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Diana Avery found the shop entirely by accident; on her first day in an office high above the traces of what had once been Upper Thames Street. She’d been sent out, as are very junior and new General-Office-Assistants the world over, to buy sandwiches for someone’s working-lunch…
	“There’s that terrific little sandwich-bar place down by the river, Diana – you can go down Canada Lane…” The medieval Canada Lane is now in two parts, interrupted in the middle of its windings by sixteen storeys of glass and concrete; Diana Avery circumnavigated the vast new building, sought the re-beginning of Canada Lane on its other side – turned instead into Muscovy Place – another even earlier lane – and lost her way. The only sign that there was nothing but more glass and concrete around and above her was the single small shop-window beneath a sign reading ‘Captive’. She was the ‘new girl’ in the office on her first day and on her first day she was going to be late back with a simple purchase because she’d lost her way: being shy and nervous by nature, she was beginning to enlarge that fact out of all proportion. The place called ‘Captive’ looked like a shop; perhaps they could direct her back into Canada Lane and to Tickles’ Sandwich Bar? 
Approaching the shop’s door from the upper end of Muscovy Place she had to pass the little window so she glanced in to see what sort of shop it might be – and didn’t pass the window; she stopped, mesmerised. 
Behind the glass in a dark space no bigger than an old-fashioned double wardrobe was a naturalistic, tall, elegant display-model in a red dress, softly spot-lit. Nothing else. The window was some two feet above the worn stone paving of the lane so Diana found her eyes travelling up from piled swathes of the scarlet-silk dress-train, up a column of tightly-shaped scarlet-silk full-length hobble skirt to a tiny waist. She looked further upwards more slowly, anticipating this to be a sumptuous evening dress on an impossibly beautiful model. So it proved to be – bare creamy shoulders, long elegant arms, scarlet silk gloves from fingertips to upper arm… The model’s slender neck was encircled by a silver slave-collar with a silver D-ring to the front beneath her chin and the bodice of the dress was little more than a scarlet silk shelf on which lay two perfect, bare, prominently-nippled breasts, ivory white, full, exposed… 
At once there were two young women called Diana standing at the window of the shop, although an onlooker would only see the one. Diana the General-Office-Assistant, glancing quickly round to see if she was observed, her pale face colouring-up with her habitual embarrassment at being confronted with ‘sex’; the scarlet dress was ‘sex’ in the raw. The other, unseen Diana – the ‘Other Diana’ - looked at the dress and saw herself in a bright and detailed mental image, wearing the dress, feeling the dress, feeling the excitement it would provoke in her whole body. It was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen. To stand somewhere, free, open, beautiful like that, throwing away all convention and to be herself; her secret self, the Other Diana. 
She had grown-up believing she was ‘not right’, even ‘wicked’ because of her precocious – but rigidly suppressed – sexuality and was still, at eighteen, laden with guilt, but the advent a year back of a present - from an uncle - of a year’s rent of a tiny flat in London, a laptop-computer plus a year’s subscription to an ISP had changed everything. The flat was to enable her to seek work in London instead of in the dull outer suburb where she had been brought-up; the laptop and Internet connection were to aid in the search: the uncle in fact knew nothing of such things but had heard that it was the way young people looked for jobs these days. On the Internet Diana Avery found Sex. At first she was desperately embarrassed at what she saw - not shocked but embarrassed - embarrassed and miserably guilty at being unable to stop ‘surfing’. 
‘It’s all right,’ she persuaded herself, ‘if I just select images of beautiful women’ - in sexually-provocative clothes nonetheless – ‘so I can, well, just imagine they are me. That there’s this Other Me who’s really the most beautiful, most sexual person it is possible to be. Just for myself, of course, just secretly. I’m like Superman, an ordinary person, not very good at anything – but I have the Other Me only I know about. Superman was a super-strong saviour of the poor, fighter against injustice, everything like that, the perfect super-hero though; the super-me, the Other Me is just – is just Sex. No, not sex, Sexuality…’ 
Slowly, over time, with the guilt piling, she began to mentally place herself in other clothing illustrated on the laptop’s screen; in leather, in latex, in plastic… Could she imagine wearing that? Would she like to do that? How would it feel? With increasing frequency the mental answer was ‘exciting’. It became a challenge to consider every genre of image in the ‘sexual’ areas of the Internet and to grade them mentally as ‘impossible’ or ‘possible’ or ‘yes’, the latter meaning that in her increasing, secret fantasies she saw herself wearing-that, posing-like-that, doing-that. Experiencing-that. On every downloaded and printed ‘possible’ and yes’ image she began to create a little yellow square, fantasising that one day she would be able to tick the squares as ‘done this’ or ‘been that’.
Ridiculous, just fantasy. The weight of guilt arose with the steady increase in the number of images she moved from ‘‘possible’ to ‘yes’; even some ‘impossibles’ became possibles as the fantasy ‘Other Diana’ challenged her objections. Could she be roped, naked, like that? Could she be hung chained and naked like that? The corners of fetish yielded such things as ‘Could she pose like that, as an ‘adult–schoolgirl’ in replica-school-uniform, touching her toes, exposing her ‘school knickers’ for a hypothetical, ritualistic caning? The Internet CP sites said that being caned – or more commonly, caning someone – was sexual; she was scared at the thought of being caned, of course, but even if it was a sexual act only for the caner, then her fantasy-other ‘perfect sexual self’ had to know about it and, in fantasy, ‘do’ it. In private, total privacy of course, all to prove – to ‘check out’ – the limits of the Other Diana’s ‘sexuality’. 
She lingered, but only briefly, at the window displays of the more-expensive sex-shops; she began to mentally criticise the designs and styles of things-sexual; ‘that skirt’s not short enough – can’t see her crotch’ – ‘those pierced nipple-bars should be one, a straight bar through both’ – ‘that gag leaves her teeth showing – that’s not sex, just crude’. Diana the office-girl became a secret expert on such things and became also a nervous, shy, increasingly inward-looking personality, totally immersed in guilt: only at her laptop did the Other Diana emerge – confident, able and absolutely openly sexual. Not with sexual-preferences of any kind; all things seemed to be sexual, so all sexual-things were to be considered, evaluated, rejected – or absorbed into the fantasy female that was the Other Diana.
Then the reaction would set in and she would often cry quietly because all of it was fantasy, ‘bad’ fantasy; she was a shortish, brown-haired, nobody office-girl, no real friends – because she couldn’t help probing any new friend to see if there was a similar mind there and there never was. A total of three past ‘boyfriends’, a total of five empty sexual experiences with them. She’d probed them as well; two had walked out because her tentative outspokenness about sex had undermined their so-called male superiority; Steve had gone in a temper because sex to him was copulation with a female body and anything else was ‘weird and disgusting’. What had been ‘weird and disgusting’ had been a cheap little thing the Other Diana had made her buy in a wild, trembling, nervous moment in a cheap little sex-shop – a ‘crotch chain’ that covered her there with a thin triangular plate of chromed tinplate; it had a silly, cheap, oversized padlock, the key of which she’d hung round her neck. ‘You some sort of pervert or something?’ is what he’d said when she’d dangled the key, grinning…
Quite quickly, because the long hours in her tiny flat of indulging in her fantasy were hours where the everyday worries of the real world never intruded, she began to think of the Other Diana as her real self and the ‘Office Me’ as an unavoidable, deceitful imposition. She learned not to expose the Other Diana though; outwardly she continued to be to be the shortish, brown-haired, nobody office-girl with a nice figure and breasts that were not to be allowed to hint of their full, firm, heavy existence. In the daytime at work, in the street and out and about, flattening bras and dull clothes kept thoughts of the Other Diana away but in private in her tiny flat, sitting surfing the Net the fantasy, as will all long-term and unrestrained fantasies, began to insidiously change her private behaviour. She began to take to her bed earlier, naked and with her hand between her legs, eagerly to explore the mental images; she began to sit at her desktop computer naked, watching the images and watching too the reflected image of her breasts in the screen. The reflection of the ‘real’ Diana, the Other Diana. 
So the fantasy grew and it began to utilise her Guilt to introduce another angle to its script; the Other Diana was now ‘compelled’ – ‘forced’ - to mentally ‘experience’ every one of the collection of images and to judge her own ‘performance’ . Only a ‘Pass’ noted on every one of the hundred or so prints would mean that Diana Avery was, secretly, ‘Perfect’. Not for others, for herself, ‘for ‘me’’. It began to occupy every spare waking moment so that she would hurry home from work, skimp a meal and fly to screen and mouse to argue with herself that the image she’d rejected the previous evening was really a ‘yes’ – that the Other Diana would think nothing of the chains and the metal-frame and the chair on which lay a whip. There was never any third party in the images which she selected; it was fantasy and for her alone; no onlooker or participant was needed…
So when she saw the model in the window of the shop, the proud model in the magnificent red silk dress; the model challenging with her bare breasts and hard, locked, collar it was simply wonderfully, sexually, right. But at that time and in that place reality and her errand and ‘the office’ prevailed; ‘ask the shop for directions to the sandwich-bar…’
She tried the door – it wouldn’t open but someone inside called ‘just a minute…” At once she was embarrassed, pink-faced – she hated ‘disturbing people’ but now, if she fled, it would be rude…
As she waited nervously she read the printed square of pasteboard in front of her at eye-level;
 
LADY SHOP ASSISTANT WANTED
Must be Eighteen-plus. Hrs 12 noon to 8 pm.
Good salary plus generous discounts on shop-items.
Phone for interview
Positively no applicants without prior appointment
 
The card gave a mobile-number. The door opened and an impressively-big, bear-like, pleasant-looking, non-threatening man appeared. 
	“Hullo.” An even, cultivated voice. “Just upstairs trying to fix a jammed window. Oh. Now I shouldn’t think you’re a customer – perhaps you’re interested in the job? You have to phone me first you know…”
	“I – I wondered if you mi-might tell me how to g-get to Tickles Sand-sandwich bar?” 
He was more than a foot taller than her and was looking down, seeming to study her curiously…
 
Richard Cope is forty-nine, long-ago-divorced, big, naturally friendly and the owner of ‘Captive’; a shop, a ‘sex shop’ which he had slowly and successfully developed away from the usual establishment of that nature into a highly-profitable, even ‘exclusive’ supplier of bespoke fetish-wear for those – male or female – who needed such items and who were sufficiently wealthy to have their exact requirements made specially.
Sixty-percent of his business and ninety-percent of his profits came from his limited list of ‘special’ customers, the remainder from sales of the things found in ordinary high-street sex-shops; two hundred or so customers a week explored his ground-floor shop with its crowded shelves, a good week would produce perhaps five ‘specials’, strictly by appointment, in the quiet, luxurious consulting-room atmosphere of the first-floor special-customer area; maybe three on Monday when the shop was officially closed, others outside normal hours. The special-customer area provided a comfortable settee, easy chairs, a large, low, glass-topped table, a video-screen, an Internet connection, leather-bound folders of photographs of ‘specials’ made for previous customers, coffee always to hand; sketch-pads on which to suggest ideas, swatches of materials – fabrics, leathers, latex, plastics… Measuring tapes and glittering callipers – for it was not uncommon that a customer brought to Richard’s shop the subject, the woman or the man, young or old, for whom the purchase was being made. At one end of the room were always displayed one or two of the latest ‘specials’ awaiting collection. Behind these was a door to a narrow stone stair leading to the genuinely Roman-period cellar, a long, dark, cobwebby place but now, just recently, Richard’s ‘Dungeon’ where were displayed a few large items of ‘heavy’ apparatus – a suspension device, an X-Frame, fetters bolted to the wall, birching-stools, a rack. Made to his designs, made in sophisticated materials; twenty-first century versions of the originals. Nothing displayed in the Dungeon sold for less than a thousand pounds and a powered X-Frame or a powered rack could set back the buyer several thousands. Above, leading upwards from the ‘consulting-room’ there is a modern stair to a stock room, above which is Richard’s spacious apartment…
	“The sandwich-bar? Yes of course,” then, “I saw you looking at the red dress. Did you like it? It’s called ‘Property’…”
	“No – er – yes, yes. I was just looking…”
	“Sure you’re not interested in the job? Some people are shy about a job in a sex-shop and don’t like asking…”
	“No – I was j-just looking at the dress… I mean, I have to get s-some sandwiches.”
	“Pity. I get all sorts but mostly sex-starved or professional long-blondes. I really want a quiet, sensible, ordinary young woman just like you – oh, not that you’re in the least ordinary. Sorry, probably I meant an uncomplicated employee or something. Sure you’re not interested?”
‘Pretty little thing,’ he thought, ‘an ordinary, sensible girl. In the shop in a really good little black dress; exactly right for the hoi-polloi’; the hoi-polloi was what he called the everyday casuals, to differentiate them from the specials. ‘Don’t see many like her in this business. Pity…’ and then he thought, looking at her with more interest ‘and sexy as hell - now there’s a surprise…’
	“I have a job; I work for Summerhaye – the Summerhaye Corporation, back there,” and she made a quick gesture over her shoulder.
	“I’m sure they’re marvellous, whoever they are. Perhaps you wouldn’t pass my ‘must be eighteen-plus’- for the job I mean?”
	“I haven’t come for your job – and yes I would,” she said, feeling a blush starting as it always did when someone asked her – however indirectly – about herself. A blush because she was naturally shy and a blush because of fright that the Other Diana might leak out. She had to go, if only to hide the hot tide spreading from her hairline to her neck… Anyway, she wasn’t sure she wanted to be standing outside what was probably a sex-shop talking to the shop-owner. A shop with the red-dress in the window, the dress without – with – with bare breasts. 
“Look, I have to go. I liked the red dress but it was a bit…”
	“What?”
	“Er – well, daring. I mean…”
	“’Daring’. Freshest thing I’ve heard for a long time – ‘daring’. Of course it was; meant to make people look – and envy in some cases. Meant to make the wearer feel instantly sexual. Would you wear it if it were yours? Live near here?”
“I really must go… No of course I wouldn’t wear… It was…Not unless… Of course I wouldn’t, nobody would, would they. Not really. I live in Plaistow.” 
‘Twenty minutes on the tube. My word she’s got a nice shy grin; my goodness, hasn’t anybody ever told you, sweetheart, you’re actually a rather devastating… Why the awful schmuttery clothes? That black Balenciaga dress in the shop-stock would fit her, little black ballet-slippers, do the hair. Even – no, especially the big-spend customers would come just to see her… ‘Mr.Smith’ - the red-dress chap - would probably want to buy her – he owns almost everything else’. Richard decided he wanted her in his shop so he opened the door wider and gave her his very best smile; 
	“Six hundred a month if you want the job…” 
Richard Cope, you’re mad; can’t have something as sexy as that as a sex-shop’s Assistant. Possibly, underneath the dreadful dress and the flattening-bra – why the hell was she wearing that? – she was the sexiest young woman he’d ever seen, counting even Lesley whatever-her-name was. He looked at her eyes and what they said was that it was a very odd sexuality too - that it was inside, for her, not for sharing. ‘That’s got to be unique; fabled.’
	“I’ve got a job. Anyway, I don’t want to be a shop-assistant…”
	“Eight hundred a month. Nett. That means I pay your tax – and health insurance. You’re exactly the sort of young woman I’m looking for and can’t find…”
	“I’m sorry; I really do have to go…”
Have her hair done, the nice, plain, expensive little-black-dress, no jewellery, some flat black ballet-slippers made for her; don’t want a towering bottle-blonde on towering heels in my shop thank you… Forget the no-jewellery – a plain simple silver slave-collar like the one I had made for the red dress. ‘Shop-uniform’. No, don’t start fantasising Richard Cope – no slave collar…
	“Lots of holidays, some beautiful clothes cheap; the red dress – it’s called ‘Property’ – was six thousand pounds; copy it for you, sixty quid…”
	“That’s awful…”
	“What is?”
	“Six thousand pounds for a dress…”
	“You are real. Wait…” and he vanished inside to reappear almost instantly with a perfectly plain, perfectly lovely, perfectly black formal dress of the sort that she imagined the CEO’s PA in giant corporations would wear. It looked as if it would cost hundreds…
	“Size eight. You’re what? Bit less? Have it altered. Goes with the job. Look,” and he brandished a famous couturier’s label at its collar. “Don’t even know your name…”
	“Diana.”
	“All right Diana. You’re in a hurry. Don’t be; let’s make some time – er - you’ve been taken mildly unwell; you’ve asked me to phone your office and say so. Come into my shop and I’ll persuade you to work for me...”
	“I really have got to go – I’m late now.” She said good-bye, turned and looked at the red dress for a moment so that Richard saw her eyes again. He would just have to go after her, restrain her physically: he wanted her working in his shop and exciting the customers – the way she excited him. Even if she had to be kept on a chain he was going to have her in his shop. Stop that thought – that way lay prison and things... Enjoyably, she came back inside a minute;
”I’m sorry, I’m so stupid. I didn’t ask you the way to the sandwich-place…”
Gotcha. “My fault. Have to draw you a little map. Come in a minute – only a minute…” Gotcha, because the 601 order is on the stand to be collected, sweetheart, it’s much more outright-sex than the red silk number and I’d dearly like to see how this unique sexuality you’re hiding copes with it - though it’s nowhere near as sexy as you. I expect you’ll do the delicious blush-thing and flee…
In the first-floor Special Customer room – ‘come up a minute, I left the kettle on,’ which he truly had - he pretended to rummage for a piece of paper on which to draw a map - while she looked at 601. She didn’t say ‘that’s pretty’ or anything inane; she just looked at it.
Six-o-one, the number of the order, was for ‘Mr Paul’ – or rather for Mr Paul’s ‘friend’. Mr Paul is a valued and wealthy customer, at least sixty-five and married. Mr Paul’s friend is twenty-three, tall and willowy with very nice tits which Mr. Paul likes exposed a lot; she’s good to look at, lives in a flat paid for by Mr Paul and is Mr Paul’s Sub. Submissive. Not a pretend, play-act Submissive, a real Submissive. The dress is an entirely hand-stitched micro in deep-red glove leather, lightly boned here and there and with a tiny waist and accentuated bust. Not ‘bust’ but accentuated, separated red-leather tits. It fastens down the back with eight real silver, flat, self-locking catches which had to be specially made, as did all of it. The hemline of the very small flared skirt is intended to hide most of Mr Paul’s Sub’s crotch only if she stands very still and upright. If she moves – however she moves – all her charms are exposed. The dress is not designed to be worn with underwear of any sort because his Sub likes being forced to wear an expensive dress which exposes her mound when she as much as quivers – which is why the model on the stand has integral black latex briefs which can only be removed with a key. Either option – the latex briefs or the exposed crotch - can very nearly give her the orgasm which Mr Paul won’t allow her to have…
As the sandwich-seeking–disguised-nuclear-sex-volcano-girl called Diana wasn’t asking for the piece of paper with the map but was using her fingers to feel the very soft leather of the dress he didn’t offer her the map. Instead, after a little while he was saying to her 
“You see, all you’d have to do is serve the ordinary customers downstairs and occasionally greet my ‘specials’; bring him or her coffee and fetch things. I prowl about and look after any ordinary customer who thinks he or she wants something special – they seldom do – and watch for the light-fingered. You tidy up, make us coffee… Nice lunch provided on the house…” 
She was giving him about one third of her attention, the other two-thirds being directed at the Sub dress.
“H-how much does it c-cost?” she asked..
“The dress? Seven hundred, made to order. It’s a dress for a Sub – a submissive. A real one, she belongs to a customer of mine…” Mentally, Richard thought ‘Let’s see how you react to that, young lady…’ She didn’t do a wobbly and flee…
“That’s ridiculous – seven hundred pounds for a dress...”
“That’s twice you’ve said my stock is ridiculous. Not really it isn’t – if you happen to want that particular dress and money isn’t a problem… Though you’re right - if you want the dress and thirty quid is what you spend on a dress, that does make seven hundred ridiculous… Do you want this dress? I can have a copy… I’m sure a small reduct…”
“No, I was only saying the price is crazy…”
He grinned at her and affected a plum voice “Quate a superb model, modom. Maight have been created for modom. Would modom care to tray it in our exclusive sall dee fitting?”
	She giggled. Giggled and blushed. Do it again girl, I love it. 
“Madam would love to try the dress…” she said. Really, does she mean it? “…but madam could only try a dress like that at home, in the dark with the door locked and madam doesn’t wear dresses like that anyway, ta.” 
Where from all this bold banter suddenly? Sounded like an entirely different person. Oh bloody hell; she wants to try the Sub dress! Just a minute, just a minute, not sure I can handle this… He could even flip-on a mental image of her in it. He dropped the silly voice and said “You can try it if you like – it’s about your size. There’s a little staff-room with mirrors and things and a lock…” Daft suggestion; even if she did, which she wouldn’t, he wouldn’t see it on… Why didn’t it matter if he didn’t see it on her? And she’d hate it because it was an out-and-out Sub’s dress and she could never by any stretch of the imagination look right in things like that. I’m getting a serious erection and I’m not sure why…
	“I can’t possibly…” was her response and the blush got deeper and crawled under the collar of her dress. Over ivory shoulders and on down? ‘Down’ is probably very nice indeed, thought Richard, aware of warmth in his pants…
	“Yes you can. Of course you can; the dress is here, fitting-room there, key to fitting-room here. I’ll go back down to the shop and be busy…” Put the ‘back soon’ card in the window and lock the door,’ he thought. You’re fantasising, Richard Cope. And you’ve got an erection.
 
Diana’s mind said ‘I can’t, I can’t. Not here, not with him. Here isn’t private. I have to be alone and private. The Other Diana said ‘It’s beautiful, it’s a Submissive’s dress, of course I can wear a Submissive’s dress, be a Submissive. A real Submissive. Show ‘me’, expose ‘me’’…  I can’t, not here; go away…	“…
“Can I? J-just hold it up. Not put it on, I don’t want to put…” 
“You’d need the key – this one – to get it off again; just don’t close the back… I’ll go on downstairs – yell when you’ve changed back into your sandwich-seeking mode…” and he went, not sure what was happening and wondering why his penis was making more and more-urgent signals inside his pants.
She was in a continual state of hot-flush; the ‘fitting room’ wasn’t a fitting-room, it was big and had wardrobes and mirrors and an easy chair and a tiny bathroom so it made her feel worse; carrying the dress – and it felt far too tiny and not like a dress but like a something-else – it made her feel furtive… The Other Diana said the fitting-room was her bedroom and it had the three big pier-glass-mirrors because her bedroom would have mirrors like that…
If I hold it up, like this, against me. It’s too small… My dress sticks out. If I just step into it over my undies… It won’t go over… I want to wear it. I – want – to – wear – it. 
‘Put it on,’ said the Other Diana…
I’m naked and I’m me and I’m going to put a black-leather Sub dress on. No, I’ve got to put my black leather dress on. Oh it’s so small, it’s perfect. I can lock it – I can reach the locks – I’m captive…It’s holding me… How it makes my breasts stand out, how it holds my waist, how the skirt shows my black latex knickers whatever I do. Sub. Sub. Better, better better – latex pants off. Can’t. There’s a lock… Try the key… Oh… What was the girl doing in the images I downloaded? Oh, like this…
 	See me, see me, see me kneel; see me sit on my heels, knees wide exposing me, head down. Sub. See me sit on my heels in my Sub’s dress, locked in my Sub’s dress, knees wide, exposed, holding myself open… I am perfect…Not like the Internet images of a Sub. I am Perfect…
She was a very long time so he went back upstairs, listening, holding onto himself through his trouser-pocket. 
“Diana, you OK in there?”
“Y-yes…” Faintly.
	“Does it fit? Is it OK?”
Silence. “Diana?”
	“You can see if you like …” Said very fast as ‘youcanseeifyoulike…’
The so-called ‘staff room’ is down a short passage and up a flight of six stone steps – almost all the rooms in the ancient building are on different levels, some at different angles. She’d left the door open wide – or had she pushed it open? - so that as he reached the steps she came into view at his chest level in the middle of the green rubber flooring. Sitting on her heels with her knees wide, wearing the black leather Sub dress, leaning back a bit so that the hem of the dress was lifted clear of her crotch; sitting with her head down staring at the floor. She was wearing nothing else at all, nothing, and in amongst a neat triangle of brown thatch she was holding her exposed labia open with a finger and thumb of each hand. She looked nothing like Diana Avery – every line of her body said ‘submission’ and ‘sex’ and ‘obedience’ so that Richard found it hard to believe he and she weren’t players in some shared fantasy. Not some paid-for sex-game; no play-act was ever like this…His erection actually hurt. He stepped up onto the floor of the room, standing over her; she smelt of the black leather dress and something dry and honeyed …
“Diana,” he said, quickly, looking down at the line of closed silver locks at the back of her Sub dress, looking down at her bent head, her splayed knees, the feet tucked under her. She was even barefooted. “Diana?”
 
In the Net-images the girl is wearing a Sub dress, not a very good one, not like my Sub dress, not beautiful like my sub dress. Her posture isn’t right, real, and she’s using two fingers and her thumb to open herself. That’s wrong and ugly. I’m not ugly. In the other images too she’s ugly - when she does the other things. I’m not ugly, I’m beautiful. Submissive and beautiful… Look.
She rocked forwards, taking her hands from between her legs and placing her palms flat on the rubber floor so that she could reach to put her face to his shoes. Now he could see from above the pale, rounded, divided fruit of her backside… It’s a fantasy, a dream; I’ve nodded off in the shop waiting for her to try the damn dress on… Or it’s a fantasy, a dream, she’s my property, I bought her. I own her…Totally Submissive, Absolutely Obedient…Can’t be – there’s no such thing….
	“Kneel,” he growled. “Suck me…” and as she knelt up with her face close to his pants, he put both hands to her head. 
She took his shaft from his clothes as if he were wearing none, took it with both hands, wrapping it with both hands. Ran a small wet muscular tongue over the head of him, probed his slit with tongue-tip – and fed him into her warm moist mouth, fed him over her tongue, grasped him, drew on him, sucked him, worked at him with her muscled tongue; took a sudden breath and with one hand fed him into her throat, down her throat: held the root of him in finger and thumb and pumped him in her throat in treble-time until he exploded there; she choked – once – sat straighter with his pulsing tool deep in her mouth, sat up straighter, putting her hands to her projecting leather-covered breasts – and sat feeding from his prick, swallowing steadily until it felt as if she was trying to suck out his legs… Done, she moved back, took up the position she’d at the beginning – head down, sex held open. A thin string of his semen and her saliva mixed fell from her mouth to the floor…
Because she didn’t move, because she sat there like that, silent, unbelievably desirable, so that he didn’t know what to say or do - you don’t, in a dream, in the middle of the day, in a shop - he backed slowly out, thrusting his prick back where it belonged. Backed out, walked into the quiet of the ‘consulting room’ as the shop-door buzzed. Oh god…
	On the CCTV monitor in the tiny office was Suzy’s face. He seized the reality: Suzy, delivering an order. Suzy, bright, cheeky, Cockney, delivering something from Idris his ‘dressmaker’. Let her in… This is real, erase the dream…
	“Wotcha,” said Suzy. “Six-o-free. You OK? Look sick or sumpfin’.” She had a vast white paper sack, almost twice her own size; order number six-zero-three. “E says it was a pine to mike and ter tell yer. Don’ squash it. Sine ‘ere. Ta. See yer…”
He had a superb hard on again already but it grew as soon as he saw Suzy… Ridiculous, Suzy; blonde – from a bottle judging by her dark eyebrows – about the same size as his sandwich-girl but a nondescript shape and always, at least when Richard saw her, in nondescript clothes; he sometimes wondered if Suzy’s rather scruffy appearance was cultivated for some reason. She delivered things from Idris, she was usually about as sexually-arousing as a cheese-grater. Just at that moment however, he was seriously considering seducing and poking Suzy. 
	“’Bye, Suz.’”
OK it was real, normal again; the fantasy hadn’t happened. He carried the paper sack thing to upstairs and undid its bottom, lifted it onto the empty dress-stand. One of the empty dress-stands; why was the other one empty? Oh god, the sandwich-girl! 
“Is there something nice under that?” she asked, appearing silently behind him at the door to the passage to the fitting room where she couldn’t have been, carrying the red leather Sub dress she couldn’t have worn while she wasn’t kneeling and sucking him. She was the sandwich-girl again wearing her own dull sandwich-girl-clothes. No, she couldn’t be – that had to be a fantasy too… 
“Is there something nice under that?” She was doing a grin-thing and gesturing at the white paper sack on the dress stand. She didn’t sound like the sandwich-girl… She was doing a grin-thing not because she was nervous but because she felt clever and confident and mischievous and bright and – and because she wasn’t the dull-Diana but the Other Diana, really, absolutely and this man was seeing the Other Diana…
Richard struggled violently for reality; OK, got it, she came for the job; I gave her the job, her name’s Diana. Nothing else happened – couldn’t have – must be too much sex-shop. Going ga-ga… Perfectly normal, pretty girl. That’s nice – good for business. Have her hair done, give her the little black dress, flat shoes. Have the Indian make a silver slave-collar… No, stop it. No collar… ‘Is there something nice under that?’ Under what? 
She was putting the Sub dress back on the stand. Very neatly. Clever girl.
“Nice under what? Oh the package… Delivery this morning. Special order. It’d be one of your jobs to check it and so forth before it’s collected…Chap’s coming in about half an hour. Details in that folder – six-zero-three…” 
“Is it a dress?”
“As you’re taking the job, you can open it up and look…” She didn’t say she wasn’t taking the job. 
She didn’t say she wasn’t taking the job. You just sucked me… No you didn’t, that was some sort of serious mental problem I’ve acquired... 
“Be careful, it cost a bloody fortune.”
She made a small moue at that and he decided that the next time she did it with her mouth like that he’d kiss her - but no he wouldn’t because she was his shop-assistant and it wouldn’t be proper. Not the sort of kiss he had in mind wouldn’t – nor likely to secure her as an employee. Not that sort of kiss, a hands tied behind her back sort of kiss… Stop it, Richard.
	The dress was on a stand under its paper tent and it was white and as she went on removing paper it got bigger and bigger - huge; a superb, classical white wedding-dress encrusted with diamante and pearls. ‘When she walks round it’ thought Richard, ‘she’ll see that it’s got no bottom – or rather that it’s got a great heart-shaped opening where the bride’s bottom would be. So what would she say? ‘I think I won’t take the job, Mr Cope’ is what she’d say… 
She made a shocked, alarmed face, put a hand to her mouth in surprise; ‘What happened? How awful – are you going to repair it? How can you?’ – then giggled and said “It’s for spanking the bride in, isn’t it? Seen pictures. Is it an order? Will he really spank her, do you think?”	
“Absolutely…”
	“What if she doesn’t – isn’t like that?”
Right. This is also a fantasy but I can play this one… I need a holiday.
	“They’ve apparently been married for three months or something; then they made a discovery about each other – the spanking thing – so they’re getting married again, the full business. ‘Start again, with a good hiding this time’ is what he said to me… They were both here at the time…” Please can I spank you, Diana…
 	She giggled again, so Richard Cope told Diana Avery about the things he sold, trying to make-out what this very extraordinary young lady might be. He heard her draw a little, sharp breath.
 “What?”
“Er – nothing…”
The little sharp breath had been because her mind – her Other Diana mind - had suggested very strongly that to pass the fantasy-test she herself had set, in this instance she’d absolutely have to be a bride in a spanking-dress – ‘Bare bottom and you’d have to be spanked. It has to be real.” The whole object of the fantasy-thing is to expose ‘me’, test ‘me’. Like this,’ and an image of herself posing in the shop in a royal blue latex cat-suit flicked into her mind. A royal blue latex cat-suit with cut-outs through which her naked breasts jutted exceptionally. The suit had oval eye-openings and no mouth. She knew she’d feel fantastic like that, fantastic and superbly sexy. Sexual… Stop it, stop it…
	“Nothing – tickle in my throat… I expect you sell rubber clothes,” she said, bright as a button; he didn’t know if she was accusing him, just making a statement or what.	“Of course. Do you – would you find that difficult?”
	“No.” Yes. - going from frown to a faint blush.
	“Latex is OK then? ‘Rubber’ if you like…? Latex is the usual word.”
	“Yes…”
	“Would you like to see some? I have something…”
	“Yes. Just to see…”
	“If you work for me,” he said, opening a door at the back of the room for her… “If you work for me I will want you to wear different things… Little black dress most of the time but sometimes – to please the customers… Nothing you wouldn’t want to wear of course…” If you work for me I shall probably die.
He imagined that some of the better customers wouldn’t care a cent if she actually wanted to wear it or not – if he put his shop-assistant in the Sub dress or in a studded, laced, locked-up leather cat-suit. What a pleasant thought… If he put her in a five-inch deep studded waist-belt and nothing else…
	“Yes,” she said. “Only – only I do like that black dress.” 
Yes because I have to try everything you see. To see if I’m Perfect. Only in private, of course, like I was in the Sub dress. Like I will have to be in the Bride’s dress. I was perfect in the Sub dress – absolutely. I wish he would make things for me…
“I can have anything made for you, Diana… Come, I’ll show you something. Doesn’t look quite what it is…” He was going to play this fantasy for as long as it lasted. She would have looked magnificent in the great, corseted, laced and bejewelled Elizabethan dress that’d cost so much, magnificent. More so because that fantastic, ten-thousand-pound tour de force hid, sewn into it, a wrought-iron chastity-belt with wrought-iron dildo and butt-plug. Thinking about that dress, he knew now that it was utterly wasted on the Hollywood film-star for whom her director had insisted Richard make it; make it after her stunning performance as Elizabeth. Only his sandwich-seeking shop assistant could do it justice, preferably to be watched wearing it at some great ‘costume ball’…
 “Show you something; come through the back…”
The ensemble he showed her was laid out on a cutting-table and it looked like fine cotton. Printed big flowers on a white ground; a slightly old-fashioned, summery, garden-party dress, very pretty. An utterly white bra, utterly white pants; no, knickers, not pants. Translucent, gossamer stockings and an utterly white six-tab suspender belt. On the decidedly sexy side of ‘summery, garden-party dress’ but otherwise unremarkable save for its obvious quality.
	“Touch it.”
It was latex, all of it, every inch of every item. There was even the faint perfume of rubber…
	“This customer has been with me for some time, a middle-aged lady. She likes the young friend – male by the way - who lives with her to wear latex – ‘rubber’ - all the time. Therefore for much of the time it hasn’t to be obvious – except to the two of them. I’m having strappy white rubber sandals made for this item. She spends many thousands with me on her friend… So there you are, a rubber dress and underwear: is that a problem?”
	“I think it’s very p-pretty…” She was holding the dress up.
She thinks it’s very pretty. “Much too big for you. Could you wear one like it, though?”
Yes, but she couldn’t do it except in private, alone. It was only marginally, secretly a sex-dress though – because it looked like fabric, not rubber. What would it feel like to wear it, all of it including the rubber underwear, and to walk down the lane to the river like that? She thought that very, very nearly, she could do that. If it was dark… ‘It’ll feel wonderful’ said the Other. 
 “Me? No. Of course not. I don’t know. I sup-suppose if you really wanted me to. No, of course not…”
	“Is that a ‘yes’?”
	“Yes…” Yes if I was alone and… 
 
“OK, eight hundred a month Diana, no tax. Month in advance, non-refundable. Far too much - I’m being irresponsible but I want you to work for me. Give whoever-they-are a month’s notice, Diana; come and make my shop famous for its quiet, pretty sensible assistant. Who is rumoured, just rumoured, to wear a latex dress on rare occasions…”
‘No’ she thought, ‘this is stupid.’ “Yes,” she said, blushing furiously.
	“Take this chart home. Measure yourself – I’m afraid it’s rather comprehensive – some vulgar bits. It’s for special customers really but try and complete it. Mail it to me and I’ll have some nice, expensive ‘superior shop assistant’ dresses made for you …” He didn’t say ‘and a copy of the Sub dress, just for the hell of it, just to satisfy this fantasy I seem to have, not that you’ll ever wear it… And copies of far too many other things that I’ve had made – wastefully – for other, ordinary human females…’ His erection shifted inside his pants as he also thought ‘and the clothes I already want to photograph her in, the private ones, for me…’
 ‘No,’ said the dull-Diana fifteen times on the tube going home. At home she measured herself, blushing at the measurements it asked for; she was sure she was stepping into a world that wasn’t for her. Then she did it all again, naked in front of the mirror. Measuring some of the bits it wanted measured made her feel Other….  In bed that night she used fingers between her legs and provoked a scary orgasm, murmuring ‘no’ and ‘no’ and ‘no’. ‘Lock my cunt,’ said the Other so she dug out the cheap chrome ‘crotch lock’ and put it on. She was still saying ‘no’ next day when she mailed the measurement-chart.
She phoned him three weeks later, intending to say ‘no’. She said ‘what shall I wear?’
	“Whatever you like. I told you that. But I do have some very good little-black-dress things I’ve had made for you. Wear whatever you like. Twelve o’clock, Diana – we can have lunch in the shop. Open at two…” Four little black dresses, one very short indeed – and a black version of the Sub dress but without the removable black latex briefs. In fact the wardrobes and the chests of drawers in the ‘fitting room’ were very nearly full, including a drawer of ‘toys’ and Suzy had delivered the Diana-sized six-zero-seven only that morning… A Suzy who, because he was waiting for Diana, seemed incredibly sexy despite washed-out denims and bottle-blonde hair. 	
“Wotcha. Six-o-seven, the special. ‘Ee says to tell yer he couldn’t get brahn Mary Janes so he got brahn daps instead…”
	“Daps?”
	“You know. Canvas…”
	“Oh. Tell him ‘ta’.”
	“See yer…” 
 Six-zero-seven was special to him and was now in the back of the wardrobe in ‘her’ room, in a plastic hanger-bag. The wardrobe with the fantasy clothes, not the one filled with ‘fetish’ stuff. He felt angry with himself and foolish at spending all that; that he’d let his imagination run away with him…
 
She went to the shop, to her new job, in her office dress, in flat shoes because she might be on her feet all day, in her newest cleanest underwear. The shop’s window was occupied by the wedding dress, the model turned so that only the observant would see the very edge of the heart-shaped cut-out, the very beginning of a fibreglass bottom.
He let her into the hastily refurbished ‘fitting room’…“Staff-room now, or more correctly, your room. Here – key. If you want to change anything – clothes, anything…” He really hoped she wouldn’t look in the wardrobes.
	“No. Thank you...”
	“This little room’s yours. Here – key. Everything in it’s yours…”
Table, two easy chairs, two wardrobes, two chests of drawers, a fantastic dressing-table, the vast mirror three-winged pier-glass mirror.
	“Put your bag and things in here. That’s a bathroom – very tiny, I’m afraid. I’ll leave you – going to see to lunch. You like Indian?” The Sub-dress would be the first she’d see if she got curious. Well, so it’s a fantasy. So? If he worked at it very hard he might, one day, find a way to get her into the Sub dress, preferably upstairs in his flat…
	“Yes, I love Indian.”
 
Diana Avery, left alone, very nervous, still wanting to say ‘no’, looked into the wardrobe and wanted very much to wear the very, very short Sub dress – a black one this time. No. If it was hers it was hers secretly… She was even embarrassed when she put on the longest of the four ‘little black dresses’ laid on the bed. As if she were really putting on the very short, very sexy one. The soft black leather ballet-slippers he’d provided were supremely light, supremely comfortable. ‘Sexual’ said the Other Diana. ‘So they are, how very odd…’ She looked in the top drawer of one chest – perhaps there was equally expensive and perfect underwear in there. Diana went very red, from her hairline to her shoulders, shut the drawer, turned to go to find Richard, half opened the door, closed it again and eventually went to find Richard in the very short, very sexy little black dress over a scarlet latex bra and scarlet latex briefs. It was al lright to wear the little black dress; and nobody would know, nobody could see beneath it – that was private. For her. 
	“Diana, food! Come and eat…” 
She went out of the little room, her room, face flushed, trying very hard to be the dull-Diana with the new and embarrassing job.
 
“Good. Like that dress? It looks fine, short dresses suit you. Sit yourself down. Have to eat off your knees I’m afraid – table’s too low. Vegetarian – too lazy to do meat. You’re not vegetarian, are you?” Short dresses, no dresses, chain-mail, fetters – please stop broadcasting your private sexuality, woman…
	“No.”
	“This is shorvedar chukander. Beetroot, onions, cumin, tomatoes and things. That’s lime-soda. Thought you might have reappeared in a latex cat-suit or something…” He grinned at her, handing her the plate. That was fishing, trying for a fantasy-response.
Instantly she felt herself sitting down to lunch in a soft smooth green – why green? – rubber skin, clasped by it, excited by it but sitting, smiling, talking to this man as if her smooth, warm, perfumed rubber skin was ordinary, everyday. The other Diana; the Diana who could be whoever she wanted, could be whatever she liked, anywhere, anytime with nobody to say ‘no’ or to have any right to criticise: the Diana who was everything she’d seen in a thousand fantasy web-sites and blogs. It was all for her, of course; unreachable for others: just for her, to be impossibly and wholly sexual for herself. A second of dull thought told her she would never be able to wear anything like – like the things she’d only glimpsed in the wardrobes. The Sub dress was there; a black one, much nicer. But she didn’t need to wear that, she’d done that. 
It’s like a flight of steps you see, said Diana’s mind. At the bottom you know you’re not supposed to go up but you buy something – the cheap crotch-chain thing with its clumsy padlock – and you put it on, it’s nice, arouses you. You’re on the first step. Someone says ‘no’ or ‘that’s disgusting’ and you believe them so you put whatever-it-is away but you stay on the first step. The rest of the steps are still there, though, beckoning. You’ve taken another step anyway; the black latex briefs that you wore once, very boldly, when you were seventeen and which split on the third day. Nobody said ‘no’ because nobody knew. Discovering and exploring the Internet had run her up the flight of steps to near the top, to the last few steps; if she’d been able, that day when she saw the bare-breasted, sumptuously sexual red dress she would have taken the last-but-one step and have taken it home to transform herself however briefly into the Other; what a moment of wild bliss, of freedom that might have been. Herself, at ease, exposing herself to herself… And then she’d thought she’d reached the Top Step when she wore… When she was a Sub, but that Top Step had only disclosed another staircase climbing up into the dark…
She made a show of eating, to hide her thoughts, and Richard, sitting down said
“Mind the glass; I’ll put it here… Now, I think it will look right if, when a customer comes, you let him in – or her – after I’ve given you the OK…” 
He’d clicked a switch beside the CCTV screen in the tiny office soon after she’d arrived, showing the empty lane outside and an inset circle – blank then. 
 “Special customers almost always come on Mondays when we’re officially closed. Always by prior appointment. I check the face, tell you OK, and tell you the name. You let them in, greet them by name – very polite, very formal - lock the door behind them, let them see you do it, sit them down, I’ll come through. How about if you stand against the wall all demure and attentive like a good servant – not that you are. A servant I mean. You’re Captive’s mysterious new attraction…”
	“I’m an attraction?” That wasn’t the sandwich-girl, not with that saucy grin. It’s as if there are two of her…
	“You’re more attractive than you can imagine…” Trite, amateur…
	“I’m your shop assistant. I’m still not sure I want to be.” I want to be…
	“We have one customer this afternoon, Mr.’Tens’; his name’s really Shimazaki Sakuturo but he doesn’t know I know. He’s stinking rich. I’m very careful with the identity of my customers. You can deal with your first customer…”
	“Do I look all right?” 
	“Like I said, wear what you like. Posh shop, posh staff, though if you like – only if you like – you could make his day – he’s a miserable sod. Tie your hair in a pony-tail with a ribbon - and no make-up. I’m sure you’re remarkably devastating without make-up…”
“You’ve never seen me without make-up. Why a pony-tail?”
 
Why do I persist with this fantasy that she paraded herself in the Sub dress, paraded herself and knelt to me. Sucked me. OK, she tried it on, but in private. I didn’t see it. I really need a holiday…Not even sure she tried it on…
	“He’s an AS fan – just a fan; probably only looks at pictures… Rich but tight – comes and looks at AS stuff…. Hasn’t got one… Can’t actually remember when he last bought anything.”
“Hasn’t got a what?” What’s an AS?”
“I was beginning to think you knew it all. No offence. AS - adult schoolgirl... You in no make-up and a pony-tail ought to stir his fantasies… ”
“Oh those.” She had two downloaded images of ‘adult schoolgirls’ doing things.
“See, you do know it all. Spent an hour last time asking if I could make an adult-size gym-slip, bought nothing. Anyway, we’ll shove him off if he’s not buying; ten minutes max. Then I’m going to try and decide what to do about you, Miss Diana Avery.”
 
She helped him with the dishes, apprehensive about her ‘first customer’ but also rather pleasantly stimulated that she was working in a ‘sex-shop’ which automatically associated her with sex. ‘Mr.Tens’ phoned: ‘ten minutes’…
	“I’ll go and wash my face and find a hair-ribbon then… Sounds like a giggle….” That’s Her, the Other, not the sandwich-girl.
	“Customers, even just potential customers are never a giggle, young woman; they’re Credit Cards or cash… And another thing; either you or I will have to stop grinning…”
	“Yes Sir. Why Sir?” The mischievous grin again. Don’t do it or I shall just have to take you to bed, whoever you are…
	“Because I’m your employer, I own what you call a sex-shop, I’m fifty years old and you’re an eighteen-year old ordinary, pretty, sexy shop assistant. Grinning is inappropriate”.
	“Yes Sir…” 
That’s all she is, Richard Cope, your shop assistant. She’s going to be brilliant so take some pills and be happy just that she’s going to be in sight five days a week…
	She was a long time finding a damn hair ribbon… It’s in the flat Indian box on the dressing-table. Oh well, never mind…
 
Diana had started looking for a hair-ribbon in the wardrobes, in amongst the less overtly-sexual ‘outfits’. In the process she became more and more confused; decided three times to quit the job but eventually found a hair ribbon in a plastic clothes-hanger-bag labelled ‘607 – specl’.
 
She was a dickens of a long time just tying up her hair and taking off what little make-up she had on.…
	“Diana, hurry up, sweetheart, I can see him coming down the lane…”
	“I’m down in the shop, waiting for him.”
Might have told me.
 
Oh bloody hell. Oh shit… Six-hundred-and-bloody seven. Six-hundred-and-seven had a hair-ribbon and she’d found it. Six-hundred-and-seven was his and private, private, private. Six-hundred-and-seven was for him to, one day, hopefully, to persuade her to be photographed in. Because a photograph of Diana Avery in six-hundred-and-seven would be something to pin over his bed and fantasise about. Not that he had any particular fantasies, not any more, really; not in his business. He didn’t even fantasise about the mythical Sub thing, not really… Six-hundred-and-seven and she was wearing it.
 
She was standing in the shop waiting for the door-buzz, wearing the neat, chocolate-coloured blazer with the gold pocket-badge over the cream shirt-blouse, a blouse more than adequately filled with what seemed to be an entirely new bosom, a bosom divided by the brown-and-gold tie. She looked as if she’d scrubbed her face and she was already flaunting herself fractionally, making the much-too-short, heavy, box-pleated chocolate brown skirt move above her knees. Coltish, gamine. Bare knees, tan socks that reached to her knees. None of the stuff, the schoolgirl kit he’d had made, looked like that - he was sure it didn’t, didn’t look in any way real schoolgirl – it was adult-schoolgirl-game stuff. On her it looked schoolgirl. The canvas-and-rubber, chocolate-and-tan slip-on gymshoes were because Idris hadn’t been able to get the brown leather Mary Janes he wanted…
	She stood there looking shy, dammit. Head down a bit, fingers twining on the front of her skirt. Oh god, was she wearing the rest? Brown ‘regulation’ knickers? He knew what would be under the knickers – that neat triangle of thatch and the soft pink lips… What ‘neat triangle of thatch? What soft…? Dammit, that was the Sub thing… That had been a fantasy. Hadn’t it? Pity about the gymshoes – ‘plimsolls’ – she really should have polished leather strap-and-buckle Mary Janes…
The door buzzed and Tens’ round face appeared on the screen. She’ll have to let him in because he’s already seen her inside the door. I’ll cut her out, invent some reason… I’ll fire her…
 “OK Diana, let him in.”
	She was even being nervous when she let him in, awkward, different. “G-good afternoon, Mr J-Tens. “P-please come in. Sir…” The sandwich-girl wouldn’t have said that, like that.
 
It’s so easy being me. See how perfect I am. Adult Schoolgirl, Mr Tens. See how I move. Shall I take my knickers down? So that you can see? So that I can see you seeing? Shall I get a cane? This is me… See how Perfect I am… So much better than the Internet images…
 
The man didn’t come in, not at once. Not until he’d looked her up and down, his round face changing as he looked. 
“Who you?” 
	“D-Diana, S-sir. I’m helping Mr…”
	“How old you?”
	“Eight-eighteen, Sir.”
Richard stepped sideways out of sight, unable to procure a suitably controlled expression. Tens said something in what was presumably Japanese - curt, guttural; then in English. 
“You good girl?” and he smiled, letting his eyes travel up from her feet to her actually-blushing face and the pony tail. 
	“I try, Sir…” and she made a very small, nervous smile with her eyes.
	“He cane you when not good?” Smirk.
‘Oh shit’ thought Richard, ‘she’s turned his fantasy on for him…’
Richard watched her do it; watched her look at the floor, watched her blush a deeper pink, watched her fingers twine again, saw a hand flutter to the seat of the pleated skirt.	“Y-yes Sir…”
Richard said ‘liar’ and ‘bloody-hell’ under his breath.
‘Mr Tens’ hissed inwards between his teeth and said something to the effect that ‘Mr Cope’ was lucky and that she was ‘hanagata’ – a Star. 
	“How may I help you, Mr.Tens?
The sod had clearly just come to buy nothing, merely indulge himself; he didn’t answer the question but now he did seem to be trying to come up with something…
	“You got cane?”
Whoa. Miss Diana, that’s enough; that’s it. That’s what comes of provoking the customer... Don’t think I want Tens getting over excited… The canes and the like are in the far corner – he can’t see them from there; he doesn’t know that, so say ‘no, we don’t have canes sir’. He moved to show himself, to say ‘Sorry Mr Tens, we don’t have canes’ but she said, doing the finger-twisting, look-at-the-floor bit,
 “Am I to get the cane, Mr Tens? 
‘Am I to get the cane, Mr Tens?’ The cane. There were maybe thirty assorted canes over there.
	“Hai. Get cane…”
Don’t do it Diana. I don’t want to sell him a damn cane – but she was already coming back - slowly - with a ten-quid crook-handled cane, holding it across her. This madness it isn’t happening...
“Here we are, Mr Tens,” said Richard, moving forward very fast indeed and taking the thing from her. “Thank you, Diana. This is the standard cane, Mr Tens. Ten pounds. Twenty for three,” he lied. Richard couldn’t keep his eyes off her; as she went to stand by the wall as per demure shop-assistant. Facing the wall with her damn hands behind her back. ‘Am I to get the cane, Mr Tens?’ is what she’d said.
	“Diana, could you please go and tidy the cutting-room. Absolutely now, please. I’ll assist the customer.” She went – and she was doing the grin thing as she went out of the door. He was going to fire her.
 
Tens hung about for over half an hour – hoping she’d come back no doubt – and spent sixty quid on things he didn’t want before he devised his Japanese master-plan…
“You have tawse? Your girl fetch tawse…”
His English was limited but clearly included at least two CP words
  	“Yes. Various patterns. Leather and rubber…”
“I like see lubber tawse. Girl fetch tawse.” 
No way – and to his customer’s visible chagrin Richard fetched a selection himself instead of sending his female minion. ‘Tough’ thought Richard as he saw the man’s face. Tens bought a tawse with some reluctance, and then went, thwarted. 
 
She emerged from the back of the shop, slightly solemn – he guessed she knew she’d done something unforgivable. He would give her a week’s notice. Well not quite yet…
	“Help me tidy up all this” – the stock Tens had turned over while dawdling. Richard felt as if he was hypnotised by her, completely hypnotised; she was stunning, violently provocative… You’ll have to fire her but don’t make a thing about the clothes, don’t make her cry… Whoa, she’s damn nearly what? Nineteen? Twenty? So she’s not going to cry. She’s this Diana Avery for god’s sake… An adult… I’m going to fire her…
 
“He did spend eighty pounds, mostly because he was gaga over my shop assistant but you really mustn’t bait the customers quite so forcibly. Please don’t – it might put some off” – he doubted it – “or it might encourage them more than we need.” He was sure of that… “The adult-schoolgirl act was over the top enough, without the cane performance”. She was putting things back in boxes, quietly; ‘suitably admonished’ he thought, gathering up the unsold tawses in their crackling plastic packaging. “He bought one of these as well…” He was watching the swing of the pleated skirt, watching the fawn-coloured knee-socks and her brown gymshoes… He had a bothersome, fiercely-growing erection. How do you fire someone….?
	“What are those?” she asked.
He pulled one clear of its pack: “Rubber tawse,” he said, making a silly grin and waving the thing; it was a red one, a thick strap of red rubber, slit into two tails and with a convenient loop of red string to hang it by. “You see, he didn’t buy the cane. You can put this lot back on the rack…” 
 
The Other Diana, the Real Diana examined in her mind the downloaded images of Adult Schoolgirls. It’s so easy being me, this me. The Sex me. It’s what I have to do you see, to expose the Sex me to me. The other me was nothing; this is Me… But it has to be real, to expose ‘me’, and test ‘me’.
	“Oi, wakey-wakey Diana. Put this lot back…”
	“Cane me,” she said.
	“What?”
	“Cane me.”
Oh god, she’s still playing schoolgirl.
 “Don’t be silly. Come on, play-acting’s over; you’d be brilliant on stage – or in a top-drawer night-club. Talk about it later, let’s finish-up here.” It was getting very heavy, erotic, with him standing there and her standing there looking like that. With a crook-handled cane on the table. With him standing there with an unwelcome erection under his pants. “Come on…”	
“Cane me.” She picked up the cane and held it out to him.
	“That’s enough.” Hell, more than enough. “It’s a criminal offence and it hurts. Don’t be so damn silly…” She’s hooked on her schoolgirl act; oh hell she’s crazy… If I could, sweetheart, I’d cane you until you dance around my shop with your butt on fire. In your AS gear, sweetheart…
	“Adult-schoolgirls get caned. Cane me…”
 “I see,” he said, not seeing at all, trying to make someone laugh, “So what you’re saying is that if I have a customer – if I have a customer who’s ordered – who’s ordered a chain-mail bondage-suit for his current girl because he likes - er- making love to her with her wearing a chain-mail bondage suit, you want to wear one and… well, no… Sorry.”	
“Yes. But now I have to be caned…”
What? WHAT? She thinks she wants to be – be fucked – in chain-mail? I have to get things made for her so she can… She’s crazy, really crazy. What about all the other things people come to me for? Does she think she wants to try them all? Huh, that I’d have to see.
	“I can’t cane you.” He tried a smile; “I wouldn’t know how…” 	
	“Yes you would, with this me standing waiting to be beaten…and things.”
She meant she wanted to be beaten with the cane and she meant she wanted him to fuck her. That’s what she meant, she meant she wanted him to cane her and she meant she wanted him to fuck her. Here… No she didn’t, she hadn’t said any of it – it was him. He was turned-on by her again and had gone off into some unforgiveable fantasy. What else had he said? – or had he imagined it all, wished for it all? That crap about chain mail bondage – I don’t like chain mail bondage… What about the – the little leather Sub dress? Exposing her crotch in that Sub-dress. Oh god she did… She sucked him… No she didn’t. She… What about the other things customers wanted? Silver nipple-clips with their initials on them? Other things – fancy gags, bloated dildos? What about the heavy, hard stuff; the suspension-frames, the steel gags, steel chains… He’d cracked up; it was the shop, a sex-shop – and too much sexy girl…	
“Just cane me,” coolly matter-of-fact, “then do it, seduce me…Or just do it without the seducing. You’ll be very good at that…” and she turned, twitching up the hem of the heavy brown pleated skirt so that he had a glimpse of a round bottom. In brown ‘regulation’ knickers… A glimpse...
“It has to be real, you see…”
Shut up, you stupid woman, shut up! This is my shop, this is a shop. I’m going to have to fire you. I’m not going to cane anybody, whosever fantasy it is. He realised that his shaft actually hurt under his trousers. 
“Go and wait facing the wall, Diana,” he said curtly, trying not to listen to himself, feeling his prick becoming suddenly very appreciative and very hard. “I’m going to put this stuff away and then I’m going to…” No, what were you supposed to say?
“…and then I shall beat you.” 
He’d said he was going to put stuff away and he did, because otherwise he’d have to cane her straight off. ‘If I mess about with the stock, then it won’t happen anyway. It will all go away. I am not going to beat my shop assistant with a cane…..however much I want to… 
	“Come here Diana. Stand here. Bend over and touch your toes.” I don’t know how to do this. “Lift your skirt onto your back, please.” I don’t know how to do this… “Feet together, quite still, Diana… I’m going to beat you.”
She’s got beautiful legs, legs running up to a beautiful backside, round, firm cannonballs under taut brown knickers. Touching her toes to be beaten; I don’t know how to do this…
 
Bend over. I’m to bend over. I’m to bend over to be beaten. Caned. It’s very easy and I will be very beautiful. Not like the Internet images. Touch my toes. I’m touching my toes. He mustn’t do it because – because it will hurt, hurt, hurt. But it’s right that it should hurt and I will like the hurt because then I can tick this as ‘done’ and I shall have exposed more of ‘me’. Diana was beginning to cry even before the hurting began…
 
Thwackkk! “Uh” and her fingers moved on the dull chocolate-brown rubber toes of her tan plimsolls... Thwackkk!  “Ahh” she said and drew breath in. ‘Ahh’ thought Richard, discovering he knew how to do this… 
“Be quiet, Diana, stand still…” Thwackkk!  Jerk, sway, mew; fingers rising from her toes… Mew? Thwackkk!  “Owww” – sway, mew, sniff, gasp… Thwackkk!  Jerk, mew, ohhh - a little step quickly corrected, mew. “Pleeease…” Thwackkk!  Mew, mew mew – more little steps, “Pleeease don’t…” 
	His shaft was burrowing at the waistband of his pants and he knew how to beat her now. The cane was warm and fitted his hand. Nice, practical implement… Thwackkk!  He should be doing it harder, much harder; he should be… Thwackkk!  …beating her harder and…Thwackkk! …he should go on beating her until…  Thwackkk!  Thwackkk!  Thwackkk!  Thwackkk!  Thwackkk!  
	“Stand up, Diana.” Now he was going to fuck her.
She almost sprang up, her hands flying to her backside; sobbing, weeping, doing a quick little dance across the carpet in her brown plimsolls – ‘daps’ Suzy had called them. She was trembling, scarlet faced. “Oh oh oh oh….”
She didn’t fight him or anything; all he did was take her shoulder and take a step with her to the big sofa the special customers sat on. “Please don’t,” she said, weeping as he pushed her down onto it. “Oh please,” – in the adult-schoolgirl-Diana whisper. 
	“Knickers off and skirt up, come on…” Under her knickers her round bottom was thinly striped in deep rose, darkening as he watched. Richard spread her legs and climbed between them, fumbling at his pants. She closed her eyes and tears swelled to run down her cheeks.
	“Legs,” he said sharply and she hung her legs over his shoulders, crossing one warm plimsoll over the other behind his neck.
	“Please,” she whispered and ‘ohhh’ as the movement accentuated the pain and burn of her beating - he didn’t know it if was ‘please don’t’ or just ‘please’. It didn’t matter…
He entered her directly, hard; she was tight and hot and wet and clasping rings of muscle in her sex dragged at him as he thrust, so that his shaft shot deep into her in one movement; shot into her and retracted with the lift of his hips, drove again and he was fucking her. Humping her, shoving, boring into her – uh and uh and uh and uh while her bottom lifted from the cushions, thrusting in turn. She was mewing again – mew – mew – mew – mew and pummelling his back, panting, sobbing, scissoring his back with her adult-schoolgirl feet, ‘oww-ing’ and ‘ohh-ing’ at the fire in her backside and at the frenzied shafting... “Hah,” he said, hosing into her, hosing, pumping semen into her, hearing it bubble from her as his shaft worked in her filled slit. Feeling three, four, quick, sharp jerks beneath him and hearing her say “uhhhhh”.
Silence, no movement – in her or in him: he lifted himself above her on his hands…
Then Diana Avery said a little breathlessly, “I really am very nice, aren’t I? I hurt a bit…” 	What? What!
	“Aren’t I? Very nice?”
	“Yes. No. What are you? Not real but – but - but perfect…” She’s not real, she’s a fantasy but it doesn’t matter does it? I could flog her…
	“I’ll go and get changed back then… You beat me quite hard, you know. Look, I can s-i-i-t, there. ”
	“Sorry…”
“Probably just right. Almost had a happening. I suppose I’ll need to be caned again for that. Sometime. Can you hop off?”
He climbed off her, dazed but wanting more. Now. Next. Go and put the flowered, pretty latex summer dress on, those things. Come back and be fucked… It’d be too big, much too big. Go find the pony-girl kit – I’ll fuck you with your shod feet behind my neck and your bridle jingling. The bit stretching your lips... Go and get a whip, Diana. None of this is happening… 
	“You want this to happen every time you – every time you’re dressed as – every time you’re being something else?”
	“What to happen?”
	“Sex? Me?”
	“No, silly. I was being an adult-schoolgirl. That’s what happens to adult-schoolgirls - it’s what they’re for... Like the adult-schoolgirls on the Net. What the Japanese man wants to do to one. So I had you do it to me. It’s just checking out my real self…”
 What? “Every time you’re acting as someone – something – else you’re being them. It?” His mind swayed.
	“Every time I am something else,” she corrected. “Like – well – if I could be a tied-up person I’d be checking-out me, tied-up. Wouldn’t need sex then would I? Probably just have to stay tied-up for a bit.” She was saying all that at him, perfectly evenly, while she was fussing with her hair. “I think I am everything – everything sexual I mean – but I just have to be sure. The caning very nearly made me come like mad really. P’raps it depends on what I’m beaten with – or something… My bottom hurts.”
His best, but never-before-used hard fantasy voice said, without any mental discussion about it
 “There’s no ‘perhaps’. What you need is to be whipped.”
	“I know,” she said, “but not yet. Being whipped is serious, isn’t it? I need to do everything else first. You said you’d take me out for a meal later; I’ll try and explain it then. I think I want to. Not sure I can…” She got up gingerly, looked at him, shot her eyebrows interrogatively. Take me out to dinner? Whip me? Richard got up - just remembering how to – with a ballistic-speed tape running behind his eyes searching for sense in what he’d heard. He found some but didn’t believe it. All he could manage to say was ‘uh?’
	“I think you liked caning me, didn’t you?” she said, stooping to pull on a brown plimsoll that’d fallen off. “So it is true – ‘CP’ and sex I mean… I wasn’t sure.” She stood there, felt up under the pleated skirt to her beaten behind and drew a sharp breath. “I wonder if it’s different – after or before, I mean? Being beaten after or before the sex?”
He looked at her as if he’d been repeatedly hit about the head with a big, soft mattress; he didn’t know what to do next because she was his sandwich-girl, his shop-assistant – so as she slid off the sofa and stood up so close he kissed her.
She slid her arms round his neck and rose up on her toes so that he could kiss her open mouth. Her eyes were closed and she smelt scrubbed and smelt of new-blazer and of a new, faint, acrid and sweet perfume that his detached mind labelled ‘pheromones’. Pheromones? 
He kissed her and her mouth was as soft as ripe strawberries, warm and gently wet; he put her down, meaning to let his embarrassment show, meaning to say he was sorry…
	She still had arms round him, round his waist, not looking at him, eyes still closed. At his shirt-front she said “I know it’s probably awful but can you do it again…?”
	“Do what Diana?” This is fantasy-erotic and it mustn’t be. She mustn’t say ‘I love you’ or anything trite. She seemed to be formulating words again and then she said 
“When it stops hurting I’d like to be beaten differently. Not now, though…”
 
No. Absolutely no. “No. I’m taking you for a meal when we close the shop. You work for me in my shop. It’s your first day and that’s what a nice boss would do. That’s what people do you know. I suppose you’ll tell me then what you’ve been saying…” Bloody hell I’d better book a private room somewhere discreet – she doesn’t have dining-room chat. 
“Get changed, Diana, please get changed…” I’ve tried this before… “Black dress, invisible underwear. Well behaved. Not even moderately sexy. Right? You and I are going to do a stock-check this afternoon. I need to know who you’re going to be…”	“I shall be me of course. Diana. Just me,” she giggled.
	“Which Diana… No don’t bother.” 
 
It was all right now – none of it had happened and there hadn’t been an adult-schoolgirl and he hadn’t caned her and ravished her. She really should have had nicely-polished dark brown leather Mary Janes though, straps across her insteps and one-and-a-half inch heels. Her plimsolls had rubber soles that’d made squeak-sounds on the tiled floor of the shop. That wasn’t in the script… What was in the script? Stock-check with his shop assistant. Then what? Take her out for a quick meal, say ‘Thank-you, Diana,’ when he showed her out to go home to Barking or Plaistow or wherever. 
 
Or say ‘Thank-you, Diana,’ and take her upstairs and put her in the spare-bedroom strapped to the bed-frame, naked, legs wide. Say ‘Thank-you, Diana,’ and take her upstairs and put her in the bare empty end-room strapped in rubber straps and gagged with a rubber gag and beat her beautiful backside so that she could come. Beat it with one of her brown plimsolls. Say ‘Thank-you, Diana,’ and take her upstairs and put her in his bed and make love to her because she was very beautiful and because he was going to make her perfect and because he loved her and she was never going away. Hang her on the wall in the Dungeon and…Yes, that was what the script said…
 
She was utterly good at stock-checking the stuff in the stock-room. Smart, efficient, quick on the uptake and just his sandwich-girl-turned-shop-assistant. Or almost…
	“These boxes are all labelled ‘Bra KL7’ but one of them – this one – is a bit deeper. Shall I check inside?”
Clever, quick. The box contained two-dozen pairs of ordinary stockings. Idris had made a mistake and he hadn’t noticed. Good girl.
	Bu: “Oh, these are called ‘strap-ons’ aren’t they? Huh…” and for a moment she held one to herself over the black dress, a big red rubber phallus standing up from her. She was grinning. Then she put it back in the box with the others and read-off the stock-number. 
	“Five size 2, five 1’s and this one. Looks like china or porcelain…”
	“China.”
	“It’s very realistic-looking. Is it very realistic?” 
 
He took her to Veeraswamy’s because she liked ‘Indian’ and he paid excessively for a miniature private dining cupboard. She went in the longest, most elegant and expensively-couturier-little-black-dress and the plain little black leather ballet slippers and a plain little black leather collar she picked from the stock without asking him. In the car she said, “Will you whip me?” 
What? Yes, one day I will whip you. “Of course not.”
.
 He had no idea how to treat her - as a lover, as some fantastic sexual lusus naturae, as a product entirely of his own imagination or as she appeared, an amusing, pretty girl in a pretty dress, enjoying being spoiled. He tried the amusing-pretty-girl script because otherwise he would have to turn the damn car round, take her back and take her down to the Dungeon. She was the amusing pretty girl, though…
	“Diana, what time’s your last train? If you’re going to tell me things I won’t understand, this might take some time.”
	“Oh, after midnight…” She looked at him in her faintly appraising way; the look of the shy amusing pretty girl who’d come across his shop by accident one day but she spoke to him like the Other Diana. 
“I haven’t rehearsed this or thought it through, but why don’t you take me back to wherever your-place is when we’ve eaten – I need to eat, I’m hungry - and spend the night making love to me? No, shussh a minute ‘til I’ve finished. I mean making-love not ‘having sex’. I think I mean. I don’t think I’ve – I know I’ve never done that…”
 
By midnight in the restaurant he was just nicely drunk so he was beginning to grasp what it was she had been saying to him for several hours. Saying the things she said as if she was reading something mildly interesting from ‘The Times’.
	“What you’re shaying, Diana, is that you know you’re better than sliced bed at every shexual activity known to man or woman – or – or you wanna be but you have to poove – prove it to yourshelf firsht….”
	“Mm. Check me out. Expose myself to me…”
	“No, no. Leave tha’ bit. Too dissifult – difficult. Tell me that bit later. An’ tonight you want to add me – it is me, innit – to add me to your correction – collection. Check-out how you rate as a convent – a conventional, loving woman with ‘n ordinary, smitten lover? No exotic play-acting, no ropes or shains or leather stuff. Ri’?”
	“No. I just want to be made love to.”
	“I have absolutely no poblem with that. It’d entered my mind already. Can I make a conviction? A condition?”
	“That’s not what you’re supposed to say – make ‘conditions’. I’m very nice you know… What condition?”
Very carefully he said:	“You’re the Diana I met that day outside the shop but we met in my place and you live there and you’re naked. In my place I mean…always.”
	“Always what?”
	“Always naked. In my place…”
	“I have absolutely no problem with that. Take me wherever it is you live and I’ll take my clothes off… Yours too, of course.”
	“Done. S’a deal. Intantsly. Now.”
The Real Diana told her: ‘you haven’t got any clothes-taking-off or making-love images’.
‘Well I ought to have, right. If I’m going to be Perfect...’ 
 
He took her to back to the shop and up, up to his rather scruffy but big expensive pad and she talked to him on and off all the way. About the bits in the newspapers about the floods in Devon, about how she really loved old houses like his shop; things like that. On the top stairs she said she thought it might rain and that she hadn’t brought an umbrella… Inside the door of his flat, right inside the door of his flat, still bothering about an umbrella, she began at the zip of the black dress, not stopping until she was quite naked and smiling; then, being unprepared, he frowned a little as she began with his tie. She had superb, firm, jutting tits.
	“Er –“
	“No ‘ers’. Stand still…I shall be very good at this.”
	“It’s embarrassing. Dunno why…” he muttered.
	“That’s OK. For me too. I’ve only just met you, you see. Li’l me, and you’re ‘intantsly’ going to make very long and expert love to me…”
	“Why am I going to do that?”
	“I’ve got beautiful breasts? Look. Will these do? Feel them…”
	“Absolutely…and I’m to make love to you.”
”Mmm. Will you tie my hands? Like in the picture…”
“Picture?”
“One of my Net pics. Downloaded…Where will you do it?
”Bedroom. You want me to tie your hands” A statement, not a question.
“Mmm. Where’s the bedroom then? Take me – and stop holding your erection … I’ll hold it.”
 
In the big bedroom, perhaps because there was a bed there waiting, he gave up walking her across the carpet and stopped before the bed, his prick in her warm hand. 
 
He’s quite nice. This is going to be difficult. I don’t know much about this. Not as far as I know, I don’t. I mean, won’t I be too busy to be able to check me out doing it?
 
‘She’s indescribably more beautiful than I’d wished, she’s indescribably female and feminine; she’s the sexiest thing – animal – since the Big Bang. Is the Big Bang. I am going to keep her and – and she’s going to let me do every single damn thing to her because she wants to ‘check herself out’ doing it. And this is where I love her but make a shambles of showing it’. 
 
He ran his hands over her hair, over her cheeks, over her pale shoulders; ran his hands over her firm, upthrusting, parted breasts and felt her nipples harden under his palms. Encircled her narrow waist, strayed over her small, pinkly-wheal-ridged apple bottom, bent and kissed her mouth, cupped the warm fruits of her exciting, beaten bottom again in a big hand, strayed the other over her flat stomach to rest it gently on the little thicket of hair… 
	“Diana, am I allowed to say I love you?”
	“Yes.”
	“Please may I take you to bed?”
	“This is a bed…”
He didn’t tie her hands; to begin with they made love like a big and wondering male and a small and shy girl. As if it were the first time for either of them. To begin with, he led, she did nothing to initiate; merely responded gently, nervously, eyes-closed. When, after a long time and a gentle, silent exploration of her body he ran semen into her she reached up beneath him and kissed his chest. When after another long time she sat silently astride him and he flowed again into the deep, moist warmth of her she squeezed his shaft inside her vagina and giggled a small giggle. When he kissed at length the nicely beaten bottom, she wriggled under him, took his penis and put it in her mouth and it became his turn to lie, responding only gently while she fed – gently – from him. They slept like that; her small, warm, soft weight on his big frame, her breasts pressed to his body, her head on one side on his chest, eyes closed, breathing quietly, and semen running from a corner of her parted lips. He had one big arm and hand round her, one hand in her warm crotch, three fingers deep in her. She smelt of girl and sex and honey from her vulva and semen from her vagina – and of Diana Avery and the shop; perhaps he imagined that she smelt faintly of the black leather Sub dress; perhaps he saw her in the full Fifth Form Adult-Schoolgirl kit. He imagined that her soft skin was a soft, warm perfumed rubber skin. He didn’t want her to wake, didn’t want any of it to stop. He thought he felt chains at her wrists and ankles. He wanted Diana Avery this close always. All the Diana Averys in all the ways she existed, in all the clothes, all the things, the poses, the mild and beautiful the fierce and strong and ‘difficult’ things he’d ever made for others. Not because the leather and the silk, the rubber and the steel would excite him or arouse him but because it was what she wanted for herself. Also, he wanted to hear her scream.
He would give her everything; every sensation from great, erotic dresses and exposed, jewelled breasts to the hiss of the cane. The bite of silver clips on her softest flesh. The rattle and noise of chains, the sound of screams, the sound of a whip. Not for him; for her… No, not those things. Yes those things. Perhaps for others too: in ‘checking-out’ herself, in ‘exposing the ‘me’ in the shop called Captive… A black-and-white fantasy-image rolled across his mind; the bank-manager customer who bought shackles and whips probably only to fantasise with them when his wife was out: in the shop called Captive a pale, beautiful Diana, in black leather tights and naked to the waist, brought him a selection of expensive whips to choose from. She had thin, recent whip-scars patterning her pale back. Fantasy, but it didn’t matter a shit – it was for her, to fulfil her…She’d said she’d reached what she called the Top Step. Balls. The damn steps went up forever. ‘Put your foot on this next step, Diana’. He’d take her up more steps - if he had to drive her up them… He wanted her perfect, complete. So that if he said, ‘I’m going to brand your breasts’ she’d cry but hold her breasts up to the iron… Then, when they were healed – you have to wait for branded tits to heal – she could ‘expose’ them in the shop… I wonder if I can ever make this wild dream happen again? 
 
In the early hours of the morning he woke to find her sleeping beside him, straight up and down, on her stomach. She seemed quite real and he gently pulled the single cover back all the way down to her feet to make sure; her luscious round backside was flushed pink, with thin raised red lines. He’d done that, so she was doubly real. It was all very difficult because not only did he want her grinning and mischievous and adorning his shop, dressed in the little black couturier dress and the flat shoes but he wanted her in the flat, beneath him, mewing her mews as he made love to her and he wanted her in his flat naked in a slave collar doing domestic things – cooking, watching the TV, surfing the net… Also he wanted her in leather and rubber and fetish gear, in rope and chain, gagged with steel and mewing her mews or screaming. It also occurred to Richard Cope that it isn’t often – it’s never – that you have a naked, sleeping, nice, ordinary girl in your bed - to whom you’ve made serious gentle love – and whose hands you could then tie without any prior-agreement and who might actually murmur ‘Mmm’ when you did. So he slid carefully from the bed quite naked and with his shaft swaying before him, went downstairs, thoughtfully collected some things, crept back up and gently fastened her arms behind her back, wrist to elbow, elbow to wrist, above her delectable bottom with black rubber straps. She partly woke, turned her head on the pillow and co-operated, saying “Mmm.”
	“I’m going to gag you,” he said. “Lift your head and open your mouth…”
She didn’t open her eyes or shout or leap off the bed; she lifted her head and opened her mouth wide. He wished he’d brought a steel ratchet gag – that might have satisfied his prick - but she accepted the lifelike rubber penis onto her tongue and kept her head up while he fastened the straps. For a little while he sat on the edge of the bed and just looked at her, at a loss because all his fantasies had quite suddenly gone away; then got up, slid his hands under her pelvis and hoisted her up until she was on her knees, her gagged face still on the pillow. Richard dragged the pillow away, climbed onto the bed, spread her knees, climbed between them, located the small, crinkled deep pink rosebud in the valley below her bound arms, reached into the drawer of the bedside cabinet for the tube of KY – which he hoped hadn’t dried-up completely from disuse – and, discovering that it hadn’t, lubricated the object of his shaft’s desire…
	She jerked, trembled and rolled her head on the sheets as the head of his shaft made the smallest of entries into her. Jerked, bucked, mewed in the gag as he slid into her; made a thin shrieky sound in her throat and hammered her feet on the bed either side of him, her breath hissing sharply round the mouth-pad of her gag. He rose to kneel, his hands beneath her and lifted her bodily from the rumpled sheet and hauled her to him, hauled her bottom against his crotch, feeling his shaft suddenly drive through moist, muscled, shifting dark, held her like that with the strength of his arms, held her up, rigid – and pumped her, humped her; lowered her to the bed and humped her while she hissed air and mewed and bubbled saliva from the gag, her bound arms a hard shifting bar beneath his stomach. He had another black-and-white mental image - of himself fucking her anally, accompanied by his own, audible, rhythmic ‘uh – uh – uh – uh’ sounds. Her sphincter was a clasping ring around the base of him and the foraging end of his tool was exploring heavy, dark, contoured moistness. Until he detonated a flower of semen into that moist dark – detonated, exploded, pulsed and flowed so that he thought he must fill her, so that he thought semen would run from her ears and from the gag. He lay there, reaching under her trembling body for her breasts, grasping them, dragging them while he continued to gather and jerk small, exquisite pulses of himself into her – and while she lay quivering, making tiny sharp mews each time he added himself to her: mew mew  mew  mew.
. The sheet beneath her face was wet with saliva from the gag and with tears; the strange ptt–ptt sound audible above his quick breathing was seminal fluid and her body-fluids escaping the root of his shaft and her distended rosebud. 
	Eventually – he didn’t know whether it was in a minute or an hour – Richard eased from her – a mew from the gag – and went naked again through the building with his still-erect and stained tool before him. Stood naked in the little office, wrote a card slowly and deliberately –
Temporarily Closed
Watch this Space
- and stuck it to the inside of the shop window. Walked into the shop, carefully selected more straps, went to her room, picked the little black Sub-dress from the wardrobe and made his way back up to his flat. She was real and she wanted to be Perfect; he would make her Perfect… But at the door of his flat he stopped, set back. What was Perfect? Her vision of Perfect, as her confused, naive explanations had given it to him was compiled from perhaps a hundred downloaded Internet images; she had read virtually nothing in the vast spread of erotic or ‘obscene’ literature. There was no ideal perfection of female sexuality, no ideally, sexually perfect ‘animal’. All his own notions – including the very thoughts that had compelled him thus far back up from the shop to his flat – were fragments of his own sexual fantasies. Hardly ‘perfect’.
 	Then, ‘No’ he thought, ‘but they will do.’ Populate all his fantasies with Her. She will be Perfect for him. The Other Richard…Now, from this instant, there was the successful, liked, even admired Richard of ‘Captive’ and the Other whom only Diana Avery would know. Until, taught by him and ‘exposed’ to herself, he would expose her completely…
She was still lying there, waiting for him. Lying there with her head turned to the door, her brown eyes wide and the gleaming-wet rubber of the gag masking her mouth. Lying there on her stomach and her breasts, her hands and arms captive in straps at her back… Not struggling not protesting, just waiting…
He walked to her, naked, the great arrow of curled black hair that began at his shoulders and plunged to his genitals gleaming here and there with undried sweat. Her eyes didn’t follow him, he didn’t look at her. He took an ankle, lifted it, strapped it into the crook of a bound elbow, did the same with the other. Held the striped, wet, smeared cheeks of her bottom apart with one widespread hand and just pressed, slid a round, smooth nickel-steel surgical speculum into her and ratcheted it wide until she began to shake and to draw hissing breaths. Her sphincter stretched, widened until it was an O of narrow palest pink, an O two inches in diameter showing a moving, dark red passage into her, a passage at once leaking to the bedsheets. As the instrument distended her to the utmost she began to tremble again, then to shiver, her legs to became tense, taut, her shoulders to writhe and the mewing became a continuous, tremulous moaning. On her face, naked, gagged, her legs cocked up and bound to her arms behind her, trembling, moaning in the gag and with the hard bright mechanics of the speculum protruding from her distended anus… He walked from the room and went to wash and dress… Left her there, quivering, drooling, leaking, occasionally uttering a mew in her gag while he made the spare bedroom hers. It was easy, with almost everything to hand downstairs in the shop, as it would be easy when he made the other spare room, bare and empty now, into her playroom. That’s what he would call it, her ‘Playroom’. Then he could finish his breakfast while she knelt at his feet, put his cup down, say “Playroom” to her and watch her go before him. But first he would make-over her bedroom because for the playroom he would need help to bring things up from the Dungeon and he knew of nobody he could ask…
 
It was a labour of love – or a labour of fantasy; he worked non-stop, in overalls, stripping the neat spare-bedroom to its bare essentials; bed, chair, one light, one mirror. Laboriously brought up the contents of her shop-room, the clothes, the toys and then with vast exertion the two plain white wardrobes and the chests-of-drawers. Re-filled them. Assembled tools and screwed plywood over the window; bolted his entire stock of cuff-ended chain around the wooden frame of the bed so that twelve locking cuffs hung regularly spaced around it. Used all his stock of thick black matt rubber sheet to recover the bed’s thin mattress; all the thin to provide one black bedsheet. Stripped anything bright and less-than-functional from the tiny attached bathroom – took away the polished hardwood toilet-seat to leave bare porcelain. Went out and around the corner to the DIY for heavy screw-eyes to pattern the floor around the toilet bowl. Removed the original toiletries, shampoos, body-lotions from the shelf and replaced them with disinfectants, some basic medicines for ‘first-aid’, non-perfumed soap.
Hung the coarsest of his towels, provided a body-scrubbing brush – nothing gentle. A fat bottle-brush with soft bristles, originally for cleaning surgical ‘items’ in his shop-stock, to enable her to clean herself inside… Transferred the best of his erotic and obscene books to the bookshelf and tacked the best of his sex-pictures to the walls. A hundred small things… Printed the word DIANA to make a door-label – as if she were an animal to be identified - and resurrected the Desktop he’d abandoned when he’d bought the latest kit. Donated it to her room but with access only to those Internet urls suffixed ’x’. Laid the black Sub dress on the single chair…
She had been on his dishevelled bed, bound, gagged, her anus filled and stretched for five hours when he went back to her; went back to her clean and neat in shirt and trousers, taking with him the pliant red rubber tawse he’d waved at her only yesterday – could it have been only yesterday that everything had so suddenly begun? 
She looked ridiculous, grotesque, lying on her face with her arms like that and her legs doubled up behind her; the bedding was a crumpled mess patched with the stains of sex, sodden beneath her head with tears and saliva, sodden and more darkly stained beneath her crotch where his semen had leaked past the shiny, jutting speculum. His bedroom smelt, she stank. If she could see herself now – not perfect, not beautiful… If she could see herself… He ignored the snuffling noises she was making and went for his camera; she was going to see herself… The scene in the bedroom cried out to be printed in black-and-white, even as a grainy ‘press-photo’; there would be others where studio-composition and studio colour would be necessary…. Already he was imagining a great, thick, bound volume of A3 photos, ‘Diana Steps Up to Perfection’. Circulated very privately but destined to become a classic. She would – by then – be enormously proud of it - secretly of course; she would hardly be able to say ‘do come and look at my photos’. Richard grinned at the thought as he went to release her.
 
The problem with enacting-for-real any ‘hard’ sexual-fantasy is that the fantasy itself seldom occupies more time than just the ‘hard’ part: his intent was to release her and to send her to her new bedroom. Reality, however, delivered factors his fantasy hadn’t included; releasing her cocked-up bound legs produced violent reaction caused by the pain of returning circulation: she shook, rolled, moaned and gurgled in the gag. Releasing her arms repeated the problem to the extent that her writhing and throaty, suppressed shrieking panicked him briefly. He feverishly released her gag to see it thrust out violently, wet and slimed, by a saliva-coated tongue while she rasped indrawn breaths, rolling her whole smeared, stained, naked body on the destroyed bedding. She wasn’t meant to do that – it broke into the fantasy-plan and having his fantasy interrupted by its subject, his Sandwich Girl Diana, as if she, not he, were in control, deprived him momentarily of reason. He beat her. He triggered the mechanism of the dilating speculum that projected between the still-striped fruit of her backside, snatched the discoloured length of plated steel from her and hurled it across the room, then beat her with the rubber tawse –
Thackkk! Thackkk! Thackkk! Thackkk! Thackkk! while she screamed. Lay there only shuddering and screaming - Thackkk! Thackkk! Thackkk! The exertion of swinging the tawse so savagely calmed him and he threw the red rubber implement across the room to follow the speculum…
	“Shut up! Shut up! Be quiet…”
She shut up, quivering. There was almost silence save for his audible panting, a silence into which the fantasy returned; fantasy is easier…
	“I have – I have made the sp-spare bedroom for you. Get up. Get up. Can you get up? Get up, go there…” he shouted. 
No she couldn’t get up, her struggles and cries showed it… So he carried her. He carried her naked, stained, bruised and freshly wealed body in his arms, staining his clothes, avoiding the stench of her. In the passage between the bedrooms her closed eyes turned to him, brimmed tears and she began to sob.
	“S-sorry,” she whispered. “Sorry.” Richard too was sorry; his measured, controlled vision of what he would do to her, for her, had collapsed at the first hurdle and he had to claw it back…
He laid her on the cool, smooth black rubber of her new bed; she shook briefly at the contact – then her body relaxed. “I-I’m n-not very g-good, am – am I?” she said, turning her head and opening her eyes to him. Her voice was distorted by the shape into which the gag had forced her pretty mouth; Richard, finding control, growled back at her –
	“Lie still,” and stooped around the bed to bring up dangling chains and cuffs to lock her wrists and ankles. “Lie still, Diana.”. He stood up and back, looking at her, looking round the room; now it was right. Now his Sandwich-Girl was as she should be, chained, used, beaten; Diana in her bare room where the only objects of decoration were sexual images to occupy and train her mind. 
 “Being chained is being given ease, Diana; it’s being allowed your own time. I will allow you your own time; when I release you it will be into my possession, my Ownership, understand?” He’d read something like that somewhere but is sounded amateur...
There was a small jingle of chain as she shifted her nakedness on the warming rubber;
 “Y-yes…”
He left her and almost walked into another hiatus in the fantasy; it was an ongoing fantasy in real-time so she had to be fed. He also had to eat. Not part of the script… This time he would have to play chef…
 
An hour later while he was enjoying another esoteric art – cooking – the shop-door buzzed.
	“Wotcha, Mister Cope.” 
Suzy, on time, for the once sporting actually new clean clothes although merely a change from scruffy tee-shirt, grubby washed-out jeans and cheap trainers to a white sweater, indigo dungarees and, clearly new, the black and white, garish, long-laced canvas-and-rubber ankle boots he’d heard described as ‘basketball boots’. Complete tom-boy. 
“‘eere yar then. Mus’ be the smallest order ever like…Sine ‘ere”. A four-inch cube of brown paper that rattled. 
	“Thanks. You’re looking smart today.” He grinned at her; “You ought to buy new things from me, you know…”
	“Yus, rite. Gimme ninety-nine percent discarnt an’ I will… See ya!”
Why did he wish she would buy from his shop? What did he want her to buy from his shop? Suzy, of all people? He never used to think things about Suzy. Sexless. Suzy was ‘ordinary people’; he’d already begun to categorise like that – ordinary people and Diana.
As he closed and locked the door he thought, surprised ‘Not sexless. Actually, Suzy in her ‘posh gear’ – the dungarees and the boyish new boots – was quite, well, enticing… Rubbish.’
 
After two hours he released Diana Avery yet again; she was lying almost spreadeagled and slowly turned her head to him as he entered, eyes focussed on him beneath a quiff of matted hair that’d fallen forward…
	“I’m sorry…”
	“Be quiet.” Chain fetters clinked to the new floor, the rubber-smell of the floor was strong in the small room, masking the smell of her. “You may get up and clean yourself – bathroom’s there. Use the toilet. You sit on the toilet facing the wall, not the other way. Then clean yourself properly, use the shower. Properly, Diana. Your clothes are on the chair. Dress, come and find me and I will feed you.” Turning to go he stopped, his now functioning mind suggesting 
	“Wait. Lie perfectly still until I come back…” He brought back the tube of KY, mentally making a reservation to buy a big pot of the stuff if such were available - and he brought back a safety razor.
	“This is to grease your cunt and backside. Use it after you wash. Always. Use it as lipstick as well – it probably has an interesting flavour… This is to shave your crotch – shave your crotch please. Properly; I shall inspect you. Keep yourself hairless there.” As another afterthought as he left her he added, savouring every word -”Obedience, Diana. Absolute Obedience. Disobedience brings Guilt. Guilt can only be assuaged by Punishment, Diana. Understand?” Not amateur; me, Richard…
	“Yes.”
Now to go and arrange to produce the unexpected, one of the mind blows that would regularly form part of her training, his fantasy and her steps up to perfection…
 
She came as he was laying the dining-table with the best of everything; silver cutlery, hand-blown Swedish glass, Irish linen… She came moving awkwardly to stop in the doorway; almost fresh, her hair brushed though dull from washing with coarse soap. Came in the Sub dress looking as he’d remembered her – flushed, whole, even close to perfect. Her naked crotch beneath the black leather skirt was bare-shaved, smooth, labia gleaming slightly, greased.
	“Turn round. Bend…” The depths of the valley of her bottom gleamed too. “Good, stand still.” Her mound and crotch were smooth to his touch and her slit admitted his probing finger easily. Her eyes watched him as he regarded her from small bare feet to inclined head. “Head up…” The soft mouth so recently deformed by the gag had re-formed; lips gleaming with KY. All her openings were as they should be – ready. Richard smiled, deliberately but also because triumph made him smile…
	“Can you sit?”
	“Yes. It hurts…”
	“Sit, Diana,” he said. “There’s food… You like Indian. Sit here. Knees wide apart please…” So that her naked slit rested on the cold leather chair-seat, opened on the cold leather chair seat.
Mind blow. He’d gagged her, bound her, beaten her, thrust his staff and thrust steel into her, raped her, chained her, made her wear the exposing dress; now he sat her in his dining-room before a glittering table and brought a whole Salmon Bhapey to the table – admittedly a previously deep-frozen one, kept for very special customers of the shop and therefore not as perfect as he’d wished. Salmon steamed with mustard seed, turmeric, mild chilli; cumin and tomato to cut the salmon’s oil: plain Basmati rice, hare masale ki sem – long green beans flavoured with ginger and green coriander, three dahls. A cut-glass bowl of dessert – Sharabi narangi, quartered oranges with cinnamon and Grand Marnier. Two of the tall Örreförrs glasses he filled with iced water, two with very cold Pouilly Fumé. 
	“Got to eat, sweetheart,“he grinned, helping her to food. ‘Sweetheart’. Mind blow… 
 
‘You see’ said the Other Diana into her mind as she watched her hands on the gleaming Georgian silver cutlery, ‘you see, as more of me is exposed, so more of everything becomes nearer and nearer to Perfection. Already knives and forks are silver, already warm cola is chilled wine; I am wearing a beautiful dress that allows my lips to feel the seat of my chair, I have been bound and penetrated and my bottom is gently burning from a beating. My openings are greased for sex and everything is exquisite anticipation…’
 
“After this,” he said, bringing Arabica coffee and tiny glasses of Zubrowka, “after this, I am going to take you to the Kyrenia…”
	“The Kyrenia? I am going out?”
	“It’s a club. I’m a member. I shall just walk you through, nothing else…”
	“Oh.”
 	People, I can’t. I’m not Perfect yet; I’m not Exposed…
	“I had a copy of the Red Dress made for you – well, almost a copy; you’ll wear that…”
	“I – I don’t think I….”
	“Yes you will, Diana.”
‘Dinner’ said the Other Diana, ‘gleaming silver, sparkling glass, fine food, wine and then a Club in a grand dress… Yes I will and he will dress me…’
	“Yes you will and I shall dress you…” said Richard.
 
He took her to his own room, took her to the sumptuous bathroom, unlocked the silver locks of her dress and, naked himself, washed her under the shower. Washed her so very carefully and gently while she stood in the manner he wanted her to stand to be washed, in the manner she wanted to stand to be washed, legs wide, arms high and wide like an X. Washed her body with perfumed crèmes, washed her openings, gently slid the soft brush between her lips and her lips. ‘Bend,’ he said and he washed her other, round mouth. Dried her with great soft towels. To steady herself while he dried her he stood and held his rigid shaft. ‘Bedroom,’ he said, and ‘make an X again… Stand still.”
It gleamed like silver and it captured her waist and between her legs; it fitted her waist and between her legs and captured her there, silvery steel lined with soft red rubber. A perfect, not-hard-and-not-soft penis that fitted her vagina as a finger fits a glove slid into her, a penis moulded in matching red rubber perfect in every detail. A not-small-not-large aubergine of red rubber eased into her bottom then filled her eagerly. Captured, filled, and held.
	“Chastity-belt,” said Richard, making the two flat steel locks go click and click.
	“Yes…”
	“Sit…”
Diana sat, naked but for the gleaming vise that held her waist and her crotch and felt the soft, warming rubber things within her crawl and climb. She knew she was going to be beautiful. He did her hair. Him, a man, did her hair and he showed her in a silver-mounted hand-mirror. Beautiful. 
He did her face. Wide, wide extended eyes, cat’s eyes, Egyptian eyes, elongated tapering gently upswept eyes, startling, dramatic. Her eyes took almost an hour, colour brushed delicately, painstakingly by Him. Him naked and with a swaying erection. Something colourless brushed onto her lips that made them gently burn so that she was reluctant to close them, so that she held them a little apart in the slightest of pouts. Then colour, red, so glossy that it looked freshly wet…
The Other Diana said to her, ‘You see, already I make things around me perfect; as everything will be when I am Perfect…’
The dress was from a great white box and it was in quietly-rustling scarlet silk. It was like the Red Dress – the Red Dress called ‘Property’ – and it slid and fell over her nakedness as if it were a prolonged cool kiss. It wrapped her legs in front so that she could barely part them but exploded behind her in a swathe of scarlet; it clasped her waist and hips and not a line, not a trace showed of the gleaming, imprisoning steel there. He arranged her bare breasts like fruit in the soft nest of scarlet silk which he lifted, tugged until there were the superb proud breasts the Red Dress window-model had displayed…
	“Quite still, Diana…”
…but the Red Dress model hadn’t had small, pleasantly-burning silver clips to her nipples, silver clips from which small silver chains showed briefly before disappearing into the red silk. She watched herself in his big mirror and in the mirror the silver chains looked as if they went… Where? 
This is me. Look at me...
	“Chin up. Quite still…”
A silver collar, a plain, thick, wide silver collar, minutely hinged at one side, closed with two minute silver padlocks at the other; a collar two-and-a-half inches wide and with a projection, a wide tongue of silver under her chin that held her head high. Flat soft leather slippers exactly matching the flaring scarlet of the dress.
This is a glimpse of Perfection. This is me. Me Exposed…
	“Wait.”
She waited standing there before the great mirror, seeing herself as she was going to be. Feeling the creeping, glorious feeling of being seduced and aroused by the Exposure of her real self, feeling her warm vagina clasp softly round the red rubber penis that filled her, feeling the red rubber fruit in her bottom shift gently. Diana stood there wanting her beautiful body to be used. He came back in soft black leather trousers and a paper-thin, loose-cut white glove-leather shirt, black shoes, his platinum Rolex. 
	“Now I’ll have to get you into the car somehow…”	
 
In a quiet street just below the south side of Oxford Street he slowed the car and turned to her; “In the club you walk beside me but one step behind, just one step. You ignore everything, you look straight ahead. I will walk across the middle of the main floor to the exit on the other side. If someone speaks to me and I stop, you stop. Ignore everything, look straight ahead. I am exposing you.” He stopped the car and raised a crooked finger to the four dark-suited men standing by a plain recessed glass door, a door on which the word ‘Kyrenia’ showed in gold.
Stopped the car in the road; two men detached themselves from the doorway; one to open the car door for Richard, one to open the door for Diana. 
	“Mr Cope Sir, good evening. May I park your car, Sir?” Both doormen looked at Diana and not at anything else… Richard waited until Diana was out and standing on the pavement, looking desperately for him to take her in out of the stares of the dozen people who’d already seen her. 
	“Here’s a ton,” he said quietly to the man holding his door; handing over two fifties.
 “Go drive it round Piccadilly Circus, watch for me and the lady on foot coming out of Soho. Just going to walk through the club and out, then walk down to the Circus. Say twenty-five minutes. I’ll take it off you there…” He wanted the car in the Circus and there was no possible parking place.
	“Yessir.”
Crossing the three yards of thronging sidewalk to the already-opened club-door, with Diana in silent tears because of the knot of people staring at her and whispering, he moved behind her so that she would be first inside the club. “Go on, Diana”….
 
Now she could manage – just; now she was not alone, alone as she had been out there…There were perhaps fifty people in the club, paired people; half of them well-dressed men and women, half of them extraordinarily-dressed. There were standing, silent women in skin-fitting, buckled, studded leather; sitting, silent women in silk, in latex, in just crotch-straps, in chains. A gagged, slender, naked redhead hitched by a neck-chain to a chair occupied by a white-haired and grossly-fat man; a very young girl in denim shorts and nothing else sitting primly on the floor. A tall blonde in a sweeping black dress with another tall blonde in a desperately short black minidress kneeling at her feet, head down. The ‘owners’ were talking to each other, drinking – their partners were silent. As Richard walked into the subdued light with Diana the music died raggedly. Faces turned – not to him; the sound of a slapped face cut the silence as the bare breasted girl in shorts looked at Diana, wide-eyed, her cheek already reddening from the blow delivered by her ‘owner’. Only Fyodor moved, came from his office beaming and rubbing his hands;
	“Richard! So long it has been,” and then subsided into staring at Her. At her breasts, at the collar, at the silver clips on her nipples and at the small, provocative silver chains that showed there, their ends vanishing into the red dress. 
 
I am more beautiful, more sexual, more sensual than all these. I am all these and more than all these. They stop to see me. What will they do when I am Perfect? That girl was slapped for looking at me; she should be sent here, close, to look at me…
 
“Can’t stop, Feo. Just taking Diana out for some air…Bring her properly one day.” One day, when she was Perfect… “Have to go, Feo. Walk, Diana…”
 
He is taking me home. He is going to do something, something different… A feeling came in her legs and warmth spread around the soft, thick rubber moving in her; warmth that trickled into the lining of her steel-wrapped crotch and escaped to the tops of her thighs under the red dress. Warmth that spread to her breasts so that they flushed … I am going to be whipped…
 
He put the strap back into his pocket and took her out of the back entrance into a pedestrian lane where there were hurrying people…
	“Where are we? Where’s the car?” Richard? Where is it…? She was panicking; faces were staring, staring at her huge cat’s-eye makeup, staring at her bare breasts, at the collar with its glittering padlocks and at the sumptuous scarlet dress. “Richaard!”
	“Walk as I said, beside and one step behind me…”
	“I c-can’t, oh please, I c-can’t…” She wanted to go back into the Kyrenia…
Quietly, standing there, he explained that the car was waiting in Piccadilly Circus and that she was going to walk there through Soho, walk as he’d told her to…
	“I c-can’t, oh please, I c-can’t…” Now she was crying silently again, beginning to sob. With a frantic movement she crossed both scarlet-gloved arms over her breasts. 
	“Clasp your hands down in front of you and walk with me – or I shall go by myself, leave you standing here… Don’t disobey me, Diana.”
Her panic was more to do with her imagination than any propensity of the Soho crowd to take much notice of exotic females, even bare-breasted ones – foreign visitors excepted, of course; she followed him by staring at the pavement and his feet and she was shaking like a scarlet leaf… Perhaps she was able to shut it out; but he wasn’t and the stares that shifted to him were very difficult to ignore. They emerged into the brilliant neon of the Circus, suffering the overheard comments:
	‘Oh how disgusting…’
	‘That’s a prostitute. Look how they let them go about here...’
	‘She’s fantastic, just look at her…’
	“That is the most beautiful object I’ve ever seen…’
	‘Cleveland Walstein, just you stop that this minute…’
…and from two young women who blew Richard two kisses and said to Diana ‘come home with us, superwoman’. Also, suddenly, from one very large black policeman, one middling white one respectively ‘Are you all right madam?’ – ‘Has the lady got a coat, sir?’
But the car grated against the kerb at just the right, providential moment; particularly so because Diana howled in fright and desperation…
	“Sorry, officer – ah, the car,” and he made a drinking, tippling gesture in Diana’s direction. The doorman of the Kyrenia got out of the car surprisingly fast and vanished faster when he saw the Law; Richard bundled her in, the very large black copper said ‘Just be a little more careful, sir,’ and Richard, sweating a little, made off with his weeping sandwich-girl towards the City. She was repeating, “I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry…” in amongst the sobs.
	“You were ‘exposed’ as you call it, for about thirty minutes. Seems I have to do a great deal of work with you, Diana. As from now…” 
 
In the car again he made a call on his cellphone:
	“Ivor? Richard. You’re not operating or anything? Good. Need a favour…” He switched to Welsh or to something that to Diana sounded like Welsh but then the conversation ended in English…
	“Good man. Yes, of course I’ll pay her. Miss Who? Got it. Two hours from now ought to be just bright. Yes I know that’s late. Tell her four buzzes at the door. When are you coming to buy something nice for Paula?”
 
In the shop she began to shake visibly, because he took her not upstairs but down the stone steps to the Dungeon display where the big things were, the rack-thing and the birching-thing and the X-Frame.
	“Stand there, strip. Everything. Here’re the keys to your collar and your crotch. Do it yourself…”
 
The X-Frame in Richard’s shop sells for rather over five thousand pounds; he’s sold two. Basically, as displayed, it’s a six-foot high X of black steel bars emerging from a black steel plinth. The ‘bars’ are hollow and rounded-square in section, crossing at a sliding-joint in the middle and individually telescopic – extendable or retractable. The bottom two legs of the X vanish into slots in the plinth. Switch it on – for it is powered – and use the little control-box with its miniature joy-sticks and rotary switches and you can alter the length and angle of any of the legs of the X and alter the position of any one or more of the black steel cuffs which emerge from thin slits in the face of the bars. You can have her as an X, as a Y, as an inverted Y; you can have her with her arms and legs straight out sideways - although legs-straight-out-sideways involves her doing the ‘splits’ and is painful. The ‘splits’ however does present horizontally-spread legs with an open sex. Richard turned on the power…
 
He’d stood her close to the X-Frame, back to it and now, as he watched her find her way from the red dress, he saw that she was aware of the steel thing behind her and was trembling nicely. He took the dress as it came away, looking first as he always did at her round, firm breasts. Superb, even with the little decoy-chains hanging from her nipples - which the clips had hardly marked. Watched her struggle with the locks on her collar then with those at her mound which sealed the chastity-belt. 
	“Get it off,” he growled, seeing her tiny hesitation at the prospect of pulling out the fat rubber inside herself. Her face flushed, the red tide spreading from her hair to her neck and progressively over her white shoulders as she encircled the moist red butt of the dildo with finger and thumb and pulled.
 “Uh. Oh – uh.”
“Be quiet, Diana… Put it – the whole thing - on the bench there when you’ve got your arse unstuffed…” He chose the words deliberately to bother her and they did; there were faint glints of tears at her eyes.
	“Good. Turn round, step up onto the black box-thing. Face the front. Put your hands up, wrists into the cuffs there…”
	“Am – am I…? Are you going to…?”
	“I don’t want to gag you, Diana, not now anyway, but if you speak I shall. Put your ankles in the cuffs down by your feet…Those two, close together down there…”
He thumbed a switch and the cuffs closed smoothly until she was gripped; he thumbed two miniature joysticks and she was lifted smoothly some eighteen inches from the black plinth, lifted and at the same time the Y in which she hung became an X. Diana, naked, stretched in an X, her eyes closed but leaking tears. Her head up and back, her breasts thrust out, and her shaved bare crotch displaying her soft, pink, parted labia. Lovely machine… How’s the time? Go get Suzy’s little box and the one of the ‘Tickler’ gizmos from the shop…
 
He pushed the heavy candle-sized and smooth aluminium tool of the Tickler deep into her sex first and then shoved the smaller one into her bottom: both went right in, nothing showed except the small loops of pull-thread. She gasped a bit and closed her eyes, hung there and trembled… 
Richard walked over to the bench where he’d put the little pocket-sized control box. ‘Alkaline Long-Life Battery’ it proclaimed, between two tiny rotary switches – one ‘on/off’ and one ‘pulse rate/delay/sec’. Below the switches small white lettering read ‘Max range 100mtrs. Fully suppressed.’ A hundred metres range so that, the leaflet cosily suggesting examples 
‘You can give your partner an unexpected pleasure even if she is shopping and you are sitting in your car a block away’ or ‘with the function set to ‘cycle’, the Tickler can act as a prompt, e.g., your out-of-sight partner is delaying you by, you suspect, standing talking to a friend in the street. Switch to ‘on’ and she will come very quickly, rather than be seen in public to have a series of increasingly intense sexual experiences…’
The thing looked as expensive as it was. Richard switched ‘Pulse Rate’ to ‘Test’ and moved the switch to ‘On’. 
 
 
	She leapt in her steel cuffs, leapt in an arc away from the steel frame, shrieked, thrust her head up and back with her mouth wide but with her eyes staring, thudded back to the X and commenced shaking from head to foot. Unlike other, cheaper toys which vibrate on remote command, the five-hundred quid Mannessmann Tickler toy delivers single or cycling radio-pulses tuned to the frequency – frequencies – to which the human vagina and the human rectum are most receptive. It clearly worked, so he turned the Pulse Rate to 6; a pulse every six seconds. …Four, five, six. She leapt, mewed, bucked, rolled her head and rattled her cuffs, panted, subsided… …four, five, six. Leap, mew, rattle, weep, head back… Leap, mew, rattle, weep, head back… Gleaming fluid at her slit… Leap, mew, rattle, weep, head back… The leaflet appeared to claim that with the cycle-time correctly set for the lady-user, the pulses could in theory produce a series of orgasms which would run together as one in a short space of time. At a hundred meters? Richard walked up into the shop, then to the top of the next stairs and the next - where he could just hear her moaning. Pulse rate to 1. Pulse every second…
	She screamed; the thumping and rattling and the screaming became continuous then suddenly subsided - even though the thing’s bead-light was still glowing. He ran down…
She was hanging, shaking mewing and weeping; her crotch was coated in expelled juices and both of the slender aluminium cylinders were lying on the stone floor, having been ejected to some distance. Her eyes were closed and saliva coated her chin. Richard thought of mailing the makers and suggesting there was a design-fault with the ‘Tickler’ – no straps to keep the things in – but then he thought wouldn’t. He’d do her breasts.
	“Wakey, wakey Diana,” he said, just to get her to open her eyes, the made-up, startling great cat’s eyes…
She watched him with those wide eyes widening as he picked up the stainless-steel surgical punch; she began to shake and mew once more as he tested its action – click and the jaws closed, click as he opened them again and settled the big thick open gold ring from Suzy’s box into the groove in the steel. Close the thing now and the ring would be closed too, and useless.
She began to shudder and jerk more as he approached her, then started to shout something as he took hold of her left breast. Hell, the gold ring wasn’t that big… Just has to go through behind your nip, sweetheart, through the aureole darling. 
	“Be quiet, Diana. You want me to gag you; nice steel gag?”
Through the firm, darker aureole the punch went thuck, not click and she screamed once, very loud and very high, her whole body jumping and then arching in the steel cuffs. Hardly any blood. Surprising. She was shaking now, a steady tremor of pain, eyes wide head back, mouth open, gasping and gargling… Lift the punch jaws out of her – not much more blood; reposition the jaws of the thing so that it presented the open gold ring. Squeeze. The thick ring pushed its open ends into the bloody holes and closed, the ends sliding into her breast until they met in the soft flesh. Now she was screaming again – it made it difficult to concentrate….
	“Shut up. That one’s done for god’s sake…”
A thin trickle of red ran down her white stomach as he fitted the second ring to the punch. The screams had stopped and but her head was still back, her body still arched and in constant tremor. Eyes closed. Mewing. Mew- Mew- Mew- Mew. Thuck.
Piercing scream, then shuddering moaning. Squeeze… Bit more blood this time and where the ring disappeared into the blood on the first one, her breast was darkening like a purpled bruise. When it was all done and healed she would look very good indeed…
The rings through the flesh of her breasts behind her nipples were exactly right for her, for his sandwich-girl Diana. Thick-walled hollow gold, really big, ‘fifty-five millimetres internal diameter, five millimetres cross section’ – ‘they’re bloody huge’ is what Idris had said; “going to cost you, you know, on top of the other…’
 
How’s the time? Fine. 
She didn’t look, just moaned and mewed and shuddered so she didn’t see him change the punch for the little nickel one. Difficult – have to pull her little, soft red lips out with one finger and thumb and use the punch without a hand to steady it. Done. No sound, neat. Click. Mew as he retracted the punch. This one clicks… Ring. Squeeze. Click. Mew. Punch again… This one clicks every time…Click. Mew. Ring. Squeeze. Click. Mew. Punch – click – ring – squeeze – click – mew. Bit more blood here than from her tits. Punch – click – ring – squeeze – click – mew. Other side – pull the soft flesh out; punch – click – ring – squeeze – click – mew. punch – click – ring – squeeze – click – mew. punch – click – ring – squeeze – click – mew. punch – click – ring – squeeze – click – mew. Four neat if rather bloody gold rings evenly spaced each side; he couldn’t resist trying the little long-hasped gold padlock through them, even if threading it through and drawing her slit closed dragged the punctures a little. Not that he would use the lock much until later. He lifted the padlock back up through the rings and her slit parted again. Excellent. She was moaning, his sandwich-girl Diana, spread on the X-Frame naked and somewhat bloody but with gleaming gold at her tits and in her crotch. Time? Go and wait for Miss What’s-her-name. Miss Griffiths. Leave you for a bit; work it out, what I’ve done to make you even more… Think about it…Won’t be long, sweetheart… Someone’s coming to tidy you up…
	“Just a few minutes, sweetheart.”
 
“Where’s patient? You used proper instruments, of course? Sterilised? Down here? Not very clean, is it. Ah. My goodness, those must have been expensive. Well done. Are we awake?” The small bustling woman prodded Diana… “Yes. Good. Eight rings down here – my word! Hm, neat enough. Going to lock these later? I suppose you talked her into it? No? She didn’t know? Rich men, rich women, always the same, got to be different. Good position though – never seen one like this.”
	“One what?”
	“Frame. X-Frame. Sex-frame I call them. Pretty girl. Looks fit enough. I’ll see to her breasts first. Wife?”
	“No.”
	“Love the eye-make-up. Haven’t done her backside, have you? No. Good. Very difficult, risky. Never do her backside. Here, read this. It’s what to do. Don’t want any nasty infections, do we? There we are – now down here. Go away, I’ll clean her up, and then you can let her down. My fee’s four hundred cash. She’s going to look very nice. Go away...”
	“Did Professor….?”
	“No names, no problems I always say. Shoo!”
 
Because he’d made rather large holes in her breasts and eight smaller holes in her vulva, when he let her down she was decorated with powder-puffs of yellow antiseptic wadding over the big rings and a bifurcated muff of it between her legs making her look interesting in an original way – if she’d been black-skinned the yellow wadding and the fantastic eyes would have been quite truly exotic. When her let her down, making the X-Frame whine a little as it lowered her, she stared at him expressionlessly; when he retracted the steel cuffs from her wrists and ankles she mewed a little, then bent forwards suddenly and mewed again…
“Stand up. Are you thirsty? The woman said you’d be thirsty. Not sure why.”
“M-my front hurts, all of it. Is it finished? It’s better if I bend like this. Are they gold?”
Diana, even you are supposed to shout and scream at me, you know. I’ve altered your body… “Yes, of course they’re gold. You can’t go upstairs bent over like that…”
	“I thought you were going to whip me.”
	“I am. On the day you’re Perfect. Come upstairs. Do your tits and your cunt hurt?”
	“Yes. A bit. Ache really.” She was still bent, looking at her yellow muff. “Are there rings there too?”
	“Eight little ones. There’s a gold padlock…”
“There are some images like that on the Net. I hurt quite a lot really. When can I see them?” I suppose you keep the key – to the padlock thing?”
	“Yes. Well, not necessarily. I’ll teach you when to lock yourself…”
	It was actually more annoying than he’d anticipated, not being able to put her in anything that might slow or hinder the healing-business and he certainly didn’t like having to rotate the rings in her soft bruised flesh once the muffs were off. 
	“They’re very big. Ow… “
	“You do the big ones,” he muttered, ”while I do your crotch. Open your legs…”
	“Ow!”
Dresses and anything the least bit covering were out, because of her breasts. Pants or crotch-straps or anything like that were out because of the ringed lips between her legs. Her breasts were partly purple and swollen and her slit looked like elongated deep red popcorn.
	“I like you naked but I like you wearing things – go and find something you can wear…”
 
“Can I wear these?”
Almost crotch-high chestnut-coloured and skin-tight moulded rubber boots, thick and dully-glossy. She was on tiptoe in them because that’s how they were made – almost vertical feet with just two inches of toes to the floor; toes shod with little loose aluminium horse-shoes. Loose because aluminium is a sonorous metal and the boots therefore make pleasant tik and tink sounds on hard surfaces. Clearly she couldn’t – yet – wear the tight buckled and strapped moulded rubber body-form that went with them but he said
	“They’re Pony-Girl boots. Go and get the bridle; you can wear that too. I’ll put you in it… Then you can clean the whole place – I’m going to open the shop…”
	“I can’t. Not in the shop… Like this and in a bridle.”
	“I suppose not. Fair enough, I’ll manage by myself. You’ll be all right by Saturday. The rings I mean… Very nice… I’ll find you something to wear in the shop after Saturday.”
	“Do you have to open today?” she asked, almost six feet tall on her new long legs and shod tiptoes; all legs and yellow surgical wadding.
	“Specials won’t wait. Stock coming orders coming. Besides, I’m spending with no incoming. Go get your bridle.” In the tiled passageway to the bedrooms her feet – hooves – went, unsteadily, tak tak takatak tink tak. Pony Girl Diana. Sandwich-pony Diana…
She was coming back, tak tink tinktink tinktink and jingle. Tak tink tinktink tinktink because she’d found out how to walk and jingle because she was carrying the bridle and strutting. Bloody hell…
	“Head up. Open your mouth.” The bit he’d had made for a human with a mouth her size because real bits don’t fit humans – male or female – and it was a leaf-shaped curved plate sheathed in soft brown rubber. Any sort of bar or Spanish-bit and he’d have to have had her back teeth out. 
	“Is it... uggh...” she started - but he slid the bit over her tongue and flipped the headstraps over her hair, then as quickly pulled at buckles and clips until the corners of her pretty mouth were drawn back. Brown leather straps, dull steel buckles, clips, rings, the dangling steel esses of the curb-bit at each corner of her mouth. He looped the short curb-rein over her lead and let it dangle down her back. The big flaring horsehair tail would have been nice he thought, but that meant a butt-plug and that would be too close to her sex and the unhealed rings. If all her rings were OK on Saturday or Sunday he’d have in the full pony-tack, all of it, and shaft her with harness jingling rhythmically under him and her long rubber legs spread wide. Making the breathing sounds she was making now, dry sounds over the bit. On Saturday or Sunday it would be harrh harrh harrh and jingle, jingle, jingle. Riding crop by the bed.
	“Go clean the place.” He slapped her bare rump and she staggered on her hooves, the head-harness making steel jingly music. “Ought to take you for a canter in the country somewhere,” he grinned, enormously turned-on.
	“Esh” over the bit. ‘Yes.’ She’s doing it again; I have a very fine Pony Girl kit made for her, just to look violently sexy in, here in the flat but she says “esh” through her bit when I say ‘take you for a canter in the country somewhere’. So I get this mental picture of her cantering in long grass, head high, harness jingling, hooves making tudtud – tudtud – tudtud sounds in the damn grass and harrh harrh harrh panting sounds as she comes towards me, tail flaring and her sex open for me…Have to buy a blasted paddock next.
	“Go and clean the at least some of the damn place, Diana…”
 
She stalked off, jingling and, fortunately, started with the flat. Fortunately because, within ten minutes of his changing the shop window-card from ‘Watch this Space’ to ‘Re-Open Tomorrow’ the door buzzed. 
‘Ms Mary’, irritated, saying she’d been waiting for days and if he was open tomorrow he was open today wasn’t he; she must have a new strap-on, he must have one in stock. He had an image of Diana in her black dress wearing a red strap-on outside it…
 ‘Mr Tens’ followed, while he was still discussing the merits of different strap-on pricks with ‘Ms Mary’: he punted Tens up to the special-customer room. Tens wanted to discuss and order a complete AS kit, school-uniform, PT kit the lot. He’d found one – a willing ‘adult schoolgirl’, Japanese and nicely submissive. “You make quick, I pay bonus…” He used his cellphone to call someone. “Is open.” Richard said no he wasn’t. Tens said ‘new customer I give you. Here one hour. Much money…”
	“Mr Tens, I only see one special customer – like you – at a time. I’m opening tomorrow…”
	“He coming one hour. I want English uniform, like your girl…Where your girl?”
	“Not here today. One minute, I have a customer downstairs…”
He sold Ms Mary two big, fat, expensive tools, opened the door, let her out but before he could close it Suzy was standing with her finger poised at the buzzer. Hell and damnation…
	“Wotcha…You gonna let me see insi’ yer shop? I’m spendin’.”
	“Suzy, sweetheart, tomorrow,eh? I’ve got someone here – important customer…”
”Ain’t I important? C’mon, let’s in then. I’ll hide ‘til he’s gorn. Or I’ll be yer new shop-‘sistan ‘n wrap ‘is fings fer ‘im…”
Tens is upstairs about to spend several hundred quid if he doesn’t get uppity and walk out…
	“Suzy darling, just come in. Quick. Come in, stay in the downstairs shop out of sight. Look round dead quiet. He’ll be half an hour probably, this time. One peep out of you and I’ll spank your bottom…”
	“Chance’d be a fine fing,” she grinned, marching in and turning to lock the door as if she owned the place. He’d got to warn Diana not to come down – in fact to stop everything. Suzy smelled of her still-new indigo-denim dungarees as she passed him, her ‘basketball boots’ squeaking on the shop’s floor. 
	“Round there to the left, behind the –er – rail of –er – rubber stuff…”
	“Rite…”
 
He went up and sent Diana to her room - she was looking completely ludicrous, bare-breasted in pony-girl boots and a bridle with yellow muffs at her tits and between her legs and using a vacuum-cleaner. “Got Tens downstairs, wants to buy special…” 
 
Mr Tens was a pain, took fifty minutes over the specification for an ‘English uniform’, couldn’t decide about the ‘PT kit’ and got more and more sweaty every minute. “I come tomorrow, three in afternoon. Your girl here tomorrow?”
“’Fraid not…”
Back downstairs to let him out, looking sideways for any sign of Suzy. ‘Tomorrow then, Mr Tens’. Lock the door. Where Suzy? Sheez, Tens’ friend is coming in ten minutes… Suzy coming through the door that led to the Dungeon…
	“Suzy darling, sorry. Got another customer coming, any minute. Important...”
	“Wot you need is a shop-‘sisstan. Run rhand ‘n keep ‘em ‘appy. ‘Ow abaht me? Gotta week orf, need some readies like. Hundred oncers an’ cash off if I wan’ anyfing. I knows all yer stuff, well most of it. Idris made it, I deliver’d it. I’ll shut me mouf’ if that’s what’s bovering yer”. Her Cockney excesses didn’t bother him because the curious way he was feeling about Suzy, they suggested a new sexual experience; ‘’’eere yer are then. Put it in ’ere. Nice ‘n steady like…’
	“I ‘ave worked in shops. Ow abaht it?”
No, darling, not possible, darling. Very nice offer but no because I’ve got a Diana-person upstairs. No because a wild Cockney tomboy isn’t what customers expect to find as shop-assistant in a sex-shop, especially not what my best customers expect to find in ‘Captive’. No because I would want to seduce you. 
	“Sorry Suzy, kind offer and all that but…”
	“I ‘ave gotta dress, yer know. Free or fower dresses ‘n fings… An’ I ain’t scared o’ nobody – funny customers like… This bein’ a toyshop an’ that…”
That straight up and down red dress, red shoes? Don’t be stupid, Richard Cope. Until Saturday – including Saturday. No, no, no. Bet there’s a twee little butt under those dungaree-things… No Suzy, sorry Suzy…
	“What size shoes d’you wear, Suzy?”
	“Frees,” she said, lifting a foot at him. “Why?”
	“OK. Twelve to seven daily. Finish Saturday. Seventy quid and discount. Just this part of the shop, not anywhere else. Very nice pricey red dress – plain – and pricey red shoes come with the job. To keep. Start tomorrow.”
	“Hundred.”
	“Eighty.”
	“Hundred quid an’ I mike ther tea.”
	“Go on then. Twelve tomorrow.” 
Why do I fancy her? This is madness. Diana’s upstairs… Hell, Tens’ friend is coming… Hell, I’ve got a damn erection…
 
Tens’ friend never showed up – or at least, Richard thought he showed up but the Japanese-looking character who dithered and hovered in the lane outside the shop for ten long minutes never got as far as the door. ‘Not for me to go and haul him in’ decided Richard; ‘might not be Tens’ friend, in which case he might object to being encouraged into my shop’. Diana was more important anyway…’
 
She was in her room, back to him and unnaturally tall in just the smooth Pony Girl boots, the remainder of the kit laid out on the smooth black bed; coiled reins, the heavy brown rubber body-shaper, a long sausage-shaped plastic-bag filled with the tail and the thick moulded-rubber crotch strap lying upside-down, displaying its ‘internals’. Beside it on the bed was her bridle, the bit standing out, freshly wet from her mouth. As he came in behind her she turned and he saw that she had the kit’s slender whalebone training switch in her hand.
	“Try you in all of that next week,” he said; “when your rings are healed… Customer didn’t turn up.” 
Facing him she was such a powerfully erotic sight that he had problems shaping his mouth to make intelligible words; the nervous shy face of the girl looking for sandwiches seemed to have long gone; this face was alive. Not dull brown eyes but wide amused alert eyes; not dull brown any-sort-of hair but a tousled mop of conker-coloured hair that wouldn’t stay still. Small prim red lips had been replaced by small, soft carmine lips which seemed permanently parted in a pout that transformed into a cheekily-seductive grin at the slightest provocation. Bare shoulders, no longer white and merely anatomical but ivory and demanding to be held, demanding to be kissed. Two projecting, uptilted, separated, firm cantaloupes of breasts, creamy, capped incongruously with yellow puffs but still flushed deep red. Under the yellow there would be hard, erect mulberry nipples; breasts made to fill hands, elongated nipples made for mouth and tongue – and behind the nipples, from the textured surface of her aureoles, the great, great, thick, heavy gold rings highlighting her breasts as sexual objects, offering themselves as gold handles to her whole body. No crease, no fold beneath her breasts – they stood out, projected clear from her. 
Smooth ivory stomach with a little half-buried bead showing there, the mystery navel from which she’d grown. Narrow hips, not wide hips but below a slender waist, hips which like her breasts were made for the grasp of hands. Smooth, hairless mound that didn’t taper to the inverted-vee of a common female crotch but to a near-flat arch of a crotch which would so comfortably seat itself in a broad hand – and there, under the yellow pads again, at the bridge of her crotch, a pair of very slender, vertical, loganberry-red lips which just barely moved, and that soon would be glistening with gel, sewn-closed by the stitching of more bright gold rings: sewn-closed because she would have the thin, long hasp of the gold padlock threaded through the eight rings, the golden lock closed and framed by creamy thighs. 
By just two inches of creamy thigh, for there began the heavy, smooth, dully-glossy brown rubber of her crotch-high, tiptoeing, metal shod pony-boots. She was less than three feet from him, standing there, smiling, alive, infinitely sexual, surrounding him with the girl-perfume, with the heavy perfume of her tall boots and with an opiate-mix that both dazed his senses and which made his phallus rise beneath his pants in steady slow-motion until it formed a vertical and rigid bar under the imprisoning cloth… Her eyes were bright, shining…
	“D-Diana? What? Something’s happened…?
	“Mmm. I think I’m ‘me’. The real me,” and she turned the silver-mounted whalebone switch in her hand to vertical, to trail its very tip down one smiling cheek, down over one shoulder, down over one breast to her stomach; inverted its knubbly slenderness and fed it between her legs. “See?” she said, her eyes studying his face. “I’m ready now” and with that she drew the switch up slowly, provocatively, half-turned and reached out with one arm, placed the thing on the black sheeted bed – and turned back to him holding up the heavy shape of the pony kit’s thick rubber body-shaper. 
	“Not now – wait until you’re healed,” he said, wanting it to be now. 
 
The Pony Girl kit had been made for her in Belgium and had been so costly that he’d very nearly said ‘no’. The body-shaper was of soft brown moulded natural rubber almost a quarter of an inch thick, commencing with a high, shaped posture-collar and descending in a smooth enclosing skin to her hips where a flaring vee pointed down and terminated in front at the flat plate of a dull steel lock - the engagement for the crotch-strap. Behind, the shaper closed with a glorious line of ten closely-spaced and inch-wide, flat, oval steel locks each engraved with a tiny prancing horse and ending in a narrower vee of heavy rubber that reached to the beginning the cleft of her bottom, ending again in a lock-plate similar to but smaller than the one at her mound. The engagement for the other end of the crotch-strap. The whole shaper was designed to hold her, clasp her so that her shoulders were back, so that her bare gold-ringed breasts would stand out proudly through thickly-rimmed openings made deliberately too small; her breasts would stand out almost as if on thick stalks…
 
	Delicately she peeled the taped-on yellow from her breasts, reached down and uncovered puffy lips and glinting rings. 	“If I hold it to me,” she said, still watching his face, “and you pull my breasts through gently, you can lock the back….” Suiting words to action by pulling the heavy curved rubber round her, saying ‘uh’ at its smooth, unlined chill, holding it to her and waiting, enticing him as he tried to direct his hands to the tips of the gold-ringed, flushed red fruit that peeped at him from two round openings. His hands shook…
	“Pull them… Uh – gently. More… They’re very tight – ah.” Her breasts were firm and cool but as they settled suddenly into view they began to flush pink, then rose as the rimmed openings constricted them; hard, beautiful breasts standing out from her rubber body, ringed with the great gold rings. He took his hands away to see and at once she slid – not put but slid – her own hands over them, under them, lifting them further. She giggled. Giggled and turned her back to him, raising her arms out straight each side of her. “Lock me then…”
Click – at the hair at the nape of her neck. Click – click between her shoulders. Richard's hands were still shaking, his breath was inhaling the new sensual smell of her and fire bloomed in his shaft as through the fabric of his pants it brushed her round bottom. Click – click- click – click – click. Tighter at her waist… Click. Click. 
She seemed even taller now, her body held closely up by the capturing rubber. His need to thrust his phallus into the cleft beneath the last lock became almost irresistible but, equally irresistible was the crotch-strap lying on the bed…
	“Key to your cunt. The padlock. Where is it?”
	“Here…”
The crotch-strap; a shaped, moulded form of brown rubber, flat and strap-like where it would engage and lock to the body-shaper at the small of her back its section became a deep vee to divide her rear, flattened and widened again as it clasped, two inches wide under the flat bridge of her crotch and rose in front as a broad, thick flat strap to lock its steel tongue to the plate below her stomach. Behind, precisely located at her rosebud, a small, sleeved opening accepted the corrugated, inversely-tapered and inch-thick, soft brown rubber banana-shape of a butt plug whose outer end projected to accept her tail. The crotch-strap was entirely differently formed as it reached and covered her slit… A banana-shape was there too but fat, round, smooth, not straight but prominently curved; a penis, an erection with a bulbous, divided head. A phallus that would distend the muscle-rings of her vagina and, when she moved strongly with it in place would burrow to her cervix. At its very base, on its top surface, a small soft bud or rubber fingers - like a miniature sea-anemone - to engage and hold her clitoris. And at her bottom she would sport the great, ground-sweeping, flaring tail of horse-hair coloured to match that of her head. At her strapped-in, locked, filled sex, from the outside would hang the slightly tumescent, thick brown rubber, entirely-naturally-shaped male penis, nine inches long and an inch-and-a-quarter in diameter, terminating in a prominent and slit glans.
“Ouf!” she said, bent forwards, hands flat on the bed and legs wide, as he eased the strap’s butt plug into her...



	“Stand up, pull the strap through between your legs – now turn round. I think you’d better put your hands behind you neck and close your eyes…”
	“Uh. Uhhhh. Ahh. Oww!” and great, curving rubber shaft was inside her; she bucked her pelvis forwards as it slid upwards – “Uhhh”. Click… Locked. Hurting because of her piercings. He thought it was good that he was making her hurt again, straight after he’d punched holes in her tits and in her sex lips…
	“Bridle. Chin up, mouth open…”
This time he tugged and buckled all the headstraps tight in her hair, this time he drew the wide leather headband taut across her forehead, this time he made the steel buckles and chain-links and curving esses at her cheeks drag the rubber-sheathed and shaped plate of her bit back so that her mouth was a slot. She opened her eyes, unfocussed, at the thrust of the bit over her tongue, and then closed them. “Esh,” she gurgled. ‘Yes.’
	“Turn round.” A jingle of steel from her bridle. “Stand still…”
Shed of its thin plastic wrapping her tail was a fountain. Its thumb-like base slid and settled into the upward-angled rubber seat projecting from her crotch-strap, engaged there and he stepped quickly back as she wove her hips to flare it. “Huhh” – and she seemed to grip the plug within her, work it so that the tail flicked up once, twice, three times. She wasn’t a Pony Girl she was – was what? A girl who had become a pony; a Girl-Pony. He no longer saw her as anything but animal. Again she did an impossible thing and flicked her vast tail upwards – and Richard caught it in one hand, held it high, seized the silver-mounted whalebone switch from the bed and beat her…
Slittt! Not crack, not thwackkk but Slittt!  … Slittt! Slittt! Slittt! - “Uhh,” from her bit; a jingle, a rattle of harness... Slittt! Mew - jingle… Slittt! Mew - jingle… Slittt! Slittt! Slittt! Slittt! Slittt! Feverishly, wildly Richard in one movement flung the switch away, gathered her smooth rubber-cased waist in one encircling arm, propelled her sideways, jingling, staggering on her shod toes; propelled her sideways to thrust her onto the bed on her back, pressed her down with his weight, scrabbled in a pocket for the key, unlocked her crotch, hauled out the gleaming sliding rubber filling her – ‘ahhh’ – literally ripped open his pants, dragged away his briefs and drove blindly into her, feeling eight gold rings trace the length of him as he did so…
	For perhaps as long a two seconds he was in familiar territory – penetrating vulva with his erect penis. It was a long enough timespan to recognise what was happening, to anticipate the pleasure and the sounds, movements, progress to climax. Then it changed and he was in a totally unfamiliar maelstrom where beneath him, above him, all round him was an animal that grasped and heaved, sucked and bucked, jingled, rattled, mewed; pressed seemingly vast gold-ringed breasts to him, locked him in straining arms, traced and ate his body with a bitted, bridled mouth, thrust warm, smooth odorous rubber skin against him, clasped his body his limbs, his head between grossly long rubber legs, drew his penis violently into an impossibly long, strong hot and wet tunnel; worked it, dragged it, sucked it until he became one with it, his whole body a stone-hard burrowing erection and the whole animal, the bucking, devouring, jingling, rattling, rasping and gasping animal occupying the room, the world and what remained of his mind. 
A rubber pelvis humped and humped up at him, long powerful legs wrapped his waist and his neck, legs that themselves were phalluses seeking to penetrate him as he was penetrating the animal. Impossibly, he was deep in the tight, moist tunnel of the animal as he was simultaneously feeling hands, fingers exploring his sphincter, finger-long nipples in his mouth, breasts at his face and his groin. Impossibly he was hearing the rhythmic music of harness, the pounding of shod hooves on the wooden footboard of the bed – if it was a bed – the harsh, regular panting of his own breath and the animal’s bitted harh – harh – harh and its mewing. He was assailed by heavy, changing odour, perfumes, fragrances – girl, sex, animal; open body-orifices, sweat, steel, and rubber. And while this turmoil was assailing him, driving him, making him call out aloud, every passageway in his body felt to be driving racing fluids to the thick, hard shaft the animal was manipulating within her. Her. Oh god, it was Her. She wasn’t real, she was… She was an animal, a malevolent, devouring animal and she was drowning him in her total, overarching sexuality. An animal presenting now as a human pony but what might she become – next, in a second, in three, in five… What might she do to him take from him then…
	“DIANA!” he near-screamed – and at once his body gathered, knotted, thrust and raced, all of it, along his penis to explode into her. He heard an actual thump as he delivered a wall of semen into her, into her slit, past her cervix and into her very uterus; felt the head of his shaft open like the gate of a flung-open dam to flood her, fill her: the force of it drove his phallus from her, fountaining over body-heated rubber, over gold rings, thrusting breasts, bitted mouth, bridle-strapped hair while she steadily pulsed and pulsed thick fluids from the sluicing, gaping, beringed mouth between her legs. He saw her rolling, spasming body beneath him on a fan of tail, her tail, hiding and unhiding the wet, streaked black rubber that was beneath them…
	It went away. It all went away. It had gone away when he returned to knowledge of himself. It may have been an hour, may have been three, four, but slowly he became aware that he was seeing and feeling; that he was unaccountably naked, that he was lying on… On the perfect Girl-and-Pony called Diana and that he’d – shafted? Fucked? Entered? Copulated-with? Raped? Created? Her. Bridle and bit and breasts and gold and legs and hooves and brown rubber and ivory skin, brown hair and brown tail all patched with drying semen, with specks of blood at her breasts and her crotch from her piercings, all of her glossed with honeyed fluids from within her own body…
The Diana within the animal beneath him was looking up at him with wide brown eyes, Diana-eyes, filled with the wicked-amusement that should have warned him that day he first saw her…
	“Itt!” she said through her sideways-distended lips, “Itt. Ake eye itt art!”; saliva and semen crept from her mouth as she said it. ‘Bit. Take my bit out…’
He struggled with the straps, tugged, his face close to hers and the thing came away, thrust from her mouth by a wet, strong, pink tongue; the bit’s rubber sheathing coated and slimed with saliva. Came out and fell to rest on the wet black of the posture collar below her chin. 
	“Wosh I vet...” She stopped, worked, licked, mumbled her bit-distorted mouth until it regained some shape… “Was I better this time? Ring-places hurt…”
It all came crashing back; she was practising. Not even that, she was ‘checking herself out’, her sexuality, and her sexual expertise. It all came crashing back and he knew he had to finish – to finish the Pony-Girl for her. Had to drive her, captive in harness and boots and filled with the dildo, tail flying, shod hooves pounding, head high, running, with the long penis at her crotch slapping her rubber-sheathed thighs…
	“Better? Better? Better at what? Sex? Being a pony? What?
	“Sex. Being your pony is sex. Being a schoolgirl is sex. My rings are sex. I am sex… I’m hungry… Food, I mean,” she said, struggling up from under him and stalking unsteadily to the door…
	He lay there until she came and called him. “Made some grub, come on…”
She was quite naked save for glittering gold rings, streaks and runs of her own and his fluids – and incongruously, the brown slip-on canvas plimsolls from six-zero-seven, the ‘schoolgirl’ kit. . “Feet hurt a bit, these are better,” she explained, seeing him look at them. “Those pony boots hurt…” There was just one thin trickle of blood from a ringed breast, one down the inside of a pale thigh from the little glitter of gold between her legs. 
	“Have – I – got – time – to – wash? Dress?” he replied, after a pause, thinking hard that he needed to do those things.
	“Ten minutes max.”
 
All she’d done was a great pile of thick, butter-drooling toast and the biggest pot of tea. Tea. ‘Found the marmalade – here, help ‘self…” 
Naked, in schoolgirl plimsolls, gold rings, stained all over with sexual fluids and very slightly trickling red blood, helping him to tea and toast-and-marmalade, having just been bitted and harnessed, shod and lying on her tail being fucked…He had to open the shop tomorrow… Suzy…
	“Diana. About the shop…” This was equally mad, talking about the shop. “I – I’ve got someone coming in to help. Until Saturday – Saturday closing-time.”
	“Mmm,” through toast. “Thought I might do some shop tomorrow. Black dress and things. Bra of course for now...”
	“Bra?”
	“Rings’ll show if I don’t…”
	“Oh. No, but she’s already fixed, starts tomorrow.”
	“Female. of course” – more toast – “‘s OK, your shop. Do I get to meet her?”
	“No.”
	“Black dress, very discreet? Me I mean…”
	“No.”
	“I don’t need cosseting, tits are fine, little rings fine. I can do some shop...”
	“No. You’ve forgotten something.”
	“What?”
	“Absolute Obedience.”
	“Oh…”
 
Richard felt not so much drained as pummelled and buffeted by her so it was with some relief to his battered male ego that she faded not long afterwards. He sent her to his own bed, saying she could spread out more and relax there; he also said he ‘wasn’t tired’ – but waited, nevertheless, until she was asleep, then joined her. Climbed into bed with Diana, just to hold Diana and sleep with Diana. That was an unimaginably sexy, easeful, satisfying thing to do. He would never let her go out of his life. Richard just prayed that he had the will and the means to take her to the Perfection she was specifying for herself, to take her up to the Top Step - whatever that was. The will and the means; the means included pulling-back his fantasies from wherever they’d gone. Wrapping his arms round her made him think, a little, of embracing a powder-keg, but he risked it and was sleepily offered in return a strawberry-soft mouth to kiss and a small, strong hand into which to put his tool. She slept-on, his property, late into the morning. 
 
“Mornin’. Bit early.” It was eleven-thirty. “Fought I’d better show willin’. Do I get th’ red dress then?” Suzy at the shop door; dungarees and canvas boots, shy grin – possibly her first shy-grin ever. 
It all went extremely well. His new ‘new shop assistan’ proved to be quick, extremely bright and able, full of humour and completely unfazed by the contents of the shop. Inside two days she was coming in not at twelve or even eleven but at nine, to zip about the place in the inevitable denims, tidying, cleaning, rearranging, suggesting and it midday she transformed herself, delightedly, into an interesting young woman in a neat red dress, the spiky Cockney speech switched to London shop-girl. By the third day she was practically running the main shop and he’d let her show three ‘special’ customers upstairs…
	“Please come in, Sir, we were expectin’ you,” contrasting noticeably with “’Eee wuz a miserable git, wanee?” to Richard after a particularly sour ‘special’ had left. She intrigued him – and she prompted a fantasy or two or five - which he quickly suppressed – by shyly asking him if she might ‘try on sumfin’ from the stock…
	“Whatever you like. What?”
He was slightly more intrigued when she said that she hadn’t anything particular in mind, was ‘just askin’ like’ and her face went decidedly pink. Probably something ‘ero’ – the euphemism for clothes not overtly sexual but almost so. Stuff to jolt a dull boyfriend into life, that sort of thing. Richard had drawn all sorts of wishful conclusions about Suzy but he reluctantly dismissed them after she worked for him for a day or two; her clear embarrassment over identifying what it was she wanted to ‘try on’ confirmed to him that she was just a nice, straight, girl who said what she wanted to say, had no problems with the content and purpose of ‘Captive’ and kept her private life properly out of it. In fact, for Richard, those things coupled her oddly tomboyish appearance and the fact that, wherever she kept it, her sexuality was very much alive did little to ease his inclinations to seduce her. If only to find out if her body was as easily stimulated as her mind and if she treated a fuck in the same practical and amusing way as she treated everything else. The request to ‘try sumfin’ faded from his mind until after closing-time on the Thursday when he was looking at the till-receipts for the day and she was tidying-up before her cheerful “See yer then,” as she went home.
	“Suzy, what’s this sale ‘staff – sixty-six quid’? Did you ring something up with the wrong code? It’s a stock item – 3313. Don’t know that one offhand…”
	“’S me” she called from amongst the stock shelves. “It’s all right, innit?”
His first reaction was that if it was for something she’d bought she should have taken discount – there was no discount shown. “Should have taken fifty-percent then. Never mind, I’ll give you the cash back in your pay.” His second reaction was to check what the full code ‘3313D212’ might be, but he did that after she’d gone.
 
3 – Shop Stock. Second 3 – garments, 1 – basics. Third 3 – underwear. D – Latex. Really? Suzy? What then? What was ‘latex-underwear 21’? It was a high quality bra-and-briefs set in red moulded latex; ‘acc.nip, crot.bulg’. Accentuated nipples in red latex, a divided bulge red latex bulge in the crotch. Suzy? Rubbish, she must be buying it for a friend… That was even less likely. He went back to the till receipt for the size and discovered that Suzy – if it was for her – was considerably better endowed tit-wise than showed under either a shop-dress or her tomboy tee-shirt and dungarees. So what, Richard Cope? Latex underwear is one of the fastest-moving stock-items, popular in other words even with accentuated nipples and accentuated-slit briefs. Probably she just wanted to find out what it was like. Idiot; she didn’t have to buy it; he’d said she could try anything. If she didn’t want to use her ‘staff-room’ she only had to say and she could borrow anything overnight… Though he’d like to check it on her – make sure she got the right size you know…
So next morning he said, “The stock you bought; you didn’t have to buy it – I said you could try anything. You can always take something home to try; just say and bring it back next day. Unless you really want to buy. of course…” She was in the red shop-dress and turning lights on;
	“Ta,” and she turned, cupped her hands for a moment over her the bosom of the red dress, said ‘Wearin’ ‘em”, went red and went back to fiddling unnecessarily with light-switches.
	“Oh. Fine…” So she had a titty red latex bra on – and provocative red latex briefs? – in his shop, under the demure red dress. Nice. But mind your own business, Richard Cope… No. There couldn’t be two of them, not this prick-tweaky Suzy and the Götterdammerung Diana upstairs. Too much imagination Richard Cope… So explain the red latex then…
 
Taking on Suzy, even for less than a week, had been a good move for not only did it free him from anxiety about not being able to do everything but it gave him more time with Diana. On her first day Suzy had come a little early but by the third she was arriving before nine, perky as ever, to be left entirely by herself to see to anything and to open-up when it was time. There was no problem about that either; about leaving Suz’ alone with sex-shop customers – he had the strong belief that she could have eaten anyone who stepped out of line; she buzzed him if she wanted help or when a special arrived. Fairly certainly she was aware that he had ‘someone’ upstairs in the flat and doubtless assumed the ‘someone’ was female but she never referred to the subject. Perfect, cheerful, diligent shop-girl; he should have offered her the job long ago… Especially as she wore latex underwear – or did for a day at least. He kept looking for evidence that she was wearing it…
 
“She here again then? She any good?” Diana, mid-morning, middle of that week, in the flat when he went back up; Diana in leather or latex or plastic or just gold rings, ‘house working’ as she called it, arms full of washing – mostly his, almost all her clothes needing rather different attention than provided by a Bendix. Diana in her room with his camera on the tripod, posing herself with the white wall as a background; ‘trying’ things. Startling him by being a heavy-femdom one morning – all leather and tits poking out with the gold rings, jutting leather phallus and helmeted head, posing with one leather sheathed leg raised, foot planted on a chair and a coiled horsewhip, borrowed from stock, resting on her upraised thigh, held in a gloved hand. He had customers who would have grovelled…
	“Yes, she’s fine. Get out of that; don’t like you in that…”
	“I want some pics. You take some…”
Diana in her ‘comfy’ black latex cat-suit with her breasts out through openings, sitting at the desktop and exploring the outer fringes of fetish-wear…
	“Look. Can I get things like this? Can Idris? Don’t know anything much about this business…” She’d used the card he’d given her so that she could access ‘pay-sites’ and the screen said ‘Diaper Girls’ in tumbling letters. Providing she didn’t spend wildly he even let her txt Idris for small things. 
	“It really is quite sexy,” she announced on the Saturday morning, walking in on him while he was trying to do some paperwork in the living-room; walking in wearing the contents of the box Idris had sent by messenger. “Probably not so much wearing it but being changed…”
‘Changing’ her gave him an unexpected hard; Diana, naked on her back on a pale blue rubber sheet on her bed, legs lifted and wide, an oversized and pink rubber ‘pacifier’ – dummy – in her mouth while he pulled down big, rustling, translucent latex baby-pants and fumbled at giant safety-pins in a towelling diaper…
	“Dammit, you’re wet…”
She pulled the dummy out; “Mmm. Most of the Net stories go on about wetting nappies, about watching her wetting and about how that’s sexy for her too. Actually it’s quite difficult, persuading yourself to let go, standing up in a nappy and rubber pants. Tried while you were downstairs. Got it in the end…” Dummy in and sucking.
	“So I see. You can take off this wet object yourself.”
Dummy out, just free of her lips; “No it’s rather nice, feeling it suddenly wet and warm. I think you’re supposed to wear rubber-gloves. You take it off. Can we get a pic? You’re supposed to wipe me – I think – then fuck me and put me back into a clean one. The web-sites seem to be just peeing, though I bet…”
The gold padlock was through the eight gold rings, locked and decidedly wet. “You’re locked up…”
	“Well unlock me then, key’s on the table. You going to wipe me first?”
	“No.”. He sat on the bed and dragged the blue rubber sheet over his knees. “Get over my lap, first I’m going to spank you for wetting…”
	“Oh,” but she got over his lap, spreading her legs as far as the latex pants round her ankles would let her. “Minnit,” she said and reached under the bed to bring out one of the schoolgirl plimsolls.
Whapp! Whapp! Whapp! Wriggle, mew… Whapp! Mew… Whapp! Mew… Whapp! 
Mew… Pink patterned footprints on her round white backside, where there were already faint lines and blotches. His erection was poking up hard under her stomach…
	“On the bed, Diana.”
Shafting her like that, her legs bowed, ankles captured by the voluminous latex pants, the big dummy shifting in her mouth, the acrid odours from her crotch made it ‘animal’ again – not her – but he flooded semen into her quite quickly and she closed her eyes, sucked furiously on her dummy as he did it…
	“So there’s a clean nappy somewhere?” The trouble was that when you discovered something newly sensual and nice you didn’t want to stop. She gestured at the nearest chest of drawers, popped the dummy out and suggested that there was a ‘frilly pink nightie-thing’ in there too.
There were some new nappies, a very frilly baby-doll nightie with ribbons and puffy sleeves, all in pink and all in latex and a one-litre plastic feeding-bottle with a thumb-sized red rubber teat. She lifted her bottom off the bed for the nappy, lowered her bottom again while he pinned it, lifted her bottom while he pulled the rustling latex pants up her legs to snap the waistband around her, sat up at his gesture to have her frilly nightie put on, sucking her dummy busily all the time. He’d brought the feeding-bottle so, having seen it, she sat quietly with her dummy while he went and half-filled it with warm milk. Sat back beside her, put one arm round her, pulled out the dummy and lifted the teat to her mouth. All without speaking to her. He had another erection. Taking off a dry nappy, which is what he’d expected to do, wasn’t sexy. Changing her wet nappy, spanking her, fucking her, putting her back into a clean nappy and baby pants and feeding her from a teated bottle was sexy. ‘Everything’s sexy’, that’s what she said. He kept her in a nappy, with the dummy in, all morning… At lunchtime, after he’d taken a meal down to the completely other-reality of the shop and the normal, red-dressed and pert Suzy, he sat Diana on his knees at the kitchen table, with her rubber pants and nappy pulled down and his shaft deep in her backside and fed her himself, coming voluminously into her just as he put the spoon down and reached for her feeding-bottle - and Suzy buzzed the intercom…
		“That ‘Ms Black’ ‘as come fer her false tits. Says they’ll look too small on ‘im an’ wants bigger…”
	“She’ll have to pay twice then – we made them to order. I’ll come down.” Hell. 
	“…an’ there’s water comin’ in corner of th’ winder, lot of it.”
It’d been raining like the Flood for twenty-four hours and the old building was leaking; there’d been a damp patch in the shop-window’s floor since last closing time. Suzy had gone home then in a borrowed smart white rubber trench-coat designed for other purposes…
	“Ta. Bit of all right, innit?” she said, looking at herself in a shop mirror. “Ort to ‘ave matchin’ boots in this wevver.”
	“There are rubber fashion-boots in the stock-room. Don’t display them – take up too much space; want some?”
	“If it’s orlright…”
He insisted on her sitting down while he knelt and fed soft white rubber over-the-knee fashion boots up her very nice legs, smelling the new-smell of them and squeezing her feet, sliding his hand up, and feeling. “Just checking they’re OK for size…” All very good moves for as he did, he felt her legs part just a fraction and for a moment the Suzy-banter ceased. Had she got a pleasant little twinge from his hands? Or had it been the white rubber-boots and the close-belted white rubber trench-coat? Probably wishful imagination again…
She stood before the mirror again, perky. “Cor. Me in ‘eels – never wear ‘eels. Look,” she said, whirling close to him, “Come up ter yer shoulder.” The new-rubber smell was a body-warmed-new-rubber smell now, very close and he very nearly put an arm round her belted waist, almost as nearly reached to undo the lower buttons of the coat. 
	“Suits you. White suits you.” Try it… “Rubber suits you. Sex-bomb now.”
	“Only now?” came the response with a Suzy giggle. “’Night then,” and she stalked off to the shop door and out into the pouring rain leaving his probe about rubber unanswered. 
 
“You sit here, finish this” he said to Diana, and holding up the milk-filled feeding-bottle at supper-time after Suzy had gone. “Then clear up, strip, find those big screw nipple clamps put ‘em on – tight – and go and… Go and sit on the john in your bathroom facing the wall and wait for me. Some training due for you.” Toilet-training because she was going to live here and because he’d found a site on the Net about toilet-training your sub.
In her small bare bathroom she was sitting on the bare porcelain of the john, facing the wall and still in her baby-gear. 
	“Up, face me. In future when you just want to pee – and I’ve said you can – you come here; you can’t shut the door because there isn’t one. You strip…”
	“To pee?”
	“You strip. Do it.”
She pulled the frilled and flounced latex nightie-thing over her head, looked round, hung it on the handbasin then dragged down her rubber pants together with her thick nappy and stood up, naked.
	“Turn round, face the john, sit on it knees wide. Pee.”
	“Can’t…”
	“Doesn’t matter – this is how you pee. We’ll assume you’ve peed… Get up turn round, stand with your legs apart – use the toilet-paper to wipe yourself. Flush the john. Wash your hands – good. Grease your cunt – KY on the shelf. Wipe your hands, get dressed – only this time you don’t because I happen to want you naked this time. Got it?”
	“It’s a bit of a business if I have to strip just to pee...”
	“Peeing is sexual so it has to be done properly. One day you’ll learn that standing naked out in the open and peeing is a very sexual experience indeed. One day you’ll learn how to walk beside me out in the open, naked and just pee while you’re walking, no faltering and no hesitation. That’s difficult but you have to learn. OK. You need to do more than just pee? You ask me; when it’s convenient to me I’ll bring you here, you strip, sit on the john facing the wall, I fasten your ankles to those eyes in the floor, tie your hands behind your back and leave you to crap. About ten minutes unless I’m busy. OK you’ve crapped and I’ve released you. Toilet-paper, wipe yourself – I shall watch to see you do it properly. Bidet – I shall watch to see you clean yourself properly. Get up, touch your toes with your legs apart – I check you. Turn round, I do the same. Wash your hands, grease your cunt and arse, wipe your hands, get dressed – got it? Yes it’s a ‘business’ as you call it so you’ll learn that crapping is something you only do at fixed times. When you’re trained it’ll be once a day at a fixed time. Say seven in the morning when you’re trained – that makes it easy; you got and sit on the john at seven and I’ll come and see to you when it’s convenient. Got it?”
	“Takes a lot of time…and what if I want to go at other times?”
	“For now, you can. When you’re trained, you can’t. Too much backchat Diana. How long it takes is my business. Like to spend a few hours on the john, stripped facing the wall and tied, just to establish what a long-time is? No? Well then you do your bit as quick as you can but how long you’re here for a crap is up to me.”
 
Richard took Diana into his bed that night; put her into an eyeless black lace-up leather helmet with just an oval mouth-opening, tied her hands behind her back, fucked her twice and bundled her out onto the floor so he could sleep. In the morning he watched her pee properly – watched her because it was the her first time, watched her scrub herself under the shower, sent her to get breakfast naked but for a vast, upward-jutting strap-on prick, took a ridiculously-early call from ‘Ms Black’ whose husband’s giant silicone tits had come unglued in the night, suggested a better surgical-adhesive, had breakfast, set Diana to net-searching for images of new things she needed to ‘do’ for her ‘Perfect’ obsession – and went down to greet Suzy…
	“Wotcha.” In the dungarees and boots, yellow umbrella keeping the steady rain off, the previous evening’s ‘fashion-rubberwear’ neatly packed in a holdall. “Ta fer this stuff,‘s nice.”
	“Keep it if you like it.”
 	Wear it for me with nothing but naked-you underneath Suzy...
	“No, ta. Costs a mint.”
	“Free permanent loan.”
	“Blimey. Ta.
	“You think it’s sexy?” Chance it; “Does it feel sexy?”
Her face pinked. “Yus” she said, marching off at once to pull dust-covers off the shop displays.
“Probably because it’s latex,” he said loudly after her. “Supposed to be sexy – rubber and latex…” No response.
 	He told her about ‘Ms Black’ – who was in fact a Mrs Greenway – about the glue for her husband’s tits and she giggled, suggested he should have ‘them implant fings’; she was the basic Suzy again, the little awkwardness over the white mac and boots being ‘sexy’ having dissipated. Richard thought that today was going to be a very good day because she was smiling at him with a twinkle in her eyes when the shop-phone rang.
“Fer you. Woman.”
	“It’s me…” Diana. 
Why the hell was she phoning him; couldn’t it wait? 
“My room’s got dirty rainwater running down the walls, it’s in all the wardrobes and things and I think it’s coming into the kitchen too… Some of my things are soaked.”
 
He didn’t know it but suspected it; the crazily uneven roof had uneven pantiles dating back at least two hundred years; tiles held in place by little oak pegs. A couple of years back in a wet spell, some of the pegs had come away, precipitating half a dozen tiles into the lane. Probably it’d happened again recently only more so…
	“OK I’m coming now.” Hold on – the ‘I’m coming’ and running upstairs in response to ‘a woman’ calling wouldn’t be missed by Suzy’s electronic mind. Sod it. “Suz’, friend of mine in the flat says the rain’s coming in big-time. Gotta go…”
	“Wan’ any help?”
“No thank-you Suzy, you look after my shop.” Well yes, Suzy but you can’t. Mustn’t… “Don’t suppose it’s much really. No ta…”
 
The kitchen leak was nothing; the first thing to do was to get all Diana’s stuff out of her room, all the thousands of quid’s-worth of it and to separate the wet from the dry; she was already tearfully doing that. The water was coming down the wall in a black, creeping curtain, stained by the centuries of muck under the roof and she was panicking, naked and angry, over the contents of her ‘costumes’ wardrobe, dragging-out as he came in a black streaked and wet canvas straitjacket. He was going to lose everything except perhaps the latex.
	“Other wardrobe too?” Yes that was as bad if not worse. “Get as much as you can out, I’ll phone those Emergency Roofing people to get a tarpaulin over the damn roof, then I’ll help.” He did that, they’d be ‘there in lessn’ arf an hour, mate’ and began to haul stuff from the other, ‘fetish’ cupboard. A huge chunk of original straw-and-plaster ceiling fell with a sodden crash through the flimsy modern matchboard top. 	
“Get the girl up to help,” said Diana. “Tell her to shut the shop…”
He started to say ‘no’, then realised that two of them wasn’t enough, not with the situation getting worse - and not with the prospect of a gang of London workmen thundering about up under and on his roof, in the shop. In a sex-shop…
	Phone down to the shop. “Suzy I need your help. Place is a shambles. Can you shut the shop? There’s black rainwater running everywhere. Roofing people coming but got to shift the mess...”
	“Rite. Good as done. Two mins. Change me cloves.” 
Then the roofers phoned back to check how many stories the building was and to say he absolutely had to call his insurers now - so he forgot that Diana was now only almost naked, being pleasantly familiar with that… Naked to the waist above hastily-pulled on track-suit bottoms – to keep the black-wet off her legs; bare breasts, gold rings, already grubby tie-waist pants and dirty white sneakers.
“Blimey” exclaimed Suzy, coming in fast, all respectable in tee shirt and dungarees. “O, ‘ullo. Proper mess innit?” 
The ‘O ‘ullo’ was for Diana, shaking wet plaster off a studded, buckled, zipped, helmeted leather ‘femdom’ she as holding high. Diana was half turned to her, thrusting ringed breasts high too. He was so used to Diana naked or in ‘other’ things and so preoccupied with the shambles that he’d forgotten to tell her to get into something ‘respectable’ because Suzy was coming; why hadn’t Diana done that anyway? Oh god…
	“Er – this is Diana,” said Richard. “She - she lives here…”
	“Fought so. Wotcha, Diana. Look, I’ll git the stuff aht, show me where it is, you shake the muck off, make two piles in that big room; wot is it, sittin’ room? Damaged stuff an’ not-damaged stuff. Dunnit before – roof fell in at ‘ome when I wus a kid…” She’d looked at Di’s jutting breasts and at the enormous gold rings, had gone pink – on-and-off, like that – and had grinned a tiny flash-grin before looking away. 
So it was all right, was it? Introducing Suzy, in the middle of the chaos, to a strange woman of her own age, Suzy fully dressed and the other woman bare to the waist, flaunting big bare breasts with great gold rings through the flesh of them? And it was all right was it, Diana not saying ‘sorry I’d better put a top on?’ – for the two of them were making for the damaged bedroom together. Together like that… One mostly big gold tit-rings and the other in tee-shirt and dungarees. Nice moment somehow…
That was it really, the pair of them heading out of the room together. Normal enough if you ignore Diana’s tits, although something about it bothered him on and off all day. He shoved-off and checked the other rooms, checked that Suzy had locked the shop, put yet another ‘temporarily closed’ card in the window, saw a leak coming down the inside of the shop-window, rescued the as yet unspoiled fettered-and-masked model standing there, buzzed Diana and told her belatedly to get into ‘jeans and a top and something’ because the roofing-people were on the way, phoned the Insurance people – who put on an insurer’s automatic ‘don’t believe it’ tone at once. Richard was generally completely busy for a time; the girls’ would have to manage… 
 
The girls managed. With his help several sacks of sodden muck were hauled down to the lane for the refuse-people. By the time that was done Richard was less busy but sulkily angry with everything. 
	“You two had better clean yourselves up – the roofers will be here soon,” he said, locking the shop door as the ‘girls’ headed for the stairs to the flat for the fifth or sixth time.
In the flat he found Diana’s bedroom was actually relatively clean save for the walls and ceiling. Huh; Diana was efficient but the order-out-of-chaos smacked of Suzy. Where were they?
	“Diana! Suzy! Where are you?”
	They were in his big bedroom having just used his bathroom – he saw through the open door that the shower-head was still dripping. They were sitting on and surrounded by towels on the bed, Diana drying her hair, sitting up quite naked and cross-legged with her arms high, towelling, and Suzy kneeling on the bed close to her, just fleetingly seen dead-white and naked as he walked in but gathering towels quickly about her as he did so: as she’d turned at the sound of the door he was almost sure that the her hand had been on Diana’s thigh. Almost sure; almost sure that something had been going on, although Suzy’s quick, nervous smile said nothing and Diana’s expression was blank. Suzy’s blonde hair was wet and black with but a oddly yellowish stripes; the blonde really had been bottle-blonde and ‘wash-out’ at that: the possibility of a totally black-haired Suzy struck Richard as something curiously desirable. He was about to back-out apologising but she drew towels more closely about herself and, apparently satisfied, raised her eyebrows interrogatively at him; Diana meanwhile uncurled and plonked herself stark naked and exposed on the edge of the bed, reaching up and back to return to towelling her shoulders, breasts and rings - all moving nicely thank you. 
	“Didn’ we do a luvverly job, then? Tell ‘im we did a luvverly job,” said Suzy. Diana promptly slid herself to sit close to her, putting an arm round her to ask him
 “We did a lovely job, didn’t we?”
Two of them. Might be a damn pair; save for Di’s gold and her shaved crotch and for Suzy’s almost-black hair. He had the strong feeling that he had matching young women sitting on his bed grinning at him, a feeling that seemed irrational somehow but it twitched his penis. Of the two at that moment, it was the towel-shrouded Suzy who was particularly stimulating.
	“Er. Yes brilliant. Brilliant job…”
	“Gis’ a minnit to find some cloves an’ I’ll mike us some tea or coffee or summat,” said the stimulating Suzy. “’ave ter borrow sumfin – me jeans an’ such’ are messed-up.” She waved a pale arm from the towels towards the bathroom where a heap of shed garments belonging to both of them lay on the tiles. Washed-out jeans – Diana’s. Dark dungarees patched with black-dirt and wet – Suzy’s. Upended, unlaced ‘basketball-boots, filthy – Suzy’s. And a pair of scarlet latex briefs with protruding nipples…. He peered for a scarlet latex bra but couldn’t see it in the jumble. What had Diana thought, seeing his shop-assistant peel-off to reveal latex underwear, not even plain simple latex underwear? Huh, nothing probably, being Diana…
	“I can find you something, Suz’,” said Diana, “Richard can make us all some coffee while you dress…”
As he went out diplomatically he heard Suzy say “Seen sumfin’ that’ll do me, if it’s OK wiv’ ‘im…”
 
If what’s OK with me? Any of the shop-dresses or anything plain and minimally ‘ero’ in Diana’s ‘costume’ stuff would fit her. Suzy had seen it all when they were rescuing it, including the clothes from the other wardrobe. She’d seen it all, all of it, including the clothes from the other wardrobe. If what’s OK with me? No, don’t fantasise, stop it – she and Diana are going to put something on that won’t distract the builders. Richard realised that he was thinking about them both as a pair – and his pair at that... Also that both of them were sex-incarnate. Going gaga again… Just the crotchy red briefs and the poking red bra Suzy, that’ll do.
He made coffee but the shop-door buzzed before he poured it… The builder’s foreman was at the shop door; he’d been sitting in their truck at the end of the lane making out paperwork and a provisional estimate for the Insurers. “Here you are, mate. I did it for proper old pantiles, got them in the truck – place like this, it’s gotta be the proper stuff. We’ll make a start then. Much damage inside?”
	“One room’s a mess; bit came into the kitchen – not much. The shop-window space is wet...” 
“Right, we’ll shoot some scaffolding up, do the roof – no need to bother you now. I’ll come and look at the inside when we’ve finished. Nice shop.”
 
Diana and Suzy were in the kitchen when he went back up; Diana making her inevitable toast-and-butter. 
“Builders are working outside today, not coming inside; going to the inside tomorrow,” he said, unable to stop looking at the pair of them. Di in her black shop-dress and flat shoes, but with tights or stockings, very smart, very nice. Suzy in another – black shop dress, flat shoes, tights or stockings. They weren’t twins but they were a perfect pair. He should have checked the pile of clothes in the bathroom – just to see if Suzy’s underwear was still there. 
	“Good,” said Di. “Then I think we all ought to go out for a meal later…” Di, unusually forceful. 
	“Er – yes, OK. Yes. Thanks for your help, Suzy…”
Why don’t you both take those dresses off? Take the dresses off both of you - you’re bothering my prick.
	“I want to go to that Kyrenia place for a meal,” said Di, flopping into a chair and revealing that not only were they stockings but that she was wearing six-strap suspenders. Di? In stockings and suspenders? Oh. Was Suzy..? Diana wants to go to the Kyrenia? 
	“You bin there, that Kirenia place then? You ‘ave to dress up an’ ‘at. I’ve read abaht it. Want some coffee” – the last aimed at Richard. 
If you’re wearing stockings and long six-strap suspenders and haven’t got any pants on under that dress I shall like you very much Suzy…
	“I don’t think the Kyrenia… Not for Suzy…” he said, alarmed.
	“It’s a sex-club, innit. Tha’s alrite, never bin in a ‘spensive one. Suits me.”
	“Yes.” Diana, very positive. “I can lend her something…”
 
In the end he said, “Seven o’clock then,” which meant that he didn’t see either of them most of the rest of the day…
	In the end he went and said through the door: “What’re you two doing in my bedroom?” They’d been closeted there for over two hours already. 
	“Dressin’. Need to borra sumfin from th’ shop”. Women. Two hours to ‘dress.’ 
Buzz from the shop door; the builder-foreman come to see the inside damage. Damaged bedroom – with damp pictures still on the wall, Diana’s pictures which the chap very properly struggled not to look at. The girls were safe in Richard’s bedroom still, together…
	“Bit of a leak in the kitchen and one downstairs inside the shop-window.”
	“Don’t worry, mate. Piece of cake, have it good as new five o’clock tomorrow.
Insurance sent somebody yet?”
	“Not yet.”
Hell no, someone else to be let in. That one would have to see every room… OK, see the builder out, phone the insurance-people, go round check for more damage, take a call back from the Insurers. Take a call from the Roofing People to confirm they could start work inside at eight tomorrow. At least it had stopped raining. Phone the Kyrenia and book a table – he was a Member but now it’d gone up to sixty quid a head for ‘guests’. Thump on the bedroom door – he could hear the shower running – and say, loud and tetchily “Come on you two – what the blazes are you doing?” A giggle that was definitely Suzy - but no response. Stalk off and shower in Diana’s cell-like bathroom, wander about in a temper because he couldn’t get at his own clean clothes. Yes he could…
	“DIANA!” Cool it, Suzy’s in there and Suzy’s not Diana. “I need to get at my wardrobes – something to wear.”
	Diana’s voice: “Can you go away a minute? Suzy’s not dressed. We’ll finish in my room…”
	“I suppose so. OK, I’ve gone…” He’d cane her later.
If those two get together… If I could get those two… I’m fantasising. I haven’t fantasised since, well, for hours… 
 
At six-thirty he was washed and shaved and in a white cashmere roll-neck and black leather pants waiting irritably for them; at twenty to seven they came into the shambolic living room close together, Diana saying 
“Will we do? I told her the Kyrenia’s for ‘Owners and Subs only’ so you’ll have to be an Owner.”
“Rite,” said Suzy, and with that they both simultaneously struck a pose, so precisely together that they must have rehearsed it.
Two girls; the same height, the same build – how come he’d missed that? – one a chestnut-brunette, one now with jet black hair – and Diana’s hair was done identically to Suzy’s black mop; both of them in identical black shop-dresses but the provocatively-short versions never before worn because they only stopped-short by three inches of displaying underwear. Only they did show underwear because both girls had white suspenders just showing, supporting stockings – white stockings. And flat black ballet slippers that made the whole thing look weirdly and very sexily girlish. Apart from their hair they were twins and girlish. He didn’t know whether it was sexy or grotesque or girlish or what but whatever it it was stirred his shaft remarkably. They were His.
 “Er – wow!” was the best he could do.
	“He likes us,” said Diana, turning to her twin. Chink. 
	“So ‘ee orter...” Chink. 
The chinking was because Diana’s left wrist was in a very expensive, black-rubber lined stainless-steel cuff linked by ten inches of small stainless-steel round-linked chain to an identical cuff locked-onto Suzy’s right wrist…
	“There’s two of us, you see,” said Diana brightly, lifting her left arm – 
	“’Er n’ me,” said Suzy doing the same and producing a clink and a rattle.
He was absolutely not sure about this – absolutely not sure about taking them like that to the Kyrenia because to get there they’d have to… They’d have to walk up the lane, get into the car, be driven West to the back of Oxford Street, get out of the car and walk at least ten feet across the pavement in the middle of London – and into the club. He saw that happening in his mind; that’s why he was absolutely not sure it was a good idea. He saw a better idea in his mind; stay at home and have Diana in the black version of six-o-one, the Sub-dress and Suzy in a copy of it. They could keep the chain on… Then they could both… Fantasy again. 
	“She insisted on wearing pants,” said Diana, lifting the hem of Suzy’s tiny black dress and exposing smooth red latex briefs and a pouting red latex slit, “so I had to as well…”
	“Gerroff. Show yer own…”
 
At that time of the evening the City area is practically deserted but he had a considerable problem walking the hundred yards to the car with them both in step and looking straight ahead, following him a pace behind. As they got into the car – to sit necessarily together in the back seat he was able to confirm that Diana too was wearing red latex briefs with ‘crot.bulg’. The pair of them must have been wearing bras too for there was no outline on Di’s dress to show her rings. White latex bras? 
Suzy did hesitate over getting out into the bright-lights and thronging people outside the club but Di said “C’mon Suz’, we’re beautiful,’ and hauled the chain a bit. Suzy looked tense; then bright lights caught her dramatic cat’s-eyes face and he saw a diamond teardrop brimming at each eye. Tears. Had Diana forced her into this? He’d advance her whipping to tomorrow if she had – and – and once a week for a bloody month. But then he thought that nobody could force Suzy into anything; try it even at gunpoint and you’d find your gun up your backside… 
So had she dared-herself and then found she’d bitten off more than she could chew? Must be. Take her home, now. Was it being exposed like that, dressed like that, to passers-by? Get her into the club, calm her down, and then get her home? Get her into the club: the pavement was, after all, only six feet wide not ten and the two large and uniformed bouncers holding the glass doors open were just then the only people noticeably transfixed. In that part of London particularly, between Oxford Street through Soho to Piccadilly, very few people save for foreign-visitors pay much attention to sights like Diana and Suzy. Richard was recognised and took them into the Kyrenia Club…
…where Feo gave him a table next to the little stage and a magnum of his fifth-best champagne. He said Richard’s ‘two nice ladies’ were the best thing for business since the police closed-down the previous Kyrenia. “OK I put a spot on the ladies, one minute only?” asked Feo. Why not? The assorted pairs at the nearer tables had already stopped talking and eating, most eyes - except those of guests whose ‘owners’ required them to look at the floor – focussed on Diana and Suzy. When the ice-blue spotlight suddenly flicked-on Richard watched Diana; she started, looked down then up again, smiling nervously. He watched Suzy; the tears were still there but as the light caught her she lifted her chin and made a vast grin.
	“Cor, get this,” and she pointed at herself with her free hand – “Famous, rite?”
	“Are your companions to have a table, Sir?” A waiter in waiter’s black-and-white at his side. The Member’s ‘companions’ – usually just one each – in the place that night mostly had small separate tables of their own, some gleaming with white cloths and silver, three were bare wood and empty. Only two figures knelt on rubber mats with their faces to aluminium bowls. One was naked. Her ‘Owner’ was a coiffed and coutured woman. 
	“The ladies sit at my table, eat what I eat…”
	“Yes Sir. Any special requirements Sir?”
	“Cut the spotlight. Ask Ivor to bring the full menu – we’re dining.”
 
Inside fifteen minutes his awareness of any eyes still staring at Diana and Suzy had faded and he was enjoying fine food and wine with two young and pretty girls. Admittedly their faces were startling, dramatic, but Suzy had regained her sharp wit and Diana her composed self. They ate with single hands, one occasionally helping the other, their chained wrists below the table top: hands together fingers entwined as he discovered by strategically dropping a napkin. Fingers entwined and identical white-stockinged legs identically slightly parted, identical pouting red latex briefs visible because sitting had drawn the black skirt-hems to the tops of their thighs. 
	“I think Suzy’s holding out on me – she’s done this before; top club, grand meal I mean – and everything else…”
	“No I ain’t,” and a blush, presumably as his ‘everything else’ registered. 
	“Work for me for a while, for ‘Captive’ and you – we – Diana, you and me could make a habit of it. I enjoy it, too.”
	“Habit of what?” asked Diana. It didn’t matter in the least why she’d asked; he was only grateful that she did so that he could answer but looking at Suzy, not her.
	“Letting me show the pair of you off. Letting you show yourselves off. Occasionally.”
	“Wot, like this? Yer jokin’. Ain’t yer?”
	“Yep. I think I’d rather keep you both as mine.” This time it was Diana’s turn to blush under the make-up.
 
The thought of the flat was depressing after the bright lights of Town and the glitter of the club; inevitably it would smell of damp and Diana’s room would stink sourly of the grime that had come from the broken ceiling. Earlier, before everything had happened he’d thought about putting Di to bed there in something really heavy – massive chains, dilated slit and bottom, steel O-gag but now she would have to sleep in his room. He wasn’t in any sort of mood to have her in heavy stuff beside him, nor in fact was he happy with the idea of just a ‘go to bed and fuck’. Too much to think about, with the roof, the builders coming in the morning, all the business of insurance and replacing things; and Suzy… As he started the car to go back home he said:
	“Suzy, you want to come back to the shop, change and things? Then I’ll drop you home, no problem.” It’d be a better idea – because he was beginning to fantasise about doing things with Suzy – if she stayed the night. Or longer. There was obviously something between her and Di; if it was a girl-to-girl sex thing that’d be enjoyable, even if he didn’t get a look-in – which he was sure he would somehow… Though carefully because hell hath no fury etc…
	“Suzy wants to stay,” said Di from the back seat. 
Yes please Suzy. “Bit short of beds,” he said, at once aiming to get both of them and himself into his own; it was eight feet square and highly suitable. They could stay chained. Just chained. Fan-tas-y. Be sensible, get real, put her up for the night, that’s all. But don’t give up – and use both hands on the steering wheel; take your hand out of your pocket.
	“I suppose you two could use my bed…”
There was a chink of chain; Suzy said “’S big enuf, innit?” followed by Diana’s “You could use the sofa in the living-room. Suz and I want to talk and things…”
Things? I decide what things get done in my bed. 
	“Oh well then, if you two women want to talk, it’d better be straight to bed; there are only so many hours in a night, you know… Straight to bed then, as soon as we get back.” Contending with his tenting pants nudging the bottom of the steering-wheel, contending with traffic-lights which intruded annoyingly on his more important thoughts and with one very intrusive thought complete with imagery; ‘Straight to bed, the pair of you. Strapped up so you behave yourselves. Strapped up naked, side by side – any ‘things’ to be done I’ll do’. Not in the mood to have Diana in heavy stuff beside him, or in the mood to shaft her: very much in the mood to have Suzy and Di laid out bound and naked. The thoughts were so powerful – and the images, that he was scared they’d been heard, even visualised. No response though, in the driving mirror he saw only Diana’s face, inscrutable. Ten minutes and he’d be following – no leading – the pair of them upstairs. 
…Fifteen and they’d be stripping in the bedroom while he got straps. On their backs, side by side, legs how? If he strapped their legs wide, he couldn’t have them side by side, touching. What did he want to do anyway? Shaft them both? Perhaps Suzy didn’t want to be fucked… Perhaps they wanted to experience something private between the two of them? No way. Wait a minute. Perhaps Diana was planning to add a new ‘done that’ to her perfection-fantasy. Hell, they’d been two hours or more together dressing; had they kissed? Had they explored each other’s breasts, fucked? Had they come together? Well they could do that again… Drive the car, go home, sleep on the sofa, and mind your own business. Suzy isn’t Diana.
 
They unchained their wrists in a hurry in the flat because Suzy was desperate for a pee. Excellent – he had Diana alone for a minute or two;
	“You going to tell me what’s going on with you two? With Suzy?”
	“Of course; when I’m sure.”
	“Hell’s that mean ‘when you’re sure’. When will you be ‘sure’?”
	“I have to talk to her. Could take two hours, could take all night…”
	“I will seriously thrash your arse if you’re up to something I won’t like. I want to know what’s going on and I want to know before bloody breakfast.”
	“The moment I’m sure, I’ll tell you. Sssh she’s coming…!”
	“I’ve half a mind to cane you for ‘sssh-ing’ me anyway…” 
	“Not now. Can I take my desktop into the bedroom?”
	“For what?”
	“Internet.”
	“I suppose so – but be very careful, remember she’s not you. Doesn’t collect images from dot-xx sites. She’s a nice girl…”
 
They shut themselves in the bedroom. He heard muted, unintelligible and serious-sounding talk-noises, occasionally the peep of the desktop, Diana laughing, some giggles from Suzy – not much more. Girls closeted together, yattering. He sat with Scotch to hand searching the same sites they probably were, but he was searching idly, looking for images which included look-alikes of Suzy. There was only one, not really very like her at all, modelling ‘Rainwear’ – yellow sou’wester, yellow jacket and yellow boots. Why it was categorised as ‘sex’ he couldn’t imagine. She was plastered with make-up too… He was slightly drunk, very bored because Diana had ‘someone else’ so he took the Scotch and went to sulk on the sofa until he fell asleep…
 
Two-twenty-one in the morning is not a good time to be woken from an alcoholic sleep, alone and on a sofa, fully dressed, even if woken by a naked Diana who sits promptly down on the arm of the sofa, and says “Wake up and listen,” but he woke up and listened. After about twenty minutes of listening he got up, went into the kitchen, sluiced his face with cold water, made black coffee, tested for the umpteenth time that he was actually awake and went back to sit down on the end of the sofa opposite her. 
	“Let’s get this straight,” he said. “Put plainly – no, not plainly – put in unsuitable words, you want Suzy to help – your word – to help you with your pet ‘Perfect’ project. Or let’s call it your Fixation or Obsession. Suzy wants to do just that. Am I right or have I got it completely wrong?”
	“Not exactly…”
	Fine. “I’m not surprised I haven’t got it ‘exactly…’ Well then let’s put it the way you put it to me, allowing for the unlikely nature of just about every word. Suzy – and we are talking about the Suzy at present down the passage in my bedroom – isn’t only my temporary shop-assistant – a very good one, mark you – but a keen supporter of your – er - Obsession and wants to adopt it. Let’s say, for the sake of this argument, I actually believe that, even if I don’t. According to you Suzy is worried about doing this – surprise, surprise – because of some - most – of the things you will probably do…”
	“And you do…”
	“OK – and I do. In that connection most of the things you do or I do to you are unusual and/or sexual and/or fetishistic and or painful – et-cetera. Or most of the human race would think so. Suzy has no experience of these things; but according to you Suzy argues that if she starts to adopt your Obsession on what you call the ‘Bottom Step’ she will be at a disadvantage – your word, I think – and that logic says she should start near the Top. Right?”
	“Yes.”
	“Fine, fine. Oh terrific. So you want, and you claim that Suzy wants - not just to be asked – for example – to go about with her tits exposed but wants some thoroughly Top Step experience to – ah – help her overcome her quite natural apprehensions. Also because you and Suzy have an – an affinity for each other – you want to share this Top Step experience with her. What I actually think is that you’re trying to get me to help you seduce this very agreeable and exceptional young woman into unusual and/or sexual and/or fetishistic and or painful sexual activities with you. No doubt, you will say it’s for altruistic reasons connected with your obsession over your own sexuality.”
“No and don’t oversimplify.”
“I’m fairly drunk so I can’t do anything else. I’m listening: tell me in simple words, even over-simple words, what you expect me to do.”
He was awake now, very awake and had in fact been rambling on auto-pilot while mental bells rang, mental imagery rolled and his prick, despite the Scotch, was clamouring for attention.
	“Something like tie us up together and do something to both of us. Don’t hurt her – I mean not hurt…” She said it in a matter-of-fact way so his mind decided that this was Christmas and fantasies of all kinds were OK.
	“She knows you’re suggesting this?”
	“I told her that I would persuade you to do something like that…”
“Did you. And she said?”
	“I admit she cried a bit but she said yes…”
	“Oh, she ‘cried a bit’ did she? Just said ‘yes’ did she?”
	“She said ’Yus. Or-rite’ actually.”
	“’Tie you two up together and do something’? 
	“Yes.”.
The fantasy came slam-bang, in Technicolor. “Right then…” Despite the fantasy he was making it up as he spoke; “Go back to the bedroom. Strip her – if she’s wearing any clothes, which I doubt. No, first go and get one of the ‘Emperor-size’ rubber sheets from stock and make the bed with it, then strip her. Wait… Get two of those eyeless leather helmets from stock. Both strip naked. Put her in one helmet, then she can pretend it’s not me doing the doing; put yourself in the other. Lie on the bed, both of you. Back to back – yes, back to back – and wait for me…”
	“Richard…”
	“The details are up to me, right?”
	“Yes but…”
	“Then don’t worry. Do it…”
He wasn’t going to participate after he’d strapped them together. They were a Pair and because they were a Pair, bright, sexy, tomboyish, funny, delightful Suzy Mitchell would fall into his lap – so to speak. He might not even watch them, after he’d bound them…
 
She’d chosen a red rubber sheet for the bed and they were lying up-and-down back to back on it, naked and waiting. Waiting for him. Diana, naked, waiting for him wasn’t anything exceptional because she was a good girl – but Suzy, naked and waiting for him - that was something else. Suzy was as beautiful as Diana. Both back to back, touching at shoulders and butts, Di’s leg over Suzy’s legs. Soft black latex-lined leather helmets on both, mouth openings but no eyes, films of condensed breath on the leather at their mouths. Seeing nothing, hearing little, naked and waiting. Suzy naked and waiting and – and trembling. They were holding hands, the hands that weren’t beneath them. Diana hadn’t locked her sex-rings, Suzy was shaved smooth above her neat coral-red slit – so that was part of the ‘having a talk’ while they dressed earlier, the shaving.. Had Di shaved her? Was Suzy made ready for Diana or made ready for herself. It was certain he didn’t count. Suzy’s pale and excitingly new body, blindfolded in the close-fitting helmet, was still trembling and trembled seriously when he touched her…
He threaded a broad strap under her armpits, under Di’s and another under their breasts, buckling both tight so that they were pressed back to back. Their arms weren’t easy – Di’s left arm bound along its length to Suzy’s right, interlace their fingers and bind the wrists; he had to partially roll them together on their side to do the other arms. Roll them back. No sound from either save that Suzy’s breathing was more audible, her trembling increased. Di in her rubber darkness would be trying to work out what he was doing, what position this was and what for; Suzy would be what? Scared. Scared at being bound – in ‘bondage’ and unable to see, just to feel him doing incomprehensible things? Aroused? What? Wait, Suzy…
He strapped them round their waists back to back and then did the rest quickly. First the glossy aluminium vaginal probe of a Tickler into Diana… Now maybe she had an idea because she tensed, said “Uh.” The anal probe of a second Tickler into her. “Uh,” and she jerked quickly; with Suzy he was gentler but she jerked as he filled her sex, jerked and mewed Diana-like as he slid the smaller probe into her tight sphincter. Just thin pink pull-loops of thread showing from all four. Tickler number one would work in Diana’s cunt and Suzy’s anus, Tickler number two in Suzy’s sex and Diana’s anus. With difficulty he strapped the things in, using all he could find – two red rubber crotch-straps, ‘strap-ons’ that still had big red rubber phalli standing out. Not appropriate but all there was. Look good, though, two naked girls in bondage, hooded, with big red rubber pricks… Strap Di’s thighs, knees, ankles; strap Suzy’s: strap both pairs of bound legs together. Don’t touch them otherwise; particularly don’t touch, feel, hold Suzy’s breasts, however much he wanted to. Look at them, just look. Look at a superb back-to-back bondage pair… Get the camera. 
 
Set the little control-boxes of the Ticklers to a sixty-second pulse; one minute – it would seem a long time and at first they wouldn’t know when the second was coming. Switch to ‘On’. Only Diana would have any idea; might be thinking that it would happen to Suzy too. Nice. Wait…
 
They bucked together as one, bucked, stuck their bound legs straight out, Suzy mewed, shook, rolled her black helmeted head; Diana jerked. He saw their entwined fingers grip eachother’s’. Wait. Suzy trembling, making faint sounds. Wait. Now. The Tickler’s pulses hit Diana’s sex, Suzy’s anus; Suzy’s sex, Diana’s anus simultaneously. Jerk, buck, mew from Di, little shrieky noise from Suz’, shivers, twined fingers gripping, legs spasming from both. Beautiful. But switch off; switch off, switch number one on again, wait thirty counted seconds, switch on number two. Wait. 
	Mew, jerk – Suzy because the pulse had leapt in her vagina - only, Suzy because it had crawled in her bottom – only… Now; less than fifteen seconds and mew, jerk head-roll from Suzy as her vagina felt it, “Uhh,” from Diana as her anus was tweaked. Beautiful. But it had to be right so switch off, reset to an out-of-step fifteen seconds so that alternately, every seven seconds it would be Di’s sex, Suzy’s bottom, then Suzy’s sex, Diana’s bottom. Richard pocketed the two black boxes and, with a considerable effort, walked out. Whose game was it? Diana doing to Suzy? Him doing to both? Him doing to Suzy? They were mewing and jerking and rolling before he got as far as the living-room – he could hear them. He walked in a silly circle, fighting against going back and watching. Mew, moan, gasp, Suzy’s little shriek… He poured himself a Scotch… Shriek, moan, mew, jerk gasp… Sat down, got up… Shriek, moan, mew, jerk, gasp – louder, more frantic. Shriek, moan, mew, jerk, gasp… Shriek, moan, mew, jerk, gasp, Suzy shouting “Diiiiiii!” Shriek, moan, mew, jerk, gasp, scream – and a tumbling thud. Richard ran…
They – it - was on the floor, tumbled from the bed, jerking, jerking, jerking together as one, moaning and mewing as one, quivering, twined fingers gripping, clenching a naked, bound, helmeted double-headed creature, a Diana-Suzy creature. “Bluddy ‘ell!” shrieked Suzy, very high, very fast… Quickly he switched the Ticklers off, not knowing what might have happened save for the fall from the bed. Nothing had – but it happened then. The Diana-sound, the rising “Uh – uh – uh – UH – UHHH!” of a violent orgasm but it was counterpointed with a new sound, very fast; “oh – oh – oh shit – oh – OHHH!” Suzy. The jerking subsided to a steady thrusting at each other with their backsides, a sinuous snake-like weaving of their bodies strapped to eachother, bound to eachother, a silent rhythmic motion as they each strove to maintain their own and the other’s sexual peak. Watching, stupefied, he thought the scene should have triumphant, rising, striving music with it – the Liebestod, climbing, climbing… He grovelled on the carpet beside them, breathing and not breathing the Diana-sex smells, breathing and wondering at the new, sharp Suzy smell. Feverishly unstrapped them and let them roll apart, bodies spasming, freed hands clutching for eachother. As one they rolled on their backs, struggled, rolled together mewing; wrapped eachother’s naked bodies, breasts-to-breasts, hips to hips, two black leather featureless faces seeking mouths. On their sides, face to face, silently making sex.
He beat Diana’s shifting, thrusting backside with a fallen strap: Thappp! Thappp! Thappp! Thappp! Thappp! Thappp! Thappp! Thappp! And she thrust at Suzy more, fiercely, at each kiss of the thing, at each pink valley the strap made in her flesh. He beat Suzy. He – beat – Suzy. He – beat – Suzy. Beat her cannonball round white bottom; Thappp! Thappp! Thappp! Thappp! Thappp! Thappp! and she bucked and squealed and broke their jointly-rhythmic thrusting to push her bottom back for more. Thappp! Thappp! Thappp! – hard. Their rubber-fringed mouths were locked together, eating, sliding. “Oh – oh – oh – oh – OHHH!” and Suzy came again, quivering. He picked her up, pulling her away from Diana, arms clawing for Diana, Diana’s arms for her. Picked her up, put her onto the rumpled red rubber sheet on the bed, shucked his clothes, climbed over her and nudged her gleamingly-moist slit with his shaft. Suzy’s legs flew wide and he stripped the crazy red strap-on from her, saw the glistening cigar-tube of the Tickler push out slowly and drop to the bed…
	“Don’, oh don’…”
Suzy was tight and deep and wet and arms and pelvis and breasts and rolling black head and thrusting up at him and jerking legs and a sharp-sweet explosion of girl-smell and `ah- ah – ah- ahah – ahhh, ahhh, ahhh!’ and shriek. His hands cupped her bottom to him and lifted her crotch to him and drove his shaft into her and she came again, mewing like Diana, mewing, subsiding, collapsing in a quivering, beautiful, panting fantasy before him. 
He hadn’t finished, it wasn’t finished. He tumbled from the bed, heaved Diana into his arms, dropped her over Suzy – and watched them find each other, watched them seek each other, watched them find each other’s mouths blindly; sat on the bed and watched them make blind athletic love – then took his clothes and went away and left them. Diana was his - and Suzy? Suzy was his. Both his…
He imagined them side by side, hung naked on the Dungeon wall for him to whip, for Diana to further her Obsession with being totally and only Perfectly Sexual by being whipped - and for Suzy to scream.
 
He pulled his clothes on in the living-room while six hundred different things jumbled about in his mind; things he could do next, should do next, shouldn’t do, might do - while he wondered what was going on in his bedroom, wondered if it was all, all of it, some frenetic dream that had begun even before Diana. If she wasn’t a dream, too.
Then he recovered some reality and called the builder’s 24-hour ‘Emergency Service’ answering machine and told it that due to unforeseen circumstances – which they certainly were – please not to start work at his shop until after twelve, not seven-thirty. Whatever was going to happen in the morning, he needed time for it to happen before the real world intruded. After that he just sat – until Diana came in, wrapped in just her bathrobe.
	“She all right. On her Top Step now?” he asked acidly, not meaning to be. Fantasy creeping back.
	“She’s crying. You weren’t supposed to do all that – and not to fuck her. I didn’t say to do things like that…”
I decide what things get done in my bed. “I decide what things get done in my bed and in this place.” 
	“That’s partly the problem – at least I think it is… She – she wants to stay. Here I mean, but …”
	“She wants to stay here.” He made it a toneless statement, not a question. He’d forgotten that the option existed of her not staying here, living here. He’d been in his fantasy again, imagining that Suzy was his like Diana was his - because when he’d been using her and beating her and fucking her it’d seemed that he’d always been doing such things to her, to both of them. That Suzy and Diana had always been his. His pair. It wasn’t like that but it had to be like that.
 “She wants to stay here but I’m a problem?”
“No not you exactly. But she says there have to be rules, like there are rules everywhere. She says that last night there weren’t any… That you just did things and that there weren’t any rules that said what you might or might not do next.”
Yes there’s a Rule; my Rule. Absolute Obedience to me.
 “There’s a perfectly good rule.”
“What rule?”
“Absolute Obedience to me. Is she in a fit state to listen to me if I talk to her?”
“She’s extremely rational; always is – you know that. She’ll have to dress and everything – in her own clothes I think. Then she’ll know who she is. I had a problem like that, you know, for a little while; not knowing who I was. You want me to ask her to come and talk to you?”
“Yes. Friendly, straight, ‘rational’. You want her to stay, I want her to stay, she wants to stay. I’ll be happy to explain to her that she’s going to stay anyway and that there’ll be a Rule.”
“All right. But be gentle. She’ll want to be just Suzy being rational, probably the Suzy to whom none of last night happened. Though she knows it wasn’t a dream – she’s got the striped bottom to prove it…” Rational Suzy; it was Richard who wasn’t sure what was a dream and what wasn’t.
“Don’t give me advice, Diana – go and get whichever Suzy she is – dressed to come and talk to me… You stay out of it. Go and get breakfast or something.”
No way was Suzy leaving, because the new fantasy had to include both Diana and Suzy as his Pair and because the fantasy was at least a fifty-reeler.
 
He saw how it was to be when she came in twenty minutes later to find him sitting in the sofa; she was the tomboy-Cockney-Suzy in tee-shirt and the dungarees - but with long white laces trailing from her canvas boots;
No other opening but “Can’t do me boots up. Hands are shakin’.” Unreal. You’ve bound her naked, invaded her body with electronic toys, beaten her, not to mention everything else. She’d got dressed – or Diana had dressed her – and the first thing she says to you is that she can’t do up her shoelaces.
	“Bring yourself here, I’ll do them. Why are your hands shaking? Sit on the sofa-arm, stick a foot out.” I can be just as unreal…
	“Search me; me legs are funny too,” and she perched herself on the arm of the sofa – not gingerly as she should have after he’d beaten her backside – she swung her bottom on to it, lifted the ‘shaking’ legs and planted both feet on his trousered lap. Like that.
For her, clearly, none of last night and none of the Kyrenia Club had happened. Because it was easier that way? So what was her next move? It had to be hers, in this mood. He pulled and tugged at the laces her small black-and-white ‘basketball-boots’, eyeing the stitching, the eyelets, the parallel banding of white lacing, listening for her to speak. One foot was done and tied. Laced. Bondage. He tied the other, gripped her feet together, held them; “Done” and squeezed white rubber toes. Rubber and bondage…
	“Ta. Er – is it orlrite if I stay a bit, like?”
	“Here, you mean? Haven’t you got to go home – wherever it is?”
She was suddenly quite serious; Suzy in her overalls and garish boots, serious, sitting on the arm of his sofa, head down and picking at the laces of the boots, asking to stay. 
	“What does Diana say; I’m sure you’ve asked her?”
	“Said I ‘ad to ask you. Can I stay?”
“Yes. I’d already decided that you’re going to. But there are rules here, Suzy.”
“Oh rite. She said there was…”
“I make the rules here,” he declared. “The Rule, rather. Diana knows what it is, didn’t she tell you?”
There was a very long silence while she watched her own hand still picking at the laces of her boots, then
	“Yus. Told me.”
	“Absolute Obedience to me. Did she explain that too? What it means?”
She nodded, not looking up and he knew it was coming together; all he had to do was to tell her again, plainly, that she was staying. Not for ‘a bit’ but staying, period. From now, from this minute; he didn’t have to say anything. He’d made the conditions – the Rule. He got up and called Diana.
	“Suzy and you can have my bedroom for a day or two until the builders have finished with yours; Suzy’s staying. I’m going to turn the end empty room into a proper room for the pair of you – it’s bigger. I’ll get someone I know to deal with Suzy’s flat or whatever it is – is it a flat you’ve got, Suzy?”
	Very quietly she said, “’s in the Barbican...” 
Gotcha, gotcha, gotcha. “I’ve put the builders off until midday – give me time to decide how to do the end room and then ask them to do the basics. Diana, I’m going to cane you, you know why. Suzy, run down and get a cane from the shop, please – I keep one in her room but hell knows where it is now.” Suzy hesitated then walked slowly to the door. “Run, please. Bend over touch your toes, Diana, take that bathrobe off… When I’ve caned you we’ll have breakfast in twenty minutes - Suzy can help…” 
Naked and bending to touch her toes, Diana said, “You beat me last night…”
	“So I did – nice pink arse. Well, now I’m going to beat you again – for insolence; ‘shush-ing’ me. Feet a little more apart please. Ah, Suzy… Give it to me please and just wait until I’ve finished.”
	She was staring at Diana’s bent form, her face colouring. “I – I’ll go an’…”
	“Do as you’re told, please.”
Answer me back, Diana, oh answer me back, sweetheart. Then I can cane you in your jeans – in your dungarees and tee shirt and your black and white boots. He clutched the slender cane and his shaft rose so fast in his trousers that he felt its tip dragging upwards against the waistband of his shorts.
	“’S orlright, I jus’ lef sumfin. Won’ be a minnit…”
A ritual caning. Diana first… Dreamtime…
	“Over there, back to the wall, hands behind your back, Suzy. I won’t have disobedience. That’s the rule so I’m going to cane you as well. Diana, touch your toes properly.” He deliberately didn’t look but saw from the corner of his eyes a white-faced startled Suzy shuffling slowly backwards to the wall…
Wuuh from the cane cleaving the air – Thwackkk! “Ahh” and a sway from Diana as a white line crossed the blotched pink of her backside. “Keep still, please…”
Wuuh-thwackkk! Mew. Wuuh-thwackkk! Mew. Wuuh-thwackkk! Mew. “Fingers on your toes, please… Wuuh-thwackkk! Mew. 
Suzy’s watching, Suzy’s watching. Scared? Turned-on? Got that ‘waiting to be caned’ feeling, Suzy? Oh Suzy, did you jump at that crack of the cane, Suzy? Shall I put you in a school-uniform Suzy and beat your bottom with a slipper, Suzy?
Wuuh-thwackkk! Mew. “Get up, Diana. Take your hands off your backside. Go and get breakfast. Suzy, please…” 
He said ‘Suzy, please’ automatically, not thinking; in the fantasy that was driving him both of them were to be caned… He’d said ‘I won’t have disobedience. I’m going to cane you’ thing to her only in the fantasy. Now what?
 	She came very slowly, just slightly holding-back which was good because it slowed time, increased the ritual of the cane. The Ritual of the Cane. Quickly, to counter her own slow movement, he began to roll-up his right shirt-sleeve, looking at her as he did it, speaking to her as he did it…
	“I haven’t really had to punish you before, to cane you, Suzy… ” Richard adjusted his rolled-up sleeve and turned to pick up the cane, not too fast so that she could see it in his hand. “…so just remember to keep still until I’ve finished.” She was close now, very taut-faced and nicely uncertain what she was to do next; he saw that in the way a hand lifted to and then away from the brass button that held one shoulder-strap of her dungarees. Diana had been caned naked…was she thinking she had to take her dungarees down, her briefs down? He was most certainly going to cane the seat of her dungaree-things…Answering her faltering gesture he said,
	“Just bend over as you are, right down…” The subtleties of the Ritual of the First Caning said that now you were to wait a little behind her, a little to one side of her, the cane just visible to her; wait as she bent, her arms down but not yet with her hands to her toes. Slow the time for her, make it slow so that what she saw was a small area of patterned-carpet below her eyes, foreshortened arms and hands and her own feet… What she would see when he caned her…? Red carpet, her black and white boots with their neat rows of white lacing. Make it slow…
	“Feet apart, just a little.” She shuffled her feet maybe three inches apart… “Touch the toes of your boots; no, not like that – curl your fingers round so that you are holding them.” Awkwardly – but quite correctly – she held the white rubber toes of her boots with just the tips of three fingers of each hand, shifting her balance beautifully as she did so. Now her field of view was restricted further, she was bent fractionally lower; now she could see two sets of white lacing, four parallel rows of bright eyelets, less carpet but if she had her eyes open she would also just see, close and to one side behind her his shoes and the bottoms of his trousers - and the tip of the cane. She wouldn’t have seen the yellow-brown end of a cane like that before, waiting there to beat her.
	“Quite still,” and he did the next thing, move his feet from her field of vision so that she knew it was coming, that he was getting ready to cane her. Exquisite; he knew that she was suspended in time expecting the first cut… Slow it, even by three four seconds was enough…
Pause. “Six,” he said above her. “Hard.” Now don’t wait…
Wuuhh-Thwackkk! She drew a hard, quick breath but didn’t move. Count, Richard –one-thousand-two-thousand-three-thousand-four-thousand.Wuuhh-Thwackkk! across the taut blue denim. “Harh” was all she said but her fingers gripped the toes of her boots harder. One-thousand-two-thousand-three-thousand-four-thousand - Wuuhh-Thwackkk! “Uhh” and she moved her feet apart an inch. No other sound but his own breathing. One-thousand-two-thousand-three-thousand-four-thousand - Wuuhh-Thwackkk! Nothing except that she gripped her toes harder. Perfect; he was caning her and she was fighting the flaring, searing cuts to take it without more than a whispered sound, without more movement than to find the best position in which to take the pain. Perfect. Wuuhh-Thwackkk! Harder… But now she was still, bent touching her toes and being caned – and quite still, silent, taking it. Perfect. Wuuhh-Thwackkk! 
 “Get up, Suzy. Go and help Diana.” She stood up slowly; he saw the tears, saw her fight her hands away from her bottom and saw her walk unsteadily but directly to the door. Saw her, beyond the open door, begin to walk very fast, clasping her hands to her backside now. Saw across the passage that she shouldered the kitchen-door – and saw Diana there, naked, listening. His iron-hard shaft inside his pants felt as if it were ejaculating fire. Diana…
“DIANA, PLEASE!”
 
“Stand there, feet wide, hold your ankles…” He had his shaft out and merely touched her rosebud with the burning tip; it slid in, fountaining at once. Exquisite. Perfect.
“Breakfast now,” he said and walked through to kitchen behind her, not glancing at her wealed bottom. 
“Put something on your chair before you sit” – he didn’t want unpleasant leaking; discoloured semen-stains on the smooth plastic of the kitchen chair: “No, go and put one of those nappies on and rubber pants; Suzy can change you later.” She said nothing but turned towards the bedrooms so that when he sat at the table it was Suzy who brought his breakfast. 
“This looks good.” He smiled at her and got a small, wry, downturned smile in response. Her bottom must be burning. It was, for she said
“Sorry abaht...”
“Suzy, when I have to punish you – or Diana; punish I mean, we never mention it afterwards. It’s done. You’re better for it. Show me your breasts.”
“Wha’?”
“Show me your breasts…” He drank some coffee while she unfastened her dungarees and hauled up her tee-shirt under her chin.
“Take the shirt off, come closer.” He felt them, lifted them. “Hm. OK put them away. I think we’ll put some rings through them when all this builder-business is over. You want rings through your tits, Suzy?” he asked, beginning to eat.
She didn’t respond until the tee-shirt had hidden them and she was buttoning a shoulder-strap of her dungarees…
	“No. I …” – buttoning the other.
	“No you what?”
	“Don’ like fings stuck in me…”
	“Suzy, sweetheart…” How relaxing and stimulating it was to be able to say things plainly to Suzy Chapman after all this time… “Suzy sweetheart, you’re going to have all sorts of things stuck into you – though I admit that the actual holes for most of them already exist.” He returned to his breakfast after giving her a nice smile; “Don’t be silly - Go bring your breakfast. I’ll have your tits done when the builders have finished… Won’t hurt.”
	“Have what done?” asked Diana, coming in naked but for bulky, nappy-filled, translucent plastic knickers which rustled sibilantly as she moved. 
	“Suzy’s breasts. Like yours, big gold rings. Cunt too. Only I’ll have hers done properly, not DIY on the X-Frame. Remind me to phone Idris and order them. Sit. Why have you got that dummy hanging round your neck, for heaven’s sake?”
	“Oh, sorry. Goes with the pants and things; habit I suppose…Doing things properly.”
	“Well, take if off; If I want habits I’ll say so. Hang it round Suzy and stick it in her mouth. Suzy, go fetch Diana’s breakfast too. Suck, girl, I want to see you suck it...”
 
After breakfast it was: “I’ve got paperwork and the mail to deal with; I expect I’ll be busy all day, what with the builders and everything. Diana, put some respectable clothes on now, please. I want you two to make an inventory of all the stuff from Diana’s room – spoiled or not – so we can get replacements made and copies for Suzy.” Richard wondered if he could somehow get the copies made at the expense of the Insurance. “Put the damaged stuff away in the stockroom – we’ll have a Sale sometime. Clear?”
Richard savoured the pleasure of dictating orders to them, of having two young women he’d just caned - one naked but for her plastic pants and great gold tit-rings – in his kitchen putting plates away; stopping at once to turn attentively when he spoke.
Obedience; the advantages of which were that you got domestic-things done – or if you didn’t you delivered any punishment you liked – and then got them done. 
Diana said it was clear; Suzy said “yesh”, the red rubber dummy wobbling. 
“We need a lot of shopping,” said Diana, “Food and things… Look.”
Clever girl, she had a list amounting to a major hit at the local Supermarket. 
Hell. Shopping! He hadn’t thought about shopping and clothes-washing and everything else that had to go on, would have to go on while he managed the pair of them – and the shop…
“Need anything particular today? This lot is a shipping order… Leave yourself alone, Suzy…” Suzy was feeling the seat of her overalls and wincing.
“Most of it… Freezer stuff particularly,” from Di.
It’d have to wait – he had to be here for the builders. Wait. He had to be here. Send Diana? What, out alone? No way. Whoa…
He pushed Diana’s ‘shopping list’ at Suzy. “You could go and get this? Can you drive? Take that thing out of your mouth…”
	“Yus. If yer want…”
	“I want.” He turned to Diana, yet another feeling of rising activity inside his pants; “Put her in a chastity-belt one of those seven-hundred quid ones, she can go dressed as she is…”
	“Ow’m I gonna pay?” 
I say you’re to wear a chastity-belt to go shopping and you merely ask me how you’re going to pay for groceries?
	“I’ll give you cash. Mobile phone. Are you going to get outside and clear off with my car and my cash, Suzy?” 
	“Shouldn’t fink so.” Diana said: “no, she isn’t.” 
No she wasn’t; she was His, wasn’t she. One of his Pair and already a part of him and his life. Suzy was his...
	“Get your crotch locked up then. See to her, Di…”
 
Unreal. After a little while he went to see what was keeping them so long and found them in Diana’s tiny bathroom; heard Diana’s voice before he found them there.
	“Feet flat on the floor, knees wider…” Suzy was naked her, clothes in a heap, sitting facing the wall on the seatless john, hands behind her back. 
	“She needs to go and that ‘Total’ chastity-belt doesn’t let you, not like the cheaper ones. Thought I’d teach her how to use the toilet, too… Done, Suz’? Get up – I’ll clean you…”
They’d rehearsed already – he watched while Diana applied his rules to her other half; had her bend, had her straddle the bidet. His pair, doing what he wanted done. Go away world, I’m busy with enjoying perfection.
 
The ‘Total Security’ chastity-belt is from the USA and sells rarely, partly because of its cost but mainly because its lack of the usual provision for the wearer to pee. It comes in four sizes, each marginally adjustable and in two models – male or female. Made in bright stainless-steel lined with thick and soft red rubber, the lid of the box claims it is ’24 hour wearable’ and ‘includes Free Machine-Wash bag’. Diana had brought up a Size 2 which lay waiting in the little bathroom, lay waiting with its red rubber interior exposed. With its smooth red reverse-tapered little aubergine of a butt-plug standing up, pointing at the equally smooth and red curved-banana shape that was, according to the leaflet, ’05 Vaginal Filler”. Perhaps Suzy hadn’t had an opportunity to see ‘Total Security’ laid open like that for when Diana said “stand here Suz’, legs apart,” and brought the thing…
	“‘those goin’ in me?”
No they weren’t… “No. Di, the tools come off – half-twist. I’ll go get a Tickler…”
 
The easiest way to get a Total belt on is to lift the open shell-shape of rubber-lined steel up between the legs, get the wearer to hold it…
	“Hold it like that, Suz’…”
…close the steel waistband round the wearer’s waist and lock it. Then you reach between the widespread legs and bring the detachable steel crotch-strap forward, asking the wearer to bend forward a little so that the – previously greased – anal plug finds its target…
Diana said “Bend a bit, Suz’. Going to pull this…”
	“Uh. Uhhh! Oh jeez…” Usually the butt-plug resists a little then slides in suddenly, but this time, because it was the smooth metal finger of the Tickler instead, just went into Suzy’s pretty little ring without hesitation. Easy - the head of the small rubber aubergine that comes with the Total chastity-belt is sometimes a bother to get in. 
	“Legs apart, Suzy.” Enjoyable to be able to rely on Diana to do things like this, so you can stand back and watch… The big rubber dildo that’s a normal part of the belt has to be poked into to the wearer’s vulva by hand; a steady thrust will do the rest but the Tickler’s silvery-metal candle just popped in…
	“Uh”. Just ‘uh’? Well of course just ‘uh’ – Suzy had never seen the components of a Tickler, had she? Had them leaping about in her sex and her arse but never actually seen them. Thought she had smallish, coldish, metal plugs in did she?  All that’s then necessary is to place a hand under the crotch and push upwards until the sliding-ratchet engages so that steel crotch-strap snap-closes hard against the wearer’s crotch, push the two flat steel locks at the wearer’s mound and there you are.
	“Can’t walk in this, can I?”
	“Yes you can,” said Diana. “Try.”
	“’Course I can’t – look… Oh, oh...” ‘Oh’ as moving her hips moved both the dildo and the butt-plug. Diana was holding out Suzy’s tee-shirt, ready to dress her;
	“’Ow ‘m I gonna drive ‘is car like this then?”
Richard, coping with his hidden erection – the result of watching Diana effectively fuck Suzy with red rubber probes – grinned and said he was sure she’d enjoy the experience. 
	“Oh yus, right,” and he realised exactly then, when the pair of them grinned, that what he had was another totally-sexual, totally realised fantasy; a Suzy Chapman who made facetious comments when his Diana filled her sex and anus with plugs and locked her in a chastity belt at his whim, a Suzy Chapman who would go out like that in her tee-shirt and denims and do his shopping – and a Suzy Chapman who would bend, still and silent, and be caned. Or be chained or be hung on the X-Frame or clean his flat or, as he knew at that moment, obey him absolutely because the Pair had become a trio. Diana and Suzy and him…
	“Just stand still a moment, Suzy, please…” He had to make sure the Tickler was functioning. The little box was in his pocket already set to ‘Test’. So test it…
	She didn’t know whether to thrust her mound forward or her arse backwards and the ‘uh’ was more like ‘UHHH, oh jeez UHHH!’
	“There we are, Suzy. Be a good girl while you’re out and ‘specially while you’re driving…”. He produced the black box and let her see him thumb the switch…
	‘UHHH, oh jeez UHHH!’
... this thing has a range of many blocks.“ Not true but…”Just get dressed, come and get the car-keys and some cash and piss off out. Diana, get that damn nappy off, get dressed yourself. Suzy, phone me every fifteen minutes while you’re out or I’ll give your cunt some fun with this. And you…” he said to the naked, gold-ringed Diana “you get started on that list of clothes. No. Get washed and come and find me before you get dressed – I’m going to fuck you first. Right?”
	“Yes.” Just that.
Suzy came into the living-room for the keys and the money just as he had Diana spread on her stomach over the end of the settee and his shaft making entry;
	“Here,” he said, holding out the hand in which he had them and at the same time pushing into Diana’s close slit. “Keys, money.” She took them without saying anything.
 
I’m Susan Alison Chapman and I’m nineteen and I’m driving a big handful of a Jaguar through streets I know like the back of my hand, going shopping for us –whoever ‘us’ is – in my Daffy Duck tee-shirt, my Diesel dungarees and the basketball boots I bought two weeks ago, in a locked steel chastity-belt with electric things in my bottom and my cunt. I’m Susan Alison Chapman and I was caned for disobedience this morning and had breakfast and then I was sat on the toilet naked and put into this chastity-belt by whoever Diana is. I was tied to Diana and made to have multiple orgasms and I’m going to have enormous gold rings put through my breasts. He did all these things. So I can’t be Susan Chapman, can I? I’m Suzy. I’m Suzy and I’m nineteen and I’m driving the Jaguar through the City, going shopping for us in my Daffy Duck tee-shirt and my chastity-belt and I want to be Suzy; his Suzy and Diana’s Suzy… So long as he doesn’t do that again – the Tickler thing.
 
 
“OK Di, get yourself dressed and make a start on the spoiled clothes and things, young woman – wipe me – here, do it – and while you’re making lists you’d better check out the desktop from your room, I think it got wet… Think Suzy’ll be OK?”
	“I think she’ll be fine,” said Diana, looking up, kneeling and holding his penis to suck it clean. “She’s good at everything,” she said as she fed him into her warm mouth…
 
Thirty-plus e-mails and nine txt messages; the latter from customers who’ll have to be placated for now. Bills to pay – need to get some income started; damn girls are costing me a fortune. 	How shall I have the spare room done for them…?
 
Suzy on the mobile: “’smee. Be abaht a’ hour. You want frozen raspberries?” 
Suzy leaning over a freezer-cabinet in her chastity-belt, the big Tickler shoving deeper, the little one shifting in her arse. The supermarket was out of range. Suzy bending. Suzy bending to be caned… Diana caning her?
	“Yes, if they’re from Scotland. Get plenty.”
 
Then the builders; three of them and the foreman inside the house, others outside taking the scaffolding…
	“Soon have this lot done.” said the foreman, heading for Diana’s wrecked bedroom. “Where’s the ladies today? Oh, hello Miss.” 
Diana on her knees in a shop-dress, listing from piled clothes – and things. The chap was only half-looking at long, tiptoed-and-shod Pony-Girl boots.
 
With the foreman later: “I’ve never used this room. Just want it white, all of it – and can you leave me a sheet of that thick plywood, painted white?”
Suzy on the phone; “Right Suzy, carry on…”
And phoning to Idris from downstairs in the shop, asking him to send Jo and his peculiar mate to fit out the newly-painted spare room and to cut and fit the plywood to cover the window while they were at it. 
	“Red rubber floor – take it three feet up the walls too. It’s a playroom, Idris. One of those big square B and D beds plumb in the middle. It’s a big room…” He’d have to provide wardrobes for their kit. “Oh and I’ll need another birching-stool – sold the one in the Dungeon.”. He hadn’t – it was going in the girls’ room. Nothing else; rubber floor, no window, plain wardrobes, big BDSM bed, birching-stool. Nothing else.
 
Suzy on the phone again as instructed, very quiet: “Got it all. Comin’ back.”
	Half-past nine the next morning, breakfast done, the kitchen table scrubbed, Diana in sweater and jeans…
	“Suzy, take your clothes off. Diana, help me lift her onto the table…”
	“Wot? Wot I gotta git on the table fer?”
He looked at his watch: “Because someone’s coming to do your tits – your rings and things; she’s due now.”
	“Wot. You didn’ say… Look, if it ‘urts…”
	“Do be quiet, Suzy”
 
“Another one?” said the Griffiths-woman as he let her in. “Downstairs again?”
	“No – I thought the kitchen table would be better – it’s been cleaned and sterilised; fake plastic-marble top…”
	“Show me. Willing, is she? You said piercing again. Same rings?”
	“Exactly and yes she’s willing. Nervous but willing.”
Diana was standing watching the naked girl on the table…
	“Morning. Huh. Aren’t you the woman I did with the big rings? Of course you are. Most extraordinary. You can hold her while I do hers. Good.” She moved Suzy around until she was satisfied... 
“This won’t hurt but the big rings might feel a little uncomfy when I do them. Where are they? Thank you. More gold. Tut. I ought to up my fees for rich clients like you, Mr Er… You Miss, put these gloves on and make a ring with your hands round her breast – hold it up for me. Good. Here we go dear… Make sure you’re clean. There. Hold her tight. Puk. Click. “Uhh!” There – now the ring…Click. There. Done. Other breast, please, Miss… Didn’t hurt, did it? No…” Puk. Click. “Ring please.” Click. “Legs nice and wide. You won’t feel these little things at all. Hold her legs, Miss – no at her knees. First a wipe and a look… Nice. Four a side again? One, two three and…” Pkk. Click. Mew. “Sorry, dear – ring please...” Click. To Richard; “Still here? Naughty, naughty but you can pass the rings when I hold out my hand. Use the forceps. There, those.”
Pkk. Click. Mew. “Bit sensitive, are we? Ring please... Click. Pkk-click-mew-click, pkk-click-mew-click, pkk-click-mew-click, pkk-click-mew-click, pkk-click-mew-click, pkk-click-mew-click – “Last one dear” - pkk-click-mew-click. “Done, now let’s clean you up… Very nice, just like your friend here…” To Richard she said, “but don’t decorate too many young women will you, big rings like those. Four hundred this time. Still got the instructions I gave you – looking after her, I mean? Good…”
He saw her out and went straight back upstairs to tell Diana to take her clothes off. Just to see his two girls together, even if one was a little bloody.
 
 
                  ………………………………………………
 
 
The shop called Captive is open again now. Open on Wednesdays by appointment, for ‘special’ customers only; on Thursdays, Fridays and Saturdays from noon until seven for the ‘hoi polloi.’ Depending on who is available – and frequently it’s only one – Diana and Suzy serve the hoi-polloi from the lower-shop’s stock, wearing expensive, short black dresses, black latex bras and briefs – the bras slightly padded to hide the outlines of their ringed breasts. Stockings, suspenders, flat black shoes. Gold-ringed labia closed and locked with small gold padlocks. On Thursdays one or other – or both if available – see to the pampering of special customers in the big, club-like ‘specials’ area. Sometimes dressed as they are for the hoi-polloi but more often, on payment of the necessary fee to Richard and, if it’s possible, dressed to suit the customer’s expressed preferences. A large fee, but then these customers are wealthy and pleased to pay to be attended by two naked, beringed, gold-padlocked girls – or a girl in a Sub-dress which exposes her naked crotch – or two identical girls in head-to-toe leather or black rubber. A girl in a beautiful, full-length scarlet silk dress with bared breasts and a mouth gagged with a scarlet rubber gag. ‘Mr Tens’ has become a good customer for articles for his pet adult-schoolgirl because Mr Tens sees to it that, in the shop, he is waited on by at least one – but preferably two – perfect adult-schoolgirls. 
In between ‘trade’ times and when they weren’t occupied with ‘other’ things upstairs or in the Dungeon they went about in nothing at all save for their rings and their little gold padlocks, hitched together by the long chain between their legs. Tom-boy Suzy locked into her chastity- belt did the shopping late-night Saturdays while a naked Diana did the week’s wash and housework. They ‘slept’ in their gold chain – without the padlocks – in the rubber-sheeted B&D bed in their bare playroom part of the time, in Richard’s bed, also naked chained and without their padlocks more frequently… 
He tried very hard to keep to some sort of plan of his own to chart Diana’s climb up the Steps of experience, to let her ‘check herself out’ – and for Suzy to just watch but it was sometimes so very difficult. Not just because the remaining Internet prints were mostly hard and harder stuff but because of the everyday surroundings he’d created. Today, for instance, he might choose to use one of the girl-girl images from the collection so he’d take one and pin it to the plywood of the blanked-out window in their playroom when he went to wake them, taking down the previous day’s print. 
	“Up, please. Here’s today’s…
But so often something distracted him. Today the bare room with its rubber floor, B&D bed, and two naked girls chained together – prick-enhancing but that was almost every day. Today the sudden distraction was that plus the fact that there was a brand-new, plain simple wooden birching stool standing in the corner. Why had he only really looked at it today? Today – this afternoon was to be Diana being sucked by Suzy… Don’t get sidetracked…
	“Diana, bring that stool out get over it. Suzy, strap her down and birch her…”
	“Wot, I gotta do it?”
	“Unless you want me to do the both of you…”
	“Ain’t never done nuffin like this.” Suzy, arranging Diana’s arms, pulling the strap tight. So he’d take the birch from its bucket, shake the water off, give it to her, listen to it hiss and crack gently, listen to it hiss and crack harder and harder as Suzy learnt and understood. Have to unchain her from Diana’s sex because she wanted to step back further, swing harder. Listen to the mewing and then he’d have to shaft her and Diana would have to be ‘doctored’. Half the morning gone already…
 
Entirely new special-customers came in unprecedented numbers – well, seven in the first months – recommended by some of the existing ones. Not necessarily to buy at first, but that didn’t matter too much – a few hundreds in fees for them to be greeted and brought coffee and shown what was available from ‘Captive’s’ special services by attractive ‘shop assistants’ clad or otherwise to the customer’s choice made it well worthwhile to Richard. 
 
That spring, on Mondays and Tuesdays particularly, he presided over the ‘ticking off’ of Diana’s – and Suzy’s – definitive file of Net-image downloads – which was why one or other wasn’t always available for the shop for a day or for sometimes a week. Miss Griffiths only had to be called after Suzy was taken off the Rack in the Dungeon - and after Diana’s “Historic” business…
 
A ‘special’ wanted some period clothes – nineteenth century stuff. He searched the Net with Richard for authentic detail; Richard sat that evening making a design for Idris. The girls watched, interested and, as he discovered later, Diana then went away and did some searching of her own, printing the resultant images and showing them wordlessly to him…
So he had Idris make the clothes for the customer to the measurements of the customer’s male ‘friend’ and make another set for the wardrobes in the playroom: cambric shift, knee-length cambric ‘bloomers’, cotton under-dress, ‘stays’, short woollen stockings buttoning to the bottoms of the tie-waist bloomers, petticoat, voluminous over-dress of grey taffeta. Victoria & Albert museum’s costume-collection provided details for calf length lace-up boots in grey canvas and black leather with pointed toes and Louis-heels. Richard, for his part, even went to a theatrical costumier’s for the stuffy and uncomfortable dress-wear of a gentleman-school-owner of the 1850’s. He was able to the whole thing properly; Suzy in hired ‘school-mar’m’ costume of the period to conduct ‘Miss Diana’ to a high-legged stool in the middle of the living room and to help her to lie over it so that her head and arms hung on one side and her legs on the other; arms straight down and strapped to the stool’s legs, her legs straight down and strapped in the same way at thigh and calf. 
	“Raise her clothing, Miss Susan, if you please.” Diana’s layers of clothing were neatly raised and deposited on her back. “Please draw down the nether garments, Miss Susan…” 
Diana – ‘Miss Diana’ rather, the 1850’s ‘charity girl’ strapped over a high stool with her ‘nether garments’ down and her bottom exposed…
	“Thank you, Miss Susan, you may leave…” She curtseyed quite well before she left.
	“Now, miss…”
He stood back and thrashed Diana with three feet of leather strap. She couldn’t move but she screamed… Thwappp! A vastly noisy sound in the room, followed at once by a genuine scream. Thwappp! Shriek. Thwappp! Thwappp! Shriek. Thwappp! Scream, cry, sob. Thwappp! Scream, cry, sob. Thwappp! Scream, howl, weep, plead… Thwappp! Thwappp! Thwappp! Thwappp! Thwappp! Thwappp! Richard breathing hard, beginning to perspire in the heavy clothes; Diana howling, pleading, struggling, the howls becoming more piercing as her bared bottom became an angrier and angrier red, then blotched with purple; broad, rising wheals crossing and merging. Thwappp! Thwappp! Thwappp! Thwappp! Thwappp! Steady hysterical screaming now and infinitesimal beads of blood dotted along the sharp edges of the wheals. Thwappp! Thwappp! Thwappp… Richard walked to the door and called.
	“You may release her now. Remove her, if you please…” He’d video’d the whole thing for his own collection.
Miss Griffith’s attendance to Diana cost him thirteen-hundred pounds and kept her from any activities at all for almost two weeks; the ‘period costume’ performance birch had made a considerable mess of Di’s backside.
	“Be honest, Diana, there was nothing – zero – zilch – sexual about that,” he said, when at last she was up and standing straight again…
	“I had three orgasms, you had at least two. I don’t know about Suzy…”
	“Takin’ yer drawers dahn was best…”
	“I’ll tick it off as ‘done’ then, OK?” asked Diana.
	“Which one is it?”
	“Victorian Reformatory page four,” responded Suzy, adding “I thought, seeing she’s still a bit fragile, I could do the JRB thing this weekend…”
	“’JRB’?” Richard could never get used to the way they - especially Diana - so casually referred to the different prints and sets of prints kept in Di’s ‘To Do’ or ‘Done’ folders: ‘SPs’ were sex-positions’; eleven illustrations of positions for ‘straight’ male-to-female copulation, seven for female-to-female: Diana had never shown much more than observational interest in male-to-male. ‘CPTs’ were CP ‘tools’; the use of canes, straps, tawses, whips, paddles and the like. The fat collection labelled ‘FETS’ related to what they loosely called ‘fetish stuff’ – anything from mildly erotic leather, rubber or plastic clothing to the ‘Victorian Reformatory’ or adult schoolgirls to a single image of an almost androgynous figure trapped from head to foot in a helmeted, eyeless skin-fitting suit of polished mahogany leather, with long and curving tubes of matt black corrugated rubber of various diameters exiting mouth nostrils, crotch, anus, joining mouth and crotch and anus and also looping away out of shot; almost-androgynous because the leather had great black hemispherical rubber cups where breasts might be, from which curved smooth vacuum-tubes. That image – Diana’s ‘FETS 019’ was ticked-off: ‘doing’ it had been the only occasion when she’d shown any sign of sexual-arousal at the prospect and had been unusually quiet as preparations were made…Just one question;
 
“What’s all that?” ‘That’ being coiled, smooth vacuum tubing, a white metal box the size of a shoe-box and a big clear-plastic jar. She was already in the leather suit, on a table brought into the bathroom on purpose…
	“Tit pump. Connects to these big black tits and sucks yours to fill them. Sucks on them about once every half-minute - makes ‘em huge. The jar’s in case you’re lactating…”
	“Oh”. A pensive silence, then “I’m not…”
	“Get to that one day… Lie still, this has to go in your mouth…” ‘This’ was an inch-diameter corrugated tube with a gag-connection and some sort of two-way valve. “Breathe through here, switch the valve and you breathe through the long bit; drink through the long bit too… The long-tube connected to another exiting her cunt and to another exiting her arse. “Going to close the eyes now…”
Eventually she was like the illustration, an anonymous alien figure of gleaming brown leather with tubes connecting various body-openings and tubes looping away; two looping from the table to the toilet-bowl where they were secured to the rim with parcel-tape. 
“Suz’, switch the pump-thing on…” He left Suzy watching her totally captive and shut away other-half, an other-half breathing steadily if noisily through the complicated gag. 
An hour later he sent Suzy to get his lunch; Diana was inhaling with difficulty, her head rolling on the table, arms and legs struggling slightly and exhaling heavy aromas which originated from her sex and anus: the white metal box connected to electricity and making spaced-out click-hiss sounds as it sucked her breasts to fill the big black cups. Richard thought he’d worked out the permutations of the half-dozen or so valves each producing reactions in her leather body from relaxation to frantic bucking – until he decided to stop experimenting because she suddenly choked and blew her own urine from the gag. He’d hurriedly removed the pipework from her mouth – it stank – but she’d whispered, “Don’t” and had almost relaxed when he put it back. She was completely sexually-turned-on; the first and only time he’d seen her so in a ‘check this off’ test. Turned-on, totally enclosed – with her breasts being pumped and her tube-filled mouth drinking. 
 
	“I fought I could do the JRB…”
“What’s ‘JRB’?
	“Japanese Rope Bondage. Very pretty. Need lots of thick white rope, though…”
 
‘JRB’ proved to be very difficult, Suzy claiming the reason to be that it was more ‘sort of artistic like’ than sexual;
	“I mean its sexy doin’ her, but then whaddya do? Do it again different, that’s all, innit?”
	“OK, so let’s do it differently, Suzy. Let’s do you instead…”
Between them they’d achieved a naked Suzy standing in the living-room with elaborately precise bands of thick white cable-laid rope passing tightly round her above and below her breasts, dividing at eventually-perfected knots to encircle her breasts and to force them out almost on stalks – purpling breasts – and the rope then continuing down her naked body in more precise banding until it once again divided, a great monkey-knot forcing her vulva apart and another pressing at her sphincter. Richard had stood back, congratulating himself on achieving the precision demanded by the downloaded picture and thinking it was, as Suzy said ‘artistic like’; Diana said :
	“It’s nice. Ought to do her mouth, though,” and “Richard, make a nice knot for her mouth… Open up, Suz’ then we’ll take some pictures.” They couldn’t do anything with Diana in her JRB except photograph her and make sure she saw that she was being photographed but the exercise of doing it had given Richard a comfortable half-erection which, once the camera-work was done, he had Di work him up with her small hands and then kneel to suck his resultant hard - while the decorative but immobile Suzy watched.
 
And then, after an ordinary ‘hoi-polloi’ Saturday in the shop, he’d found out rather more about Suzy…
She’d gone off as usual for the regular Saturday-night ‘hit’ at the supermarket when Diana, still in her shop dress, had come into the little office while he was cashing-up.	“Can you look at this?” and handing him a scrap of paper with an Internet address scribbled on it, a dot-x address.
	“Why? What is it?”
	“Something of Suzy’s, it’s her writing. It’s an Internet address; found it on the floor by our PC and looked it up. Found a new thing – have a look…”
He booted up his big PC and looked, while she hung over his shoulder smelling of Diana and sex…
The web-site came up. “So? Bit odd, dunno why it’s x-rated – it’s hardly sexy…”
	“Suzy might think so.”
	“Sneakers and basketball-boots and what?” He scanned the different pages; “‘School Plimsolls’? School plimsolls are sexy?”
	“Used like that, if you like that sort of thing…”
	“Print the pics then. If you think there’s anything sexual about it you’d better add them to your collection, then you can find out.”
	“Or Suzy can…She wears basketball-boots. Never seen her in anything else of her own… Perhaps they’re sexual for her?”
“Oh come on. You’re suggesting Suz’ has a fetish for shoes? Suzy has a secret fetish? Balls…”
		“Why did she write the url down then? She’s accessed it – the address is on the PC.”
	“Being a good girl and looking for new things. Chanced on this, not sexually related so went on looking…”	
“She didn’t chance on it; her keyword-search was for ‘sex-bondage-footwear’ and then ‘canvas’ and/or ‘rubber’.“
“So ask her.”
“She’s out shopping, remember? In those new blue basketball boots she ‘just happened to buy’ last Saturday…”
 
When Suzy phoned from the supermarket – he only insisted calls every half-hour now – and said she was almost done;
“Suz’ when you’ve done the food and things, we need some shoes…”	
“Shoes? Wot, now? Wot shoes?”
“Gymshoes, the canvas sort and those boots you wear – ‘basketball boots’. Get –er – two, no three pairs of gymshoes, plimsolls – the lace-up kind… One pair of the boots. You writing this down…?”
“Tryin’ ter… Wot abaht size an’ color an fings? What we want ‘em for?”
“Any colour you like. Size? Threes, Suzy. Your size”.
Silence. “Suzy?” A longish pause, then:
“I got free pairs of basketballs already. An’ a pair of daps – plimsolls. An’ them brahn ones from the ‘schoolgirl’ stuff… Wot I need more fer?”
“Suz’, you been looking at something called ‘Laces and Canvas and Rubber’?”
Long pause; “Wot sumfin?”
“A website.”
Longer pause. “Suzy?”
“Yus.”
“Well then. Get them...”
 
When she came back with the shopping she said nothing about shoes…
“Got the shoes?”
	“Yus.”
	“Good.” He wasn’t about to ask to see them.
 
After the three of them had eaten, somewhere around eleven, Richard in shirt and trousers and Diana in her shop-dress put Suzy to bed in his big bed. A Suzy on her back naked - to begin with; a Suzy red-faced and breathing unevenly but grinning because it was in his bedroom so whatever it was going to be, it’d be new and fun… But the grin faded when Richard produced the big plastic bag of new shoes.
	“Wot’s them for?”
	“Why blue, Suzy?”
	“Like blue. You said what colour I liked…” 
 
She went very quiet when he began by lacing cheap blue and white canvas and rubber gymshoes on her bare feet. Said nothing when he laced cheap blue and white canvas and rubber gymshoes laced onto her hands. 
	“Is this sexy, Suzy?”
Her eyes were closed. “Y – yus.”
	“Should have told me. This is blue, too. Hold still. Diana…”
Diana loosened the long laces of one new blue and white canvas basketball boot, spread it wide and settled it over Suzy’s upturned face, pulling the loops of white laces behind her head; “Like this, Suz?”
	“Yus,” from within rubber-perfumed darkness. Diana laced it over Suzy’s head enclosing her face within it. Naked Suzy with bright blue and white rubber-and-canvas shoes on her feet and hands and over her face. 
	“Spread your legs, Suzy,” said Richard, wondering that she’d had this secret ‘like’ and he’d not known. A like, not a sexual fetish; he didn’t use ‘sexual fetish’ any more.
	“Wot?” from under an upturned, ribbed rubber sole and within tightly-laced blue canvas.
	“Spread your legs.” Perhaps she hadn’t thought or fantasised this far…? He took one of the remaining pair of blue gymshoes from its plastic bag and rolled it lengthwise in on itself with strong hands, then held it out to Diana to do the KY jelly.
	“Uh. Yer don’ ‘ave ter… Uhhh…”
The white rubber toe of it wormed between her soft labia. Go easy, just work it in gently. “Uhh.” By the time just half of the blue-and-white gymshoe was half into her she was moaning and bucking, mewing when the ribbed rubber sole dragged. The heel-end projected from her and just one pair of white lace-holes showed. Her bottom and her hips were off the bed… Richard and Diana watched her jerking, mewing orgasm, then he said, fascinated, “Strap her in an X. Leave her…”
 
In the living-room he asked Diana if he was to tick-off the new Sneaker-fetish images as ‘done’ – “Or do you have to have the same thing done to you? For your ‘Perfect’ self?”
	“No. If she does anything – from the images I mean – that’s enough. Like she’s me. I mean if she’s done it, you know I can…That I want to… But she’s as turned-on as hell…”
	“If I whip Suzy, you want to be whipped?”
	“Yes. You promised to whip me anyway, when I’m Perfect…”
	“Hm. But that’s for when I decide you are Perfect. Meantime… Meantime, go back to the bedroom; don’t touch her. Strip and wait while I fetch a strap – I’m going to whack you – not hard but ritually - by the bed with Suzy in her sneaker-heaven, listening but not seeing… Think you’ll both like that?” 
Diana went out without answering.
He whacked her standing upright with her hands on her head, standing at the foot of the bed on which Suzy lay blindfolded by the canvas and rubber over her face, strapped wide with the gymshoes on her feet and hands and the slowly jerking heel-end of another protruding wetly from her distended sex. He whacked Diana from her shoulders to the backs of her thighs slowly, ritually and not hard, one hand on the iron-hard tool projecting from his gaping trousers…
Thack! One-thousand-two-thousand-three-thousand-four-thousand – Thack! One-thousand-two-thousand-three-thousand-four-thousand – Thack! One-thousand-two-thousand-three-thousand-four-thousand – Thack! One-thousand-two-thousand-three-thousand-four-thousand – Thack! Mew. Sway. One-thousand-two-thousand-three-thousand-four-thousand – Thack! “Richaaard! One-thousand-two-thousand-three-thousand-four-thousand – Thack! And watched the shoe projecting from Suzy begin to jerk and move again. One-thousand-two-thousand-three-thousand-four-thousand – Thack! Diana bent when he said “Bend”…Thwackkk! across her backside; and again One-thousand-two-thousand-three-thousand-four-thousand – Thwackkk!. Suzy moaning now inside the shoe laced over her face, moaning, struggling in her straps. The gymshoe buried in her mound was working in and out as the muscles gripped it… Now it was sexual…
	“Get up!” he growled at Diana. “Wank her - with that,” and he pointed at the projecting end of wet blue canvas and sliding white rubber; “bend over her and wank her.” As her hand closed on the thing and began to pump it he went behind her, took her by the waist, pressing against her red-striped and wealed backside. “Do it,” he growled as she bent further, still working her hand at Suzy’s crotch, mewing with Suzy’s mews as he shafted her. In a moment Suzy made an ‘uhhhh’ from within her ugly mask, Diana moaned and he shot into her, hearing the soft, repeating sound from Suzy’s stretched slit become a thickly-wet suck and suck from the gymshoe working in it. 
Suzy has a fetish. Suzy – has – a fetish. So? So keep Suzy, in the flat, in cheap blue and white plimsolls, deny her anything but the canvas boots to wear with her dungarees. Make it a rule that either he or Diana put Suzy’s shoes on her, never Suz’ herself. She’d not like that; nobody likes someone else to force them to indulge openly in a secret sexual fetish. Or would she actually like it? But he really ought to encourage them to share the only real fetish he’d ever directly come across. Oughtn’t he? 
 
He had to search for some things first but Diana lay there next to the unbound but still sneakered Suzy quietly enough while he slipped the adult-schoolgirl brown plimsolls onto her feet, laced her own stained and scuffed white gymshoes on her hands and laced one of Suzy’s old, worn and distinctly aromatic basketball boots over her face. Suzy mewed a little when he eased the slimed and warm plimsoll from her and worked it into Diana; mewed and moaned again when he replaced it with the remaining new one. He rolled them face to face to each other, watched for a minute or two while they groped with slipper-shod hands to find each other’s bodies, saw that they groped and then embraced successfully and then left them to it. He searched the internet for an hour or so; he wanted some professional, sympathetic photography to illustrate an expanded version of the ‘Captive’ website: a photographer working in ‘sex’ and one he might be able to trust - to photograph the girls in some of their finery. He slept between them, both with their ‘masks’ off and their hands uncovered but still shod and still with canvas and rubber jutting; their hands and mouths uncovered so that they could jointly be His… 
 
There was a small but, for Richard, interesting sequel to the ‘sneaker fetish’ thing: upstairs, after the woman had gone, he had them both strip as was usual in the flat; stripped with the six-feet of chain between their closed and padlocked mounds. 
	 “Go and put a pair of those blue-and-white gymshoes on Suzy; she’s to wear them all the time in the flat,” he told Diana and in response to her puzzled look “Just do it.” He was watching the rings and lock at Suzy’s crotch and saw the little gold padlock twitch as her closed slit responded. What if he just fucked her straight, with her just in her blue shoes or her ‘basketballs’? Would her orgasm be something completely different for her – and therefore for him? Was that what a ‘fetish’ was all about? 
‘I've got Di,’ he thought, ‘a completely sexual animal but a fantasy – and I’ve got Suzy; and Suzy is really just a deliciously sexually-motivated possession with a fetish that, excitingly, still embarrasses her. I’ve got everything. Each of them is Perfect.’
 
 
Late that afternoon he made a secure phone call to a special-customer he knew very well - ‘Mr Dick’ or Sir Ivor Manningham-Froude FRCS - to make a very private request… They spoke in Welsh.
	“Richard, you understand I can’t have anything to do with this?”
	“Yes.”
	“And that if ever anyone has wanted to do anything like this before, I don’t know about it?”
	“Yes.”
	“And that you certainly never spoke to me – and nobody will be able to prove you did?
	“I’ve arranged that… I want the best, Ivor…”
	“When?”
	“Say one o’clock tomorrow morning. Can you arrange it at such short notice?”
	“Someone will come back to you in an hour or so. Be careful, Richard…”
The ‘someone’ called forty minutes later, saying just
	“You need something done. Early tomorrow?
	“I do.”
	“It will take about six weeks.”
	“As long as that?”
	“If you want it done properly.” Yes, he wanted it done properly, the best. The someone named a startlingly-large figure, ‘cash up front’ and Richard said “Bloody hell…”
	“Yes or No?”
	“OK. Yes.”
	“Zero-one-hundred tomorrow,” said the someone, sounding suddenly very professional. “Nobody wants to see anybody so you go sit in your car before that, come back in half an hour… You always park it in the underground of Rochester House, right? You get a message in about six weeks, a delivery advice... Which room?”
”Which what? Oh, downstairs…”
“Called the Dungeon, right?”
“Yes.”
Professional and scary; scary because they’d been into the shop, seen where he parked the car and because what Richard was doing was seriously criminal.
	“Agreed,” he said, his hand shaking a little because of the two criminal things he had to do. At somewhere around nine that night he interrupted the girls watching the close of ‘Gone with the Wind’, lounging naked and chained together, each with toes to the other’s padlocked sex lips.
 
“When that film’s finished, go and wash. My bathroom; toilet, everything. Then make my bed with the red silk. Get into it; no chain, no padlocks, nothing…” They didn’t need a meal this evening.
 
At ten he interrupted them again, busy together mouth-to-mouth under the scarlet silk bed-cover; they moved apart but he walked past them into the still-damp bathroom for an elaborate, preparatory shower. At ten-twenty nine he went and got into the bed between them and pulled them both to him so hard that they both looked up at his face.
	“I love you both,” he said. “I think you’re Perfect”. He could let go of everything now…
 
Their legs across his legs, Diana’s firm breasts and hard gold rings pressed to his back and her arms about him, her fingers round his shaft while he kissed and ate Suzy’s soft ripe strawberry mouth. Suzy’s breasts and rings at his chest, her hands in his hair. 
Suzy, spreading Diana’s legs wide for him and then, all legs and arms and mouth, clambering about him as he gently, slowly entered the proffered gold-beringed lips there. Suzy’s mouth eating his ear her hands everywhere as he and Diana climbed to climax.
Impaling Suzy. Watching while the two of them, head to tail, ate at each other’s ringed lips, Diana’s hand and Suzy’s hand overlaid, holding his shaft so that he didn’t go away. Diana kneeling on the bed and feeding his shaft into Suzy. Suzy kneeling on the bed and feeding his shaft into Diana’s mouth. Himself, feeding Diana’s breast to Suzy. Everything; he, Diana, Suzy let go of everything and made love. Sometimes long, slow, warm; sometimes violent, frenzied. Each tasted of the other, each smelt perfectly of the other – of mouths and skin and breasts and of his shaft, of body-fluids, sex-scented perspiration, semen, vagina, hair, thighs so that in the tumbling Richard felt that Diana had a phallus in him, Suzy fed his mouth with her jutting penis: Suzy sucked at his breasts – somehow full and firm as if they were Diana’s. Diana and Suzy fucked, each feeling that they fucked with his erection. Together, one animal. Perhaps around midnight when they lay again beside him, Suzy tracing his chest and stomach with her fingers and Diana’s head beside his, mouthing his hair, Diana’s voice said quietly
	“You’re going to whip us, aren’t you? Because we’re perfect…”
	“Yes.”
 
He whipped them both in their Playroom, hung spreadeagled and naked side-by-side on the wall; Diana serious-faced and trembling, Suzy trembling and weeping when he chained them. Went and came back with the one serious whip coiled in his hand – the one whip that no customer would ever think of really buying; six-feet of thick black plaited leather. Both of them saw it; Diana closed her eyes, Suzy’s weeping became loud and terrified…. He whipped them one stroke at a time alternately and his shaft rose again to sway before him almost upright from the dense black forest at his groin. 
The first stoke was awkward, difficult: the interrelated dynamics required to achieve precise but violent contact of a long and tapered whiplash with a limited targeted area of moving human back aren’t mastered by merely imagining the action; he missed and delivered a weak cut to Diana’s right arm and to the X-Frame. A long whip requires a high energy input if the output on contact is to be both controllable and painful… Richard discarded the mind-fantasy that was directing him and chose the empirical; whip her hard and fast and learn while he did it…
 
Whuuhuh as the lash cut the air. Flackkk! as it struck a bare, writhing white back. Diana’s – and Diana screamed. Suzy screamed. Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Suzy screamed, Diana screamed. Stop; chalk the rubber floor – a cross for where to stand to whip Suzy, a cross four paces away for Diana. Whuuhuh-Flackkk! - walk back to Suzy’s chalk mark… Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Scream, jerk, rattle of chains, thin scarlet line below the first, just below her shoulder blades. Screaming. Four steps; Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Diana screamed and shrieked and rattled and fought the wall, a scarlet line wrapping her back under her upraised arms – and a tracery of scarlet spots on the white wall beneath her. She was still shrieking hysterically. ‘Careful,’ thought Richard, breathing hard and already filmed with sweat; ‘that curled round and – and split the flesh under a gold ring…’ Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Suzy. Missed, be more careful with the height of the whip’s curve through the air – that one cut a scarlet line across her backside. Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Diana. Scream and scream and scream both screaming together but out of phase. Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Suzy. Perfect; three inches below her striped shoulder-blades. Got it now… Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Whuuhuh-Flackkk! The screaming was higher, more piercing, more violent each time the lash cut, falling to a harsh hysterical moaning as both of them arched and strained and shook in their chains, as the scarlet lines became beaded with red and then began to weep wet red fingers down to pale waists to converge and run between writhing backsides. Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Whuuhuh-Flackkk! His left arm out providing balance and leverage; master the flexure of the lash and it’s simple physics, the rigid, heavy swaying of his dull red and elongated phallus counterpointing the sweep of his right arm. Got it now. Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Suzy. Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Diana. Whuuhuh-Flackkk!  Scream, shriek – and the whip began to spatter the floor with red as it clove the air. There was nothing sexual about it; he was flogging Diana and Suzy because they were Perfect. Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Diana. Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Whuuhuh-Flackkk! When he drew the lash back high in the air and wrenched it forward again it made a sharp Crackk behind him, smacking a tiny mist of red droplets against the wall there. There was nothing sexual about it but the tip of his swaying, outthrust tool was now describing arcs of spattered semen on the rubber floor. Each once pale back was crossed now by wet red lines, spattered with red, leaking red. Painted red. Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Symmetrical patterns of red. Symmetry – they were a Pair, so symmetry was important. One thin raised weal across Suzy’s proffered rump wasn’t symmetry… Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Now she had four… Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Whuuhuh-Flackkk! Whuuhuh-Flackkk! And Diana had four…He lowered the whip and stood there in the sounds – which descended from high screams to choking moaning – stood there ejaculating. At first not hearing his mobile, left at the foot of the stairs, chirping and then tumbling off the step, its Reminder function doing what he’d set it to do: remind him when he had twenty minutes left…
 
At the last moment he was frightened to leave, shivering, taping the great fat plastic-wrapped package of old fifties to the floor by the shop-door, fumbling with the door lock. Zero-fifty-one. Run up the lane. Zero-fifty-eight. Get into the car. What if they didn’t come, what if they were late What if they tried to phone him and there was a network problem? 
They txt-messaged him at zero-one-zero-four – or so the mobile said afterwards when he was trashing it. 
	‘Gds recvd 0 prob.?Decorative pattns?’
Goods received, no problems – but? decorative pattns?’ – what did that mean? Oh. Were the goods to have decorative patterns? Did he want the goods decoratively scarred? He sent ‘yes but minimise’…
 
Then nothing. Nothing for forty-three days. Forty-three days during which he went about under a colossal burden of guilt – for everything. During which he managed the shop very badly, in a daze of guilt and remorse and continual fright that there’d be heavy knocking at the door and a grim posse outside, come to take him away. The flat came to resemble the worst image of a neglected bachelor-pad; he lived on food from the freezer and the microwave: he was running out of clean clothes. On the forty-third day he got a text message from an encrypted number;
	‘Deliv 23rd, 0200hrs. Gds perf’ Nine hours…
 
At one in the morning he went and sat in the chair by the shop’s cash-desk. He had no idea what he would say to Diana and Suzy; ‘Sorry - I’ll make it up to you’ would be trite and utterly inadequate…
	At two in the morning he let them into the shop as four shadowy figures departed back up the lane. Diana and Suzy, in white hospital pyjamas and white slippers… He couldn’t handle this…
“Wotcha,” said Suzy, very quietly, “plice stinks a bit.” 
Diana said “Hello, Richard.” Diana had hold of his hand; Suzy hung back. Grinning a slow grin…
 
Upstairs – and they walked upstairs before him, Richard watching them, watching for pain and awkward movements, dreading such reminders – upstairs Diana said
	“We’re going to wash and junk these…” The white pyjamas. “The place is a mess…”
Richard stood by the sideboard in the living room and drank five whiskies before they came back. He knew they were going to tell him that what he’d done would be with him forever, especially when he was alone and they’d gone… That he was going to spend his life trying to make-up to them for everything he’d done…
They came back and just inside the door did a small repeat of the pose-thing they’d done when he’d been about to take them to the Kyrenia that time. That time he wished now had never happened… 
They were naked; they did the pose-thing and, together, turned round, the bright gold chain connecting them getting tangled as they turned, rings and padlocks glinting.
	“Da-DAH,” chanted Suzy.
Two pale and beautiful backs, each with half-inch wide and parallel white-on-white scars evenly spaced from below white shoulder blades. Six scars on each white back. Two pale and beautiful round, cannon-ball backsides, each round fruit bearing four identical, evenly spaced scars. 
	“But not quite perfect,” said Diana, half turning again and lifting one gold-ringed breast, pointing at the single white-on-white line that wrapped round her body there and that tapered to nothing under her breast.
	“I fink iss nice,” said Suzy. “I fink we’re perfick. I fink we’re bootiful… Them scars says ‘oo we are, dunnay? Cool,” she said.
They were naked save that Suz’ had gym-shoes on her feet, new ones, black ones. 
“You going to fuck us?” they asked together…
	“And we want a weekend in the country as Pony Girls,” added Diana…
	“An’ I want some tattoos so she’ll ‘ave to ave ‘em too…”
	“And a good hiding…”
	“Ev’ry Satd’y reglar…”
	“Kiss us, Richard.”
	“Me fust…”
	“I’m starving…”
	“Me too, starvin’…”
	“Well, go and cook something,” said Richard “Come here first, though.” It was wonderful to hear the thin chinking of their chain again. Enfolded in two warm, eager naked bodies, he kissed two strawberry-soft mouths, four arms wrapping him and his hands - not enough hands – seeking four warm, firm, gold-ringed breasts.
 
	“Perfect,” said Diana.
	“Perfick…” said Suzy.
 
End
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