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Love honour and obey

ONE - JOHN MABERLY

On August the sixteenth John Maberly wrote in his diary – what he called his ‘log’ and which he kept in his laptop – ‘Father’s solicitors wrote, confirmed the house is now mine (deeds enclosed). Rest of estate settled, £73,612.53 paid into the bank. Less than expected but fees deducted more than expected’.

On the seventeenth he took two days off from work, went and had a look at the old house, decided what had to be done to it to bring it up to date – mostly redecoration and re-wiring - and called-in a local firm to estimate for the work, including stripping the place of everything he didn’t want; furniture, everything. For years he’d had a very clear idea of what he would do to the house when he eventually inherited it; he’d even built up a file called ‘House - What to Do with’. There were no memories he wished to preserve. He had it spot-valued – ‘ask one-ninety’ said the surveyor - meaning one-hundred-and-ninety-thousand: a hundred and ninety plus father’s seventy-three thousand, plus his own savings of eight-thousand-ish meant that, on paper at least, he was worth rather more than a quarter of a million. Not that he had any intention of selling the house, the market being where it was. Father had always said ‘always stick with one good property, John’: his father had bought 21 Landsdowne Avenue in the 1930s for four-hundred and fifty pounds, freehold, had made bugger-all improvements but now, in 2002 it was worth more than four hundred times that as it stood. Really modernise it, keep the Edwardian period-features and it’d be worth very much more:
‘Three-bed, two recep, 2 bath, Edwardian detached, tastefully modernised retaining orig. features. Lge. detached garage, Lge. garden not overlooked, main-line commuter trains to London (40 mins) ½ mile’ - in his mind John pictured three-hundred thousand pounds at least… But no; Frances had seen the house when he’d taken her to meet Father a year back and had been duly impressed when John had told her it would be his one day. He’d already asked her to marry him; she’d said ‘no, John’ then, because she wanted ‘security’; his salary and his rented flat didn’t constitute security in her eyes but after seeing 21 Lansdowne Avenue the ‘no’ had become conditional:
‘Ask me again when your father’s house is yours, John…’
Now it was – and Frances’ salary plus his would be rather more than just adequate: so on the second day of his leave he took her out to dinner, taking the house-deeds with him and asked her again. She said ‘yes, John,’ this time, although, being Frances she didn’t agree to regard their salaries as a joint-entity.
“Share the expenses of course, but marriage isn’t what’s-your’s-is-yours and what’s-mine’s-yours too, John…” is one of the things she said.
But she’d said ‘yes’ after all these years; the fact that she was already dictating things didn’t dampen his excitement until he got back to the flat and poured himself a celebratory drink. Recorded her acceptance in his log and poured another drink… Or two.
After the third celebratory drink, imagining life married to the very delicious Frances, he realised that eighty-percent of the contents of the laptop would have to go and soon. Frances was as sexy has hell when in the mood, but very ‘straight’ sex only: he’d once, when they were in bed together, suggested she needed ‘spanking’ and she’d blown her top, saying she ‘had hoped that he, of all people, wasn’t proving to be just another repulsive male’, had flounced out and hadn’t spoken to him for four weeks.
So now that she’d agreed to marry him, all his sexual-fantasy files would have to go, wouldn’t they… After the fourth or fifth celebratory drink he sat down with the good intention of skimming through all the images and texts, glancing at the videos and then bravely trashing the lot, as well as terminating the three e-mail names and addresses he used only for his ‘other’ correspondence and his membership-access to some half-dozen web-sites. Four hours later, past midnight, he decided he was too tired – or pissed – to delete or terminate anything just then… Trashing everything could wait ‘til tomorrow… Check the mail though…
Just one e-mail: his membership of the ‘Domestic Discipline’ site had been approved. ‘Congratulations’ it said. ‘Go to domesticdiscipline.com and enjoy’ it said. ‘Enter your member name’ it said and ‘don’t fail to check-out the new link to ‘pt’…’
So he did, making a mess of it no less than three times because his fingers weren’t exactly functioning with precision.
“In,” he muttered at last – and clicked the new ‘pt’ link. Twenty-one pages of text and superb BDSM images. ‘Welcome to Partner Training. Choose from the options’.
‘Partner Training’? What the hell was that? ‘Are you male or female?” Idly, he clicked on ‘male’. ‘Age?’ Thirty-five. ‘Married/Steady Partner?’ No. ‘About to marry/form a steady partnership?’ Yes. This is interesting he thought…
The screen asked him about his prospective partner. ‘Male of Female?’ Female. ‘Age?’ Twenty nine… Then it began to ask him about his views on the female sex – having cleverly reacted to his ‘prospective partner’ being female. There were multiple choices and he lied at first - then, being pissed, changed his mind and was unusually truthful, the result being that he described himself as having ‘very strong’ views – about ‘man as master’, about females being ‘obedient’. It was all fantasy of course but fun…
‘What level of obedience?’ ‘Respectful?’ or ‘Better than that?’ or ‘Absolute Obedience?’ His prick lifted a little under his pants as he checked ‘Absolute Obedience’. Doing so switched him to another screen… Where he agreed with the system that female partners required ‘discipline’, which they needed to be ‘trained’. Trained in what? Obedience? Submission? Sex? Now he had a considerable erection going: he checked them all and got shifted to yet another screen with just one question, laid over an image of the back view of a naked young woman spread-eagled somehow against a set of wooden bars, something like those on the wall of an old-fashioned gym, and being caned…
’BDSM training? Y or N?’ Y. The screen ran a two minute show of ‘BDSM Training’ – you name it, someone was doing it to the same young woman, some of it very hard indeed… Over the last image – of two screen-filling breasts connected by a pierced-through steel bar – the question ‘Like This? – Y or N’ appeared.
John Maberly, with his prick in his hand, opted for Y – ‘yes’… Absolute fantasy - Frances didn’t like her tits touched except briefly when he was allowed to shaft her.
So ‘Partner Training’ was complete fantasy - but fun. He was going to marry Frances; bare breasts would be for sex-in-bed-only and not for piercing and baring when he told her to, most certainly not for baring at home in front of visitors when he told her to; if he told her to ‘get her tits out’ she’d divorce him. He was going to marry Frances, not some sexually-innocent, shy, naive submissive eighteen-year-old who, with a megaton of luck he could train-up a little… Tell to ‘fetch the strap’ - ‘for disobedience’. That was fantasy. Really properly-obedient, sexually submissive wives were fantasy, it was all fantasy…
In response to his ‘yes’ the damn screen changed again, diverting to something called ‘Justine’ and offering him, in exchange for an up-front ‘subscription charge’ of one hundred pounds, a new, illustrated edition of ‘de Sade’s ‘Justine’ and an ‘illustrated prospectus of the training we offer’…
He thought it was a lot of money for what would probably turn out to be a scam…’
And then he thought ‘bugger it, last chance anyway… Cancel the lot and do it again, seriously, for the hell of it. Spend a hundred quid’ - but when he started to do precisely that, it just wouldn’t work if he had Frances in his mind…
‘Who shall we pretend to train then? Not Frances, obviously. Some toffee-nosed media starlet – there are enough to choose from. Who is my ‘prospective partner’ to be? Very young, definitely. Nineteen would be nice. I know, not a toffee-nosed media starlet but what’s her name – ‘Bella’, the shy little redheaded, the common little checkout girl at the supermarket. The badge on her grey-and-white striped overall says ‘Bella - In Training’. Exactly right – train Bella. Imagine I’m training Bella to be my wife… Imagine that I’m sending Bella to wherever it is, to be ‘trained’ as my Absolutely Obedient, absolutely Submissive wife. ‘BDSM training…’ Spend a hundred quid, get the book and the ‘prospectus’ and, I marry Frances, write a really good fantasy around ‘Bella’, the book and the ‘prospectus’. Keep it somewhere, on disc, text and pics and all… Something to hold onto for later… Fantasy, no harm in that – so long as Frances doesn’t find it, migod….’
So he paid his hundred quid and downloaded the illustrated ‘Justine’. The de Sade text was the same as he’d first read when he was, well, still at school, but now the line drawings had been shifted into the present – Justine was a pretty, titty blonde initially into denims and sneakers. Very nice. Not enormously unlike the supermarket girl…
Huh, now there’s a thought. He didn’t have an artist’s eye but if he had a photo or two or her – Bella-the-supermarket-girl - and because the Justine illustrations were simple line drawings, perhaps he could scan-and-computer-tweak the face to look even more like her … Quite a little fantasy-story exercise, ‘Bella’s Training’ – complete with BDSM drawings, the ‘prospectus’ and even an actual photo of her face to add verisimilitude… He could pretend it was really-real… He could take some covert pics of her face with his mobile, inside the supermarket…
So what’s in the so-called ‘prospectus’?
In the prospectus – it was expertly designed and printed and bore the simple title ‘Training’ – was, page one, a photo of a country-house-looking place in landscaped grounds which might have been anywhere, pages two to six no pictures but a detailed, day-to-day programme of a straightforward, plain-as-a-pikestaff training-course designed to achieve ‘Absolute Obedience and Absolute Submission in a Female Partner’. In a ‘rigorously disciplined environment’ and apparently mostly by her progressive and apparently forced introduction to the whole gamut of BDSM, though not of the most-severe or terminal kind of course. All very ‘psychological’ too… ‘The male partner is permitted to observe but not meet the trainee once each week throughout the course’.
Once a week? How long does this so-called ‘training’ take then, dammit? Come on, John Maberly, its fantasy… So what? So how long would it take to ‘train’ the Bella-person – in fantasy?
He found that out, and other things, on the last-but-one page; ‘six weeks, residential’. For six-thousand pounds. ‘Success guaranteed’. There was even a fine-print ‘contract’ of sorts, ‘to be found on-line for completion’.
Bollocks, what idiot’s going to fall for that? He didn’t bother to read it all, however, for on the facing, last page was a photo, a very fine photo, full page, of a bride: spring flowers in her long blonde hair, small, nervous smile, huge, classical white wedding-dress, thrown-back veil, everything decorated with sewn pearls - she looked about nineteen. Quite a lovely pic. Background out of focus but church-like. She had a broad, bright-steel slave-collar at her neck and close behind her stood the happy bridegroom in an immaculate morning-suit, smiling, holding a crook-handled cane… The caption was ‘The bridesmaids will now raise the bride’s wedding dress’.
Very clever, very professional, a real up-market scam; it gave him another erection imagining Bella’s fun-little-face there… Very clever… Nice try, people… Must have cost a small fortune to do all this… But perhaps it netted ten or so three gullible idiots a year. At six-thousand quid each, not too bad… Never mind – he could still try for a photo or two in the supermarket… He hadn’t once imagined Frances’ face in the pictures; of course not: this was a fantasy… It was, by then, almost three-thirty in the morning…
At eight, when he was feeling extremely lousy and on the way to work in the car, Frances phoned him. No ‘good morning, darling’ or anything like that; just
“When are we going to have the house properly modernised and re-decorated?”
“Hello, love. Oh, I’ve already started – got an estimate, have told a very good firm to get on with it… You’ll love it. Decoration a bit ‘minimalist’ but keeping the original….”
“I see.” Pause. “You didn’t think that I might like to decide any changes? It is going to be my house….”
He ignored the ‘my house’ bit… “Well, er…”
“I’d like you to stop this builder or whatever he is. Who is he? I’ll arrange a meeting with him – at the house…”
“Frances, love…”
“And in future, John, we make joint decisions about anything and everything please – or you leave them to me…”
What? Bloody hell. Bloody hell – if it the training-site wasn’t a scam I’d spend six grand and ship you off to ‘Training’ school this after-bloody-noon…
“See to it, John…”
“Frances…” But she’d hung up.
Two things followed that day; first, he was in no mood for work, just a strong and continuing feeling of anger and a desire to make Madam Frances grovel… Second, possibly partly to do something – or anything - unconnected with ‘her’, at about five-fifty that afternoon he wandered into the supermarket with the intention of at least getting a bright smile from ‘Bella’ at the checkout and even, maybe, if he felt like it, getting a clandestine pic or two of her, of her face and of the ‘in training’ badge…Not that he actually wanted a bright smile from anyone at all… He bought some beer and a plate-meal of the kind he usually liked very much but which this time merely looked singularly boring…
“Ullo,” she said, smiling… Pretty girl… Don’t want pretty girls, not just now thank you… “Hi,” he said, “just these…” Want a girl who thinks I’m the cat’s-whiskers, who wants to please me, who does as she’s told – who wants to do as she’s told. Who gets turned-on if I get ratty with her. Who wants her backside spanked. Whacked. Beaten… Who wants only to Submit to me…
“You OK, sir? You look a bit dahn…”
Why he said it, to someone who was not only virtually a stranger but undoubtedly in her damn teens, he had no idea, but he said…
“I just need to take it out on someone… No, sorry… I’ve no idea how I ‘look’. I’d just like to pay for these, please…”
“I’m sorry, sir…” and she skated his purchases over the scan-window. “Really, I didn’ mean… That’ll be seven pahnds twenny six, sir…”
You miserable bastard John Maberly, she’s blushing and looks as if she’s about to cry. Why take it out on her, for god’s sake…
“No, I apologise. Damn rude…” There was nobody else at the checkout so he said again that he was sorry – that ‘it was unforgivable…’
Then he said “Thought I was getting married. Wrong. Wrong woman – er – lady… So I’m not quite myself you see… All off. Has to be…”
“Wannid to be married, did yer?”
You cheeky imp… “Yes…” What’re you going to do then, cheeky imp? Fix Frances with a wave of your supermarkety hand?
“…an’ me,” said the imp, grinning. “You can marry me if yer like,” she said, in her south-of-the-river-London common…
Pert, humorous - good staff-training. Make the customers laugh when they catch you on the wrong foot… It works…
“Well, I’ll think about it – er – Bella – but… But – er - perhaps I can take you out to supper or something meantime…? She makes me laugh and she’s very pretty and very young – and perhaps I’d feel better if I could spank your bottom, young woman…
“Yus, please, tike me aht to supper or somefin’. Always fort you were a proper gennlem’n…”
“Ah. I’m not, though; just a would-be bossy, demanding thirty-odd year old grouch who won’t like it at all if you say no. What did you say?”
“I said ‘Yus please’. I get off at six. An’ I said you can marry me if you like… I fink I like ‘bossy and demandin’ - sounds nice…”
Someone with a trolley-full suddenly coughed pointedly, close behind him…
It was much nicer than thinking about Frances: at six-twelve he collected a now slightly nervous and embarrassed-seeming Bella from the staff-entrance and took her to a beams-and-fireplace-and-chicken-in-a-basket pub. He felt as if he was cradle-snatching, she looked so very young. Long time since merely having a small, pretty teenage female in the car had given him an erection… He realised it was nerves that made her react to him with a deference he both liked and wanted more of. ‘Promising girl’ he thought… She asked him no questions, made almost no small-talk, was just nicely-impressed when he told her what he did and, because there was nobody else to tell, told her about the house and, because he needed to say it to someone, told her briefly and plainly that he was about to abandon his choice of a wife – Frances – because her view of being his wife didn’t accord with his…
“I suppose my views are old-fashioned. Probably going to get a lecture from you now about male-chauvinist-pigs and equality - all that…”
For perhaps only the first time that evening, she asked him a direct question:
“What yer wanner to be, then? Quiet little ‘ousewife?”
Without thinking, he said, “Quiet, obedient – absolutely obedient to me. Disciplined. Lots of obedience, lots of discipline. I’ll do the disciplining… Submissive. Sexually – er – useful…” He heard himself say it and was immediately apologetic…
“Sorry. I didn’t mean that… I’m sorry. Not very good at expressing myself… I think we’d better talk about something else… W-would you like something else to eat – or another drink? Or may I drive you home? Whatever you like…”
For what was probably only the second time that evening she asked him another direct question:
“ ‘ave you told her – Frances? Wot you want?”
He grinned sourly; “Not much point,” he growled and then did it again, spoke without thinking. “Early on, when I first knew her and I thought she was being, well, cheeky, I threatened – merely threatened mark you – to spank her… She went orbital; bawled me out… Told me six different ways how and why I’d do no such thing, told me about myself – and stomped out for more than a month, ‘never wanting to see me again’. What would you do if I threatened to spank you? If we were – well – together or married or something…?”
She did the worst thing she could possibly have done – the worst things, plural, she could possibly have done: blushed, squirmed a little in her chair, said
“If you said it, yer mean…?”
“Yes…”
Blushing and shy and giving him – probably quite unintentionally – a blare of naked sexuality, she murmured
“S’pose I’d ‘ave ter take me pants down fer a spanking, woul’n I? Bet it’d be ‘ard…”
What? What?
“She did’n, did’ she, Frances I mean – like you said, she walked out… Nah she’s back, so Bella’s not goin’ to git spanked…”
I say I’m going to spank you and you… .and you just take your p-pants down for a s-spanking? Because I t-told you t-to…? Balls… Don’t respond to my fantasy-play Bella – that’s what you’re doing, isn’t it? I can’t handle it…
“Frances came back only because I worked very hard to get her back. Now I’m not sure why… Come on, I’ll pay the bill and drop you home – and thank you for making me feel human again…”
He dropped her off at her own insistence at the end of her road. As she got out of the car she thanked him in her nervous way, closed the door – then stuck her head back in…
“Like I said, you c’n marry me if you want to. I’m a good learner; you’d just ‘ave to teach me… Tan me arse if I mess up…” she said – and she was gone.
It was all just verbal-play of course. The fact that she’d recognised it was surprising - Frances wouldn’t have… A little checkout girl, the only female of any kind he’d ever known to respond like that– even in fun – to the ‘spanking’ word… Just play, but bloody marvellous…
After that he had reason to shop in the supermarket every evening for several days, so that he could say ‘hi’ again. On both sides the exchanges were limited to just that – ‘Ullo’ she said.
“Hi, Bella.”
On the Friday he argued with himself all day: on the Friday evening he went straight up to the checkout…
“You d-don’t know anything about me,” he said. “Y-you s-should be more careful about who you let take you out… Here…” and he gave her the piece of paper on which he’d written
www.domesticdiscipline.com… “Have a look at that. It’s a website,” and walked away, not even asking if she knew or could access the Net. She’s not a ‘member’ but the site’s front end will, if she stays looking, tell her about things; the things I want… About ‘domestic BDSM’… So that she knows what to watch out for in whatever man or men she encounters in future…’ Then we could extend the word-play a bit more… Ogod…
He knew perfectly well that it wouldn’t be play any more after that - she’d have herself transferred from the checkout – but perhaps she would look at www.domesticdiscipline.com. He could imagine her doing so, all innocently – and he enjoyed imagining it… He wanted the fantasy-Bella who was growing in his mind…
For three weeks he only shopped in the supermarket when he had to, usually at about midnight, and then he went to the number-one checkout. She worked at number twenty-six; between 10pm and 7am only numbers one to ten were manned.
But on the fifth or sixth occasion, at a quarter-to-one in the morning, she was at the back of ‘Canned Fruit’, shelf-filling…
“Ullo,” she said.
OK, cool it. She’s going to be very nasty to me. Cool it…
“Good lord, what on earth are you doing here in the middle of the night, young woman?”
“Lot o’ shelves ter chynge. Bit more pi..” ‘Pi’? Oh, ‘pay’…To me…?
What? Yes… No… I don’t know how to manage this… I’m getting a damn erection and I don’t want an erection, I want this conversation to be real please… “No, I came for bacon…” Yes, I want to do those things to you, I want to teach you, train
you… Teach you BDSM so that you need it, train you…
“No, I - I came for bacon and… And yes, I d-do…”
OK, she’s looked at the website. Here it comes. Serve you right, John Maberly… Manager and some heavies already waiting round the corner are they?
More cans into the trolley. “You still wan’ me ter marry you?” she asked. “You did, didn’ you?”
“Yes…” Why the fuck did I say ‘yes’. Yes, I want you to be married to me. Ogod, I want you to be married to me…
“But I’m not ‘trained’, am I?” She said ‘trined’. “Trined’s the right word, innit?”
“Look, I’m sorry…”
“I didn’ know abaht – abaht ‘trining’. On that website… It’s – it’s orrid…”
“Please, Bella, I’m really sorry… It was unforgivable of me…”
“Six fahsand pounds too…”
Oh shit. She’s accessed the bloody ‘pt’ link. ‘Partner Training’.
“Bella, please. Please don’t…. “
“I don’t know anyfin’ wot costs six fahsand pounds. You’d better ‘ave me trined then – long as yer marry me arterwards… I’m s-scared y’see. But as long… As l-long as yer marry m-me arterwards… I fink l loves y-yer, yer s-see… That’s stupid, innit…?”
Stop it. Stoppit, stoppit, stoppit. You’re sending me up and I deserve it… But stop it. How can you be sending me up like this? You’re only a kid, dammit. Far too subtle…
She put two cans back down: “Wh-when w-ill yer d-do it? I’ll ‘ave to give m-me notice in… ‘Ere I m-mean.”
He grabbed her hand, her small warm hand. “Stop now. Go tell someone you have to go – go home or something. There’s – there’s a place in Piccadilly, class all-night restaurant. We’re going there now. So I can explain – and say I’m sorry… Then I promise I won’t come here again, Bella…”
“Ave me trined,” she said – and there were small diamonds of tears in her wide eyes – “so I can be your wife…” She meant it. Bella, it’s all a fantasy, the so-called ‘training’ place is just a scam, a fraud, a sexual fantasy thing…
“Bella, it’s all a fantasy…”
“I’m not a fantasy. It’s not a fantasy, I know it isn’t… Trine me. ‘Ave me trined like – like that…”
“Bella…”
“Take me somewheres, now. I’ve never… I’ve never ‘ad… ‘Ad s-sex. M-make me ‘ave s-sex wiv y-you. Ra-rape m-me… Then… Then ‘ave m-me trined… To b-be your w-wife… That do?”
“Bella, for god’s sake…”
Ogod, she’s crazy, sick; I’ve picked a sick one… But she’s so very lovely… No she isn’t, she’s just mildly pretty and too young and crazy and I must get out from under….
“I fink – think - it’s your fantasy and my f-fantasy, y-yer see. B-but you’re g-gonna d-do it, inyér…” and tears were creeping down her pale cheeks. She meant it…
So the shock, the violence of the shock - that she meant it, that she could see herself as the women in the website’s images, even just imagine herself – never mind accepting or believing it… See herself in the wedding dress with the ‘bridesmaids’ lifting it as she bent over the stool for her new husband – him – to cane her at the conclusion of the ceremony. See herself coming to her husband – him – naked, with rings in her breasts – to have her wrists bound behind her so that she could be properly kissed… See herself in a necessarily-grand kitchen, naked but for a rubber apron, cooking – but gagged because she’d spoken out of turn… Feel herself out in town, shopping in… In new, expensive clothes, a new wife, looking good; no underwear and her bottom hot and burning because a wife’s backside should always be hot and red and burning… See herself, feel herself in capturing leather, in rubber, in…in chains… Hear herself scream and feel her orgasms at the same time… Submit to him, be subjugated by him, love him. Bella, his small, perfect Bella… That there could be even one second of reality in that was SHOCK.
At five that morning he took her back to his flat, just for somewhere to go. They both knew it wasn’t just for somewhere to go, though, because when, in the very posh all-night restaurant, he paid the bill and the waiter went away, she said
“You goin’ ter tike me somewheres now an’ do it? “
Yes, he was going ‘do it’… He was going to rape her, because raping her would be the transition from fantasy to possession and ownership… Only it wouldn’t be rape…
In the flat she was crying in complete silence, bright tears coursing her pale cheeks – so to him she was stunningly beautiful. He had no script for this, any of it: inside the front door he touched her for the first time ever, borrowed actions from internet-stories; put a hand into her hair and steered, propelled her to the bedroom – in silence… Turned her, thrust her back onto the bed, saw the tears, saw her close her eyes… Laid her back – how small she seemed – and roughly lifted her cheap skirt to expose yellow briefs… Lifted her cheap skirt onto her stomach, then transferred his hands to the waist of the briefs, pulling them down, down her pale, firm legs – down and off over her knee-high-stockings, not tights. Off over her flat shoes; one shoe came off. All in silence… As he dropped her briefs to the floor she suddenly flung her legs wide, offering up to him a small, neat triangle of curled red hair in which gleamed the narrowest of almost lipless slits… She was trembling and her face was wet with tears, eyes closed; silent. He stood back up, kicked off his shoes, dropped his trousers and shorts while she lay there trembling, exposed… His penis was a red marble shaft jutting from beneath his shirt-tail, swaying. Not rape – obedience…
“Use both hands, two fingers, hold your cunt open,” he growled, mimicking the coarse voice from a completely-contrived and unrealistic fantasy-video…
She did it; slowly, awkwardly, sniffing-back tears, jerking a little as her fingers pried, eyes closed. Waited there, the small lips between her legs held apart, open, moist, red… Very, very quietly, sniffing tears, she whispered “Urt me,” and as she whispered he saw an unimaginably beautiful thing; he saw her hips shift and her thighs tauten and her skin flush and her legs go straight and her head strain back as… As the creeping beginning of what could only be an orgasm – an anticipatory orgasm - took her… Bella, his Bella… So he climbed quite gently over her, the head of his jutting phallus suddenly burning unbearably as it brushed the hot, moist mouth between her legs; slid his hands under her taut, round cannonball bottom to lift her to him – and just slid all the length of it into a burning tunnel, a glove, straight into her until her red hair tangled with his black and she hissed, jerked, thrust herself over and down his hard prick and said his name for the first time… Called his name…
“Johnnnnnnnn…”
“Bellaaaa…” he whispered
Then she was really crying, sobbing, gasping, moaning; lifting and spreading her legs, impaled on him, seizing him with searching, grasping hands, making tiny shrieks as he began to pump and hump into her, rolling her head… An ambulance or a police-car squawked and garbled by outside and he heard his own voice say ‘Bellaaaa…’ again as he withdrew his pinkly-bloodied shaft for another, deeper thrust; felt the muscled wall of her vagina grip it, grasp it… Thrust. Thrust until he met and overcame the obstruction of her cervix, thrust beyond as she shrieked – and as he erupted, flooded, pulsed, hosed semen into a new, hot, moving darkness. For a long moment, on her, filling her, she was part of him – not a girl, not Bella but a part of him, a symbiote feeding from him… But then she was Bella, raped, and he withdrew from her, withdrew through the tight, sliding, hot glove of her cunt to spray and pulse yet more semen over her clothes, her reaching hands, her thighs; kneeling between her legs, panting, watching…
“Bloody hell,” said John Maberly.
“Oh bleedin’ ‘eck,” whispered seventeen-year-old Arabella Glazier, unable to control the slow pulsing of her hips as serial orgasms made her believe she might die…
So he lowered himself, as he was, and kissed her opening mouth; kissed warm, soft, crushed-strawberry-red lips, breathed her breath, held her head tightly by her hair and found her tongue while her body subsided beneath him, surrendering to slower, wider-spaced orgasms… Her small, strong, hot tongue explored his – and he wanted her naked and bound, wanted to beat her naked backside; wanted to… A small burrowing hand came between them and found his still-erect, sliding-wet prick and grasped it, held it and he wanted to feed it to her mouth…
“Urt me,” she said when he lifted his mouth from hers for breath. So he rolled Arabella Glazier over on the bed and dragged up the back of her skirt, reached from the bed to drag the belt from his pants, doubled it, held her down with a hand in the small of her back and thrashed the pale, firm, round, divided fruit of her backside…
Thwackk! – thwackk! – thwackk! – thwackk! and she didn’t scream or howl or shriek; she lay there jerking to the flailing of the leather strap, jerking, humping her bottom to it… Thwackk! – thwackk! – thwackk! – thwackk! as her ivory skin was striped and banded and mottled red… Thwackk! – thwackk! – thwackk! – thwackk! until she was shuddering and trembling and beginning to roll her body with the flaring, burning pain: Thwackk! – thwackk! – thwackk! – thwackk! until he was violently erect again, over her, his phallus swaying with the movement of his arm – and suddenly spraying her, her backside, her clothes, the bed, everything with semen…
In a wordless, frantic passion he flung the belt aside and began to strip her; she turned onto her back then somehow they were on their feet beside the bed, fighting to remove each other’s clothes, the room thickly-warm with the scents of sex and desperate arousal… Then just standing there, clutching each other, his arms around her, his face turned down to hers where it looked-up from his chest; so small, his Bella.
She was quite perfect. Creamy shoulders, just-right breasts – not big, not small, jutting, firm, separated; jutting so that there was no tuck or fold beneath them, ivory breasts presently flushed and engorged with arousal and with erectly pointing nipples. Flat stomach, buried-pea of a navel, perfect wide, flat-topped arch to her crotch wherein was the now reddened, bruised, puffy mouth; taut thighs, fine legs, small feet – currently on tip-toe so that she could place her arms around his neck… Bella. A round, divided, firm almost-boy’s bottom, now blotched and wealed scarlet and beetroot-red. Both her small hands were wrapping his prick….
“S’orlrite, innit?” she asked quietly, just the trace of a frown – and a tiny grin – on her face as she looked up at him, perhaps trembling a little, naked and perfect.
“What?”
“Oldin’ it? Me backside ‘urts…”
“I’ll allow it, just now. And your arse is supposed to hurt: when you’re my wife, it will be just nicely warm and just nicely red and will just nicely hurt all the time…”
“You goin’ ter ‘ave me married to yer then?”
“Yes. Stand straight, Bella, put your hands behind your back…”
He retrieved his tie from the floor and bound her wrists, then led her naked and raped and beaten into the little room he used as a study, where she stood by the desk, her face tear-wet again, watching him as he used the internet to pay the thousand-pound advance and enrol her as a trainee.
“Feet together, stand straight, Bella…”
And then, because she was Bella and his and of more value than the whole of his life up to that moment, he stood her naked in the bathroom and washed her under the shower more gently than if she’d been a new-born, and dressed her hurts…
“You goin’ ter do this when I’m yer wife?” she asked, opening her legs so that he could crouch naked under the shower and wash her there.
“Got to do it properly,” he said, soaping the larger of two soft bottle-brushes that were there because… Because when he’d known he was going to take her home and rape her, he’d known too that he was going to be in the shower with her afterwards…so he’d bought two different-sized bottle-brushes…
“Got to do it properly,” he said, trying not to make it too evident what he was doing…”I’ll expect you to do this yourself… Open your legs a bit more…
“Uhh,” she said as he slid the soft, fat little carrot-shape of the bottle-brush into her – but then she just stood wide-legged, holding on to the soaps-shelf, looking down and making the ‘uhh’ – ‘uhh’ – ‘uhhhhhh’ sound as he gently cleaned inside…
“Feel like – uh – a pet animal – uh – or sumpfin’.”
He detected a grin on her face and thought she shouldn’t grin, not really, not when she was to be trained and made perfect so that she could be his wife…
“Of course.”
“I’ll come inna minnit,” she giggled, then “like I’m goin’ ter come now…”
When she was trained and perfect and his wife she would start to come even when she merely heard his voice across a room…
“Bella, when I’ve had you married to me, I shall expect you to start to leak – here – and your nipples to rise – even when you hear my voice…”
“Yus,” she said.
Tink went the laptop in the other room – ‘you have mail’.
The mail said she was ‘Trainee number nineteen, Miss V’ and said when and to where he was to escort her.
“Nineteenf? That’s next Satd’y. I’d better go straight to work now – give me notice in, ‘adn’ I? I did-didn’t think it w-would b-be so quick… Where’s t-the ‘Peak D-District? C-Castleton? It says ‘near Castleton…”
“Derbyshire.”
“I’ve never bin ter Derbyshire,” she said. “Better give my notice in to Mrs Drew too. She’s my landlady you see… Will yer luv me a bit?”
Utterly. Completely. The shock was that he was going to train her – have her trained.
“Yes…”
Now he knew why the big house in the photo – in the ‘prospectus’ – had been vaguely familiar. It’d been there when he was a boy, when he’d stayed in Edale, not far from Castleton, so that he and Aunt May and his cousin Carol – Aunt May’s daughter – could tramp the Peak District; climb to the top of Kinder Scout, visit the Blue John Cavern, go in a boat – underground of all places – into the Speedwell mine.
The big house on the moor near Castleton. That was where he was to take Bella to be trained…
“Come on, bathroom, I’ll dry you,” he said, kissing her hair. “Then I shall put you to bed, arms and legs tied, until it’s time to do things in the real world…”
This is ther real world. Me arse ‘urts like ‘ell…”
“Good…”
“Is this like t’riffic fer you too.”
“Mind your business, shut-up and do as you’re told…”
Yes, it’s ‘t’riffic’ for me too, but I don’t believe any of it, you see. It’s a dream, a fantasy and it’s going to stop, isn’t it…
“My stayin’ ‘ere?” she asked, as he gently dried her in the bathroom.
“Yes.” Yes because if he let her out of his sight she’d vanish and it would all be over. His prick was like stone again… No, not ‘again’. It’d been like stone since she’d come back to the flat with him.
“We’d better go then,” he’d said at five a.m. on the nineteenth. “It’s a long way…” She had no suitcase, no bag even – because the mail had said he was to bring nothing of hers. Just five thousand in cash. ‘The trainee should wear casual dress’ it had said so she was in a sweater and skirt and a warmish oatmeal-coloured jacket… She was completely silent until a sign said ‘Chesterfield 7 miles”.
“We’re nearly there, arn’ we?” Nothing else…
The once-big house looked smaller than he remembered, probably because he’d last seen it through the eyes of a twelve-year-old. Carol had been twelve too and had thought the house ‘normous’. He still had occasional e-mail exchanges with a grown-up, company-owning Carol, a life-long friendship of sorts that arose from being neighbours when they were toddlers, reinforced later by ‘Derbyshire’ as the word denoting not just exciting – but usually rain-soaked – holidays on the moors with Carol and her mum but also as a special code denoting a place – ‘Winnat’s Pass?’– where they were allowed to wander off by themselves ‘to play’. ‘No climbing rocks mind, and be careful’. Then, outside the ‘tourist season’, it was deserted and quiet and scenic; there they’d explored the scenery but more often sought a sheltered spot behind a rock-tower – I could find it still’ he thought – where she willingly allowed him to explore his interests and hers; not to experiment with sex but to add imagery and sensation to what had been, until then, merely the frequent, other-room sound of her mum’s slipper on her bare bottom…
The house was only biggish now, but clearly updated and modernised with little constraint of money.
“Mr Maberly? Good evening sir…” A smart house-maid-like person – two smart, black-and-white uniformed housemaid-like persons. Women in their forties perhaps. “If you will come with me, sir - and your partner go with Ellen here…”
“Be good,” he grinned at Bella as she was instantly whisked off, alarmed, scared, tearful again… Equally instantly he had a sick-feeling in his stomach as one of the housemaidy women asked him to follow her ‘to settle things’… It was too late…he was doing it…
He paid over his initial five thousand and signed things in what appeared to be a small and book-lined library and, that done, ‘Margaret’ – for that was her name – quizzed him in outspoken detail about his ‘preferences’, noting his responses in a small notebook bearing Bella’s name – ‘Arabella Glazier’. How outspoken the questions were came as a shock… Another shock – that he was doing it and that it might be real…
“Firming of her breasts, sir, is part of the training, but if you require them to be enhanced or altered in any way, there will be additional fees…”
“Piercing charges are nominal unless of an exceptional nature: the rings or other jewellery can be provided at moderate cost…”
“Minor surgery is also performed for low additional…”
“What’s ‘minor surgery’?”
“A common example might be the permanent stitching open of the labia, sir, or relaxing the sphincter…”
The whole thing was shatteringly unreal… But real and utterly professional, quite shocking, taking over an hour and ending in him paying over another two and a half grand for ‘extras’ – because it was all a fantasy, wasn’t it…? He was waiting for the hit, the delivery of the scam…
“If you like, sir – if we wait perhaps fifteen minutes, you could see your partner for a minute or two before you leave. All the training rooms have one-way mirrors, sir. She will not see you… Perhaps you’d like a some coffee or something stronger while you wait?”
Yes, he’d like that. It was a long journey up from London and now he was to leave again. Like that. Presumably with Bella, when the scam was revealed… Or without her…
Suddenly he was very, very scared about what he’d done – what he was doing: he opted for a Scotch and ‘Margaret’ left him with it to check on Bella’s whereabouts…
He must have been more tired than he’d realised: the journey, Bella, the unreality of it all, for he became aware that the Margaret person was gently tugging at his shoulder, that he was waking – so must have dozed off. Embarrassing, being woken like that. Feeling drained… Feeling distinctly odd… Feeling wanked… Don’t show weakness. Never show weakness. See Bella… Leave… No, find Bella and get her out of here… And maybe catch a brief half hour somewhere before he hit the motorways – with Bella… And Frances? What about Frances? He was going to marry Frances because Frances is real… Bella isn’t: all of this isn’t.
“She’s in an admission room, Mr Maberly. You can see her quite privately, without her seeing you. It’s best that way…”
So when’s the hit, the unmasking of the scam?

.......................................................................................

Oh how beautiful she was. How very beautiful. Far more so than he could have imagined – or perhaps she was beautiful because she was his… The big wall window – the one-way-mirror – showed her sitting in a bare white room, sitting on a red-covered, upholstered bench-like object, hands together in her lap, apparently weeping – he could see the tears on her cheeks but hear nothing. Sitting a little hunched, quite naked.

“She will have a medical examination shortly, sir, after she has been thoroughly cleaned…”
Small, ivory breasts, well separated. Nice. Good girl… A triangular scrub of red thicket visible below a flat stomach. Nothing else in the room… She’s mine…
“You may – we prefer it, sir – visit every Saturday between ten and twelve when you can see her, wherever she happens to be at the time, sir…
I’m doing this. I’m having a wife trained. Made. Made mine… It seems so utterly unreal, and yet there’s Bella and beside me is a living, breathing, perfumed woman describing what I was having done, what ‘they’ preferred me to do while Bella was ‘trained’, while she was introduced to obedience and submission and – and ‘domestic BDSM’. Describing it as she might describe the shopping she was about to do or the housework that had to be done… Around me is a big, quiet house… The same old house where the ‘grouchy old man’ used to live. When… when Carol used to… Behind the rock-tower in Winnat’s Pass… used to let me spank her all those years ago… When we used to spank each other…
Movement behind the wide glass screen: a door in the white wall opened and… And another naked girl is seemingly thrust into the room. A slender, naked brunette, perhaps in her late twenties…
“The other current trainee, sir. Probably to await a medical, also. She has been with us some weeks, sir. I believe she had had some small surgery… I think we had best leave now sir…”
As he turned reluctantly away he saw the gleam of pierced gold rings at swollen, deep red labia and a swollen mound, the small gold padlock which closed her - the pale, naked ‘other current trainee…’ Still it was like some unreal video… A shock to see it three-dimensional, for real…
The drive back south was like the end-fade of a landmark major movie when the real around you suddenly replaces fantasy…
The next day wasn’t fantasy but was almost equally unreal: He went to see Frances. He should have phoned her first, but he went to see her unannounced, catching her in the midst of dressing to go out somewhere at lunchtime… How much, on seeing her, he didn’t want her… How much, on hearing his first, awkward attempt to say that it was ‘over’, finished, she didn’t want him. He said perhaps twenty careful words; she said a hundred, with increasing loudness and rising anger. Perhaps it had already been finished for her, too – surely nothing else would produce such invective. She wasn’t ‘hurt’, she was enraged. No stage-dramatics like hurling her ring at him – she stamped it into the bathroom floor until diamonds scattered and splinters of amethyst spread. And yet she still continued dressing, savagely, then having had her say, having dressed and stabbed at make-up, said she had to go or she would be ‘late’ and stormed out, leaving the door wide for him to go or stay… It was all quite unreal, as Bella had been unreal – but now Bella was real and Frances, even the rest of the world, wasn’t…
But Bella was in Derbyshire, being trained for him and the old house was being enhanced, updated, modernised for her to be brought back to… the old house was being enhanced, updated, modernised…
“Bit late to change your plans now, sir…” said Mr Ward, the foreman. “Dunno if I can… It’ll mean a new estimate of course…”
“No, carry on, Mr Ward – just stop any work on the big attic room, the bedroom – oh, and cleaning out and painting the cellar. Change of plan…”
After much searching he found dungeonworks.com. ‘Confidential building works, refurbishment…’ and took their man to the old house – considerably aggravating Mr Ward in the process…
“Oo’s e then?” asked Ward.
“Insurance,” said John Maberly, untruthfully…
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‘Dungeonworks’ were very expensive – but he was buying expensive perfection in Derbyshire already; he had to provide expensive perfection in the house too… He had also to plan what to do about his job once Bella was returned to him… Not that he believed any of it except in moments of arousal…

Peter Armstrong worked from home electronically, his gentle wife being bedridden. Perhaps he could work from home too? If only because he would want Bella to be present all the time…
Saturday, Castleton, ‘Second Viewing’ or ‘Week One’.
“Please come in, Mr Maberly. Everything is satisfactory. Of course we are at very early stage… She is in basic physical-training just now – two hours of rigorous ‘PE’ you might say; every day, no apparatus, just old fashioned physical training and what we call ‘classroom’. That’s lessons, lectures – quite the old-fashioned way; simple smock-uniforms, sit-up-straight, cane hanging by the blackboard. There are only four trainees just now… They’re in ‘PT…’
Behind the glass, Bella and the brunette with the ringed and padlocked vulva, an overweight, fattish woman of at least thirty-five with black hair and an Asian-looking brown girl of about twenty-five, the ‘trainees’ naked but for small, plain white gym-slippers like ballet-shoes, engaged, as he entered the little view-room, in rapid, energetic, concerted ‘arms-together-UP, feet-apart SPRING… Chins UP… Feet together, fingers to toes, together… BEND. Arms-together-UP, feet-apart SPRING…’ Both were glossed with perspiration, even his small, neat Bella… Before them a short, powerful-looking man in a white track-suit, clearly shouting. An image of a military-PE instructor, choleric with military-rage. ‘Feet together, fingers to toes, together…BEND…’ shouted his silent mouth and his crook-handled cane struck the padlocked girl’s bare and shifting buttocks as she sprang, then pointed at John Maberly’s possibly-real, possibly naked Bella. The man bellowed something, silently because there was no sound transmitted to the little viewing room. She stopped moving, stood up. He bellowed again, the cane still pointing…
She turned, hesitated, and touched her toes again… She was crying… She shouldn’t be crying. Bella crying is awful… Four times the cane cut across her bare backside hard, silently, cut across her wealed backside, four times she jerked, fingers flying from her toes and each time the erection under John’s tenting pants tented a little more… My Bella… Stop it, I do that, nobody else… ‘UP!’ shouted the man’s silent mouth – and Bella and her fellow ‘trainees’ began again… ‘arms-together-UP, feet-apart SPRING…’
“The large trainee is a wife already, sir…” said John’s escort, apropos of nothing. “As you see, sir, early days for your partner but…” - and here she referred to the little notebook bearing Bella’s name – “I have here ‘Satisfactory. Incultation of sexual arousal from CP probably achievable within standard timeframe’. Do you wish to comment, Mr Maberly?”
No, he didn’t ‘wish to comment’. He wanted to see her fully dressed, not crying, coming to get into his car so he could drive her all the way south and then marry her… But he wanted to see her also fully-dressed, being told to fetch a cane, fetching a cane, baring her backside and bending over – and being caned. No hesitation. Obedient…
“No. But at some stage I’d like to see her fully dressed – jeans or something – being told to fetch a cane, see her fetch one, see her baring her backside without being told to, see her bend without being told to, see her caned… And see her stand up, pull her jeans or whatever up, and replace the cane. No other words exchanged…” John Maberly’s mind said ‘I said that. I said that about Bella. I could say that and they’d see to it’. Shock again…
“I’ll note that, Mr Maberly. Perhaps towards the end of the CP course or when she’s into Submission… Achieving full Submission requires a mind-change of course…”
Of course... That's what he was paying for... Submission. That's why I'm having her changed... Bella.
Now it wasn't a fantasy, now it was having seventeen-year-old Arabella Glazier changed to his specification so that he could have her married to him. In the same way that he was having the old house changed to his specification, so that he could live there and she could be his wife... Professional work, both: making the house right and training, perfecting Bella...
“When do you do her breasts?”
The notebook again. “In – er – two, no three weeks, sir...”
“Good... Thank you, Margaret. I do have one request though”
“Sir?”
“This is a blank body-measurement chart from the Internet; I wonder if you’d be so good as to measure her in detail, complete the chart and e-mail it to me as soon as her breasts and the other – er- alterations are complete? I have to buy her clothes and - er – things…”
“I’ll see that you have it as soon as possible, sir. We can supply anything though, if you wish…”
“Thank you...” No way – he was determined to buy Bella’s things himself.
“I’ll show you out, sir...”
Saturday, Castleton. Week Two...
“Disappointing day for you, Mr Maberly. We had a little difficulty with Unhesitating Obedience sir and it was necessary to punish... She’s in Punishment now, sir...”
In Punishment. Good...
She was naked again. Bolted – bolted – to a whitewashed brick wall, face to a whitewashed brick wall in an arms high-and-wide, legs wide X, with a scarlet backside marked with broad dark stripes – a rubber penis-gag strapped into Bella’s wide-stretched mouth, its external phallus pressed at the wall. Not moving... He thought it ought to have been a problem for him, seeing Bella like that, but it wasn't; it was – it was – it was pleasant, that was it, it was pleasant, nothing more or less than that – and it ought to have been enjoyable for her...
“I’m sorry if you’ve had a wasted journey, sir...”
Not at all... And I have a remarkable erection...
"Not at all..." he said, meaning it.
“Discipline is so important, right from the beginning, sir...”
“Naturally...”
Fairy-fantasy-dreamland but it’s all right now. Bella is going to be my wife, so she has to be trained. She is being trained and then, when she is, everything will be perfect for me and, particularly for her because Bella will be fulfilled, won't she...?
The house was almost done and looking great: in a few days Ward and his surly gang would have gone and Dungeonworks would begin their less-usual tasks... Time to do the first part of his, or rather Bella’s, shopping. Buying clothes for her would have to wait until the little alterations to her dimensions had been completed in Derbyshire but some essentials he could at least select and obtain now. He was determined to actually physically shop rather than use the Net: there would be some pleasure in choosing and paying-for – for example – furniture for her bedroom. Choosing a bed for her room: it would have to be of a size and design to make restraint simple, yet it would have to be in keeping with the gender of its occupant. The colour-scheme of the room itself, when finished, would be ‘feminine’ – delicate pastel shades so the furniture would have to complement that: He had no intention to surround her with whitewashed-brick walls or put her to bed in a plain-wooden or tubular-steel bunk... If you are a beautiful and very young wife the restraining straps attached to your bed should at least be suitably elegant and not of plain black leather or dull webbing. There should be curtains at the windows of both your bedroom and the little attached toilet-room and these too would have to be at one in colour with the decorative theme. If he could find such material, a printed design of either Tantric or simply copulative scenes from the East would be excellent.
All this would take much of his time – more so later when he had to buy clothes: having to go to work daily was becoming a problem already, especially as he lost every Saturday in the journey to and from Derbyshire; but at least the shop he wanted very much to go to for such things was open for business in the late evenings and – so he understood – would open especially for major customers. He only hoped that ‘Captive’ – quietly famous from the book of the same name - would consider him a major customer. He’d never been there – had read about it of course in the book – but had never had either the money or, to be truthful, a genuine reason to go there; up to now the few purchases he’d made from ‘sex’ shops had been with curiosity or fantasy as a motive, never with an actual, specific female in mind and none had ever been used; just handled for arousal.... Shopping for Bella promised exquisite pleasure...
From the outside, situated as it was in a most unlikely corner of the City of London, ‘Captive’ is a tiny shop with one tiny window, the window at that time he remembers as being occupied only by a single – and singularly bosomy – female display-model in an entirely-closed, seamless skin of gold-coloured rubber; ‘she” just had small eye-openings and very large, projecting, separated gold-rubber breasts....
He used the door-phone beside the ‘Private’ door, rather than just walking in, because he wanted to make an impression...
“I have a very long list of very special requirements…” he announced and as a result was admitted by a young woman who could only have been the ‘Suzy’ of the book - and he was precisely in the mood, one of a slow, buzzing sexual excitement - for Suzy. To be quizzed in the quite sumptuous surroundings of a first-floor ‘consulting room’ in a sex-shop by a young woman – in her thirties maybe – who was bare breasted, whose breasts bore very large gold rings and who was otherwise dressed only in polished black latex tights was not only a completely unexpected pleasure but rapidly added another mood - one in which he was worried that he'd buy everything. That she was indeed the ‘Suzy’ of the book was evidenced by her startling voice. Another Shock, a Bella-like shock in a way: after they’d been in conversation for a few minutes at most...
"So yer need fings fer yer new wife’s rooms, furnituer like an’ cloves. Wot’s ‘er room-furnituer to be, jus’ restrictin’ or bee-dee-ess-emm? She to be shackled to ther bed or jus’ straps? Some make a point of ‘avin a birchin’ block as a cenral feature like… Theme of ther room like…” Dear Suzy; a complete and desirable sex-bomb – but he got the impression that, had he made the slightest move in that direction she would have thrown him across the room – literally.
“I’ll probably pay cash,” he offered...
“Need to see some ID, tho.”
He showed her his Black credit card.
“That’ll do jus’ rite,” said Suzy...
So John Maberly became a ‘Special’ customer and spent far too much; and later, buying clothes for his ‘wife to be’, far too much more under the stimulative, arousing persuasion of ‘Suzy’... Shopping in a state of erection was agreeable but distracting...
“I have another room too,” he said, “I’m having the cellar cleaned out and decorated for that, so I shall need a few things for there…”
“Yer prob’ly mean a pliy-room. I’ll show yer our dungeon showroom then…”
“All her things have to be – well – feminine in appearance, colours and such…”
“Thas’ nice. Thas’ very nice, that is.... Wasser fav’rite flahs?”
“Flahs”?
“Floww-ers then… We could do yer an X-frame – all pinted-up wiv’ ‘er fav’rite flahs… Or a rack – if it’s ter be ‘arder stuff… ‘Ow abaht a pink rack wiv’ flahs? That’d be new; boss’d like that…”
Dear Suzy…
During that week, in his evening encounters with ‘Captive’ and with Suzy, he arranged for the delivery of an attractive pastel-coloured bed with contrasting fitted rubber-straps, two elegant wardrobes and matching chests of drawers, smooth rubber sheets and pillowcases: Suzy found him exactly the right curtain-material - an Indian hunting-scene with some hundreds of naked, well endowed and erect princes prancing about hunting, capturing and impaling in all manner of ways many naked, bosomy Indian princesses whose movements were restricted by golden chains - all in a jungly background… He was promised that everything would be in place when he took my wife home for the first time – curtains hung, bed made, the lot, clothes in the wardrobes and chests…
"If you gimme ‘er measurements like and choose what you want for ‘er."
At some point his mind told him that he’d ‘finally gone quite mad, then. That not one jot of any of it was real, was it? That he’d better hope that when sanity returned - or whatever - he hadn’t really been spending money like that…’ - but the Friday of that week put paid to that… Friday produced an email from Derbyshire saying ‘Please cancel tomorrow’s viewing. Subject will be in surgery. You may visit next Saturday as usual’ – followed on three days later by a five-page e-mail headed ‘NEW Physical Dimensions’. Also not good, for he could make neither head nor tail of any of it: ‘Crotch’ he understood, but not ‘flat parabolic’ and definitely not ‘directrix’ or a table of numbers which appeared to put dimensional values to ‘M’ and ‘P’ and ‘O’ and ‘F’ and ‘Pi’ and ‘p/1’, ‘p/2’ etc. He showed the mail to Suzy, half expecting - as he did each time he contacted her - Suzy to say ‘Oo’ are you then…?’
He said “I thought I’d get a list of measurements – you know, done with a tape… But look - more like algebra… I mean, look – ‘Crotch’ is OK but what’s all this ‘M’ and ‘P’ and the rest?”
“Blimey, you are ‘avin ‘er done proper. Them’s laser measurements – don’ see ‘em a lot… Sorlrite tho’ – Idris’ll unnerdstan’ it. ‘Ang on…”
She called someone on a mobile… “Id? Suz’. Gotta laser body-measure… Sum nice work comin’ yor wiy. Client wants ter know wot - minnit – lissen, ‘crotch’” and she read from the mail. “Wossat mean? I mean I know wot a crotch is but this one’s got one, two, three - nine different measurements…” She turned to John Maberly, her very firm and bare breasts swinging with her…
‘Idris’ mikes our speshul cloves… Ee’s bril…”
There was a lengthy pause then
"Eere, you lissen," she said to him…
Idris, who sounded foreign, Middle Eastern perhaps, said
"Good afternoon sir. The lady has a flat-topped crotch, not one rising to a point sir. The flat top is six centimeters wide – a small lady with a wide crotch-gap…"
"Still Greek to me…"
"Imagine you have your hand under her crotch, sir. In a flat-top, instead of your fingers being bunched together in the narrow space between her thighs, sir, you can cup three, possibly four fingers or all your fingers together, flat, against her vulva, sir. It’s called a ‘Saxon crotch’ for some reason. You can probably lift this quite small lady off her feet sir, just by three or four fingers flat in her crotch… Fairly unusual. Just a wide, flat-topped arch sir – with her vulva as the keystone – if you follow me… If you don’t mind my saying so, sir - and if you follow me…"
"Only just… Try this then," said John, "Breasts dimensionally symmetrical" and then read off to a considerable amount of pure gobbledegook…
Longish silence…
"The lady has perfectly matched breasts, sir. They project – stick out, sir – at right angles to her body for approximately eleven centimetres – I take it they have been enhanced – ‘angled divergent 30’ means pointing quite strongly apart, sir. They have an approximately circular section transversely but … Sorry, they are quite round sir and barely taper at all until short of the outer end, sir… Imagine, if you’ll forgive me, the shape of a cut-off vegetable marrow sir, where the un-cut end rounds-off abruptly to the cut-off stalk…"
Mr Maberly was getting the picture and he liked it. Sounded much better than the amateur description of what he wanted that he’d given to Margaret in Castleton.
"The stalk-end being her nipples, you mean?"
"Exactly, sir. Oversimplifying, the lady has prominent breasts, jutting straight out, nicely angularly separated – if I may say so – and er, yes – exceptionally firm; means they don’t sag or move about independently of her torso, sir. You see the like on some Central African village girls, sir, if they’re young enough. From the numbers, your lady – I take it she’s your property sir – also has enhanced nipples, doesn’t she? Rather larger than the top joint of an average male middle-finger sir. The ‘erect nipple’ measurement gives twenty-seven mil projection, thirteen mil diameter. With respect, sir, erect, I’d call those ‘teats’. The ‘estimated mass’ values of her breasts at two-point-nine kg each, sir, means your lady has quite remarkable breasts…"
It also meant Mr Maberly had a quite remarkable erection growing as he listened…
"What’s this last bit? ‘Ero Resp 15 percent’."
"Not really my field, sir – I just make the clothes and accessories, but it means the breasts respond to stimulation by expanding – that’s engorging - when you handle them or stimulate them sir – by fifteen percent. Get bigger, firmer and the nipples erect themselves sir. I’d have to allow for that her clothes sir… Very pleasant lady, if I may say so…"
"Say so, say so…"
"Orlrite?" asked Suzy, watching his face as he handed the phone back to her…
"Fine," he croaked, while a video-clip of his hands stimulating Bella’s ‘very pleasant’ breasts ran in his mind.
Wait a minute. Perhaps she didn’t want big, firm, horizontally jutting, wide-apart, heavy breasts and teat-sized nipples. Breasts that got bigger, firmer if – when – he touched them… Perhaps just her own really-quite-good breasts, just a little firmed-up, would perfectly OK. Was she going to have hysterics when they took the bandages off – or whatever they wrapped her in after the ‘surgery’ in Castleton? Scream and sob? No, Bella, that’s how I want you… So it’ll be nicer for you if you don’t want anything of the sort, won’t it? Remember ‘absolute obedience’ and ‘absolute submission’? Your breasts are for me to use, not for you to admire or criticise… Ogod, except that I want you to love your new breasts and your new ‘teats’ Bella, be proud of them because I had them made.
That same week a ‘Dungeonworks’ team of four came and spent two days only, decorating her bedroom in tasteful pastel colours, laying a pale-pastel coloured rubber floor, fitting a wandering-chain-restraint eyebolt, things like that. Lining the little toilet-room with primrose-coloured ceramic tiles, installing coloured ceramic shower tray and a shower, neat glass shelves and painted wooden cupboards… A primrose-coloured, seatless oval ceramic toilet in the middle of the floor, with neat rubber restraining straps for legs and feet. One spare strap neatly coiled, ready for the ‘arms-behind-back’ position for when she needs to defecate. The new soil-pipe and plumbing ran under the floor, the soil-pipe connecting outside the house to the existing stack. A grey plastic pipe of course – they couldn’t get the original cast-iron in the right size – but they painted the external bits black to match the rest… A nice touch – one cupboard was heated for towels and things. So while they did the ‘bathroom’ he went out and bought shampoos and soaps and all the rest of the paraphernalia, soft and firm scrubbing brushes - including two different-sized soft ‘bottle brushes’ from a laboratory-glassware place so cleanliness would be both outside and inside… Toothbrushes and paste of course… He really, really wanted really to clean her teeth himself, as he would – mostly – clean the rest of her himself, but when he thought about doing her teeth he couldn’t see that it would be possible, short of tucking her head under his arm and having her open her mouth very wide… Not very practical… Sod practical - teach her…
Dungeonworks made the big, low-ceilinged old, dirty and cobwebby cellar into a bright, clean, fully-red-tiled but bare room. Electrics for lighting and for Suzy’s ‘powered X-frame’ thing… He’d almost committed to that, despite the cost. Eye-bolts in the cellar wall, though he could only guess at the best locations. The old coal-bin, a toilet-sized cupboard-thing, they made into the toilet, with an open-topped five-inch brown-glazed earthenware pipe standing up twenty-inches from the floor, a cold-water tap and bugger all else. The plumbing was laborious but not difficult, save that his Father's prize rose-bed was destroyed in the process of running a deep trench and laying soil pipe to the old, disused Edwardian septic-tank. Two men from 'Captive' came and installed things – a tall, painted-with-flowers adjustable wooden frame – to hang her in - and a decorated wooden saw-horse thing, very long, to strap her over for beating her backside when it needed to be severe… Some nice pictures on the tiled walls – female-oriented, of course; one was a really big framed and glossy black-and-white photo of a pair of magnificent black breasts pierced with a gigantic safety-pin, pulling them together. The one he liked best was almost as big, a full-length colour-photo of a young and delectable nude, not unlike Bella in way, prancing about in a flower-filled meadow with a bunch of pale-blue wildflowers thrust into her slit… He was spending money like water…
That same week John talked to his boss – Robinson – about working remotely at home…
"I've been landed with giving a home to a young relative, sir…" he said, hinting at permanent illness or disablement… Not hinting or disclosing gender…
Robinson was not one of those seventy-plus year olds who revel in the magic of computers and 'IT'. He could manage to one-finger-type an e-mail – in verbose letter-form – if someone first went to the right screen for him… So John got a deal of humming and hawing about 'not being present in the office' and 'I'll consider it, only consider it mind, in the circumstances. Ask Armstrong to come and see me – when next he deigns to come in."
Problem solved, for Peter Armstrong was a friend, had worked remotely from home for over two years, swore by it and even the Old Man had been known to admit 'Mr Armstrong's throughput' was remarkable…
On another Saturday John watched Bella-through-the-one-way-window again, Bella in a floor-length black latex skirt this time, on her knees in a room with two housemaid-clad women. Being taught how to hold and suck a very naturalistic rubber prick, a strap-on jutting from the raised skirt of one while the other knelt beside her giving directions with the aid of a short rubber strap. Bella having trouble accommodating an extraordinarily vast bulge of yellow surgical wadding over her chest, supported there by a cotton sling round her neck. Holding the rubber phallus in both hands and sucking visibly but seemingly tearful, her back marked by the strap.
"We are coming along very well indeed, Mr Maberly." Margaret beside him with the notebook. "I have here a 'possibly some predisposition' query. 'Minor orgasm observed when beaten...' That was on the – er- eighth, sir. We will naturally work on that. It's a 'submission marker' – a sign, sir."
"She has orgasms – has had, once – when she was beaten…when I beat her once…"
"That's excellent, Mr Maberly; I'll note it… Now she…"
Wait a bit… Not real. Unreal. Shock… 'When I beat her once…' 'That's excellent, Mr Maberly…' What sort of conversation is that?
"….she will be progressively introduced to texture-stimulation now – that's mostly leather and rubber and plastic-wear although the breast-covering will make that a little difficult until she's healed, sir. Was the measurement document satisfactory? It wasn't necessary for us to include the alterations to her vulva sir, those being minor excisions rather than enhancements…"
I am having a human female made for me… She is Bella and she is seventeen… None of this is happening, I'm imagining it, at home, fantasising…I shall also go to prison forever…
Early in the fifth or sixth week he had to take a day from work because he'd been summoned to Castleton by a peremptory message from the Margaret person. Once there, irritated by the summons, he was conducted not to a viewing-room but to a smart office. Present: Margaret, a small, neat, elderly male striking only for a bald head, obesity and rimless half-moon spectacles and an eager young woman with cropped, silvery-blue hair and a fat plastic-covered file labelled '112 Arabella'.
No introductions, just the bald one saying, with a faintly foreign accent
“We – ah – haf a minor crisis, Mr Maberly. Not insur-mountable in any way – just uneggpectedd. Most probably to your advantage too…”
Bella. A ‘crisis’? How the fuck can a crisis be to my advantage? What crisis, for god’s sake.
“Involving Bella? What sort of crisis?” He felt his temper rising and was at once unsure why, confused as to whether it was because she may have been hurt – in which case I’ll tear the place apart brick by bloody brick - which is ridiculous because I intend to hurt her myself and she wants to be hurt… By me… Or because he was already thinking that this is where it all turns out to be a scam and he’d fallen for it – in which case they’d be explaining why they needed a helluva lot more money…
“What crisis?” he asked, voice level. “Explain please and fast; where is she and what have you done to her?”
The bald old bastard again: “No, no, Mr Maberly, she is fine I assure you…. Please be calm…”
“Calm?” - he was almost shouting… It came as a surprise that he wasn’t nearly shouting because it was all a great scam - but because perhaps they’d hurt Bella. “If you’ve…”
“...she is unharmed. Is a minor crisis in our programming… Please… Please hear me out… We need your input to its resolution…”
Ah, right. For input read ‘money’? So try it, you fat sod… “So tell me…”
Providing he accepted that it – any of it – was real, it was simple enough.
“You see, Herr Maberly…”
‘Herr’ Maberly…? “Part of our training programme structuring and progression is based on what we call ‘acceptance levels’ – that’s an empirical assessment we make of the subject’s – er – willingness to – er – be trained. For egsample, initially and without exception – even when the subject has been apprised of the nature of her forthcoming training – we have negative acceptance-levels ranging from extremely violent rejection, level one, through to reasoning-rejection - subject thinks ‘OK, I didn’t know it was to be like this, I won’t continue etc., etc… - to level three und beyond. Arabella we initially assessed at level two – moderate physical resistance. We have never failed to reduce resistance of any level, Mr Maberly and Arabella very rapidly reached our level five which you might, in zer simplest terms, desgribe as an apparently dumb-acceptance: ‘I’m being trained and this is how it’s going to be…’ Mostly this state is supported by the subject desiring to ‘please’ the ‘controller – that’s you – because of her Submission-five motivation, that’s incipient or actual – er – love, or, rarely, because of a Submission A motivation – that’s what drives the true Submissive: she wants to be – er – degraded, abused, used by a specific ‘controller’. That state usually arises from an intense guilt-syndrome and a totally negative view of her own worth as a…a person…”
So? He’s probably making it all up… What’s this to do with Bella?
The elderly gnome said: “Please bear with me. We here are, if I may say so, uniquely expert in this field. We do not fail – although occasionally the training period has to be prolonged to achieve succ…”
OK, got you. Bella’s ‘training period’ has to be longer… More money… Scam-time… NO WAY.
“...normally we expect a subject, whatever the initial Ac-ceptance Level, to be at Level 5 – is ‘dumb acceptance’ - within about three weeks: excluding those rare subjects with genuine Submission motivations of course; to them the training itself satisfies their needs… Normal subjects, and we classified Arabella as normal, we can progress to satisfactory completion within the programmed timeframe…”
Of course, but now you’re going to tell me that Bella isn’t a ‘normal’ subject and it will take longer. More money. How much? You’ve made covert enquiries about how much I’m worth of course. Ten grand? More? But I don’t see… I could blow your whole business… Something I’m missing? It’s a scam though, isn’t it…?
“...but this crisis, it has occurred in her training…”
How much?
“...so we are obliged to re-assess her as a Submission A trainee, perhaps a unique example. There are often sudden transitions from resistance to some sort of acceptance level, Mr Maberly but nefer immediate transitions to Absolute Zubmission…” The way he said ‘absolute submission’ capitalised both words… “...true Absolute Submission is a totally different animal, Herr Maberly. The desire for true Absolute Sub-mission in a subject is a seggsual state… It is believed in some quarters to be an ultimate eggspression of female love…”
“OK. Can we wrap this up, please… I don’t need it. I’d like to see Bella, now – and I mean not through a sheet of glass….”
“Good. You shall. Just one explanation more, Herr Maberly. A week or so ago she was – er – punished for ‘resistance’, something which is very frequent in the early stages. This was her seventh punishment. On that occasion she had an orgasm in the course of being beaten on her buttocks with a strap. A little later, as you know, she was subjected to surgery at your request. Eggzample: she was informed that her labia were to be reduced so that her – er – vaginal opening resembled – your request – just a neat slit. This was done with no – I repeat no resistance by her. She had also been told that once that smallish procedure had been carried out, our surgical staff would proceed to the complete enhancement – a regonstruction Herr Maberly – of her breasts and was told how they were to appear on conclusion. So when she was repositioned after the labial procedure, she knew, if you like, it was ‘breasts.next’. As she was being re-positioned, Mr Maberly; note this, as she was being re-positioned, she had a violent and prolonged series – we believe five in number – of orgasms. In anticipation of her breasts being dramatically changed. To please you. A seggsually-submissive event – sub-missive to you…
Bloody hell… thought John Maberly - and said “Blood-y hell…”
“Indeed, ja. This was reported to me and the three of us here came to the startling conclusion that we might have a psy-chological transition to Submission A on our hands… Wait, please… Yesterday it was decided to make a crude test of this. We informed her that she was to be severely punished – for no reason other than that it was ‘part of the training’. Twelve strokes with a cane on her bare buttocks. Even the suggestion of any such thing would normally produce a regression to very strong Resistance. Arabella was unclothed at the time. Margaret?”
Margaret, partially reading from the notebook-thing… “Im-mediate moistening and movement of the vaginal opening and (verbatim)…‘I want my husband to do it… I mean, Mister Maberly. Tell him. I want him to do it…”
“Arabella is a class A Absolute Submissive, Herr Maberly” said the bald one. “We need two decisions from you, as soon as possible because I have identified that her submission is not motivated either by guilt or by negative self-esteem….”
“What then?” I don’t believe this. “I don’t believe this… You said a crisis - come to the crisis then, never mind the jargon…”
“Very well, Mr Maberly. Her zubmission appears to be motivated, entirely and absolutely uniquely, by –er – her regard for - er – you. I avoid the word ‘love’ for it would remove this subject from the pragtical into mere vantasy… Please wait… I would like, therefore, to prove or disprove this. I would like, for reasons of professional curiosity – research if you prefer – I would like you to cane her and, depending on her reaction to that, I would then like to fundamentally alter her training to what I can only describe as a course of severe – hard – BDSM. If she is indeed a personality-attached love-motivated-A level zubmissive she herself will – believe me – want that. I believe that in just two weeks, Mr Maberly, possibly less, you could expect to have Arabella kneeling at your feet in a state of zexual arousal as you come to take her away… If you agree, I would like you to – er – punish her. Now. Margaret will observe from a viewing room. Eight strokes with a cane… She will be told in advance that you have come to do it…”
Rubbish. Where’s this going? So I’ve come all the way here to cane her? Really? Why? That’s a crazily unreal ques-tion in itself… And kindly tell me the difference between a properly submissive female, a thoroughly submissive female – which is what I want, simply a properly submissive, obedient, absolutely obedient wife, and this ‘Absolute Submission’ state…
Which you say is a product of, as you put it, ‘love’.
I can understand that a well-balanced, ideally brought-up, uncorrupted female, if she is young enough, will naturally want to submit mentally and physically in every possible way to a male who has – er – noticed her and that she will naturally feel that she ‘loves’ him for that reason, but all of this is semantics, isn’t it? Submission, Absolute Submission, Obedience, Properly Brought Up Female, Disciplined Female – they’re all the same thing aren’t they – and they mean a female who does as she’s told by a male, or at least by one particular male. Who realises that in a married-situation, her husband’s rights are absolute. So I want a wife, I want Bella as my wife – you are being paid to make sure she understands the functions of a wife – and incidentally to make some changes to her body to please me. I don’t need meaningless labels like ‘Class A Absolute Submissive’….
“I want Arabella taught, trained, enhanced as we agreed, then want to take her away from here. I do not need to listen to pseudo-scientific crap about Class A Absolute Submissives’, nor am I prepared to pay any more…”
There was a silence, as if he’d voiced something exceptionally obscene, then the fat gnome said,
“Herr Maberly, the statistical occurrence of identified Class A Absolute females in Western Europe is one in approximately six-hundred thousand…”
“Statistics. So?”
“That of sixteen-to-twenty-year-old females is approximately one in eight-hundred thousand. Wait. Of those, neo-virgins in every sexual sense – and Arabella was very recently of that category – and who are immensely capable of the psychological emotional personality-attachment-state we call ‘love’, ve haf no reliable data; perhaps less than vivty. Small enuf to be categorised as unique occurrences. Vat you haf in Arabella, Herr Maberly, iss the Perfect Vemale. Ve are convinced of this. So cane her, Herr Maberly, and prove it to you, to us and to her… Wait please… Ve have only suggested to her that this might happen, Herr Maberly, that you might cane her, that you might already be here with that intent - with the result that she is now, actually now, in a state of suppressed, intense sexual arousal… There are two courses from which you may choose – we recommend either; cane her – or dezide not to. It will be interesting to observe which course produces the most sexual – and, if you wish, desirable reaction… Either way, Herr Maberly, you – and we – eggspect to be astounded – ja, astounded at the outcome…”

......................................................................................

He’d never seen, let alone held a crook-handled cane, yet he seemed to be holding one now. Margaret had closed the door of a viewing room behind her and he was to go through that door there and give Bella, his Bella, eight strokes of the cane on her bare bottom… Not possible. I don’t like canes. Canes are asexual, canes are violent. I can’t cane Bella. A beating with a cane would be no-sex; I couldn’t do it. A strap perhaps; that could be sexual… I couldn’t do it… Perhaps I didn’t know how to do it…? I wanted to do it. I wanted to do it but with love… Not a cane then. You silly, silly woman, Bella… You’re not even a woman are you – you’re seventeen for god’s sake. I ought to turn your beautiful bottom red with a slipper. That’d be love… ‘Bend over, love…’

The room was small and white and it had a green rubber floor and a polished wooden wide-legged, leather-upholstered-topped stool sort of thing which was obviously meant to be bent over and it had Bella standing by a plank-bed sort of thing and she was wearing clothes. A dress, a plain dress of some dark coloured thin cloth and had bare feet… The dress swelled prodigiously at her bosom because beneath the dress her new breasts were buried in yellow wadding and were supported by the cotton sling-thing which he could see descending from round her neck to under the dress and he had a slipper in his hand - a rather worn rubber-soled white canvas gym-shoe procured from somewhere by Margaret after much searching at my insistence - so she would have to lift her dress before she bent over the stool-thing so he could beat her bottom with the slipper… But you see he wasn’t in control of this, was he, because as he walked into the room – and closed the door behind him… As he closed the door behind him she sank to her knees and put her face to the green rubber floor and put her hands together behind her back and then looked up at him - and her eyes were alight and her face beautiful and she was doing the fleeting, quirky smile-thing – only it wasn’t the fleeting quirky smile-thing because it stayed there… Because she was looking up at him with what the novelists of earlier generations called the radiance of young love or things of that sort, something so powerful that it made him catch his breath… ahhh. Or was he made to catch his breath because she was so fantastically beautiful, kneeling to him like that with her hands behind her back, looking up at him like that, knowing - her tear-diamonded smiling green eyes said it – that he was most certainly going to beat her backside with a slipper… She was blushing. She was bright-eyed. She was sexually aroused. She was Bella and she wanted him to beat her bottom with a slipper because he wanted to do it and because she wanted him to do it and because she loved him and because she was Perfect…
John Maberly had rehearsed it in his head – beating her backside with the slipper, appropriate words and actions; a kind of slightly-angry dominant-male script. ‘Come here, bend over and bare your backside; I’m going to beat you’. It didn’t come out like that, not with her on her knees looking up at him in that way… Couldn’t…

.........................................................................................

 

THREE - FANTASY

“Hello,” he said, trying not to - so making just a silly basso-profundo sound.

“Hello,” she said, and something lit her eyes and her whole damn face even more, then the something concentrated on making the blush deeper…
Bloody hell I love you, said his mind.
“G-going to g-give you a…. Give you a b-beating,” he said, having a problem with getting the words into the right order. “With this…” he said, lifting the gym-shoe and waving it a little… His prick, listening, approved entirely and was warm and thick and vertical and pleased… Much to his annoyance, as he said that and did that he found that he either wanted to smile or was actually smiling. He thought, confusedly, that he ought to add some sort of reason – like why he was going to beat her backside with a slipper…
“...Be-because I love you…”
No response at all; just the bright eyes with their tear-diamonds, the alight smile; Bella on her knees at his feet looking up at his face…
“So – so get up, Bella.” She got to her feet in a move…
“Turn round…” She turned round, her back to him so that he wanted to grab her and kiss the top of her head amongst her red-gold hair…
“Er – lift your dress up. High and bend over. Feet apart and hold your ankles…” At least that was right… Textbook stuff… Erection-making stuff…
Bending, with her dress lifted onto her bent back, stepping her feet apart and reaching for her ankles she was more beautiful than was possible – she had very small dark red briefs on, the cotton taut on her totally arousing bottom…
“Eight,” he said, crushing the firm rubber and canvas of the gym-shoe in his right hand – noticing that it was warm, not cold. ‘Eight’ because eight was a slipping, a real one, not an internet-fantasy ‘fifty’ – because she was Bella. Not ‘six’ – like six-of-the-best – because six wouldn’t be enough, would it? She was going to be his wife, so eight with a slipper would be… Would be the default… He discovered he was angry… Angry because he had a yielding, warming rubber-soled gym-shoe gripped so strongly in his hand and an erection made of warm stone - and because she was Bella and she was touching her toes with her briefs bared and he was going to beat her. That was how it would be - lovingly correcting his wife… But he also wanted to beat her long and slow and hard, at home, in the new living-room of the new house, with a slipper, with love… Now.
“H-hard,” she said quickly, stammering a little, from down near the floor between her wide-apart small bare feet and the inverted vee of her arms, hands clasping her ankles.
He tucked the gym-shoe between his own legs for a moment, grotesquely, so he could reach out and down and peel her briefs down her thighs…
She had a small, carmine-coloured, puckered rosebud. She had a boy’s bottom – two pale, firm, separated cannonballs marked with broadish, pinkish stripes. And she was moving, all of her, gently, steadily – clenching and unclenching her bottom very gently. Something gleaming and wet was on the insides of her thighs…
“Eight, Bella,” he said, retrieving the now familiar feel of the gym-shoe into his hand…
Thwackkk! The slipper made a momentary footprint in her soft-and-firm flesh and she jerked, just jerked, then went still. For the next?
Thwackkk! She jerked, his prick leapt, the fleeting footprint came and went, deep pink this time and her bottom lifted, her feet moved on the green rubber floor and…
Thwackkk! She jerked and mewed. Mewed.
Thwackkk! Jerk – mew – pink impression turning deeper pink as it went away. Warm gym-shoe exactly fitting his right hand, his jacket-sleeve making sleeve sounds…
Thwackkk! Jerk – mew – fleeting reddish mottling now – her bottom lifting, her feet trying to stay still on the rubber floor, her hands visibly re-gripping, tightening on her wide-spread ankles. His prick hurt and… And a gleaming, slow fluid thing was creeping down the insides of her wide apart, beautiful ivory thighs…
Thwackkk! Jerk – mew… Thwackkk! Jerk – shriekkk… Scarlet now, darkening… The sour-sweet aroma of her leaking slit… Running slit…
Thwackkk! Jerk – shriekkk. Bottom thrust fiercely, eagerly, up and back…
Lost count…. Thwackkk! Jerk – scream. Scream. Now she was jerking rhythmically, moaning and hissing and sobbing, pressing her crotch to the cold wooden stool, lifting her head back, sobbing, sampling the orgasms of her submission. Of – her – Sub - mission…
“Up, Bella,” he said but he had no control even then – nor perhaps did she for she seemed collapse to his feet, turning, seizing his ankles and pressing her face to his shoes, her dress on her back and her scarlet-patterned bottom moving and shifting and sampling the pain and the burn and the flare… Weeping and crying, sniffing back tears and weeping and crying… Holding his ankles and shifting her pelvis, her body in some slow, secret, drawn-out pulsation of her own… Sampling her repeating orgasms…
He wrenched himself from her, said ‘I love you’ - and fled….
Margaret said to them all, “She is confined again. She had a small visible, minor orgasm beforehand, another, more visible after the second stroke and then a continuing series of minor ones culminating in possibly five majors in succession when you’d beaten her and she was kneeling and tonguing Mr Maberly’s shoes…”
He thought ‘Perhaps the bald one with the half-moon glasses was German? Only the German language has exclamations composed of words of ten syllables each…’
“Iss perfect. Is absolute class A Absolute Submissive,” said the gnome excitedly, in English. The he said it again in German… Then “Herr Maberly, I may continue with her? It iss essential… This moment…”
John nodded.
“….gutt. Margaret – go quickly to her. Zmile at her as if you – as if eferyone is pleased. Putt in a gag – gently, zmiling at her. Take off – no, leave her dress. But bare her breasts – nefer mind is not healed. Zmile at her… Go now, schnell, schnell… I will send Tara with – with a pretty rubber skirt for her… Eine gummispiel sgirt - for a rubber-game… Arabella is to begin in hardest training at once… Herr Maberly, it is possible you can, meine lieber freundе, gome here every day until… Until we know… Until she is…until she is ready for you? Not to contact, just to see from viewing room? You must learn about her, you see… Gott! You have prepared for her – your house? You have procured – er – the necessities? Clothing, zuitable accommodation…? Tell me what it is you have prepared for her, Herr Maberly please.. You are responsible for her now. You own her, Herr Maberly… Zis will be a masterwork, the definitive tegst-book…” He lapsed back into German again, muttering excitedly…
No, he couldn’t ‘come here every day’. He wasn’t sure he could come here ever again. Beating Bella had undone him. How could he have beaten her? How could she have let him beat her…? He wanted to love her and now he… Now he couldn’t… How could he have beaten her? How could she have let him beat her…?
“No. I – I can’t come…” he said. “Just – just tell me when y-you want me to t-take her away…” I can’t come here again, drive here again…”Or – or – tell me and… And have her brought t-to my house… Private car or something… Don’t mind what it costs…”
It wasn’t a scam and he wanted it to be a scam. That it wasn’t a scam was discovery again. No. He wanted it, all of it, never to have happened. It hadn’t, had it? It was a fearful dream and he’d never met her, had never been to bloody Castleton…. She was the pert and bright and pretty little thing in the striped nylon overall at the check-out and he was doing this to her… Or was none of it real, was he sitting somewhere, fantasising…?
It was four weeks, not two. Margaret’s email said ‘a minor infection of one nipple, other surgery healed/healing. Spends much time crying quietly but Dr Möltke…’ So that’s his name… ”…says this is not a sign of unhappiness or anything. There is no outstanding sum on your account and it has been closed (and erased of course). I will advise you the date and approx time of her arrival. Dr Möltke wishes to correspond with you when Arabella is settled. Thank you.’
Not a dream or a fantasy. But it must be…
He’d decided that it was, so when he got back to the house and saw everything he’d had done, saw all the things he’d bought, saw the packages from ‘Captive’, he only thought of the colossal amount of money he’d spent on a fantasy… Almost as devastatingly bad was Peter Armstrong phoning him at the office and saying he was bringing one of the IT people to set up ‘homeworking’ in the new house -
“Tomorrow, if that’s OK, John. Take the day off…”
Bad because he couldn’t very well back out now from ‘homeworking’ – so in future, now, from this weekend even, he’d be by himself in his idiotically costly BDSM palace, surrounded by his folly and having to work, eat, sleep with it. Because Bella had been a fantasy… Must be, must have been… Must have sent Margaret’s e-mail to myself… There – prove it’s a fantasy – go check…
But he didn’t, because ‘Margaret’ sent him a text-message first. ‘Tomorrow 4.30ish. Bringing V myself. Importnt I don’t come into hse with. 3 honks and pse open door. Tks. Margaret.’
He didn’t go and check the origin of her mail because now he knew it had come from Margaret, as has the message on the phone. Instead, he panicked. Because it was real, all of it and Bella would be here tomorrow, ‘4.30ish’. He hadn’t the faintest idea what or how she would be, how a ‘Class A Absolute Submissive’ behaved, reacted, what to do, and found that he didn’t know how to handle Love even. How to handle Bella…
Except… Except call Peter Armstrong back and make sure the IT in the house was over and done with by midday at the latest… Except then hare round making sure there was nothing untoward for Peter-and-whoever-from-IT to see. Except to make up the bed in the bigger or the two ‘guest’ rooms for Bella and to phone ‘Garlands’ to deliver twenty-quid’s worth of spring flowers tomorrow – to put on the bed in the spare room. He knew it was ridiculous, after what he’d done and that it was a ‘typical male reaction’. In other words, inadequate and futile… Four-thirty tomorrow was nineteen hours away… He needed a drink. Needed several drinks… Ogod… Peter and Charles hadn’t seen anything – that was at least something good…
 

FOUR - BEGINNING

Four thirty today is four-hours nine minutes away. Ogod.

Four thirty – if it is to be four-thirty – is one hour twenty-one minutes away. Need a drink…
It’s four-twenty nine… And what I’ve done is very, very bad… I’ve had a nice, ordinary girl changed by crude and coarse pseudo-psychological means and by force - and by surgery – to resemble, but only to resemble, a collation of entirely imaginary females who reside only in electronic sex sites, that’s what I’ve done. I’m waiting for her to be delivered to me… For what? To play with? To play the jolly game of BDSM with? Then what? Have her un-made back to a check-out girl? Switch her off? That’s what you do with fantasies, isn’t it? ‘On’ when it’s what you want and it’s convenient, ‘Off’ when it isn’t. You switch them on and off… Only, very shortly, this one’s going to be here, in my house again but without an ‘Off’ switch you see… What’s the proper word? A ‘fantasy-off’ switch…Non-switch-offable. Right. Except that I wanted a switchable fantasy that was in the round, fleshed out – and separate from reality, didn’t I? So I’ve spent a great deal of my money and a great deal of time in achieving a permanent, real 24/7, 365 days a year fantasy-sexually submissive by forcibly changing a nice, pretty, ordinary but real girl. Who – whom I love. Which by anybody’s standards is very nasty and is also criminal. She’ll be here any minute now and I don’t know what to do because I am very scared that I’ve done all that to someone I love. You see. Love. So I don’t know what to do… And I shall go to prison for a very long time…
It’s four forty…
It was a black Merc with black windows and it ‘honked’ three times in a magisterial Mercedes manner so he opened the front door as he’d been told to. Then a door in the Merc opened and she came across the gravel past the gate and up the one, two, three, four, five wide steps, into the house. Dropping a small canvas bag and coming very quickly to him to reach up and put her arms round his neck: the car honked again and drove away… Ogod.
He couldn’t see her face because it was pressed to his shirt-front under her red-gold hair, her long red-gold hair that was now a short, curly tousled mop and glorious…
And then, with a quick, urgent movement, with a rustle of dress, she was kneeling…
Kneeling at his feet, quite still, red-gold head down, still and silent. Bella, who he loved completely, so completely that he wanted to kneel at her feet. So he didn’t know what to do… The coffee-brown dress was heaped about her, a dress that descended to the floor in faintly glossy ripples with her as she knelt; a dress he’d never seen. A coffee-brown dress of softly-noisy latex and coffee-brown ballet-slippers that looked as if they were moulded from the same material. She was Bella in a latex dress and rubber slippers, with her long red hair cut short, a fantasy Bella. But real…
“I’m sorry,” he said, not exactly adequately. The mop of glorious red hair was at his feet because she had her face, her mouth to his shoes.
Get up, oh get up, Bella, please get up, Bella, don’t do that, oh don’t do that…
“Up, Bella,” he said - because she was the fantasy-Bella and - because it was easy – because she was the fantasy-Bella so this was fantasy - he pulled open the left-hand drawer of the hall table…
“Hands out together,” he said, using the mental script of his Bella fantasy…. Easy. She didn’t turn, just stood up, the dress rustling, just put her hands out and waited while he used the littlest rubber strap from the drawer strap to fasten her small, pale wrists together…
I love you. Easy. The dress hung from her new big breasts and he could see the outline of her new nipples. His prick was also aware of her strapped wrists and the outline of her breasts and nipples under the coffee-brown, smooth latex. I love you. So he kissed the back of her neck gently, breathing in a clean, new Bella smell and the sweet aroma of body-warmed latex. Bad. I should be bawling her out and… And beating her arse for being ten minutes late… But this is my Bella-fantasy and in my so-carefully created Bella-fantasy that’s not what I do… Anyway, I should begin by telling her that I love her and that the fantasy is ‘off’…Can’t do that now – I’ve bound her wrists…
He couldn’t do that now because he was breathing the perfume, the suddenly pervading aroma of Bella sexually aroused; aroused because she’s been altered for him, because she’s in a rubber dress, because he was there and because he’d bound her hands…
So he said, “kiss me…”
“I love you,” she whispered, head down, turning to him, within an inch of him; he was suddenly surprised again at how short she was – red-gold curls level with his chest. Closed eyes. Head tilted back, soft crushed-strawberry lips parting, mouth opening; lifting herself on tiptoe, hands bound in front of her… Very bad. Shifting, sliding soft warm coffee-brown latex under his hands; firm, yielding, trembling body, trembling body sliding under the latex in his arms. Tears on her upturned face beneath his. I love you. Her face beneath his face… Bella. Tears on her cheeks but she was smiling and her green eyes were both wet with tears and full of light…
It was too late to want the fantasy to go away, never to have been created, so he reached down and gathered her up, his hands on the warm latex, his hands cupping her warm, latex covered bottom; gathered her up and kissed her open mouth, then ate it. She cried, silently, wetly as her latex imprisoned breasts pushed at his shirt-front, cried silently, eyes closed, as he ate her soft mouth, as he thrust his tongue into her soft mouth. She reached her bound wrists up and over and round his neck and ate his tongue, fought his tongue with hers, hauled at him suddenly and the dress made protesting, latexy rippling sounds as she climbed him, thrusting her thighs apart, driving back the protesting dress to wrap her legs about him. Lifted herself, crying silently, her warm wet mouth open under his and with her bound hands plucked awkwardly at the collar of the dress, plucked and pulled until it pulled from beneath her and his hands were cupping her, not soft smooth latex but her. His fingers encountering soft, sliding her… Her warm, firm divided self, her warm, firm divided bottom… Only then did she take her mouth from his as, one handed, he reached down for the waistband of his pants and freed his prick to the air: her legs about him, pressed to him, open for him, his prick immediately found moist, soft warmth. You are Bella and I love you… Everything was the heat and perfume and aroma of Bella; the heat and perfume and aroma of Bella that he seemed to know so well – the heat and perfume and aroma and movement of Bella yielding to the apprehensive, anticipatory, beginning-orgasm of submission… She came, hugely, violently as he entered her. Exactly as he slid into the tight, hot glove of her. Impossibly, he fountained into her at the same moment…
“Ohh,” was all she whispered, hanging from him, impaled by him; warm, seeming fairy-light; weeping silently against him in her crumpled, noisy aromatic latex dress. Her small, sweet, wet sex gripping and re-gripping him as residual, trembling orgasms pursued her, making her new breasts harden and fill…
“Bella,” he said, holding her, filling her, feeling her, breathing the scents of her.
So she spoke, his Bella. “I – I’m ‘ere,” she whispered, eyes closed, crying, her head on against him, her bound wrists behind his head again and her bared legs gripping him above his waist, his seemingly gargantuan phallus deep within her. Quite suddenly he was aware that this was Bella, come home to him and that it was real.
He bent with her, awkwardly, strained for and scooped up her little canvas bag, then carried her like that, carried her, hung on him, her body impaled and filled by him, his shaft sliding wetly in her, her thighs and his stomach and her thatch of hair down there running wet with his semen and her creeping honey… Carried her up, not to the spare room – prepared for her with its massed spring flowers - but to the top room, her room… Lifted her off him like pulling off a tight and sliding glove, deposited her on the pretty-coloured, rubber sheeted bed, thrust his wet shaft back inside his trousers and looked at her…
“This is your room. There’s a shower and toilet through there, love…I expect you spotless, scrubbed, always. There are clothes in there and there. Turn – I’ll unstrap your wrists. Get washed, scrubbed. Inside and out – the bottle brushes for your cunt and bottom are there…Clean your teeth. Just this evening you can choose anything you like to wear – from tomorrow I will choose. You may take your time… Scrubbed, Bella. No lipstick, no cosmetics. Then come down and find me.”

 

BELLA

She sat upright, primly – properly - upright on the bright, pastel-coloured rubber bedspread, knees together, feet together, bound hands resting at her knees, looking up at me with the same love-look…

“Oh…”
“Oh what? Look at the floor when you speak to me please, love…” I said.
“I – I… N-no lipstick…Doctor - Doctor M-Möltke s-said I w-was to… M-my lips… And…”
“Wait. Not very practical – lift your hands up…” I unbuckled the rubber strap, bending over her and inhaling – what? The warm latex smell, an aroma of girl, the perfume of Bella?
“Just put your hands behind your back when you speak to me. You are going to be my wife, remember…”
“Yes, John.” She said my name: had she ever said my name before? She put her hands behind her back.
“Möltke said what?”
Hands behind her back, head up, face up to mine, radiant – and the tiny smile, sitting on the bed in the dark latex dress… I was frightened that the tiny smile might become a grin; no way could I cope with Bella grinning…
“It’s in m-my bag…”
 I’d forgotten the damn bag… “Get up, kneel, open the bag, take everything out and lay it neatly on the floor…”
“M-my h-hands are t-tied…”

I love you…
Watching Bella – my Bella – unpack the bag, kneeling to lay out things, made my prick rise again and – and made me grin – which was ridiculous, wasn’t it… This was Bella, the sexually-aroused-girl-smell and the body-warmed latex smell, the Bella perfume and aroma – it that were possible – of Submission to Me…
From the bag, a paperback, newish, the cover printed with a lotus-flower. ‘Translations from the Kulânarva Tantra 4 – Ritual Copulation’. A name inside in ball-pen: ‘Arabella Maberly’. Maberly? And a date – ‘2007’. She will be Arabella Maberly, Bella Maberly soon. My wife…
A small plastic object, a ‘breath freshener’ spray. ‘Musk’ it said. 
Pack of travel-tissues. 
Hairbrush. Comb. And a large brown-glass, screw-top ointment jar which she held up to me, smiling the small Bella smile beneath the bright diamonds of two tears shining in her eyes… 
“This. It’s fer me. For me mouf’. An’ for me openin’s . ‘Ee called ‘em fust an’ second an’ third o-openins’…”
The plain printed label said it was ‘Silken Gloss’, that it was ‘scented with active pheromones’, ‘flavoured’ and that it was to be used as a vaginal-lubricant, as an anal-lubricant’ and as a lip-gloss.
“I’m ter use it on me cunt, me mouf and m-me bottom. Always, ‘ee said… ‘Fust, second an’ third’ ee said…” 
‘Mildly astringent’ it said, ‘to ensure an attractive, slightly-open appearance’: I opened it, revealing a transparent gel with a gently arousing perfume…
“So do your mouth. Show me… Here, take it”
Very gently, using the merest smear on a forefinger, she smoothed the stuff into her lips. 
“Head up, show me…”
Her red lips shone, were startlingly glossy as if freshly painted – and were parted in the slightest pout. It perhaps burned a little then… Her soft mouth had gone from merely attractive to… to offering…
“Stand up. Hands behind your back if you’re not using them, Bella, eyes closed, head back. Let me smell it…”
Bloody hell, pure, pure, pure sex.
“Give me the thing…”
I tasted the tiniest smear… Small, prickly burning sensation on my tongue, a faint flavour I didn’t recognise but not unpleasant…
“OK, if Möltke says so… Do all three ‘openings’ then. Regularly…” Good god, the flavour’s… could only be… her. But she wouldn’t, didn’t taste like that – I know; I’ve kissed her. She kissed me. What’s the damn jar say? Just ‘flavoured’. No. Next to ‘flavoured’ it said, small and crudely hand-written, ‘Subject A.G – orgasm + owner– semen’.
What? Flavoured with her own honeyed orgasmic fluid? Whoa! Bollocks… And with ‘owner-semen’. My semen? Bollocks… No way… I’d never…. Ogod. The bastards, the clever, clever bastards. That first time, when I’d felt so… When I thought I’d passed out. When I came back feeling as if I’d just wanked… The bastards. So she’s to gloss her lips – and her cunt and her damn sphincter with a gel that makes her taste of her own orgasms, her cunt - and of my semen… That’s crazy… That’s… Bloody hell, it’s for her to taste. Every damn day. Not me, for her. She’s to taste her own orgasms and my semen. Every day. Her mouth and her cunt and her anus are to smell of orgasm and semen, all day, every day until. Taste of orgasm and semen. But faintly, sweetly, arousingly… Until, to her, that’s how she smells and tastes… Of me and of her sexual arousal… Like gently aromatic, arousing honey… Better do her tits as well then…

“I’m to d-do me tits – me breasts - wiv’ it - if you say…”
“Take the jar; you won’t need the other things… Oh, you can keep the book. Anoint your pretty mouth and the other two when you’re scrubbed and dressed… I’ll think about your breasts…” ‘Teats’ said his mind… On the phone to the Idris-person, upstairs in ‘Captive’ with Suzy, Idris had meant Bella’s nipples but ‘teats’ came easily for her breasts as well… Which he hadn’t yet seen, dammit. “I’ll think about your teats…Get scrubbed and dressed…”
She belongs to me. Be - longs – to – me…
“Absolute obedience, Bella love; absolute submission.” I said, making for the door. Turning briefly at the door, I decided again that the fantasy was real and that it was mine.

“I love you, Bella,” – I said and went down to shower and change. Easy. Easy. I love her, I own her, she is part of me, she belongs to me. Absolute obedience, Bella, absolute submission…
But downstairs, showering, it was all panic again. I was suddenly hungry – of all things. Probably she was too. Reality intruding? You can’t have interludes of reality in a fantasy… It doesn’t work like that… Cook something for… For us? You can’t suspend a fantasy while you cook or pee or answer the phone or go shopping can you…? Whoa! It’s not ‘us’ is it? There’s only me – and ‘her’, my… My what? Girl? Servant? Wife – to be? My Sub… The Sub…? She’s mine. Occupants of my house – one male, name, John Maberly, one…one ‘female’, property of the said John Maberly, name Bella. I mustn’t cook for her… That would never do… She must cook for me, work for me… She can start by cooking a meal… If I don’t like it I can say so; I can punish her… I want to punish her… How – ever – I – like…
Naked, holding my erect prick in my fist, I walked out onto the landing, streaming water and suds and called her loudly…
“BELLA!”
… and looked up the narrow stair to the attics.
At the head of the stair she was already coming down. ‘You can choose anything you like to wear,’ I’d said… She came down the stairs quite slowly, her eyes fixed on my face, chin a fraction lifted. Challenging? If you’re challenging me I’ll…
She was naked save for the little brown rubber balletslippers she’d arrived – been delivered - in.
“You can choose anything you like to wear…”
She was naked and she was small and pale and female and smiling her tiny smile and not challenging. Small and pale and female and submissive and obedient and mine and Sex. Coming down the stairs past the watercolours ranged, descending, on the wall. A pale and female animal, not Bella but a different, utterly female animal with horizontally jutting, separated, firm and unswaying breasts… Teats… With oversized, thrusting, erect, fingertip nipples. Flushed-red breasts, marked irregularly with faint pale lines - of a surgeon’s knife or stitching. Flat, ivory stomach…yes, I’ve seen that. In Castleton… Small, buried-pea navel… Seen that too… A bare, smooth, hairless ivory vee descending… Hairless, naked, I’d not seen that. As she took step by step on the stair, the narrow, virtually lipless opening in the broad flat arch of her crotch shifted – to the left, to the right, moving, pouting open a little, closing. Her ‘First Opening’ she’d called it. Her cunt. Not lipless – she had the narrowest of vertical lips there, carmine-red lips. Gleaming, glossy lips. Sex-animal lips whose sole new purposes were to highlight the gateway through which she was to be penetrated, fucked, and to express, moistly, her submission to me. Gleaming, glossy soft red lips which would be perfumed with…with the wry scent of her own orgasms and with the flat scent of my semen; she would be flavoured with both… Her scent, the taste of her…
So I stood there, below her, letting go of my thick, hard shaft to put my hands on my hips; letting it stand up and out, jutting, and looked at her face, looked at the mouth there. Before, it had been pretty and soft and shapely… Now it was pretty and soft and strawberry-red and just open, just a little open in an offering pout, moving and glossy – wet glossy – and would be perfumed and flavoured like her cunt… As would be the small, puckered, crinkly red mouth that must, just then, be shifting and pouting in the deep warmth between the round, firm hand-filling fruit of her bottom… But she was smiling…
Strong, pale thighs, slender, pale arms, small hands, small feet in the dark little slippers… Naked and beautiful on my stairs, smiling…
I think I stood quite still on the landing, aware of the carpet wetting beneath my feet as shower-water drained from me, aware of my nakedness, of the new side-table and of the two palely-ochre pictures against the white wall; desert-scenes, prints of sketches by Lear. Flat bronze bowl on the table. That’d been Father’s… And a pale, naked overpoweringly sexual girl, seventeen years old, on the carpeted stair. I could sense almost tangible sexual pheromones reaching out as a small foot came from the bottom step and as a small slipper unexpectedly made a chirpy little squeak on the landing’s polished boards – soft brown rubber slipper on hard bees-waxed oak. A very long time ago, in a bright and garish supermarket a pretty girl in a striped overall had said to me ‘you can marry me if you like’. She hadn’t told me then that, in the supermarket, she was pretending. That she was in reality already a goddess of sex and submission and obedience and unbelievable perfection created entirely for me to seize and have re-made. Hadn’t told me then that I would be allowed to see her step naked from the stairs in my house and, silently swiftly drop to her knees at my feet, turn her pale face and her tumble of curled red-gold hair up to me, stare into my eyes for a long moment – and then… And then lower her head, take my jutting shaft in her small hands – both curling hands – and take it into her soft, warm, wet, aromatic mouth; to eat it, tongue it, suck it eagerly, fiercely… In silence, her red curls bobbing there at my crotch…
The curious thing was – the amazing thing was – that I was so relaxed. Standing, relaxed, on my ordinary landing with my legs apart, naked, my hands on my hips, looking at two watercolours of ‘Arabia’ and thinking about the artist – eccentric genius Lear - while Bella-the-checkout-girl, naked, without her small-check overall, sucked and fed from my phallus. Standing, hands on my hips, so relaxed as I filled her hot mouth with semen, as she caught her breath wetly and swallowed, sucked, swallowed… Small things became apparent to me as she fed from me: two teardrops fell to the polished boards between my bare feet; a string of semen escaped from her soft and busy lips to fall slowly to the same boards. Bella. Mine, of course…
“Good,” I said, using my hands to gently push her from me, my glistening and still-erect penis sliding from her warm mouth as she took her wet hands away…
“Sit up a bit and wipe it on your teats… Can you cook?”
A wet red tongue emerged and captured an overflow of semen gleaming on her chin, retrieved it and she swallowed… Head up, chin and lips glossed with semen, she said, smiling
“Cook wot?”
Irrationally, the sense of relaxation fled. ‘You do not ask me questions’ said my mind, a sudden anger rising. You say either ‘yes’ or you say ‘no’ in answer to me’. And, even more irrationally ‘Yes’ or ‘no’ because I love you: if I didn’t I’d have had them cut your damn tongue out… No I wouldn’t – that was the internet speaking…
Weakly I said, “I don’t know… I want something to eat… There’s a book called ‘Simply Supper’ in the kitchen. Through there. Cook me something. Now. Lick my prick clean, wipe it on your teats and go cook me something…”
She leant forward on her knees, took my subsiding prick in one hand and enclosed it in her warm mouth again, small pearl teeth touching it; drew it back from my mouth, sucking and licking with her tongue, then, head down, used it – used it like a fattish paintbrush to work it over first one superb breast and then the other, wiping it, the head of it displacing each firm, long rubbery nipple in turn, then allowing them to spring back…
“I’m not a vegetarian or anything, Bella… Something easy; meat and something. There’s a big freezer, big new stove, micro – everything… Do you love me?” Now I was talking to her as if she was already my wife… My naked, kneeling wife…
“Yes.”
She’s sucked me - so now go and cook… “You hungry?” I asked.
Never ask her that again, never. Her problem, not to do with me… “Get the same for…for yourself… I’ll eat mine at the kitchen table this time…”
You eat yours off the floor… “You can eat with me… Bella,” and “I’m going to wash and dress. Food in thirty minutes.” Thirty-five minutes and I’ll beat her arse… Then I’m going to take her to bed and fuck her. Take her to bed and strap her down and fuck her. Take you to bed and beat your arse and gag you and fuck you. Bella.
“Go. Get on with it, Bella…” I growled that, not wanting to growl; stalking out and leaving her beginning to rise; pale, with her jutting, gleaming breasts. Teats. And her semen-wet mouth.
The relaxed-feeling, the feeling of curious ease came back as I showered and dried and dressed. Shirt, pants, ordinary things… Bella-the-checkout-girl was getting a meal downstairs, I was washing and dressing – shaving again for some reason. Bella naked, semen-fed, cooking in the kitchen. How it should be... The food would be good... Or I could – would - beat her... And she would come when I beat her... There are chain fetters upstairs, and gags... Things...
Thirty-three minutes and the kitchen table was covered with the red-white chequered cloth, laid with the correct ‘kitchen’ cutlery and things... The best stuff was in the dining-room sideboard. Thirty-five minutes and she came in with food on plates; came in wearing the thick, heavy neck-to-shin red rubber apron I’d bought, that I hadn’t told her about but that she’d found in the kitchen. It smelt of body-warmed rubber, a smell I was learning was oddly pleasant. ‘Good, sensible. Don’t want hot fat splashing your teats...’ I thought as she went back into the kitchen...
“Is – is this ri-right?” Two of the big round wineglasses and the plonk-Beaujolais. Cork absent. Clever girl. No she’s not. How dare she? Two glasses. How dare you... Clever girl. Sit and eat with me, Bella. Sit your bare bottom on a plastic-seated chair and eat with me, naked under your rubber apron. I love you Bella...
It was the Angus fillet which I’d been too scared to cook in case I ruined it. A small and bitter salad of big-cress and slightly crisped slices of small courgettes, wafer-thin tomato... A napkin-lined bowl of faintly sizzling potato spills, evenly golden brown. She’d seared the fillets with something else, for the meat was speckled with tiny, peppery beads. There must be someone else in the kitchen... No seventeen-year old can do this, not in thirty years, never mind thirty minutes...
She was standing by her chair, waiting, the red apron jutting over her high breasts and she remained so, arousing and tantalising while I sat and finger-picked from the salad to try...
“Sit and eat,” I said, sampling other flavours emerging from the cress and courgette and tomato. Closing my eyes when the flavour of the red meat overtook my senses... Letting a mouthful of red wine roll around my tongue...
“Where the hell did you learn to do this? To cook like this?” I managed, swallowing. Bella told me...
She’d had this uncle-person who was now dead. Uncle cooked. Professionally. Uncle used to say that a man or woman who couldn’t cook wasn’t a man or woman.
Uncle cooked in a place called ‘Perigor’-or-sumpfin’ but came to London every two months for three weeks and stayed with her mother. Mother couldn’t cook. Uncle taught Bella. Uncle was fierce and, in the kitchen, threw things, shouted in French, bellowed in English and something else... Hit Bella’s bottom with a wooden spoon a lot. Uncle made her cook. Cook anything, everything...
This naked, semen-fed, woman – girl - with the sumptuous teats under her rubber apron – teats I’d had made - is my totally-submissive, sexually-submissive, beatable, fuckable, property. I can make her scream and she’ll come repeatedly when I make her scream because she is my entirely submissive, masochistic absolute property – and she cooks for me like this... ‘Anything, everything...
“So what’s the most elaborate thing you’ve ever cooked?”
She frowned, hesitating – and I decided I’d like her to frown like that and hesitate if – when – I told her he was going to thrash her and asked her what she’d like to be thrashed with...
“Soufflé Caliphe. It’s – it’s nearly bleedin’ im-impossible...” Her French accent was infinitely better than her English south-of-the-river-common...
Oh, right... ‘Soufflé Caliphe’. Don’t ask. Mustn’t ask... Look it up somewhere afterwards...
“OK. OK. Nice food. Clear this lot away, clean the kitchen...”
Then upstairs? – her room because the bed’s got straps. I want to strap you down and fuck you. Take you to bed and beat your arse and strap you down on your pretty rubber sheets, gag you and fuck you. Woman... I can do that, you see... I own you.
I want you to be my wife. I want to marry you - no, wrong word choice - ‘I am going to have you married to me... Now. Instantly... But I want to see you dressed, nicely, arousingly dressed but with bright steel chains at your ankles and your wrists, Bella...
“Go up to your room. I’m going to fuck you...” Beat her backside first, so she starts to come...’ The suggestion came from my prick somehow.
“You may come and tell me when you’re ready – when you’ve finished in the kitchen... Make sure you’re scrubbed clean and do your lips – your openings – again. Bella... Love...”
Beat her backside with a slipper. Because that’s how I shall always beat Bella, with a slipper. That’s how I shall beat my wife; with a slipper... Can’t, don’t have any slippers... Gymshoe, like...like the one I beat you with in Derbyshire poppet... Like the grubby white gymshoe Carol liked me to spank her with, that long ago in Winnat’s pass in Derbyshire...
“Bella... When I – er – beat your bottom – as I shall... I shall use a slipper, a gym-shoe. Don’t like canes or straps... OK?” You don’t ask her, you stupid man...
I found I was continually looking and re-looking at her, discovering and re-discovering her; the whole watching-her business was busy because it seemed to require me to be standing back and watching me watching her.
“Yus...”
“Yes what?” My mind had been away watching her...
She had the grin again; it was only the tiniest, fleetest baby of a grin but it was...it was aphrodisiacal. New word – Bella is aphrodisiacal...
“Yes what?”
“Yus, one o’ them jim-shoos. I call ‘em plimsulls. Anyfin’ really as long as it’s ‘ard...” and she did the grin but wider....
I had a half-second mental image of her as Carol, way back, in her posh school uniform and alone with me in ‘our’ hot, dry little secret place amongst the tall rocks of Winnat’s Pass, a curiously precise image where a dragon-fly came and peered at us.
Carol in white blouse and striped tie, dark pleated skirt, knee-high white socks, black ‘plimsolls’. Her blazer lying on the grass, one plimsoll off, taunting me with it, taunting me to spank her...
So, for Bella, not gym-shoes but plimsolls... You could still buy them – I’d seen them in the Home n’ Wear. Black canvas, dull black rubber, greeny rubber soles. Dull black rubber toecaps. I’ve watched the girls from the super-grand St Mary’s College prancing in them in their PT kit... Ogod. Because a rubber-soled canvas plimsoll is the perfect instrument, isn’t it? For sex or for punishment or for training or for reminding... To keep her bottom pink or red and burning... To make love to her with or to thrash her with... Canes are sexless, straps are – are amateur. ‘Fetch a slipper, poppet...’ No. It has to be her slipper... Plimsolls – Bella has to wear plimsolls; ‘come here Bella, poppet, give me one of your plimsolls and bend over...’ No. ‘Plimsoll please, Bella. Sweetheart...’
“Tomorrow you can go and buy yourself some – er - plimsolls. Cheap ones from the Home-n’-Wear.... When you’ve finished in the kitchen, make sure you’re scrubbed clean and do your lips – your openings – again. Go up to your room then; I shall fuck you...”
Do you love me, Bella?
“D-do you l-love me, B-Bella?”
“Yus.”
Ogod... Are you real, Bella?
“Are you real, Bella – I m-mean, are y-you and I real...? You’re not my wife Bella – do you want me to fuck you and fuck you and fuck you before I have you married to me, Bella?” Why the shit am I asking her that...?
“Yoo already ‘ave. But...”
“But what?”
“Like if you ‘ad three of them you could keep one in me cunt and one in me mouf’ and one in me bottom couldn’ yer...” Then she blushed and giggled: stood there naked, her feet wide apart in the little slippers, reached up her hands and cupped her beautiful breasts, lifted them to me – I saw the finger-tip nipples begin to crawl out – grinned the grin at me, blushed from her hairline very slowly down her neck and over her uplifted damn breasts and said
“Dunno abaht anyfin’ else bein’ real. Don’ matter, do it? B’long to you now don’ I? Ort ter ‘ave it writ on me – ‘b’longs to Mister John Maberly’ or ‘this b’longs to Mister John Maberly’. Will when yoo ‘ave me married to yer anyway...?” She said it; not when was I going to marry her but ‘ when yoo ‘ave me married to
yer?”
“Would you like that? To have yourself actually labelled as belonging to me?”
It was like my being slightly and pleasurably drunk, that conversation – a long time later she admitted it had been the same for her... Me fully dressed then, her naked...
“Yes. No. Dunno. S’pose not, really...not writ big like... Orter be, tho’, like labelled...”
“Then I shall have it done, big. But ‘Property of John Maberly’, not ‘Belongs to’...”
“ ‘Ave it done?”
“Tattooed, big...”
Not very slowly, a hand trailed to her crotch as she thought about – well – probably thought about someone tattooing her like that for me, about being tattooed for me. We had – have – these detached moments when our motivations wander apart briefly...
“Ever been caned?” I asked. “Like bend-over-touch-your-toes-caned, I don’t mean like in Castleton, over a bench...” She was immersed in the arousal of imagining being tattooed, standing there with a hand at her mound, small and seventeen and I was imagining her – in a school-uniform of all things – about to touch her toes, skirt-up, to be caned by me for – well – standing there naked with a hand to her cunt. So motivations met...
“One time. At school... Feeble, it were...”
“In a uniform?”
“Didn’ ‘ave one. Jus’ a dress I ‘ad fer school...”
You see, things were crowding me, almost twenty – no twenty-three years of sex-imaginings, sex-fantasies, BDSM fantasies, CP fantasies and now those things were crowding me seriously. In amongst the wardrobes and drawers of ‘things for Bella’ amongst the ordinary clothes and the rubber and leather and bondage and tart’s clothes my fantasies had insisted I buy for Bella was a complete school-uniform, nineteen-fifties, ‘fifth form’, from a sex-site called ‘Academic Wear’. It was crowding me with imagery now - but it didn’t have to, you see. Not now... Because I could do it for real, any of it...
“In the left-hand wardrobe in your bedroom there are some hanging-bags. One’s labelled ‘school clothes’. Go and make yourself into a schoolgirl – you’ve got fifteen minutes. I’d like very much to cane you – so I shall,” I said, aware of my prick rising yet again under my pants. Shock, that was, being able to say it for real, discovery – being able to say it for real. I hadn’t said ‘I’m going to cane you...’ but the hugely more implicatively ‘I’d like very much to cane you, so I shall’.
“Oh...”
“Obedience, Bella... Run, please...” My stone-hard prick was listening...
So it was real and it was a shock; it was the first time I’d made her do – told her to do - anything entirely from my fantasies, for me – and it turned out to be for her too... She was twenty-minutes upstairs, far too long – extra three strokes for being slow? - so I was pacing about with an elevated temperature, an elevated prick and pressed to go up and thrash her you see, but ritual is the key, not violence and impatience but ritual... Then I was pacing with the cane in my hand – which made my phallus over-excited... There was a crook-handled cane in the umbrella-jar-thing in the hall then, there because I’d enjoyed putting it there in anticipation of Bella being in my house, enjoyably there because – because visitors would know I was married to Bella and that Bella was the only other in my house - so why was there a crook-handled cane in John Maberly’s umbrella stand? And perhaps one or two of my visitors might think about the cane being for Bella or ‘for his wife’... which was most extraordinarily agreeable... One day I’ll ask grown-up, sophisticated thirty-five year old Carol to come visit, just to see how she reacted to seeing John’s wife’ and that John kept a cane in the hall. If I knew Carol, the juxtaposition of the two things would occupy her thoughts for some time...
Bella came down the stairs – I heard her – and knocked at the living-room door... Knocked... I loved her for that...
“Come...”
She’d done the lot, either to please me or, as I was to find with everything she did, to please us both... So she wasn’t Bella but Arabella coming to be caned. No make up, short, tumbled red hair tousled; white blouse – a remarkably well-filled blouse of course – striped tie dividing the well-filled blouse, just-to-the-knee heavy, box-pleated navy-blue skirt, knee-high startlingly white socks, polished black leather Mary-Jane buckled shoes on two inch block heels and the eighty-quid navy-blue Melton blazer with the big gold badge on the breast-pocket swell that said it was ‘St.Theresa’s Academy’. Even the enamel lapel-badge that said ‘Arabella Glazier – 5th Form Head Girl’. Extra -fifteen pounds... She looked scrubbed - and in fact she was, for Bella wanted to be, for me as well as for herself, just what she appeared, up for a caning and being brave about it. When your fantasy is real and understands yours, takes part in yours, then it becomes real... The hard cane in my right hand felt like a prick...
“Come here please, Bel... Arabella. I am going to cane you.” The words came out spaced – ‘I – am – going – to – cane – you.’ Bel came slowly, beautifully-apprehensively to the patch of carpet I was pointing at. Perfect.
“Turn round. Step your feet apart...” Long white socks ending in black, strappy, polished, Mary Jane shoes, stepping wide apart on my carpet. Perfect.
“Lift your skirt right up onto your back please and bend over, girl. Girl... Fingers on her bent back, pale legs in white knee-socks going up, up to a round, taut bottom filling ‘regulation’ navy-blue, soft-cotton knickers. Hands, fingers stretching to the toes of the wide-apart polished shoes. Perfect – I shall come in my pants in a moment... This is Arabella and I have to cane her... This is Bella and Bella is going to be my wife...
“Perfectly still please,” I said, and “Eight.” Eight because six, the fantasy six wouldn’t be enough – for me. Please make it not be enough for Bella...
I was doing the ‘standing-back and watching me’ thing again... She was touching her toes there, quite still and perfect and I was leaking in my pants...
Whuuuh. Canes go wuuuh in the air, dividing the air... Thwackkk! Canes go thwackkk and make a sudden valley in the round, taut, navy-blue knickers and the valley vanishes and her blue bottom sways and she says ‘uh’ and her fingers lift momentarily from her shoes and she bends her pale knees a little, straightens... Perfect.
Whuuuh-thwackkk! “Uhh” and it all happened again and it was beautiful, we were one animal, I was caning Arabella and caning my wife...
Whuuuh-thwackkk! Another fleeting valley in her knickers, another “Uhhh” another sway...
Whuuuh-thwackkk! Mew. Mew? Whack-mew-sway? I love you, Bella...
Whuuuh-thwackkk! Meeuw – sway... Hands off her shoes, hands reaching for, gripping the long white socks...
Whuuuh-thwackkk! Meeeeeuw... Sway...
Whuuuh-thwackkk! Meeeeeuw... Sway...
Whuuuh-thwackkk! Thin shriek.. Sway...
“And three more for taking so long upstairs...” Had to be, because I was on the point of coming... “Take your knickers down...” Had to be because my shaft was made of marble and I wanted it in her. In her caned backside...
So Arabella took her knickers down, just like that, showing the reddening stripes on her round white bottom – then bent again, holding her ankles. Positioning herself, making tear-sniffing sounds. ‘On the bare’ said my mind – as I fumbled my free hand at the zip of my pants...
Whuuuh-Thatttt ... Different sound and an instant scarlet line. Shriekkk – sob – sway – little stumbly step forward...
Whuuuh-Thatttt ... Whuuuh-Thatttt ... Shriekkk, stumble, hands flying back... NOW!
I flung the cane somewhere, batted her hands away, seized her hips amidst a tumble of navy skirt, hauled her to me and she shrieked again, shaking, trembling, kicking her legs... Erupting semen filled the divide of her scarlet-wealed bottom as I found the way into her and forced her warm, crinkled sphincter. Probably – I had no means of telling – I wanted it to be a firm, controlling, possessing subjecting anal fuck, a take-possession while she was on whatever high – or low – the caning had caused her but it wasn’t like that. Because I kept having, while my phallus humped and drove in the tight, muscled, textured, convoluted hot darkness of her rectum, while I pulsed and flooded semen there – I kept having sensations of love. It should have been dominance and violence and rape but it was love. Made more so, worse-even, by her jerking, moaning, sobbing responses – thrusting her bottom back on my shaft, doubled-over in my groin, making her thin shrieks, clapping her hands to the back of her neck and ramming herself back onto me... And coming; coming; doubled back into my groin and racked – racked is the only word – by successive, repeating sudden orgasms so that with each shriek I felt a fresh warm caress of her body-honey escape from her cunt to my crotch and thighs. She shrieked and sobbed, gasped and moaned; I growled and panted, called her name... I remember picking her up bodily, still impaled, and thumping her over the arm of the long sofa, bottom high, her already stained and gleaming thighs spread wide and fucking her leaping, jerking body, her sliding farting, wealed and burning arse violently, savagely – because I loved her. Pushing away from her, out of her, my stained prick still pulsing semen and savagely rolling her over onto her back, arched impossibly over the sofa’s leather arm and, elbowing her legs apart again, plunging the fingers of both hands into a sluicing, bubbling slit, hauling it open and ramming my noisome tool straight, deep into her...
She screamed. She screamed “JOHNNNNNNNNN!” Screamed my name – and hauled, flung herself upwards, flung her arms around my neck, the cloth of the uniform filled with her, the blouse wrenched open by my hands so that buttons sprayed. Bella’s breasts... They were flushed, engorged, her nipples projecting, her thrusting, climbing teats projecting...
No, I don’t remember. When or how we fell apart, though I think much time passed.
I remember carrying her, naked, odorous, slippery, stained and bruised into the big bathroom and, almost fully-dressed myself – stripping her of the uniform, then forcibly holding her upright under the shower, by her hair, while I sluiced the stinking worst away. Remember her bared breasts; remember her long, rubbery nipples... Remember her tears, remember lying her on her back on the bright, wet tiles under the hammering shower-water while I gently, passionately gently, sponged her; soaping her body, soaping her breasts, working the soaped fat, soft bottle-brush in and out of her slit to bubbling sounds... Remember her sobs and the patter of the shower water as she aided my hands – a little – in turning her onto her face, the high gasp from her as warm-water needles struck the puffy, dark weals of her bottom: remember her jerking her gleaming legs wide at the first, gentle intrusion of the other brush and how she lay there crying as I cleaned inside there. How she said, aloud, matter-of-factly
“Ohh bleedin’ eck,” as the gentle, turning, thrust-and-withdraw of the soft bottle-brush – ‘me bottom brush thing’ – brought on yet another repeating series of orgasms that lifted her pelvis from the wet tiles... I don’t remember how I too became naked; I do remember her standing... I do remember her doing the impossible fleeting-grin thing, standing there naked and abused... Then giggling – and her giggle was the sound of silver bells – as she – we – discovered that both her cunt and her rectum were leaking, the one a watery honey, the other farting a still-discoloured, earthily-odorous paste, both to creep down her wet thighs.
“Urts,” she said, “me arse...” twisting to see the weals, “an’ I’m leakin’ like a tap... Need a bleedin’ nappy...”
So I carried her to bed, to my bed, naked and doing the smile-thing, wearing only – courtesy of an old fantasy, my so-percipient purchasing and of a site called ‘diaper girls’ - so I put her into my bed wearing only a proper, towelling nappy and glossy red rubber baby-pants over ointment-smeared weals and the occasional crepitating farts. Where we lay, her face to my chest and my face in her red hair, straight up and down, arms about each other, her long rubber nipples poking at me – and, eventually slept, drained. I remember though that she woke briefly sometime in the night, her waking also waking me...
“What?” I asked, sleepily, kissing her hair...
“S’like I’m noo or sumpfin’. Put ter bed in a nappy an’ rubber pants... Wiv’ me bottom sore. Only it’s sorer now ‘cos I’m pissin’ me nappy as well...” And so she was, tensing a little as she pissed there, long and slow. “‘ot like, nice, but it stings me arse... Never noo pissin’ inter a nappy wuz sexy...”
“Nor did I... Whenever you like, Bella...”
“Wot?”
“A nappy and rubber pants to pee into...”
“Git orf,” and then the silver-bells giggle came in the dark. “Go ter sleep... Yer are goin’ ter ‘ave me married to yer, ain’t
yer...?"
“Absolutely....”
In the morning, a very late morning, I had to wash her again and dispose of the nappy. She washed me, her movements very stiff because of the tightening of her wealed bottom and because of her puffily red and swollen ‘openin’s’. How beautiful is my Bella... From the plastic ‘Diaper Girls’ bag that still lay on the bathroom floor she did the nappy and rubber-pants thing again herself because she still leaked a little – clean nappy and, this time bulkier, rustling yellow pants.
“Skip breakfast?” I asked. “It’s nearly eleven: shopping first, then lunch...?”
OK, it was all unreal, except that it wasn’t, you see – and we were in love...
“Shoppin’ fer wot? Anywiy, me arse ‘urts like sumpfin’ else, an’ it’s stiff ‘n leakin...”
“Shopping for plimsolls... As I said, much better than a cane...”
“Can’t. Got nuffin’ ter wear, ‘cept that latex dress I got brought in...”
Yes you have. “Yes you have, you’ve got a nappy and yellow rubber pants and a cheap, mousy-grey baggy dress I bought for when I want you in a mousy-grey baggy dress... And your schooly Mary Janes...”
“Can’t go aht in that lot,” she said, grinning the grin...
“Yes you can,” I responded, cupping her breasts in my hands and kissing her eyes. “In the car – on a fat cushion – then wait while I buy you a proper dress or something, some things...”
“Stockin’s...? You like stockin’s... This is sub...submishun, innit?”
“I think so... How do you know I like you in stockings?”
“Becoz I like stockin’s...
“Be quiet. You can put your new things on in the car, then we go to the Home n’ Wear for plimsolls for your feet and bottom...”
“Can I choose the dress an’ fins...?”
“No. Bloody hell, Bella, you want to be married to me and you’re on about choosing things...? Shut your mouth and kiss me...”
“Difficult,” she giggled, putting her hands over my hands and squeezing her breasts under them.
She’d been mine for less than twenty-four hours, yet it seemed like months – years even. And there were the chains and the nipple-clamps and the corrugated dildos and the hanging-frame and the gags and – if I wanted to, the little five-tailed whip to come... The rubber and leather and plastic clothes, the ‘tart’s’ red dress and stockings and padlocky, ankle-strap seven-inch glossy-red shoes. The burny lip and cunt and arse gloss. And the glorious, submissive, total obedience... Watching her body spasm as she succumbed to repeating orgasms. Managing my house even, as Mrs John Maberly. Greeting my friends at the door, in a starkly erotic dress with no underwear beneath it – or latex underwear beneath it – or with a penetrating chastity-belt beneath it. With a burny, hot, properly pleasant backside and with the cane standing in the umbrella-pot in the hall. Have to get her some proper shoes – flat though, so she’s small: for ‘best’. Plimsolls for everyday...
“I s’pose I’ll ‘ave to ‘ave me works done...”
“What are you talking about, imp?”
“Can’t see yer usin’ condoms, nor me usin’ pills nor nuffin’. Not inter babies are we, like? So I ‘ave ter ‘ave me toobs done....”
“They did it in Castleton...”
“Bleedin’ cheek...”
“I told them to... Now kiss me...”
So my Bella stood on tiptoe in just her nappy and yellow rubber pants and put her warm arms round my neck; I took hold of her red hair in one hand, bent her head back, picked her up by her rubber-covered, diapered crotch in the other and she ate my mouth and tongue while I ate hers...
“Is married bettern’ this?” she whispered, pausing for breath and to accumulate saliva to exchange with mine...
“Much. You have to do as I tell you...”
“So when do you ‘ave me married to yer?”
“No, what you say - on your knees and preferably naked,
Bella - is ‘please when will you have me married to you?’ - that is, if I allow you to ask such an insolent question... Tomorrow, as it happens. All fixed, so close the mouth please...”
The shopping went OK or just about: two cushions and the nappy insulated her bottom enough so that she only had to go ‘uh’ when the car jolted. She looked only a little odd in the grey baggy dress and Mary Janes... I changed my buying-plans twice – once when I managed to park outside the boutique targeted for her dress and shoes and saw a rather tasty – but too tall – long-blonde of about nineteen coming out wearing denim-jacket, denim dungarees – or ‘overalls’ if you are into American usage - and elaborate, rather garish sneakers. Boyish things... Bella would look good as a tom-boy, I thought. Quite extraordinarily sexy...
They had a tee-shirt-printing service as well as some rather nice dresses: Bella got straight, brass-button-fly, bib-fronted, shoulder-strap navy-denim overalls, a short sort-of-battledress style matching navy-denim jacket...
To the bored shop-woman I said,
“She” – a fictitious ‘niece’ – “wants some of those sneakers-things you’ve got in the window – same as the young woman who just left was wearing. No idea what you call them... Those, there...”
“Converse Hi-Tops or just sneakers... Know her size, sir? Which colour? Really they used to be called basketball-boots before the girls began to wear them...”
So Bella got two pairs of elaborate, ankle-high, canvas-and-rubber ‘Hi-Tops’ - young boys footwear as far as I was concerned, with long, parallel and bondagey white lacing; one pair black and white – black canvas, white rubber – and one pair bright red and white, plus some ankle socks. And three plain white tee-shirts with, variously printed across the space her braless tits would occupy, ‘Hands Off – They’re John’s’, ‘Property of Mr Maberly’ and just ‘TITS’.
“Dung’rees,” she said, “seventy quid dungarees. Overalls” – struggling into them in the car. “Fought I wuz getting a dress...”
...and “them’s basketballs. Rite, but you’ll ‘ave to do ‘em up fer me...”
 OK, discovery time – a small and pretty redhead Bella, seventeen years old, sitting scrunched in the corner of the back seat, in the overalls, and a tee shirt that said it contained ‘tits’, me in the opposite corner with her feet in my lap while I laced the bondagey ‘basketballs’. They smelt of fresh new rubber, did her ‘basketballs’ and were, surprisingly, extremely arousing as I laced rows of white laces; so arousing that had I allowed my prick into the fresh air she could have captured it vertically between her new rubbery, bondagey, size three ‘basketballs’– with liquidly-spattery results. Out of the car the denim jacket did it completely - plus the grin because she liked herself in her denims and explanatory tee-shirt and the canvas boots... I liked her dressed like that, hell knows why... Tomboyish but ravagingly female and profoundly, mischievously sexual... You live and learn – but perhaps it was only because she was Bella and my property, to do as I liked with...
In the Home n’ Wear she got three pairs of cheap black, ‘slip-on’ schooly plimsolls ‘wiv them toecap bits’ and one pair, because she said ‘like the blue an’ white ‘uns’, of blue-and-white ones – with white rubber ‘toecap bits’.
In the Home n’ Wear she unexpectedly stood quite still for a minute, as far as I could make out, staring at the floor about six feet away...
“What?” I asked my wife to be....
“Minnit,” she said, “peenin’. In me nappy... S’nice...”
I say the shopping went OK, though not quite as I’d planned, but there was a small hiatus as we returned to the car: I opened the door for her – being as I say, totally in love with her and therefore unnecessarily ‘gentlemanly’ – but she stopped before getting in...
“Arf a tick,” she said, standing there not moving...
“What? Come on, get in...”
“Can’t... Peein’ again...”
“Ogod. You crap in it and you’ll wear it for a damn week...”
“Yer would too, wouldn’ yer... Peein’s nice, tho’...”
“I do not want a wife who wears nappies and rubber pants and who pisses in her nappy in the supermarket. You’ll be wanting a dummy next: no way, there are perfectly good gags waiting for you anyway, young woman...”
At home she busied herself in the kitchen in just plimsolls and the overalls, a wet nappy and yellow rubber pants underneath that, bare breasted with nipples I swear she’d flipped into startling erection and sucking a big red rubber dummy I’d had to get from the Home n’ Wear ‘Junior Kids’ shelves... Why the hell was that sexy too?
“Bella, why is it that you sucking a dummy is as sexy as hell?”
“Evrythin’s sex, innit?” she grinned, plucking the thing out, then putting it back and making it shift about as she sucked it.
“Everything?”
“Evrythin’...”
“You are a cheeky little sod, madam. I think I shall beat your arse...”
“I gotta wet nappy on an’ rubber pants...”
Failure, the whack and whack and whack and whack and whack and whack, because her still-fairly-sore arse was too well insulated and because she liked it anyway... Being whacked in her wet nappy and rubber pants... Love you, Bella.
Because non-sexual practicality has to intrude sometimes, we ate and then I took her round the house, very desirable in the ‘Tits’ tee-shirt and the dungarees and the black plimsolls - and without the nappy and ‘me rubber pants’ - to tell her and show her how I wanted everything; neat, tidy, spotless, organised – “don’t bother me with ‘domestic’ things Bella”
I got a wet grunt and a wobble from the dummy...
“Take that damn dummy out – wait, I’ve got something better...”
Never done it before, never even thought about it in what used to be my fantasies – I’d imagined gagged women of course but never thought about the process of actually gagging one, not in detail and certainly not an obedient female accepting one... Recommend it... Recommend a wife or a wife-to-be who accepts being gagged... Women ought to, generally – it’d make life much quieter for those of us who are the masters... In ‘Captive’ I’d chosen just three, all expensive and properly made, each with its own particular purpose:
A bright steel ratchet-gag that looked more like some sophisticated machine than a ‘sex-toy’ – ‘toy’ it certainly wasn’t for it had expanding, curved steel jaws which held the mouth open as wide as one cared to engage the ratchet mechanism – before locking it. One would have thought this sufficient, but Suzy told me ‘it does let ‘em make sorta gargly noises if yer don’ use the middle bit. That ‘urts like buggery...’ The ‘middle bit’ – which the accompanying instructions described as the ‘tongue restraint’ – is a four-legged bright-steel spider-like item which attaches and sits over the open mouth; from the centre of it something like a tapered red rubber sleeve or pocket extends a little way into the open mouth and is intended to capture the tongue, the clever-bit being that once the tongue is in the rubber pocket-thing, a detachable rubber bulb-and-tube enables you to exhaust the pocket of air, thereby drawing the tongue into it, pulling it out: turning a little lever seals the thing so that you can then detach the bulb-and-tube. That leaves the wearer with a widely-distended, open mouth, her tongue pulled out centrally. ‘Urts like buggery - I ‘ear, I don’t know mind - an’ all she can do is make breavin’ noises and leak spit over ‘er chin... When yer takes it aht, she’s ‘as a problem closin’ er mouf an’ er tongue stays stuck-aht fer arf a hour or more. Real ‘eavy bit o’ kit...’ The ‘real ‘eavy bit o’ kit’ was an extravagance really, because it cost almost six hundred pounds.
Then there was what I considered a straightforward, if top-of-the-line gag; a moulded, red rubber penis-gag – nice little stubby and completely-naturalistic soft-ish rubber prick to sit in the mouth, depress the tongue and be sucked, a plain rubber pad over the mouth and another completely-naturalistic but fat four-inch erect prick sticking out – outside. Nice. Four narrow soft rubber straps to pull over the head and lock together at the back of the neck to make sure the thing stays in. Efficient, practical and breathable through the pricks... The leaflet said it could be worn for protracted periods – which the steel affair certainly couldn’t - and that it was an ‘efficient trainer’. Fifty pounds...
But the one I was in the process of fetching from upstairs for Bella had been made specially – with the aid of the computerised measurements of Bella’s head and mouth provided by the Derbyshire team, ‘Captive’ organising the making of it. You see, I had no wish to gag Bella – but in the normal course of events, as she would be my wife, she would clearly need to be quiet from time to time… I had no wish to gag her with something aesthetically ugly, like the ratchet gag or the penis-gag; to have her go about with a ‘contrivance’ spoiling her pretty face so we – Suzy and I – arrived at Bella’s elegant, neat and entirely feminine ‘quietener’, which in fact almost at once came to be called her ‘dummy’ – because it was suckable. Very expensive because it was tailor-made but entirely successful – Suzy tried it and although her mouth was larger than Bella’s she said ‘wow, that were nice… You goin’ ter ‘ave one made fer me, as a prezzie like? ‘Special - Captive’s made-ter-measure Ladies’ Quietener – not a gag – pure soft natural rubber – attractive in wear – ask for MT016’ was added to the catalogue later.
“Here, poppet,” I said, bringing it and holding it out to her. “This is yours, a new dummy,” I said, grinning. She was pottering in the kitchen – re-arranging things no doubt, in the female way – looking delicious in the alarmingly enticing overalls-and-tee shirt, the rubber soles of her slightly incongruous and school-girly plimsolls squeaking on the tiled floor. She can be anything I want her to be – is she anything I want her to be…
“Come here, chin up, open your mouth…”
Pure sex, pure Submission, pure Love, absolute eroticism – and an absolutely rigid, vertical prick – ensued. My hand in her red hair easing her head back, Bella closing her eyes, mouth wide for me to slide the short, fat soft rubber prick over her red, wet tongue; a red prick to match the redness of her tongue, a perfect, naturally modelled prick – not too soft, not too hard but yielding a little as if it were just reaching erection… Glimpse of even, small, bright white teeth… A gentle, sweet-cunt-and-sharp-semen-perfumed mouth… Soft breath…
“Just close the mouth, Bel’,” I said and as she did so the soft red rubber half-mask cupped her chin from below her pretty nose: it had the finely-matt texture of her pale skin and was of the same colour-shade as her gorgeous hair… It as if it were a part of her… The narrow rubber retaining-straps invisible in the hair at the back of her head. Click. A tiny, red-anodised flat lock there, invisible. She made an odd sound, a quick try-to-breathe sound and moved her head…
“Breathe through your nose – though you can breathe through the thing if you have to… If there’s saliva, swallow it, love… There, very nice, actually very pretty,” I said, lifting her chin on two fingers so that her green eyes opened to look at mine. Well, it was pretty. Is pretty, is Bella’s ‘dummy’ – it makes her look even more exotic than she is without it.
“OK?”
“Mmf” is as near as you can get to describing Bella’s vocalisation with her dummy in. ‘Bright’ is as near as you can get to describing Bella’s green eyes when she has her dummy in. ‘Erect’ is a fair description of my penis when I see Bella with her dummy in. And providing they’re uncovered, ‘extremely erect’ as near as you can get to describing Bella’s teat-like nipples when her dummy is in.
Very much later in time, a friend encountering my wife for the first time – she was bringing coffee and alcohol to the two of us, bare-footed, wearing her longest, plain denim dress - and her gag - very wifey and feminine the friend said, after she’d gone “My word John, that’s a very lovely young woman but… but…suppose I shouldn’t ask… Er, dis… Disadvantaged is she? Her mouth, I mean… Sorry… Can’t s-she, can’t she speak…? Sorry…”
I should have said, then, “Bella’s the most advantaged woman you’ll probably ever meet… No, it’s a gag – she’s my wife and I just like her silent sometimes…” – but I didn’t, I just grunted as if he’d asked an inappropriate personal question. There are one or two, of course, including Carol, who later became quite familiar with ‘John’s pretty wife’, easy with ‘John’s Bella’ – in anything or nothing, including her silencing ‘dummy’. As Bella is easy with them - in anything or nothing, silenced or not. She still gets the little pelvis-tweak when she does what she’s told and puts her dummy in – or on, whichever it is, knowing that someone is going to see her like that. Her almost unnoticeable orgasm-frissance that goes with my merely telling her to do something and with doing it, whatever it is… Perfect Wife from day-one, from even before I had her married to me – that’s my Bella.
Sorry, I’m digressing…
In the kitchen that day, Bel in her dummy’ for the first time – her proper dummy, not the oversize pacifier that’s part of the jointly-popular ‘diaper girl’ fun-scene – I kissed her hair and said
“Comfy?
I could see by her small movements that she was trying, tasting the little internal prick with her tongue…
“Mmf,” and a very slight, bright-eyed nod.
“Learning to be a proper wife then?”
“Mmf” – and she reached out both hands to touch me…
“Not in a gag all the time, sweetheart - but it’s good discipline for you, loving discipline. Not tomorrow, that’s for sure. You’re going to be a bit busy tomorrow – having yourself married to me…”
The touching hands slid round me then and her red hair was at my shirt-front, her cheek pressed to my breast-bone, Bella in tee-shirt and dungarees, tip-toeing in her plimsolls and suddenly sucking visibly at the stubby rubber penis of her new ‘dummy’. I cuddled her to me, saying “Good girl…”
Because it was the night before her wedding, my Bella spent it alone in bed in her own room, naked between the rubber sheets, rubber straps about her arms and wrists and thighs, about her knees and ankles – but still with her dummy in… It was her way of anticipating, you see: she didn’t tell me so, I just knew…
 

FIVE - MRS ARABELLA MABERLY

There was no reason why I couldn’t have arranged a full-blown, classical wedding – save that I didn’t want it to be a full-blown classical wedding - I wanted it, from the very first, to be John Maberly taking a wife. Taking a proper wife in the proper manner: though the proper-manner, by my standards, would have got remarkable press-attention and almost certainly much attention from the police. So I’d arranged two ceremonies… The first, to make it all legal and above-board was going to be a very small, minimal affair in a Registry Office – twenty minutes at most: the second involved hiring a disused church. Do things properly, that’s my motto – or it was as far as marrying Bella was concerned. Church, flowers, music – not, oh god but not ‘the Wedding March’ – and, somehow, some guests. Two ceremonies, each at a diametrically opposed end of the possible range of such things; one easy to arrange, the other rather less so… I told Bella about neither; on the morning I relented a little, due to sheer bloody weakness I suppose….

“You’re going to be married twice today, Miss,” I said, sitting on her bed and unstrapping her decidedly sweaty self - tightly confined, naked, in rubber sheets you see… “Necessary for proper-wives; one Registry Office in-and-out to satisfy the law of the land – here, key… find out how to take your dummy out – and straight after, the ceremony that matters, big white dress, vows, witnesses, officiator – not a priest I’m afraid – book-signing and all that… Then Mrs Bella, Mrs Arabella Maberly…”
What can I say about a Registry Office wedding, Bella’s Registry Office wedding, save that it took seventeen minutes, that I collared an innocent and unsuspecting witness from the street – and gave him the traditional English Crown coin in payment – which I had to order from the bank specially and which he couldn’t spend, so he was miffed. Save that the Registrar, an elderly chap in half-moon glasses, a crumpled suit and tie and frightful old brown suede shoes, was visibly taken aback at the sight of me in a thousand-quid’s-worth of George Poole suit and the bride in an extremely well filled tee-shirt, denim overalls and red ‘basketballs’ – no underwear but he wouldn’t have know that… I think that’s why I had to tell her there was a pukka white-meringue-dress ceremony to follow – even Bella might have commented on her ‘day of all days’ being merely in denims and sneakers. Or would that have been orgasm-stimulating because it was me enforcing it? Dunno…
“OK Mrs Maberly,” I said, as soon as we were out again and in the car, “You’re going to meet some friends of mine who’ll see you’re fit for the next bit – and help you through it…”
I drove into the City and handed her over to Suzy, at ‘Captive’. Suzy and a startler called Diana, another startler called Tavy – Octavia really – and a person called Cleopatra who caused me no sexual arousal at all – just fright. Plus a nervous little thing of about Bella’s age who Suz’ said was
“Noo. She’s Cleo’s really, aren’t you, Ly?” ‘Ly’ was Suzie’s version of Leila and Leila was black. Not just your very-very-dark brown-black but black-black and where her brick-red little tarty dress didn’t cover her – and she seemed embarrassed by the very small extent of her brick red tarty dress – she wasn’t smoothly matt black but smoothly shiny black; her damn skin looked oiled.
“Hello Leila,” I said, wanting at once to study Leila at length and naked on a red bed.
“We’re corruptin’ er,” giggled Suzy…
Plus ‘the Boss’ who was the owner of the place, friendly – bloody well ought to be with girls like those – who was going to be ‘witness’ and was one Richard Cope… Suz’ had persuaded her companions to ‘see to’ Bella’s wedding ‘coz it’d be great’ but Richard had to be consulted because it would mean closing the shop for a bit… He agreed to be my ‘priest’…
Three hours later – how can it possibly take three hours to get into any sort of dress, even a monstrous white meringue of a wedding-dress – I stood up to the strains, recorded strains of the Liebestod, a good accompaniment for a bridal walk down the aisle - but a better one for a steadily ascending fuck-to-climax - and tried not to peer behind me, difficult enough in a wing-collar… Nothing but the best for Bella’s ‘day’ – a grey morning suit would you believe… Grey topper and lavender-kid gloves to hand… Seven strangers in the pews behind me from somewhere… For a moment I panicked until Richard Cope, equally sartorially uncomfortable and hovering, whispered
“Front, left, Idris – makes clothes for my shop, made Arabella’s wedding dress. Next, Raman, Idris’ latex-cutter – along to make the numbers up, as are, in order, Paul Szenker, specialist footwear; a majorish customer - Shimazaki Sakuturo, only he calls himself ‘Mister Tens’. Then his ‘lady friend’ – Korean, pretty enough, likes the latex he buys for her. The little dark chap is my jeweller and small metalwork expert. The poison-dwarf at the back you already know I believe – Herr Doktor Wolfgang Möltke, he of the Swiss Clinic and – er – enhancement-procedures. Seems a lot of people want a glimpse of a ‘Class A Absolute Submissive’. I certainly did, when Suzy came up with her hare-brained scheme…”
“What hare-brained scheme?”
“Organising your wedding… The witness is here somewhere…”
“And is…?”
“Suddenly grossly-overpaid bit-part actor from a bump-and-grind in Brewer Street – got a superb plummy-High Church-speaking voice though… Look out, here comes your bride…”
So we did it and, looking back, it seems that it was all over in no time – bar the thwacks and shrieks… Bella in half a mile of white, embroidered, pearl crusted silk brocade – and genuine pearls at that; flowers from Moyses Stevens, perfume from the brown-glass jar from Derbyshire, satin slippers – flat slippers because I will not have my bride on stalks. Bella actually trembling – and not from sexual arousal for a change… Me scared stiff – which is apparently par for the course… The hired ‘clergyman’ who indeed had voice exactly right to play that ghastly prelate in Jane Eyre…
“You, woman, Arabella Mary Glazier, are to accept to be owned body and mind by this Man, John Maberly, to be subject to him, submit to him, be obedient to him in every way that he commands… You understand this?”
We’d tinkered with the Order of Service a bit you see… Bella wasn’t required to answer, being anyway female – a proper female – and myself being male, so it wasn’t a question, merely a statement….
“You will accept from and welcome from him Care, Protection, Tuition, Support, Chastisement, Bondage, Confinement, Pain, Correction, Love – and if he chooses, Flagellation; those ten things and any other – which form the proper ordering of a Wife. Woman, if he so wishes you will to wear this man’s Rings wherever on your body he chooses them inserted. Don’t answer that – you are not required to speak, it’s just part of the vow bit…” He reached forward, good lad, and touched her bosom…
“John Maberly, this female is now your property – you may, if you wish, kiss her forehead lightly…” Nice touch that – she smelt ready for bed…
That was the ‘church’ ceremony bit. Then the girls escorted her to the vestry, followed by me, considerably excited and considerably erect in anticipation - I hadn’t briefed Bella about the rest but the poppet soon got the idea, bless her…
The rest, which was: I sign the ‘book’, writing her name under mine, Diana and Tavy hold her while Suzy saw to the little white zips that allowed the dress’ bosom to be peeled down for the ‘rings’. Now, I’m an observant sort of chap and it was at that point that I noticed the ‘Captive’ girls seemed to be just a little enthusiastic about their assigned duties – in different ways of course. Diana particularly – either she was swaying her small and very nice hips to the music emanating from the church-proper or she was indulging in something else… At Suzy’s suggestion all five of them were in little white dresses – bridesmaids you see – little white latex dresses which I thought very slightly inappropriate; very short and flary, with remarkable bosoms, flary skirts. Leila in a short white latex dress, with her totally black skin - and looking as nervous as she did the first time I saw her - was totally, totally desirable… One of them gave me the shiny, pliers-like tool, Suzy held Bella’s left breast up - click, shriek, a little blood. Click again, shriek again, a little more blood and Bella was wearing my rings, nice fat gold ones, though rather bloodied nipples. There was no hanging about – straight away the girls turned her round, newly-ringed tits and all, bent her over the vestry-table, hauled up the cart-load of wedding-dress – demonstrating that Bella wore a white rubber corset and nothing else beneath it… Suzy handed me the cane – a white one of course – and I thrashed my new wife while they held her.
Cane noises again; wuuuh-thwackkk - wuuuh-thwackkk - wuuuh-thwackkk shriek - wuuuh-thwackkk shriek - wuuuh-thwackkk shriek, mew, sob - wuuuh-thwackkk shriek, mew, sob…
“Hold her, please, girls…”
Wuuuh-thwackkk shriek, mew, sob - wuuuh-thwackkk shriek, mew, sob - “Good girl, Bella…” - wuuuh-thwackkk shriek, mew, sob… “OK, get her up, cover her tits up again, drop the dress and get her into the car…”
That was it really – I only discovered later that Richard had planted a video-camera high in a gothic corner and had filmed the lot; had in fact filmed the whole business from start to finish… He took the fiche out as they were putting my wife into the car –
“A bride ought to have a film of her wedding old man – here, give her this…”
So now Bella was married to me – twice, I was a bit dazed even though I’d planned it all and, hopefully, Bella was ensconced in the car being showered with confetti, hurting like hell, bleeding into a thousand-quid’s worth of wedding-dress and, now that she knew she was properly my wife, hopefully coming serially into the dress as well…
“All right, Mrs Maberly?” I asked over my shoulder as I drove off home with her.
“Think so,” was the answer, then “I sort of thought it was all a dream you see, but it isn’t, is it? ‘Urts, mostly…”
“It’s much better that it isn’t a dream, don’t you think?”
I got a giggle: “Better for who?” she asked, the cheeky imp…
“You of course… No more dreams, imaginings, fantasies - I want to do something to you, I do it. You want me to do something to you, you ask nicely and I do it…”
“S’pose I don’t want you to do whatever-it-is to me?”
“Then you’ll come even faster and more often when I do… Now, be quiet, sit up straight, hands behind your back - like a good wife - and wait ‘til I get you home, Mrs Maberly…
 

SIX - DISCOVERY

I made two discoveries really or, more correctly, we, Bel’ and I, made two discoveries. One was that it is impossible to realise a sexual, particularly a BDSM-sexual fantasy when the people involved - in our case two - are living together full time. The typical major BDSM-sexual fantasy, be it in a book or on the Net, is a series of separate incidents occupying a mere fraction of time, in between which the protagonists do what? The shopping? Tidying away and cleaning the ‘equipment’? Deal with the household mail, the housework? Does ‘he’ answer the phone and say ‘It’s for you’ to his partner-in-BD, ‘sounds urgent… I’ll just unchain you and take your gag out’…? Sexual fantasies of this kind - which drag out over more than a day - just fall over at the merest intrusion of the real world. Up to the time we married, we’d been really doing no more than living together but, as well, attempting to play-out our own fantasies together, different though they were. In some ways it had been like a first discovery of sex - you could keep doing it, in different ways, but you still have to eat and sleep and do all the other things, you can’t spend all your time together copulating. Seems obvious, put like that, but I hadn’t thought about any of that when I’d tried to have Bella ‘perfected’ for a submissive, BDSM life with me and neither had she - when the something in her inner self had made her want - or decide - to submit. True, I already loved her when we finally married, loved her perhaps only because she had yielded to my fantasies or perhaps because I had no real understanding of ‘love’, but, as we both found out, neither had she. It was just a word expressing an attachment formed separately by each of us because we were able to fulfil a little of each other’s’ needs… Doomed to failure…. That there wasn’t and hasn’t been a failure was due to the other ‘discovery’ - that when neither of us tried to make the fantasy work, neither of us tried to deliberately drive it forward, then it became, very quickly, seamless and real. By ‘very quickly’ I mean within a few hours of us arriving home as man and wife, when the merge of fantasy-life with real-life was suddenly precipitated by Bel’ herself…

We’d gone almost straight to bed as soon as we got home to our house - after our wedding - and, as I’d planned, I’d bound her arms so that the subsequent ‘shafting’ would be both celebratory and, of course, submissive on her part. I gave her a pre-planned ‘wedding present’ in the form of a pair of silver-plated nipple-clamps, deliberately fierce ones which, as she was unable to resist, being bound with straps, I applied slowly… Pain not being the immediate objective but submission to the pain to come. All perfectly text-book BDSM. As was gagging her when she progressed from mild mewing to pleas, then shrieks, then frantic, pleading screaming. Celebratory and instructional BDSM. I’d fucked her while she screamed and then had simply bound her legs, gagged her and left her, making an early sexual fantasy of my own come true but with the added piquancy that she was my wife, that she wanted to submit and that I was going to make her do so… That she should have a sudden orgasm as she lay there weeping, naked and bound, when she saw the gag in my hands wasn’t new - what was new was that she was my wife… So, as I said, I left her in that state, my immediate desires satisfied…. I suppose I left her for three hours - overlong really - but then crept back to free her, take out the gag and take her nipple-clamps away so that she could sleep. Of course she screamed frantically when the blood returned to her elongated, scarlet teats - but I left her screaming and, in a determination to show ‘how things are going to be now’, went to bed alone to sleep off the rather serious amounts of champagne etc I’d imbibed during the day… Since first speaking to her all that time ago in the supermarket, I had led and in a sense driven Bella in the directions I wanted to go, perhaps more easily than I deserved because of her own willingness - and want - to be driven. Before I slept, the ‘how things are going to be now’ was a unilateral thought of mine only, centred on how I was determined it would be. Being female however, with a female mind - and because, as she later said, we were now married, she’d lain on the other bed and had seen things in a light I’d never considered could exist…
I woke alone, later than I intended; I woke to find clean clothes laid out on the chair across the room…
Fine, she’s up. My wife is up and, as she should, had laid my clothes out while I slept. Good girl. ‘Good’ in the sense that she knew her duties then… ‘How’re things going to be now?’ They’re going to be different… I’ll wash and dress without looking for her… And if I didn’t find her already washed and dressed, in the kitchen starting breakfast - because she would have heard me use the spare room’s bathroom - I’d explain that her failure to do those things was a dereliction of her new duties and that she needed a beating… Nice. Do that after breakfast, before I decided what I would do to her today… All that fell down because it was Bella who’d decided ‘how things were going to be now’. And Bella who’d decided that the driving entity from now on wasn’t to be me, or even Bella but us; ‘us’ as a single entity, because - as she put it to me later that day - ‘we love each other don’ we?’
So my wife Bella was in the kitchen already, alight with a most extraordinary happiness, busy making an elaborate breakfast for us both. Busy and beautiful in, of all things on the morning after her wedding, jeans and socks and her as-yet-unworn red and white bondagey-laced ‘hi-top’ sneakers - what she’d called ‘basketballs’ - and nothing else whatsoever but a glossy coat of the sexually aromatic ‘openings’ gel on her full red lips - and, as I was to discover, on the other places too and - something whose significance I missed at first - one black, canvas and rubber slip-on gymshoe - a plimsoll - thrust half into in a back-pocket of the jeans, the heel-end of its green and textured rubber sole exposed for easy access. There was also lint and sticking-plaster covering her newly pierced teats…
“Hi, husband,” she said, coming across the kitchen to me suddenly grinning like some eager elf, her sexually-arousing ‘basketballs’ chirping on the tiled floor and her globular thrusting breasts leading. “Do I get a kiss then? Can’t get me teats up, look,” she grinned, grabbing each breast in a hand and holding it up to me. “Must be the ‘oles for me rings…” Darkly bruised and marked as they were, her smooth, rubbery nipples were extending into little-fingertip teats as she spoke. “That’s better,” she said, grinning more and flicking each with a finger to encourage them… Because they were teats and not just nipples, her gold rings hung at least an inch-and-a-half away from her breasts…
“Gissa kiss then… Yer breakfast’s nearly ready… Shall we ‘eat in ‘ere?”
Then I loved her. Then I knew how things were going to be… And how beautiful and sexual and small and edible she was and how she always would be…how we always would be. It would be as simple as that…
“Come here then, elf,” I said. “Hands behind your back, chin up…” I didn’t have to say ‘mouth open’ because her soft, glossed, perfumed, flavoured red lips were parting already… “Up on your toes then…” I held her under her jean-clad backside while she rose onto tiptoe so that she could reach my mouth with hers… and when her mouth was close it was already gently open, her tongue was there for me and her eyes were closed… “So what’s with the slipper?” I asked, having encountered the gym-shoe in the back pocket of the jeans as I lifted her, then sampling her lips…
“Noo wife,” she whispered, avoiding me briefly so she could. “Fought you’d need a slipper - to ‘and like…”
I tell you now, it’s very difficult exchanging long, slow sliding, eating, devouring kisses with your wife if both of you are eager to explore each other’s tongues, if she has her arms around your neck, if her feet are off six inches off the floor because you are cupping her bottom in both hands so she can reach, if she has her round, firm, near-spherical bare breasts pressed to you and her long, erect nipples crawling against your shirt, if the pair of you keep having to breathe each other’s breath… If your prick is climbing like a lift under your pants and her round backside is clenching and shifting urgently under her jeans and under your hands, as if it was a race to see who comes first… Especially if she’s eighteen and gorgeous and has just not only reminded you that she’s your ‘noo wife’ and therefore expects to have her bottom beaten with a slipper any minute now… Please…
If I remember correctly, I came first, in my pants; she just went on coming in hers until I pulled the slipper from her pocket and she giggled and bent over quick, to touch her toes…
So Bel’ and I don’t plan anything now, not in the way of sex anyway. It just happens; we don’t even think about it… As she says, ‘everything is sex, innit’: we were in Frensham’s the last time she said that, choosing a smart new table and chairs for the kitchen…
“These are rather nice,” I said of the chairs
“Mmm. Sexy…”
“They’re kitchen chairs. What’s sexy about them for god’s sake?”
“Seats are plastic-covered…”
So they were, the thin seats were thinly padded with bright-blue shiny plastic.
“So?”
Bel, without bothering about anybody looking, flipped up the back of her skirt and sat, knees deliberately wide; she wriggled her bottom about a bit and grinned. “Bondagey” she grinned, using a word picked up from me. Then “Look” - getting up and half-turning to study the shiny blue plastic - which now had a thinnish stripe of moist-dark from front to back, on account of her not having anything on under her skirt. “Look, kiss mark…” Bare bottom, smooth coldish blue plastic seat - sexy, bondagey… Everythin’s sex innit? On her toes, she grabbed my arm, reaching up for a kiss. “Only it’d be nice if mine ‘ad a softish blue plastic prick standin’ up wouldn’ it?”
“Bel, these are - well - breakfast chairs…”
“S’wot I mean - I could start the day right… If this one ‘ad a prick…”
I never know with my wife - and probably never will - whether she’s being serious or not when she comes up with things like that…
Things like “Ere, what you think?” I was idly looking at share prices on the box; she was pattering away at the keyboard of her laptop - the fount of all knowledge as far as she’s concerned. The image she required me to think about was a fairly large close-up of a female crotch including pinkish labia, closed tightly together by means of five-a-side gold rings and an extra long and narrow gold padlock-hasp capturing the lot of them. The padlock was heart-shaped, very small and gold too.
“All right, if you like that sort of thing I suppose…”
It turned out that what my wife wanted to know was if I too thought a heart-shaped padlock, in gold, was unnecessarily ‘prissy’. And “Oo’ keeps the key, d’you think?”
“Don’t see the point anyway. I - and you - require access to your cunt twenty-four-seven…”
“Yus, but think of it a minnit… Me ‘avin to unlock meself when you said so… I’d like that… Anticipatin’ why I ‘ad to be open jus’ then. You seen the bill from the electric-people? I left it on the hall table…”

..................................................

I still make newly surprising discoveries though. We still make surprising discoveries… I’d told Bel’ all about Carol and about how Carol and I started; all those times ago in Winnats Pass which, presumably, was where our then interest in mutual chastisement and ‘gym-shoes’ began: about how we’d remained friends-at-a-distance since - though just friends - and Bel’ agreed it would be ‘nice’ to ask her down, now that we were ‘married like’. Very proper, Carol was by then - all power-dressing and running her own company, not married - probably because the thirty-odd-year-old Carol was somewhat fierce…

“Better get all dolled-up then, if she’s comin’ to dinner,” said Bel’ - and did. Get ‘all dolled up’. Bra - for god’s sake - briefs, suspenders, stockings, little flat shoes, new and ‘proper’ dress, earrings, make-up - the lot. Actually ravishingly sexual, though I didn’t tell her so… Good thing too, because Carol turned up in several-hundred-quid’s worth of longish ‘out-to-dinner’ dress, tall shoes, jewellery, perfume and with her hair clearly just that minute professionally done.
Great meal, friendly if cautious chat all round. I thought that if Carol could let go of her high-flyer self sometime, she might one day mention that she’d seen the cane in the hall stand… Might lead anywhere… To actually talking about Winnats Pass…
I came back from scouring the town for an hour for some drinkable cognac - Carol liked good cognac and we’d very quickly run out - something for which Bel’ would be bending over later - to return successful and to make an unexpected discovery… one which confirmed my belief that there are only three or four kinds of female in this world. There’s Bella and there are at most three others. The Carol-kind - who I walked in on when she was, in her ‘power’ dress, busily beating with a plimsoll the bent-over, offered backside of a fully-school-uniformed Arabella… With obvious pleasure both sides….
…and then there’s the Frances-kind.. The stuck-up, pain-in-the-neck Frances-kind, of the sort I’d walked out on when a certain supermarket-checkout-person came into my life. Frances, god bless her, who rolled up one morning all positive and determined, demanding - actually demanding ‘her share of the insurance-money’ for the pricey engagement-ring she’d ground to a powder those years ago. She was getting married, she said, and was ‘tidying up the past’. We - Frances and I - had a classic row, especially over my having to affront to marry ‘someone else’ - who incidentally at the time was wearing very little except gold-rings in various places and who was ‘obviously the kind of woman ideally suited to my repulsive nature’. Bella, bless her, just grinned and walked out of the room. Frances announced that, ‘nevertheless’, she wasn’t leaving until she got ‘her share’ of the insurance money and sat down dramatically. Then I walked out, right out, to stomp round the garden. When I eventually stomped back with the intention of stuffing Frances into her car if I had to, I didn’t…have to. Because my beringed-but-naked Bella was busily caning a fully-dressed, over-the-sofa-arm Frances - with delight on Bel’s part and a great deal of submissive grizzling from Frances. So I walked out again until the thwackkk-grizzle, thwackkk-grizzle sounds came to an end and until a kneeling and weepy Frances had apologised to both of us. Which she did in a manner that suggested she might like to do it again sometime… Soon…
That’s three kinds of female: the ‘grown-up-now’ Carol-sort who, if the opportunity arises, will eagerly tan another female’s backside with a slipper; the stuck-up-Frances-sort who becomes amazingly willing if sent to fetch a cane by my ‘common little check-out-girl’ - and Bella, of whom the world boasts no other example. Rumour has it that there’s a fourth variety but I don’t bother with that; I’m too busy with my wife and with participating in the occasional visits of Carol or Frances. Sometimes Carol and Frances. Watching - mostly - Carol happily applying a slipper to an equally happy Bel’. Frances though just has to be caned first and shafted afterwards… Doesn’t matter who does the caning bit. I like caning Frances… Especially with Bel’ and Carol watching…






 

BONUS SHORT STORIES!!

DISCIPLINING MARY

In the middle of September this year, when I was feeling particularly down because the monsoon had been outdoing itself for five continuous months instead of four - which it had no right to do – even the big jungle spiders were coming into the house out of the rain and the multicoloured moulds that spring up in wardrobes and in the bathroom in the rainy-season whenever a back is turned were actually showing signs of fruiting, Mary – whose name is really Pushpamanji Vijayalakshmi or something, which is why I call her Mary – came to me while I was trying not to write long and boring e-mails to various relatives in England - who seem to think that India is exciting and romantic and ‘such an exciting place to live’ – and announced in her inimitable way “hulâke bring bita from forrin mad-am, pachâs rupee” – which meant that the local postman had actually decided to deliver some mail rather than just keeping it. But this time he came because the package was ‘from foreign’ and was Registered and needed a receipt: as he couldn’t convincingly forge my signature he decided to walk down the hill and deliver it – just to prove to his boss that he was an exemplary employee. Mary had of course already given him twenty rupees from the kitchen small-cash pot, taking the other thirty for herself, in the confident knowledge that I’d reimburse the pot…

But this isn’t about the Indian Post Office; it’s about the parcel and its contents. Both were from the UK, from Sanderby, Sanderby and Whyte of Hind Court in the City of London and who had been solicitors to my ancestors in India possibly since about seventeen-something. The letter in the parcel said that Sanderby, Sanderby and Whyte had sold their practice to ‘the Veracity Partnership’ who had eighty-seven lawyers specialising in breach of commercial contract and therefore had no interest in ‘the enclosed’. My family hadn’t used Sanderby, Sanderby and Whyte since about 1900, so it was a bit of a surprise to get a letter from them after a hundred and seven years and even more of surprise that they had bothered to enclose my great-grandmother’s ‘Traill’s Indian Diary for the Year 1896’. They explained that they did once have nine years’ worth of my grandmother’s diaries, up to 1904, but that all except the 1896 volume had been destroyed in ‘the Zeppelin raid in 1916...’
Great – a real bit of family-history in India... So I sent Mary for some tea and toast and, abandoning the e-mail business, stretched myself out on the charpoy and opened grandmother’s 1896 diary. Nice handwriting, lots of it. ‘Traill’s Indian Diaries’ are rather larger than A4 in size and had only four days per page. But I was immediately rather disappointed with

January 1st 1896. Road home from Jagdala very bad, much longer than expected. Jagdala bungalow horrid, bathroom horrid. Bullock cart upset, lamp globe broken, water-filter and bucket lost, Polly escaped and was rescued by grumpy servants only with difficulty. Arrived tired and cross and horrid. Sent girl to bazaar for stores – vinegar, soda-water, Worcester Sauce and new steels for infernal-machine¹. Girl came back with soda-water, a violent green chilli-chutney, a jar of Horlicks and no change... Never let your husband engage servants: Edw.² engaged this one and while – of course – she’s extremely pretty in a small brown sort of way she has no more than fifty words of English so it will take from now until the Bijaya Puja before she’s any use. Still, she’ll probably be an improvement on Pratima... Edw. Got the new girl because I complained rather too much about Pratima – who I can’t really dismiss because the chances of getting

--------------------------------------------------------

¹ The ‘infernal machine’ proved to be her euphemism for the frightful corset she wore under her ground-sweeping multi-layered ‘memsahib’ dresses...
² My great grandfather - and her husband, who was apparently almost always ‘in camp up country’ doing things with irrigation and dams and floods and tigers.

--------------------------------------------------------

 another girl her age – she says she’s seventeen – are minimal, They’re almost all married before they’re twelve or thirteen.

(Prat has the makings of a good girl really and I really am trying...!) Much thunder and rain all night...’ Part of this side of the hill below the village fell down. One dead.’
The first page of the diary consisted of four days of very similar stuff; one page might be vaguely interesting but, flipping through at random it all seemed to be much the same only worse... What an exciting life my great-grandmother must have led, I thought...
The servant ‘Pratima’s’ name seemed to crop up almost every day but that seemed to be because the said Pratima was described several times as not only being ‘almost totally indolent and lazy’ but ‘most disgracefully impertinent’; ‘she was disgracefully disrespectful to Mrs Wellerby-Toms...’. ‘Good for Pratima’ I thought, as there were other references to ‘Mrs Wellerby-Toms’ who came over as assuming she was God’s gift to the Empire and to India in particular – whoever she was...
But just as I was idly searching for other references to that particular pain – the ‘Wellerby-Toms’ pain, Mary came in with a bucket of dirty water and a singularly foul piece of cloth ‘to do windows, mad-am’. I shut the diary and prepared for words; I’d had an exchange with her earlier about the state of the windows so, presumably being sulky about having to actually clean windows, she’d decided to dab them with the filthy rag while I was peacefully engaged in reading. The concept that ‘servants might be seen but never heard’ was quite alien to her, even though it’s the twenty-first century now and some Indian servants had grasped the idea... So we – ‘Mary’ and I - had a few words, which resulted in her leaving the room, and leaving the bucket and the dirty cloth in the middle of the floor. ‘Damn, sulky impertinence’ I thought – ‘impertinence’ being a nice old-fashioned word just culled from the diary - but I really couldn’t be bothered; it was too hot, the humidity was off the scale and it was raining like Noah – thundering on the tin roof of the house...
‘She’ll have to go,’ I thought. ‘I really don’t have the patience.’ I wondered what great-grandmother would have done with Mary had Mary been around as her servant in 1896. Whether great-grandmother had had any tricks for reforming useless servant-girls...? Pratima’ for instance – or whatever her name was...
At which point I picked up the diary from where I’d dropped it on the floor, bored with it – and, opening it at random in a desultory sort of way, found out that great-grandmother did. Have a way of reforming unsatisfactory servant-girls... Or possibly a way of reforming just Pratima...
May 9th. The monsoon arrived on time in the middle of the night and the track down to the house is a river again. Pratima in a seriously dhîtô³ mood because she wanted to go somewhere in the bazaar and now couldn’t. Actually spilt coffee on the best tablecloth at breakfast because she sulked and banged about, then walked out huffily ‘to get cloth, mad-am’. Called her back and beat her derriere again with one of my tennis-slippers – much the preferred implement now, as the new ones have the latest ‘India-rubber’ soles and are very effective. “What you need, my girl, is a bhalo kutâî⁴ I told her. Of course, in her family circle a beating means being hit at random with sticks, pots, shoes, belts and even the odd rock - anything to hand – so the first time I told her I was going to beat her she got very upset until, having explained to her that the British-way is always the best way and that I was going to beat her posterior in a measured manner and how – and of course having spent some time teaching her how to bend over – she reluctantly did so. She learnt quite quickly that ‘bring slipper, bend over’ meant nothing more than a dozen whacks and ‘very well, Pratima, you may go’ - rather than the random violence and day-long recriminations she was used to at home, so now there’s no difficulty. She says she ‘likes British way’ now.
4 letters from Edw. He has to go to Naini Tal which means another 4 weeks before he gets back!

--------------------------------------------------------

³ Impertinent

⁴ Bhalo kutai: a good beating

--------------------------------------------------------

I searched the whole of the diary meticulously then, in the hopes that I might find more about my great-grandmother’s ‘domestic disciplinary’ methods but other than now understanding what the frequent almost weekly cryptic entries ‘gave P slipr’ meant – I’d ignored them before - there was nothing. Save on the last page – the printed heading of which was ‘New Year Resolutions 1897’. I give the page in full:

- Stop sending dhobi⁵ to village – they destroy almost everything and lose the rest.
- Find out where Col Everett is staying. Very dashing. He is ADC to Gov.General!
- Make Edw agree to the servants having proper uniforms.
- Cut the Etheringtons. Absolutely never at home to any of them.
- Beat Pratima twice weekly regularly. Tell her it’s British ‘training’.
- Subscribe to American Butterick Co for monthly dress patterns’

Those were the last entries in the diary... I decided I liked my great-grandmother very much. The only problem was that it wasn’t clear if ‘beat Pratima twice weekly regularly’ meant she was to be beaten just ‘twice weekly regularly’ or twice-weekly in addition to all the other times... I had to know the answer to that if I was to try my great-grandmother’s ‘British Way’ as a means of training Mary. And that would be fraught with difficulties – how was I to get Mary – to use great-grandmother’s words – to ‘bring slipper, bend over’. For her own good – and mine. The likelihood was that if I explained to her that whenever she was impertinent – and I’d have to explain ‘impertinence’ too – the nearest being dhîpên or ‘disrespect/disobedience’ - I would have to ‘spank’ – which is lapapyâunnu would you believe... If I managed to explain all that to her, she’d burst into tears or something... The only hope I had was that she’d be scared I’d dismiss her as well – which would mean no nice cosy job working – sometimes - for foreign-lady in a civilised and comfy house, no room of her own, no regular meals, no chance of appropriating the odd rupee here and there... but instead, back to the village hut and ‘elders’ and her Gorgon-like mother-in-law and of course, being slapped and hit and punched and hit with sticks etc, etc at the drop of a topi. As well as getting off the mud-floor at four every morning to

--------------------------------------------------------

⁵ Laundry

--------------------------------------------------------

 

walk two miles to the stream for water... Perhaps she’d think that the odd educational spanking would be worth it? She might even like it... I know I did when I was her age and Mam’selle Dufy – my French-tutor then– spanked me. ‘Alors, ma petite’ she used to say, ‘am I to report your progres to your maman or shall we just discard those so-ugly English jeans and apply a ‘sneakerr’?’ Over Mam’selle Dufy’s lap with my ‘so ugly English jeans down’ and my ‘sneakerr’ going whack and whack and whack on my btm was always my preferred option... Anyway, I’m not talking about me, am I? I’m talking about Mary... Mary, about training my servant Mary... About disciplining Mary, and how to introduce her to the bottom-squirmy delights of having her bottom spanked....

I remember getting up from the charpoy and wandering over to the window, thinking about these things and in fact being very good in deciding that I couldn’t spank Mary, could I – but then opening the window, listening to the rain and hearing a blasted brain-fever bird start-up; brain-fever, brain-fever, brain-fever, brain-fever, brain-fever – you know how they go – and thinking ‘why can’t I? She’s probably got a very nice, coffee-coloured backside and I’ve got a very nice lap... never mind the ‘bend over’ business... I don’t have any ‘india-rubber-soled tennis slippers’ - but I do have those red-and-white canvas gym-shoe things I bought when I was having my keep-fit-exercises phase’. They’d do...for Mary’s btm. My word they would – or one of them would... Of course, by that time, peering out at the rain and hoping the damn bird would go away, I was quite aroused really... So I went and stuck my head into the servant’s passage and called her...
“Mary! Mary, go fetch my râto-seto kanvass⁶ and bring please...”
I heard her go to the bedroom, slowly, the sulky creature and  come back just as slowly.
“Is here, Mad-am,” she said, bringing the slippers. I never thought I’d really have the nerve to do it, but when you’ve been thinking about spanking a servant’s btm with a slipper because she was insolent over the business of the bucket of dirty window-cleaning water and is impertinent generally

⁶ Red and white canvas slipper or slippers

– and said servant not only has a btm worth spanking but both the slipper and the source of the offence – the bucket – are to hand as it were... I took the gym-shoes from her and put them on the table, close to one of the hard chairs – which I pulled out and turned round...

“Mary, it’s one thing or other thing, I’m afraid. I’m going to have to dismiss you – stop job – or I’m going to have to spank you. Beat you. Give kutâmār... Give you a beating... You very rude, very bad girl, Mary. Look, dirty windows, dirty-water bucket in drawing-room in daytime; you are absolutely disrespectful – pûrâpûgari thâre. You can be very good servant, Mary. I like you to stay, but you have no discipline – no shiksha. You need discipline, need to be disciplined... Shikshadanda...”
It went rather better than I expected...
“Oh memsahib.” - ‘memsahib, no less!’ - “Oh memsahib, not dis-miss, please not to dis-miss. I be much good servant, memsahib... Is promise... You do shiksha to Mary, memsahib, keep Mary. Please, memsahib...

Too good to be true, but I was going to have to be very careful – maybe she didn’t understand what I meant by ‘discipline’...

“No, Mary. I have to dismiss you – because if I keep you I will have to teach you shiksha – discipline – and that means I would have to beat you when you displease me. You wouldn’t like....”
“I like, memsahib, I like... Keep Mary, memsahib, beat Mary, make chokho – per-fect servant... Beat much, memsahib...”
‘Oh, I will Mary, I will’ thought I, finding it extremely difficult not to clench my thighs at the merest thought of actually picking up one of the red-and-white gymshoes and – ogod – ‘applying’ it, as Mlle Dufy would have said. But I still had to make sure that we weren’t at cross-purposes, due to language or whatever...
“Mary, what do you think I mean by ‘beat’? What do I mean by ‘discipline’?
“Hit much with stick or strap or any-thing, memsahib, dâni garnu with any thing, memsahib...”

Dani garnu is ‘beat soundly’ or even ‘thrash... My word, would you like me to beat your bottom soundly, Mary?
“No, Mary. What I mean is discipline for a young woman the proper English way, the best way. Disciplined discipline. Over my lap, my kâkh, with your bot-tom – er – ughâro – uncovered and –er – a kupâî, a beating with a chapora, Mary. With a slipper... Don’t worry, not a leather one,” I added hastily. Mary is a Hindu and anything to do with leather and/or footwear is the ultimate in caste pollution... “Just a good, sound, English beating, Mary. So you see, I really can’t...”
Don’t listen to me Mary, just say ‘is OK, memsahib, beat Mary English way’. Please, Mary... Quick, before I have a happening on my nice new briefs, Mary...
“English way is best, memsahib. I stay, you beat Mary now. Is why you say bring râto-seto kanvass....?”
“Yes, Mary...”
She went and fetched one from the table top, just like that – so I sat in the hard chair and pointed at my lap. “Now, Mary...”
“H-how I do?”
I showed her. Showed her how to get over my lap, which in itself was almost as much as I could do. “Dress up, bot-tom bare, Mary...”
“Y-yes m-memsahib...”
“Âth takkar, this time, Mary...” Eight whacks... “Give me the slipper...”
She gave it to me and hoisted her rather grubby dress and pushed down her very grubby knickers – for that’s what they were, knickers, cream-coloured, very baggy, cotton knickers with elastic round both legs almost at her knees – and lowered herself awkwardly over my lap, her toes in her cheap rubber flip-flops on the floor to one side and her hands to the floor on the other so that on my lap was an extremely delicious and spankable dark-coffee-coloured bottom. “Is OK?” she asked, head down and trembling just a little...
“Don’t worry, Mary,” I said. “We make you a perfect servant, yes?”
“Y-yes...memsahib. P-please...”
“Sometimes just châr takkar – four whacks, Mary, sometimes chha or ath – six or eight – or whatever you need...”
“Y-yes...Do now, memsahib...” She was clenching her pretty backside by then, clenching it because of the anticipation you see. I can remember doing that, a long time ago...
“Good girl. Keep still then...”
The gym-shoe fitted my right hand as if it was made to be held and not worn; the slightly ribbed white rubber sole gripped tightly under my fingers. Absolutely perfect... So I raised my right arm – and then stopped....
“Oh, and Mary...”
I swear her backside clenched even more at the new delay... “Y-yes, m-memsahib?”
“No noise, Mary. See if you can take your beating properly – thîkthîk - like an English girl...”
“Mary...Mary try, memsahib...”
“There’s a good girl...”
Thwackk!
Oh and it was beautiful. Oh, it was perfect... Thwackk went the rubber sole and “uhh” said Mary and brain-fever brain-fever started the damn bird again, startled at the sound – and Mary clenched her bottom and a faint dark blotch appeared on her brown backside and she jerked her hips and her feet came off the carpet and her hands lifted and
Thwackk! and she mewed and lifted her brown bottom and spread her legs and clenched them again and said “uhh” and she had a small, crinkled, mulberry-coloured rosebud exposed for just a moment before...
Thwackk!
“You’ll feel....”
Thwackk!
“...much better afterwards, Mary,” I said, swinging my arm and in a state of perfect, perfect arousal...
Thwackk!
How she quivered and mewed and jerked and rolled her hips in my lap, how she pummelled the carpet with her toes and reached back to grab the legs of the chair with her hands as the rubber-sole went
Thwackk! and Thwackk! and Thwackk! ... but she didn’t shriek or call out or cry, just mewed and thrust up her bottom for the next and the next... Good girl, proper girl, delightful girl... There, Mary, all done Mary, up you get Mary...
“There, Mary, All done. Good girl. Up you get,” I said, helping her up and turning her so that she sat in my lap, not looking at me, trembling. “Such a good girl,” I said. “I really ought to kiss you for being such a good girl,” I said, lifting her chin with my fingers... There were bright diamonds of tears in her black, oval eyes and she didn’t know what to do with her hands so I took them and lifted them and put them gently round my neck and said ‘such a good girl’ and putting my own left hand into the long, jetty-black hair at the back of her head and my right hand to the silky thicket of moist, jetty-black hair between her legs I kissed her. ‘Such a good girl,’ I whispered as she opened her mouth to mine and opened her brown legs for me... She smelt of just a little fright and just a little sweat and was trembling just a little – her dress smelt... unwashed. As I expected it to smell... And her tongue tasted of cardamom and ginger and chilli as I expected it to taste but the heavy, spicy perfume rising from her parted thighs was the same scent I used to give, when I’d just been beaten all those years ago; the scent that came just before I surrendered to orgasm... As Mary was surrendering then, sitting in my lap, searching for my tongue with hers and moving her beaten bottom in my lap as her orgasms came and came and faded...
But Mary was lucky you see – or perhaps it was me that was lucky – because when Mlle Dufy used to beat me, over her lap and with one of my ‘sneakerrs’ – when she’d finished she used to just shove me off and tell me to pull my ‘ugly English jeans’ back up and to put my ‘sneakerr’ back on and to concentrate again on the ‘so beautiful sound’ of the French language. Getting my jeans up before the wet showed at the crotch of my knickers was always a bit of a rush...
But with Mary... With Mary I just took her ugly village-Indian knickers off, you see, and helped her out of the grubby dress and a nasty, vest-like garment and took her to the bedroom where she helped me from my expensive London-bought clothes... And where I was able to beat her properly, not so hard but long and slow... Slipper her brown hands first of course, and then her bottom again – but with fifty very light, quick thapps with a gym-shoe to each round, reddening fruit – thap-thap-thap-thap-thap-thap-thap and then gently down the insides of her widespread thighs while she moaned and rolled her head and while the sound of my accelerating breathing filled the room. It was all very slow and wonderful – but urgent too... I beat her round, brown breasts so very gently... She put her shoulders back to lift her breasts for the slipper so quietly, so obediently that when they were evenly flushed and engorged – and she’d merely mewed at each kiss of the rubber sole – I had to tell her what a good girl she was and... And put the slipper in her hand and put my own shoulders back to offer her mine... I’d never had my breasts beaten with a slipper before - I think I tried once, when I was very young and they were new – so when Mary did it I think I squealed a lot – because she did it very hard.
My best and most powerful orgasms, believe it or not, are when Mary comes into the room, dressed as a servant of course – and it can be at any time of day – and carrying one of my red-and-white gymshoes. Usually my first orgasm starts as I’m lifting my dress and taking my briefs down to bend over to be beaten. Her most violent orgasms, so she says, are when she strips and lies on her back on the bed with her legs up in a wide vee and beats her own wet soft, red lips there – with my slipper of course. She does it very hard so that the wet thuckk and thuckk and thuckk sound fills the room. She hardly ever makes any sound except a gentle rhythmic moaning....
I am very scared really, because Mary says she is ‘just practising’ when she beats herself between her legs – and that when I’m ready, and when she does it to me, she expects to have to tie me, ‘somehow, memsahib’ with my legs in the air and wide apart, ‘kinabhanye memsahib Mary ek chhari garnu’. Because, memsahib, Mary will use a cane...
So I am very scared. But I have a few weeks yet because I said, “I shall almost certainly scream.” Mary won’t have screaming, she says, so I have first to obtain a ‘suitable’ gag off the Internet. “Will I have to be naked?” I asked her; “naked and somehow hung-up with my legs wide – and gagged?”
“Hahn, memsahib” she said; ‘yes, memsahib.’ She was cleaning the windows at the time. The worst thing is that although it’s probably three weeks away, my orgasms are starting already, and Mary knows it.
 

TEATS

Extract from the private Journal of Captain J.J.Willoughby, 2nd Mountain Battery, in Camp above the Sittang River, Burma, 17th March 1899

17 March. We have finally left the discomforts and heat of the plains and are camping now above the Sittang River at an altitude of 4,500ft. I am writing in a natural cave in the rock. The opening is walled by a sangar of stones 5ft high, from which treebranches now support a projecting roof. I leave the space between the wall and the roof open and call it my window, but when it rains and the rain blows into my ‘indoors’ I let down some saddle-blankets I have hung there and the den becomes warm and comfortable. There is a natural hearth, a natural chimney-piece and a natural chimney that draws excellently. I have a bed of springy boughs covered with gunny bags, covered again with my bed-roll; I have a makeshift table and chair, also of tree-limbs, made for me by an extremely dextrous corporal from the 3rd using just a bayonet. I believe he was previously a sailor for he certainly has the sailor’s ability to turn his hand to anything. The floor is level and I have had it ‘carpeted’, albeit with great leaves from the banana-tree - musa sapientum. Outside, on the flat which terminates at a plunge to the river below are tethered thirty shaggy local ponies, averaging about 12 hands, who were yesterday employed in carrying rations and fodder and some additional powder up to us. They will be sent down soon, their native masters being suitably enriched with Her Majesty’s coin. We are above the range of the mosquitoes. The girl - I suspect she is probably some twenty years of age so not perhaps a ‘girl’ - which I bought in Sittanhyang has proved of more use than I at first expected. She keeps my ‘indoors’ clean and tidy, and cooks. The local fare is quite acceptable, far more so than that of the battery-cooks. Already she has those essential words of English ‘Yes, Tuan’, meaning ‘yes sir’. Not being able - or perhaps not being willing - to master her own lengthy and unpronounceable name I call her ‘Teats’, on account of her remarkable mammaries. The local custom of leaving the female breasts bare enables one to choose with more discrimination and is more satisfactory than one’s usual request to the broker-fellow to ‘strip that one and that’ as a prelude to decision. He of course only exhibits his ‘stock-in-trade’ but with all the local females going bare-breasted one can select one’s choice of breasts from anywhere and he will fetch her - them - for a small additional and negotiable fee. She shows no inclination to fly, as indeed she should not, being kept warm and far from overworked, fed well and permitted to sleep in a warm corner. I keep her on a length of strap - a mule-harness trace from a 9 pounder limber, sufficient for her to reach as far as is necessary for her to be able to perform her duties; I am hopeful that in course of time keeping her on such a leash may not be necessary once she learns the advantages of being owned by a ‘tuan’ of the great British raj.

I have thrashed her thrice, once for the inevitable laziness, twice only for - the reason escapes me at this moment. There will be more occasions no doubt, but beyond that first time, she takes it well, quietly removing her sarong - or whatever it is called - when I say ‘fetchee strappee’ - before she fetches it. Indeed, it is perhaps pardonable if I confess - in the privacy of this journal - to occasionally wishing that Edwina was so obedient to my wishes. In carnal matters too, Miss Teats - whilst having to be beaten once - now I recall that the 2nd or 3rd time the reason I thrashed her was for a reluctance to be serviced - an equine-related euphemism. But she has learned, much as in the manner in which she learned to take ‘discipline’, to disrobe - I merely now have to make a simple gesture and she performs my wishes at once. Water being unavailable in any quantity, however, I have to rely on an inadequate but nearby stream in order to keep her ‘scrubbed’. That unpleasant creature Lieut D caught her yesterday, ‘scrubbing’ and made quite unseemly advances to her whereupon she fled to me, not to cower in the jungle but to kneel and press her naked form to my legs, weeping. A most agreeable moment… I am exercising some thought as to the future of Lieut D. as he is within my command. It may appear strange that I should feel so but I am seized with a desire not to permit Teats to be incommoded by any other. It is a disturbing feeling. So disturbing that, in order to prevent my losing her, I have this day presented her with some neatly-fashioned hobbles - chain ankle-fetters made privately of stirrup-iron by the Sgt. Farrier - indicating to her their purpose and that she should put them on. Sgt O’Hara was in attendance to close the rivets in exchange for a further sovereign. Once the goodly Sgt had departed, the dear girl, presumably deducing from the fact that rivet-closed fetters are permanent and that therefore I desired to keep her, knelt at my feet in a somewhat indecorously-grateful manner and sought my private member in order to demonstrate her gratitude. Some discomfort ensued for myself, as she had been partaking of a particularly virulent concoction of chilli.

Further Extract from the private Journal of Capt. Willoughby; then awaiting transport to England by H.M.S Vindicatrix, Armed Transport, at anchor off the port of Sittwe, Burmah: 6th April 1903

The Navy, in their remarkable way, have completed the provisioning of the formidable-looking ‘HMS Vindicatrix ‘and we expect to be aboard and to sail on the morning tide tomorrow. Hoorah! We destroyed nigh on six hundred of the enemy and their so-called ‘impregnable fortress’ in little more than an afternoon’s action, with the loss of only Lieuts Mannering, Cordovan and 32 other ranks. Unfortunately 30 of our wounded subsequently perished during the descent to the plains, amongst whom were Col. Richards himself. I have lost but a finger, taken clean off by a piece of brass-scrap discharged by one of the enemy’s field-pieces, an event which caused more distress to my darling Teats than it did to me. Perhaps if had it been my left two first fingers, her distress would have been greater still - I am left-handed and am not so proficient at what I shall term ‘tunnel working’ with the fingers of my right hand!

Teats is very frightened by the sea and by the small vessels plying; what she will feel about a 20-gun Armed Transport, actually at sea, I cannot conjecture. Retire to the berth in my cabin, no doubt! The Marine Sgt-at-Arms of the Vindicatrix, ashore with the dunnage-party, was good enough to translate to my dear Teats for me - Naval people seem to acquire foreign tongues with remarkable ease - that should she dare to be seasick in our cabin - how he translated ‘seasickness’ I cannot guess - I will have her fetters bolted to the planking of the gun-deck! It shows much of the poor-discipline I have inculcated in her that she failed to believe me and actually laughed.
“What then, miss?” asked I, affected with some little choler at her impertinence but amused enough withal.
“I sick, John-sahib,” says she, smiling. “I sick, John-sahib, you beat bot-tom. Teats like beat-bot-tom. Beat-bot-om evr’yt ime make Teats feel like - how to say - English word. ‘Ku-ween’....”
How could I not take her home with me? The execrations and calumnies I shall doubtless encounter from all about me, most particularly from Edwina and not least from the Service, will be but little when I have the love and so-obedient adoration of my beautiful, black-haired, black-eyed, golden-skinned Teats, who says that to have her ‘bot-tom’ beaten by me makes her feel like a Queen. ‘Every time…’

------------------------------

Author’s Note: John Jocelyn Willoughby died of what is believed to have been a pulmonary disease on 17 November 1919, aged 71 years. “Teats’, whose original name isn’t known, died four days later of ‘natural causes’. They were buried together in London. In 1997, when part of the churchyard was moved, the Willoughby grave was opened and it was discovered that ‘Teats’ had been buried with John Willoughby in one large coffin. Blackened and crumbling traces, when examined, proved that she was wearing riveted-on ankle-fetters made from pure silver at the time of her death. It has subsequently been conjectured that these were a gift to her, possibly made at the time of their clandestine marriage. Analysis suggests that her fetters were made in London.

 

YES PLEASE

It had begun at the Kyrenia Club. He’d – then - been going to the Kyrenia on and off for months because the girls were good to watch and the little floor-show was good to watch and the music wasn’t blaring bump-and-grind but quiet and different. Often real oldies played through a faultless sound-system that must have cost serious money. He remembered that the first time he’d gone to the Kyrenia he’d walked in to the creepy magic of a very young Sinatra making love to the mike… Can’t get much more ‘oldie’ than that… Often it was something new he’d have never heard before but that had taken his eyes off the girls while he listened. And then had asked the name of… Not the thing you do at a place like that – or perhaps, at the Kyrenia, people did. Sushila Raman sounding as if she were in waking from sleep in a big and tumbled bed… Tanya had begun at the Kyrenia…

“Hello,” he’d said, “you’re new…Tanya…” He’d known she was Tanya because it said so in the centre of the white silk rose that sat in her crotch. The Kyrenia’s girls just wore roses. A three-inch wide, completely realistic rose, so real-looking that at first he wondered if the stem was thrust up inside… A different colour rose for each girl and in the rose a small, neat label: Suzy, Tanya, Martine, the one called Alia… There were six girls usually.
Hello. You’re new… Tanya…”
“Am I?” she’d said, bending a little to put a glass before him, bringing her bare breasts close.
“Nice.” You couldn’t touch of course, not in the club anyway.
“Aren’t they…” she’d said, smiling. On his face he’d felt the warmth of them, her breasts.
Tanya’s breasts jutted straight out, widely separated, firm and upstanding by nature, not by intervention. He liked jutty black breasts. He’d liked her voice, an educated voice – no spiky London vowel-sounds. And he’d liked her slow, sophisticated sense of humour. On the inside of her left thigh she had a small, brightly-coloured cartoon-like owl with big round eyes, an owl just then looking-up at the rose but which would, as he found when he began to enjoy her so very much, would look up at her vulva. Or would seem to look with disinterest at the root of his shaft when he was buried in her.
Tanya had been expensive, naturally, for the Kyrenia was expensive. Very expensive. There was a small but equally-expensive and private hotel-place around the corner where you could take a girl – never more than two at one time. A few of the patrons of the Kyrenia Club took the girls elsewhere if they were willing… The grey-haired, fat, rather menacing-looking chap used to take Chlöe away in a big shiny Lexus: Tanya had said, when he’d first opened the door of his car for her
“It’s an Aston Martin, isn’t it? I’d better not tell Chlöe, she’s got a thing about cars like this…”
“There aren’t any cars like this – except other Astons….”
“And there’s nobody else like me, is there?”
No. Nobody.
He’d taken Tanya away from the club quite regularly for almost six months, before he’d told her she ought to have a holiday somewhere…
“Um.”
“In the sun. The Greek islands are good…”
She’d been sitting on the bed, idly firming-up his penis again but had stopped to look up at him.
“…Small Greek island. Quiet little house overlooking the sea. Quiet little maid to come in and do things when I want her to…when you want her to…”
That had stopped her, the ‘quiet little maid’ bit.
“Um. No ‘quiet little maid’….”
Tanya had liked the house and the wide blue Mediterranean sea and the luxury of being able to leave everything and anything for Lánnna the maid to clear up and clean and bring drinks. ‘Quiet little maid…’ Tanya thought about having a quiet little maid and thought about having an Aston Martin and having Lánnna in Charlie’s big London flat and about Charlie. And about owning the little house by the Mediterranean sea. When they went there, Charlie would take Lánnna with them, of course, to clear up and clean and bring drinks…
“Do you fuck her?” she asked him. “When you’re here – and I’m not…”
“Who?”
“Lánnna…”
“No. She’s the maid.”
“By the look of her, she ought be a rather nice poke…”
“She’s the maid and she’s what – sixteen? Anyway, no…”
“Have you seen her doing her exercise-thinggies by the sea in the mornings?”
“No. When?”
“Four o’clock, when the sun comes. All by herself at the edge of the sea.”
“Lánnna? Good lord.”
“Every morning… You ought to see her.”
“I am not getting up at four-o-bloody-clock in the morning to see my – our – maid prance about ‘exercising’ on the beach,” he’d said.
Tanya had only really heard the ‘our’. As opposed to ‘my’. 
‘Our maid…’ So in the night, lying on her back beside him she’d said, quietly
“Charliee…?”
“What?”
“Would you… will you…would you like to marry me…?”
He’d sat up then, fast, and had said “Don’t be bloody silly. Marry you? Marry you? Why the fuck would I want to marry you for crissakes? Not marrying anybody – and if I did it wouldn’t be some club… However good you are with that cunt of yours…. However bloody decorative you are…”
There’d been an increasingly loud and violent row after
that, until he’d shouted: “Right, get your damn bags then. There’s a two a.m flight out. Bloody well be on it… no, I’ll bloody well put you on it… Here’s your pocket money…” And he’d ripped his briefcase open and had flung first one and then two thousand quid at her, being too enraged to open a second bank-packet and count out fifties. “Cash only, isn’t it? Well, here’s cash only…”

..........................................

Charlie Stanton came back from the airport and deliberately kicked-over one and then both of the sun-chairs on the patio, then went back, equally deliberately, and kicked over the little table, sending glasses and a bottle flying. He went into the bedroom and flung first his camera and then his briefcase at the wall, smashing the camera and a picture. Poured himself a Scotch, then flung that at the wall. Sat on the bed and put his head in his hands. After about ten minutes he took his mobile from his pocket, looked at it for a while, and then phoned her.

“What?” she said, icy. “I’m on the plane. Waiting for take-off…”
So he said she was to tell them to stop the take-off.
“Grow up.” she said.
“Then I’ll stop it. Put the damn phone down and I’ll phone them and stop it myself…”
She told him to ‘grow up’ again. She asked him who he thought he was. She told him she wouldn’t marry him if he paid her a million quid – “cash only of course”. She told him a number of things – and switched off her phone just as he heard the rising roar of the plane’s engines… So he flung the mobile at the wall, got up and stomped over to the window and pulled the damn curtains open, thinking ‘Sod her then…’
A thin sliver of glaring sun made a white path across the black sea, turning the black darkness into grey… On the edge where the sunlit path over the sea stopped at the dark-grey of the beach, backlit by the sun, a small and solitary silhouette danced slowly. Against the sun…
Charlie Stanton walked from the house, walked across the patio, walked down the steps to the empty beach, walked down and across the empty beach, lifted Íánna out of the inch of retreating, hissing sun-gilded surf, carried her back to the house and raped her. Tore off her silly bikini, stuffed it into her mouth, tied her hands behind her back with the strap of his smashed camera and raped her while she rolled and kicked and moaned and wept and struggled… He stopped raping her, fountaining semen over her, turned her over violently, threw her legs apart and raped her tight, shifting arse. She screamed, ejecting the wet, balled cloth from her mouth - and screamed again when he did it again. Then he beat her arse with the leather camera-strap, thwack and thwack and thwack and thwack and thwack while she rolled and kicked and screamed and wept and struggled…
“I expect you’d…”thwack “…like to…”thwack “…marry me…” thwack “…as bloody well…” thwack “…wouldn’t you…” he shouted.
Íánna Anagnostákis lives with Charlie Stanton either in London at the flat or in the Greek Islands in the house by the sea. She is small and olive-skinned and black haired, has small, olive breasts that jut straight out, widely separated and firm and, tattooed on the inside of one thigh she has a largish, brightly-coloured cartoon-like owl with big round, owl’s eyes. Closed eyes which, were they open, would seem to peer up at the crotch of her briefs - or at her moist vulva when she isn’t wearing any briefs. The owl is depicted as hanging from a noose, depicted as quite dead. Although, when thirty-seven-year-old Charlie Stanton beats the bare backside of sixteen-year-old Íánna Anagnostákis with a narrow leather strap, making her clench her thighs with the exquisite pleasure – the exquisite pleasure of being beaten by Charlie with the strap - the movement makes the owl seem to dance about on the end of the noose. She is a quiet person, is Íánna, although just once – and that was when he raped her and then was beating her bare bottom with the strap, and at the same time asking her if she’d like to marry him – she’d actually raised her voice to him, very loudly…
“Yesssss, oh yesssss!” she’d screamed. “Ohhhh… pleeeease!”
Mr Charlie Stanton doesn’t go to the Kyrenia Club any more, for obvious reasons; in fact he doesn’t go to any clubs now. Charlie’s friend Paul says that’s because of Mrs Íánna Stanton, who, according to Paul, “by the look of her is probably a rather nice poke’.”

..........................................

 

MALCOLM’S PRETTY LITTLE WIFE

“Have you heard – someone’s taken the old Merrit place, that cottage up on the hill. The one that’s been empty for years… Iris Mitchell told me… We thought someone was coming, didn’t we, what with all the builders and people…”

“Oh my dear, I meant to have told you. It’s a couple from London. A very nice young man – that’s him now, look, outside Mabel’s shop. Ever so polite – quite the gentleman. We could do with a few more like him… But my dear, it’s so sad…”
“Sad? What is, dear? Oh, you must tell me… But he’s married you say, there’s a wife….”
“That’s what’s so awfully sad about it. Iris told me… Look, come into Ethel’s and we’ll have a cup of tea and I’ll tell you – though it’s a secret, mind…”
“You see – oh it’s so sad – they married in London only about a year back… I think he’s about thirty-five… She’s much younger; Iris thinks she’s about twenty. Oh, she must have thought, they must have thought they were so lucky – young lovers, he a doctor. I suppose that’s the only good part, him being a doctor…”
“Tell me about her. It’s her, isn’t it…?”
“Oh dear, yes. Oh, it’s so sad… You see, soon after they were married she got ill. Iris said he – his name’s Malcolm something – such a good name – Iris said he told her his wife got this illness – some awful skin-thing – he told her the name but it’s a medical-sort-of name so Iris can’t remember – she got it on their honeymoon – can you imagine anything so awful – and it can’t be cured. It’s her face, you see, her face and her hair – all
her head, really. Thank heavens not all of her… All eaten up, you see… Terrible… I expect she was so pretty…”
“Has Iris seen her?”
“Oh no, dear. Nobody’s seen her; she can’t be seen, you see. Oh dear… No, nobody’s actually seen her… Iris says he told her that Margaret – that’s her name, Margaret – that Margaret has to – oh dear – wear this thing. I’m not sure exactly why – something to do with not being able to expose herself to the light or something. Like ever, Charlotte, not ever. A pretty young girl – no age really – having to cover her head with a thing… Makes me want to cry for her… Having to cover her face and all her head for the rest of her life… Can you imagine anything so awful…? So she can’t go out or anything. I mean, can she, poor child?”

--------------

Ogod, there must have been an accident. I’ve been in an accident. Coming back from our honeymo…. I feel so sick… Must be drugs or something. My head feels funny, like it’s shut up in something and my face. It’s… it’s tight. Can’t see… Ogod, there’s something in my mouth… Where’s Malcolm, Ogod, where is he? Please, please don’t let it be Malcolm too… I can’t hear properly, just a little bit. This must be a hospital. Hospital bed… Smells hospitally. Arms al lright I think…can’t move them though… Not much. Fastened down by my sides… In case I – because I mustn’t move. Legs too… They feel all right… Ogod, it’s my head. Sheet under me, hospital sheet, rubbery, smells rubbery. Malcolm, where are you? Everything smells rubbery… Thing in my mouth tastes rubbery… It’s my head, I’ve done something very bad to my head…

“It’s all right, darling; you’re going to be all right…”

Malcolm’s voice!
“I’m here, darling. I’m here…”

She was going to be all right, in fact not just all right but perfect – because everything had gone exactly as planned. The next bit would be the worst of course, telling her, making her believe… It was probably going to be weeks before she accepted it… But so far everything had gone exactly as he’d planned…

Plane home from Crete… In Crete her lovely body under him as he fucked her… plane home from Crete, fetch the car from the car-park, kiss her as she got into it… Watching her lovely head as she got into it – her golden hair, her eyes, her mouth, her skin… Jab her in the car – how her lovely head swung as he’d jabbed her… Drive north, not to London and ‘home’ but north. To the cottage on the hill – almost middle of nowhere. Where he’d made everything ready – before the marriage bit. This cottage. This room… Even smells like a hospital. Clever, clever me. Jab her again… Number two. Mustn’t be more than four… Three’ll be enough. Three equals about thirty hours… Get her onto the bed, get her clothes off… Cut her clothes off… Get her into the hospitally nightdress-thing – seven times as difficult as he’d expected, getting her into the hospitally nightdress-thing… Crop her hair to a fuzz. Sweep the croppings off the sheet. Rubber sheet. Hadn’t thought about brushing hair off a sheet – would have been difficult with an ordinary sheet. But she had to have a rubber sheet and a rubber pillowcase and rubber things. So sweeping her hair clippings off the sheet had been extra easy…
Malcolm Reddy trembled a bit when it came to the next bit, the next bit. Would it fit? Would it really, really fit? He must have measured her ten times – when he was testing the jab-stuff. Before the marriage business. In bed with her at the London flat before the marriage business. Jab, just as she was beginning to moan, just before he came in her. Jab. Slump. Measure her. Hope the wine he’d doctored – to make her squiffy – didn’t interfere with the jab-stuff. ‘Huh, you drunk too much, sweetheart’ when she came round. ‘Went out like a light again. Wine and sex is a no-no for you, precious…’ Once he’d measured her, have it made. More expensive than he’d thought…. But superb when it was made. Seven hundred quid… Now, at last, to try it, to put it on her…

--------------

“I’m here darling. I’m here…”

She felt his hand taking hers, Malcolm’s hand… She couldn’t see him, couldn’t speak to him because of the thing in her mouth, but she could feel his hand, feel him sitting on the edge of the bed. If only her head wasn’t – wasn’t shut-in like this… If only her head wasn’t… didn’t feel so strange…
“It’s all right, darling. I know you can’t see or talk, that your head feels very odd. Just lie still… In a moment I’ll let you see, darling. We’re at home, my love. I expect you thought it was a hospital… We’re at home, in our new home, darling – not in the flat. A new home in the country, where it doesn’t matter…. Won’t ever matter…”
He told her, gently, that she’d contracted this thing, this rotten, rotten thing, on their honeymoon. That she’d been in hospital for a time but that they said there was nothing more they could do and to take her home. That he’d wanted nothing more than to take her home so he had. That they’d showed him what to do. That the thing she’d contracted would never go away but that he would look after her always. That he would always be with her, that he given up his job to always be with her. That his money and the money his father had left was more than enough to provide for them, always while he looked after her. It was actually quite upsetting, telling her these things while she moaned in fright at what this ‘thing’ she’d contracted might be. Moaned and would have wept in fright…
“I’m going to let you see a little, darling,” he said, doing things she couldn’t quite feel, doing things at her face, her unfeeling, tight-feeling face. “Keep still, Margaret, my love…”
It was like having her eyes uncovered after they’d been covered for ages – of course it was. Except that it was like seeing though peep-holes in… In something. But it was Malcolm’s lovely, worried face. And it wasn’t a hospital ceiling she was staring up at but a white ceiling, a low ceiling with black beams. And she found that she could turn her heavy, tight-feeling head – to see a cottagey sort of bedroom and nice things – and Malcolm.
Who said, smiling his exciting smile, “If you’re very good, darling and do what I say, we’ll see if we can’t let you sit up, shall we? But if I do – let you sit up I mean – then I’ll have to tell you some other things, my poppet, that may upset you, my love. But… but really, they’re very beautiful things, you see. So just at first, before you see how beautiful they are, I want you to be my very brave girl, Margaret…”
Even though her head was as it was, even though she couldn’t speak because of the thing in her mouth, the fat rubbery thing, she loved him so much that her eyes said she would be brave and please could she sit up…

--------------

So very gently he unstrapped her arms, unstrapped her legs and, careful not to touch her head, helped her to sit up.

Helped Margaret to sit up, thinking she was now quite, quite beautiful. Feeling his penis rise as Margaret sat there, only trembling a little – because she loved him so and because whatever it was – the thing she had to be ‘brave’ about – it would be alright if Malcolm was there…
So Margaret Reddy, the new Mrs Margaret Reddy, nineteen and just married, sat up in her seven-hundred-pound’s-worth of immaculately-stitched and shaped and red-rubber-lined helmet with its shiny black leather surface and its soft, smooth red rubber lining…
And its small oval, closable, lockable eye-openings
And its shaped, rubber lined black leather nose with its two internal rubber breathing tubes
And its smooth, mouthless mound over her own mouth where the presently-closed fat tube was through which she could be fed - though presently the fat rubber tube was occupied by the detachable and fat rubber penis that filled her mouth…
And its smooth capture of her neck in polished, stitched black leather lined with soft, smooth red rubber – with its small glittery lock-thing.
Sat up in the helmet she would wear always now, confined to the new cottage and unable to go out, looking after Malcolm while he looked after her. While Malcolm looked after her with his penis permanently vertical under his clothes because she was so beautiful in her leather and rubber helmet. Because there was nothing he’d ever wanted more than to put his Margaret into a leather-and-rubber helmet – and to make love to her like that – in her smooth, black, beautifully made and capturing, enclosing leather and rubber helmet. So that, one day, when she was quite used to her shiny black, enclosing helmet, he could put her into an enclosing shiny, red- rubber-lined black leather skin. And make love to her – if he opened the right rubber tubes of course – as the wife he always wanted.

‘Of course’ thought Malcolm, ‘at first I shall probably have to beat her or something – when she’s learning to love her helmet. Shan’t like having to do that. No, I shan’t like having to beat her. Love her too much…’

--------------

“So very sad, my dear,” said Agnes to her friend Charlotte. “Such a young girl. Think about it, Charlotte dear. She’s going to be like that for the rest of her life…”
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LOVE, HONOUR AND OBEY

The narrator indulges his fantasy on a website which promises total
training for any female. His fiance is a difficult, self centred person
who would benefit from the training but there was no way he would
get her there ... but then he meets Bella, the young girl on the
checkoutat the supermarket. She is willing ‘o be trained... and so he
embarks on an expensive but highly erotic adventure which
transforms Bella into the perfect sex slave. Life could not be more
perfect....a story for every person who ever dreamed of creating their
ownslave.

There are bonus short stories of domination, capture, total
submission, from the pen of Olympia’s premier fetish-BDSM writer.

From the book: ‘... We'd gone almost straight to bed as soon as we
got home to our house - after our wedding - and, as I'd planned, I'd
bound her arms so that the subsequent ‘shafting’ would be both
celebratory and, of course, submissive on her part. | gave her a pre-
planned ‘wedding present’in the form of a pair of silver-plated nipple-
clamps, deliberately fierce ones which, as she was unable to resist,
being bound with straps, | applied slowly; pain not being the
immediate objective but submission tothe pain to come.

All perfectly text-book BDSM.

As was gagging her when she progressed from mild mewing to pleas,
then shrieks, then frantic, pleading screaming.

Celebratory and instructional BDSM.

I'd fucked her while she screamed and then had simply bound her
legs, gagged her and left her, making an early sexual fantasy of my
own come true but with the added piquancy that she was my wife, that
she wanted to submit and that | was going to make her do so... That
she should have a sudden orgasm as she lay there weeping, naked
and bound, when she saw the gag in my hands wasn't new - what was.
new was that she was my wife...’

ELIZABETH SOUTHWATER
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BDSM BOOKS!

At least one new title every month!
Whv not ask to go on our free mailing list? We

nd out a catalogue every month with details
of the new books. The catalogue also contains a ‘Sale’
Section. a chance to acquire S&M, F/D, TV and TS
well as CP items. together with a comprehensive se-
lection of non Olympia titles as well. When avail-
able, we also offer US Bondage/Fem Dom/TV/TS and
[Enforced Feminization Magazines. Why not give us a
call right now for your free copy!

OUR UNCENSORED BOOKS ARE NOT
AVAILABLE IN THE HIGH STREET BOOKSHOPS!
You can write, telephone or email us at
Olympia Press,

PO Box 148, Ryde, Isle of Wight PO33 9BE
Tel : 01983 291600
E-Mail : olympia@slaverybooks.com
Website : www.slaverybooks.com
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THE OLYMPIA PRESS
IS ON-LINE!

TR o only the it S&M books both new and
classic reprints, which would never find their way on to
censored top shelves anywhere! If your taste is for

SORED BDSM, just take a look at our website! We guaran:
tee you will be pleasantly surprised.

WE ARE THE LEADING UNDERGROUND
PUBLISHERS OF BDSM ANYWHERE!

If you are ‘on-line’, you can visit us at

www.slaverybooks.com

where you will find complete details of A
ut of print Olympia novels
ctzonic Downloads’ to your PC.

WE WELCOME NEW AUTHORS.
ASK FOR OUR GUIDELINES!

E-Mail : olympia@slaverybooks.com
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EROTIC VIDEOS
FROM OLYMPIA

PONYGIRL

Lovely submissive, Lady
Marianne, has a Master, a
man who controls every
aspect of her very exist-
ence. She is now a total
slave to this man ... and
to her own passions, in-
flamed by her increasingly
bizarre yet strangely excit-
ing way of i
Master has decreed that
he be trained a
nygirl - AND HORROR
OF HORRORS - by
girl who was once an in-
i timate friend at board-
ing school. Fast-paced
25min (approx) video star-
dy Marianne, Mistress Danielle, Li Soong
Mai and, of course, “The Master

DVD £15.00

Plus £1.50 for UK. P&P.
Add £2.00 for European Union
Add £3.00 for Airmail to U.S.A. & the Rest of the World
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EROTIC VIDEOS
FROM OLYMPIA

(A Day in the Life of Olympixs Submissive Sccretary)
Olympia's very own PONYGIRL video, faithfully recorded
in Olympia's own offices and stables.

Gorgeous Dee is the Boss's
young secretary. She is also
his favourite - and very own
ponygirlt Beavering away in
the office, harnessed sweat.
ing and naked between the
shafts of his pony cart; or
even, at his command
stripping on the stage of a
local club to belly-dance for
his friends, Dee is the ultimate fantasy for every red-blooded
‘male who has ever dreamed of owninga beautiful girl! Youth-
ful, captivatingand olr-so submissive; lovely Dee promises a
million and one delights to the man who Masters her! This
is a film about just one day in Dee's extraordinary life - an
erotic video featuring real people acting out their fantastes!
Whatever you do, don't miss the opportunity to add this to
your collection of erotica!

DVD £15.00

Plus £1.50 for UK. P&P
Add £2.00 for European Unior.
Add £3.00 for Airmail to U.S.A. & the Rest of the World
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THE OTHER E OF THE COIN

MANDY - MISTRESS & SLAVE

(British Board of Certification ‘18 Certificate)

TIED-UR, HELPLESS, HUNKY SLAVEBOY ALL
OF HER OWN TO PLAY WITH!
The Master's favousite slave. Mandy, has 2 recurring fantasy about becom.
Mistress. A male s .
of being ensiaved by a emale
tic bondage. suspension. cnforced masturbation, whipping, padding
and much much more, all make this a flm you will NOT want o miss!
Tune 35

This DVD i ble for viewing only by persons who
have attained the age of 18 YEARS. No recording
contatning this work 1s (o be supplied to any person
who has not atta at age or the Statutory Age of
Consentin any other Country, State or Union in which
it is offered for sale.
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MORE OLYMPIA VIDEOS/DVDs

SLAVEGIRLS
REMEMBERED

VIDEO MEMORIES OF THREE VERY DIFFERENT SLAVE.
GIRLS WHO HAVE SERVED IN THE ‘HOUSE OF SLAVES'!

x-Policewoman Karen found it hard to resist the
h the big, big breasts and sexual

B ey o v
el was o< made helples. Great bondage. ol sospenmn
oral adoraion miple darmpe. gt breas bond

much more!
DVD £15.00
‘Plus £1.50 for UK. P&P
Add £2.00 for European Union
%0 for Airmail to US.A. & the Rest of ¢

 and much
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ANIA
PONY SLAVE

WARNING! CONTAINS SEX AND NUDITY

Visit us at : www.olympia-pre:
SUITABLE ONLY FOR VIEWING 5 PERSO)

Amatour footago of a pony gir's punishment drll_On this occasion,
2 hours on a very hot summer afternoon, dildod back and front and
driven round and round one of hor Master's ploughed fields!  Strictly
amateur footage, 5o picture quality is not porfect. but still very, very
“njoyabie to watch and be envious of a lucky Master!
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Another Great DVD from Olym,

SLAVE
TRGINING

,.

WARNING! CONTAINS BONDAGE AND NUDITY

An Olympia Press ‘Real People’ Production

DVD £15.00 Plus £1.50 for U.K. P&P
Add £2.00 for the rest of the European Union
or £3.00 for Airmail to U.S.A. & the Rest of the World
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PRINT ON DEMAND

THE OLYMPIA PRESS

PRINT ON DEMAND CATALOGUE

ACOMPLETE LISTING OF OLYMPIA
TITLES AVAILABLE IN HARD COPY ON DEMAND

ANY book from Olympia's 1000 plus archive of famously un-
censored BDSM titles can now be supplied in hard copy book
form printed especially for you as a ‘one-off service. Obvi-
ausly this will not be as speedy as our normal tum around
time, but itis hoped that every order received should be com-
pleted and in the post to the customer within 10 working days
Your FREE ‘Print on Demand' catalogue can be obtained
from: The Olympia Press, PO Box 148, Ryde,
Isle of Wight PO33 9BE
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