In very ordinary contrast to her impressive and powerful presence, she wears discoloured, worn white tennis shoes on her bare feet. Her hands are curled loosely round a crook-handled rattan cane held in her lap.  To the viewer the photograph presents as ‘I am Anma. Are you brave enough to Love me?’
The other photograph is of Flower, full length, also against a darkly draped background. The impact of the photo is stunning. She stands in a slightly aggressive pose, feet planted apart, the ends of her silver-sheathed forearms on her hips. Behind her is the stool on which Anma sat for the sister photo – its apparently enlarged size defining Flower’s small, petite figure. Beneath what is almost an Afro of gleaming chestnut red hair her deep green eyes stare out directly at you, not amused like Anma’s, not timidly, not anything but with a smouldering depth which disconcerts completely. Her full, perfect red lips are obviously moist, parted in a pout that invites – something. But it is her small and lovely naked body which dominates the photograph – her skin is ivory white but clasped, gripped, enwrapped by a glorious and continuous tattoo of leaves, flowers, vines which entwine her from each bare foot, up each leg, erupt into great blossoms between her legs and at her breasts, very obviously decorate her bottom and back and which terminate in a slender tendril under her chin. Unlike those of Anma, her breasts are large, round, firm pomegranates, standing out from narrowed bases; the centre of the great red tattooed flower with which each is decorated is pierced by a wide, thick silver ring, on the circumference of which cluster a dozen or more half-inch round bells. Though Flower is quite naked, between her parted legs are no pink labia; just a smooth-edged cleft in the white skin, pouting a little like the lips of her mouth. 
It is here that the photo exhibits an unsettling androgyny, for standing from that pouting cleft is an undoubted penis, erect, horizontal, slightly upcurved, the rose-pink head tattooed delicately with a partly-open flower bud. The viewer’s eyes eventually detect that she is not entirely naked, for thick, engraved silver bands encircle each ankle, each linked to the other by silver fetter-chain. The whole photograph is unnerving, seeming to say ‘I am Flower and I am also Anma and I am Sex. Are you strong enough to own Us?’
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