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LOVE UNBOUND 

 
ONE
 
I found him lying half in and half out of a jhora - a hill torrent – almost all the way down a massive landslide on nameless hillside below Sakyong, which is almost at the end of the very bad track from Lingtham – itself a serious trek from the end of the very bad road out of Mangan. It was raining Noah’s-Ark rain because it was late Monsoon; he’d broken both legs and was much cut about by rock and the knife-blades of the jungle. I thought I was the only fool who trekked alone in those river gorges but no, here was another and he’d come down the hillside with the rocks and earth and trees when the hillside fell. He was a big, middle-aged, very fit-looking brown man and another foreigner, but not from the West, I thought, an Arab perhaps - completely unusual. I dragged him from the jhora on my climbing-rope and cleaned him of the things sticking into and crawling over his skin. He’d smashed a very expensive satellite phone but I let him use my plain cellphone because he knew, he said, someone to call. Of course there isn’t anybody to call if you need help in the river gorges below the Tinseb, the nineteen-thousand-feet-gap, but he said he knew how to bring aid. 
	“It will take four days at least,” I said, “and I can do little for you save splint your legs and use what first-aid I have. I’ll camp here with you; to go for aid would be less sensible for I could be nine days perhaps, only to return with some unskilled porters at best…  Take the phone – here, see, my GPS – global positioning tool. These are the co-ordinates where we are…”

He was certainly an Arab; he spoke in Arabic into my phone – so I didn’t understand him. He spoke for no more than two minutes.

	“Any luck?” I asked, holding him as if he was my brother because his legs were smashed, white bone showed and the pain must have been inconceivable.
	“It is done, they come.”
	“When?”
	“Very soon…” but then the pain came again. I began to prepare a hot stew for us both because the wind was off the glacier six miles away but was reaching us.  It took an hour to cook and to feed him – his hands were bloody bandages by then.  Soon it would be dark – I had to build a fire because of the leopards and then, tomorrow I would have to cut wood all day so that I could keep a fire burning – so that when they came, if they came, they would find us. The people, not the leopards. I made camp – I pitched the one-man tent round him as he lay there – gave him drug-store painkillers and antibiotics, saving my tiny ‘emergency’ kit for when the pain got worse. Everything took too long because I had to keep going to him, because the hillside was at a nasty threatening angle and creaking and I had to think as well as ‘do’. At some point I made tea and as I did that three helicopters came up the gorge of the Ragyung, roaring and clattering and sweeping the jungle with lights brighter than I imagined possible. In line abreast; two small, one very large of Russian design. The nearest place they could have come from is Bagdogra which is a hundred miles away…

They came to us directly – three miles away by infra-red they’d seen my little cooking fire. The small ones circled, whining and clattering, the vast one hung above us roaring, flattening jungle with its downdraught, hung above us very low and one, two three, four men came down on cables for him, taking him first in a swaying stretcher, talking into phones. I was fiercely held and hoisted too. One little chopper shot away, going flat-out, screaming down the gorge. ‘Who is he?’ I thought, because what had happened since he phoned was barely possible. I ceased to wonder when they flew us the hundred miles to Bagdogra and there, under floodlights that Bagdogra doesn’t have so must have been brought was a beautiful great private plane, its four jets roaring into life as we landed. It was airborne with him in maybe ten minutes, to be followed by the stamping, blasting, howling, crackling blistering sound of two Indian Air Force Mig interceptors taking off side by side behind it, reheats making blue jewellery in the dark.  But before I let go of his hand, before one of the little choppers took me back north to Gangtok he said:

	“I would have died. You gave me my life. Name a gift…”

I said I needed no gift, but perhaps a message when he was well again. He said I came because his God brought me; “Name some thing you desire… My God wishes it.” We were smiling at each other like close brothers so I smiled and made light of his request.

	“Just send me a message when you are well. Ask your God to send me a beautiful and obedient houri...” All this was happening three weeks after Paula had gone; Paula was no houri; she was reasonably beautiful but unreasonably disobedient. Disobedience is nice if you can punish for it, but Paula didn’t like the strap. Hence, ‘ask your God to send me a beautiful and obedient houri...’ If she was obedient it wouldn’t matter if she liked the strap or not…

My Arab was very angry for a moment, saying I was blasphemous, but then if I gave my phone number, I would get a report on his health – and his blessing.  He called me ‘Preserver of My Life’.

 
The txt message came in two weeks. ‘Preserver of my life, I am well cared for and will be as new. When will you be in London?’

I was flying out of India in a few days. I sent, ‘Allah be praised. Who are you? In London from twenty-seventh of this month. Tell me when you are as new again’.
All of it went from my mind when I got back to the UK for my flat had been entered by thieves, searched by thieves who took nothing but who searched everything. You feel as if your very body has been violated when that happens.

	“Nothing missing, Sir?” asked the bored police-sergeant
	“Nothing. Maybe they thought I had the Crown Jewels. Wrong address…”

I was in a white panic because they’d accessed both the desktop and the laptop; there was nothing illegal in them but if I made a business of the break-in – well, nobody wants policemen studying private files. BDSM files. Like hundreds of images and things; or rummaging amongst ‘sex-toys’, albeit unused… I had a bad time for a week or two in case something induced the Law to come back.

 
The second message didn’t come for six months and came as I was eating in a burger-place in London; 

‘Preserver of my life, there will be a gift for you. In London on the morning of the twelfth of next month, where there are four lions, look for a red gift. I regret the long delay but it had to be prepared and other things done.  I am walking now. May you live forever…”
What ‘had to be prepared’? What ‘other things done’?  If you leave a package in Trafalgar Square for n seconds, it will be stolen. Anyway, I couldn’t think of anything red I might like as a present…

 
On the twelfth, feeling a fool, I went and searched around the great bronze lions in Trafalgar Square then, only a little disappointed, sat at the feet of one. No gift came: slowly though, perhaps five thousand people came, for there was to be a ‘rally’ for or against something. A hopeless morning to leave or find a gift, but neither my Arab nor I had known that. By mid-morning I was trying to force my way from the crush – if there had been something for me it would have been taken anyway. I could hardly move, I shouldered between two bawling youths; one trod on my feet and said ‘Fuck off, Granddad’ – I am neither ‘grandad’ nor old. In the crush a red-haired girl near me said something to him in Arabic that included the phrase adu w’Allah which I do know and is very nasty indeed, meaning ‘enemy of God’.  Then the girl, who was singularly attractive and very young, turned to me to offer sympathy. Not to offer sympathy; to say,
	“You’re Peter Mowbray. This is very bad crowd…”
 	She was pressed against me by the crowd so that we were together, she, shorter, barely up to my chin, looking up and smiling. In the crush, in the surging crowd in Trafalgar Square, beneath my big brown drover’s coat and beneath her heavy white woollen coat she found my hand and led it through warm cloth to warm skin, to a warm, moist crotch, to warm, soft and yielding labia and said “This is for you. I am for you. I am yours. I am called Tommi,” and she giggled like small silver bells tumbling; “Tommi with an ‘i’. Thomasina. There is a letter for you. He sends his blessings to the preserver of his life.”

She led me through that seething crowd as if it wasn’t there. On the crowded steps of the Gallery I looked at her, at the red hair and the ivory skin with its freckled face. At her green, green eyes and at the mischief in those eyes and hovering at red lips, not believing any of it… How could he have known about my passion for red-haired women…? And anyway, there weren’t any women like this, except in very rare fantasies: it was all nonsense, a daydream…

	“Here,” she said, extracting an envelope from her little white bag; The cream and crackly envelope held a sheet of cream and crackly paper which I fathomed to be half a payment-transfer-confirmation and half a message; the message was in a big, black hand and said ‘Enjoy her, Preserver of my Life’. There was no signature. The transfer confirmed the movement into my overdrawn bank account of ‘five million US dollars’ from an ‘authenticated source’. I prayed, oh I prayed that she was real, more so even than I prayed that the ‘five million US dollars’ was true because she was beautiful and sex and mischief. She kissed, tongued my ear, then, there, on the steps of the National Gallery in London – and she smelt of flowers and spices and sex.
	“Where is your house?” she said, smiling. For the first time in my life I had no idea what to do about anything. There was too much and none of it was real. What to do was to see if there were taxis in this fantasy. 

In the taxi I was about to be polite and ask if she was cold in a London February and was about to contrive a joke about her being an houri but she kissed me as if she had always kissed me when we met, at once and eagerly; her lips were softer than crushed strawberries, her breath was flowers and honey and sex again and her tongue sought, found and wrestled mine. Her body under the white coat lived. During the kiss I had absolutely no doubt that next in the taxi she would open her coat, that she would be naked beneath it and that she would offer me, legs wide, a red-gold thatch of pubic hair guarding a sweetly aromatic mouth. Nothing of the sort happened in reality but she raped my mind that way. 
In the entrance to my flat she kissed me and her body pressed mine so that the green eyes and the red hair, the strawberry lips and the honey and spice and sex made my shaft climb inside my pants again, seeking her of its own will. Someone had been inside my flat - but not thieves this time for it was filled with flowers. Not flowers from Paula apologising for not letting me spank her, not flowers from anybody I knew; nobody I knew personally could afford to buy flowers in that sort of quantity. For a moment, because someone, anyone had been in my flat, panic seized me and as before I stumbled to my hidden CDs. They were untouched. I turned to her, still not believing – and she was standing by the settee, grinning, looking round the my living-room, had her white coat off – it was on the back of a chair – and was stepping out of her dark green high-heels - which matched her plain, dark green dress. Which had a pale green zip from its round collar to its hem, dividing her bosom and terminating at either end in a big pale-green pull-ring. With her coat off my living room smelt of honey and spice and sex which was extraordinarily agreeable…

	“Someone said I’d be getting a present today but it didn’t come,” I said brightly, trying to pretend she wasn’t a fantasy. “Can I keep you instead?” It was meant as a compliment from older grandad to a sensationally young and beautiful sex-kitten-person…
	“I am your present,” she replied, sitting down and massaging one stockinged foot. “Feet ache… I was supposed to be here yesterday but the plane was held up.”

‘I am your present,’ is what she said.  The conversation, such as it was, seemed to be escaping me. 
“I’m sorry,” she said standing up “I should have shown you,” and she made the pale green zip shirr from her neck to her knees, opened the dark green dress and shrugged it off. So she was wearing hold-up stockings. Just hold-up stockings. 
In my flat, naked. Stunning, wonderful, perfect, naked – ivory and red-gold and emerald-eyes and honey and spices and sex. In my flat, standing there with her feet apart, naked, holding up two wide-apart round, firm ivory breasts in her hands and looking down at them. Yes, she had a triangular thatch of red-gold hair below her stomach…

	“…they’re supposed to milk,” she said, still peering at her breasts but squeezing them now. “They said you’d like that. I’m to keep trying and take the pill-things in my bag…. Look…” and she stepped to me, all athletic and on springs like a cat, bringing her nakedness and a dense honey and spice and sex aroma to within six inches, her red-gold hair almost touching me. “Look, there’s a tiny bit…” – holding two erect mulberry nipples up so that I could see two tiny beads of liquid. That close and naked she radiated so much animal body-warmth she was actually scary.
	“Who said I’d like – like…?”  I wasn’t sure how to frame the sentence…
	“To milk me? The training people…”
	“What ‘training people’?” 

No, don’t bother just now, Peter Mowbray, try to remain calm and stick to the fundamentals, Peter Mowbray; like you have a stunningly lovely and naked redhead in your flat who says she’s a present and is holding her sumptuous tits out to you and who is filling the flat with the scent of her body. 
She was standing close and naked and looking at my face; extraordinarily, her green eyes were brimming tears.

	“I-I’m s-sorry. I’m f-frightened a bit, you see. P-please will you f-fuck m-me. I w-won’t be frightened t-then…” and two tears ran.
 	In the world that turned round and went away and came back then she said she was sorry again and had forgotten ‘this’…  Which was in her small white bag which was on the sofa, so she walked to the sofa naked and had a small round moving divided bottom like two half cannon-balls. She rummaged in the bag like an ordinary female human rummaging in a bag, as if there were two thousand small things in her bag none of which were hers, then came back, her glorious, firm and unmoving breasts leading, and gave me the ‘this’.
 	I took it because she held it out to me and just for a moment – but only for a moment – I didn’t know what it was. Flat and thin and leather and it was what the website-catalogues call a ‘spanker’, nicely shaped. Expensive. Ten inches long, two wide, tapering to one where you grip it, it was nut-brown and said ‘Tommi’ in black capitals on the wide, business end.
	“It’s for spanking me with. Not beating me – things like that; beating things, are here already somewhere, and she looked round the room as if, whatever they were, she’d see them. 

For spanking her with. Not for beating her with – things for beating her with are already here somewhere… They’d looked into my hidden files and discs.	
“I’m usually very good, never forget things, but the plane-problem and having to change planes. It was very tiring…” 
She came very close indeed so that against my shirt were two round, pale, full, freckled breasts, jutting, firm, like unripe fruit with erect mulberry nipples. Without looking up, the heat from her naked body climbing all round me she said,

	“That’s very bad. I didn’t forget. I was a day late so I thought you’d spank me and I didn’t want to be spanked in that big square with all those people. I’m sorry…”

As I pulled her to me, thinking about spanking her in Trafalgar Square amidst all the people and thinking about transferring my hand from her arm to her crotch - and she came to me as if she flowed to me - she whispered, green eyes looking into mine, 

	“I’m frightened…”
	“Why? What are you frightened of?” I asked transferring my hand to her very warm, very moist crotch.
	“I’m bound to m-make m-mistakes.” She opened her legs quite wide for my hand when she got to ‘m-mistakes’…  “I th-think I n-need to be sp-spanked now…
	“No, first you need to be fucked…”

Well, she did. If I didn’t shaft her very soon I would probably die. Also I was experiencing all sorts of fragmentary but enjoyable fantasies wandering around in my mind…
She said “Oh. That’s copulate, isn’t it? You see, I forgot that too. Do you do it here?”
If you are in fantasy mode, and you say “Yes, here. Or anywhere I say. The sofa, on your back,” and she is in the instant lying back on your plain and ordinary sofa with her breasts flushed and jutting, her green eyes closed, her ivory legs parted and the finger and thumb of each small, perfect ivory hand to her groin, holding open her shifting, gleaming lips… If she is wearing only stockings but you are fully dressed you say coarse, common things very loudly because you’re fully dressed…
“I want to be beautiful,” she whispered as I tore – and I mean tore – my clothes away and climbed above her. It wouldn’t matter if, afterwards, if she was no longer there; if she was a dream. It didn’t matter if the five million dollars were pennies or were nothing. It didn’t matter if she wasn’t real. Yes it did. 

	“Are you real?” I asked, stammering, not expecting and answer.
She giggled again and did the little silver bells laugh thing, then made the room rotate by taking my hot, rigid shaft in cool fingers and feeding it to herself. 

“Yes,” she said. “You own me, I am a gift…” and her hot, moist sex seized me, drew me in; sliding muscle-rings seized me and ate me until I foraged at her cervix as if I must mine and tunnel and thrust my phallus and all of me into her working, shifting, clasping body; drive through the glove-tight tunnel of her sex, drive through and break through like some nosing, subterranean animal into the consuming dark warmth of her very womb. There was no time to draw back, no time to begin the two-back dance of copulation; at once each and every passageway in my body drove fire violently along the hard, curving mile of my prick to explode semen in an unseen white flower into that moist wet dark. I heard it. I heard it thump within her like a fist of semen punching. She jerked beneath me, arched her back, closed her green, green eyes, rolled her red-gold head and, quite impossibly, sucked at me, sucked and drank within herself, moaning. 
I was frightened I would die. For a moment I was genuinely frightened I would die as my senses spun in a whirl of limitless sex. I pulsed semen into her, pulsed and hosed and poured as she drew and drew and drew on me within her, deep within her – until I looked for semen flowing from her mouth and from her ears. She moaned, I cried aloud and another flower of semen, now with honey from her body, erupted noisily, wetly where the root of my thick and burning penis was gripped by the mouth of her vagina. My black hair there was matted wet, burying her red-gold thatch. I know I shouted aloud. She shrieked, once. 
Hosing her, spattering her I leapt from her, my shaft pulling wetly, noisily from her, leapt, turning and spraying semen over table, papers, carpet and grabbed the thin, neat spanker in a frenzy of desire – desire to prove her, make her real, to break the fantasy, to make it real. Turned, ejaculating over her, caught up her ivory legs, her wet and glistening thighs and hauled them up and back until her knees slid on her semen-wet breasts…
It is a superbly efficient tool for spanking. Spanking being the everyday thing that isn’t at all any part of ‘CP’ or ‘BDSM’, it’s just – or should be – like breathing or peeling an apple. ‘She’ – whoever your ‘she’ is – does something daft, not something disobedient because that’s always beatable at least, but something daft the way they do, so you spank her. Good for her, good for you…
So I was going to spank her nicely, make her feel better.  “Spanking” I said. “Hard” Thwackkk! And Thwackkk! And Thwackkk! She mewed, mewed at each leather kiss. Thwackkk! Mew… Its kiss made instant valleys in the soft ivory cannon-balls of her bottom, instant pink becoming instant red… The fruit clenched, unclenched, thrust up to meet it… Her bottom lifted, parted to offer me a mulberry, crinkled rosebud. So spank it – Thuckkk! Shriek, Thuckkk! Shriek as leather laid its kisses to her small, tight, puckered, other mouth. She jerked and flung her legs wide, reaching for her bottom with frantic hands; flung her legs wide; now her wildly offered, wet, mulberry vulva parted, gaped leather found her semen-running sex. Thuckkk! Thuckkk! Thuckkk! Thuckkk!  Mews but no screams, gasps but no howls; she held her legs wide. Not a fantasy. Not, not, not a fantasy. Real… 
I stood there, naked, jutting still as she rolled frantically from the sofa to the carpet, and for a few brief moments stood there over her, sweating, trembling myself as she crawled to her knees, weeping, and bent her tousled red-gold head to my feet and kissed – frantically, wetly. In a video in my desktop an unattractive woman, in ugly bra, just beaten in a poor and amateur simulation of a beating, touches her face to a man’s shoes. In my flat My Gift, my Property, my ‘Thomasina’ who I have just spanked exceptionally hard and naked, grovels, eagerly kissing my bare feet, clasping my bare ankles, her bottom more than gently red; sobbing a little, filling the room with her scent – honey and spice and sex… In the video the man says, awkwardly, ‘bitch’ to the unattractive woman... To Tommi I say, gently,

	“This is very nice…” 

Even her ivory back glistens with my semen. She is perfect. It is perfect. She is mine. “Good girl,” I say, and “Get some clothes on now…” She struggles to her knees, struggles up, red-gold and ivory and beautiful, sobbing – too beautiful… I grasp her big, wet, red hair in a fist and drag her mouth to mine to kiss – and she gives me her crushed-strawberry lips, her open, wide mouth, the tastes of honey and spices and semen and sex, sucks at my tongue, sobs, opens her wide green eyes to me and exchanges panting breath with mine. I need to eat her…

	“Where is small bedroom?”

I can’t do it again, not for a few minutes, Tommi. Why the ‘small’ bedroom anyway? “Why the bedroom?”

	“They said they would put my London things there…”
	“What ‘London things….’?

“My London things. All the things I’ll need, now you own me. Clothes and things for sex and things for training. I expect it all came with the flowers. In a small bedroom, they said they’d put them there…” 

 
They had. They hadn’t just filled my flat with flowers; they’d brought other things too. I’d been out waiting for my ‘gift’ for three hours and in that time they’d made the small bedroom into hers. The bed had straps hanging neatly coiled, four a side, four at the head and foot; it had a new deep, deep green coverlet of silk. The once empty wardrobes and drawers were completely filled with clothes. What wouldn’t go in those they’d left in a Vuitton steamer-trunk. They must have made copies of my files, that first time they’d searched my flat six months back; copies so that they could take them home and study my likes. This time they had come with what she needed to please me; clothes and toys which I would examine with intense pleasure perhaps tomorrow: she could ‘model’ everything.  There was too much; I spent no more than five impatient minutes looking; “put these on.”

In my living-room, naked, breasts jutting, above heavy, midnight-blue latex jeans she became, instantly, just a staggeringly beautiful redhead who’d arrived in my life or had always been in my life. She must have been because she knew where the Scotch was, poured me one and when I sat in the sofa with it she sat her warm blue latex behind exactly in my lap… 

 
They’d even taught her, roughly, the layout and contents of my flat, taught her some necessary skills and familiarities so that evening she went about my kitchen making food for me, went about bare-breasted in her warm rubber jeans, perfuming the place with her and honey and spices and sex and soft, new body-warmed latex. She moved carefully, feet apart because I had spanked her slit, because I had spanked her rosebud, because I had serviced her body to take away her small fright: sometimes she hesitated, drew a quick inward breath, looked at me and made a small, wry grin because she hurt. Oh god, for how long? For how long was she mine?
	“How long are you mine?” I asked, catching her from behind, cupping her high, firm breasts, scenting her.
	“While you want me,” she said, leaning over the table, doing food-things…
	“A month?” I asked.
	“I am a gift. You Own me,” she said.
	“But I may beat you. I may chain you, tie you, gag you. Other things, things which hurt. If you were mine I would even brand you as mine…”
	“I am yours,” she said. “You own me. Brand me so…”

Of course I took her again – I ran her to bed long before we’d finished eating. Some needs become suddenly irresistible. I learned, in bed, that she had come that day from ‘Al-Dammam’; I looked it up – it’s in Saudi. She had never been anywhere else in her life but Al-Dammam and, now, for a very few hours, London. No, she has no ‘family’; yes, she’s ‘quite’ young – she is seventeen. She spent the last five months being trained.

	“Trained for what?” I asked, exploring her breasts with my hands under her hands as she lay back, relaxed and still, so that I could do that. Lying on her back, her breasts stood up completely, firm, luscious, separated…
	“Trained for you. For many things,” she said, “Was very hard to be trained…	“Move your hands.” There were only two small beads of thin milk at her nipples, despite my trying. Was she saying she would lactate properly? How bloody marvellous. 

She’d spread her legs a little more and had reached down to her crotch; I slapped her hand away and she did her quick pink blush thing and a little grin. Tommi has two set ‘blushes’ – the quick pink one that comes and goes across her face and the fabulously arousing, erotic one, best seen when she is bare, or bare above the waist at least. The quick pink one is when she would be annoyed or angry if I allowed that; the big hot one is when I’m going to do something that she knows is going to make her come. That’s just about anything – as long as it’s something I’m going to do to her, or make her do or tell her to do. The ‘telling her to do’ something is almost the best; would-be submissives pay attention please: the mere fact that I tell her to do something is enough to make Tommi clench her thighs. “Make some coffee, Tommi,” is a command from me and therefore creates damp between her legs. On one occasion I said, “I’ll deal with you in a minute,” meaning something entirely ordinary; but she didn’t know that and I forgot it, so by the time I did remember she was doing the three little, quick pelvis-thrusts which mean she’s coming in her pants - because I was going to ‘deal with her’ and the anticipation is sexual and climaxes over time.  

 
In bed that first night, Tommi lying beside me on my big bed with her wrists strapped over her head to the bed-head - because I liked that and therefore so did she – she was sore and hurting and grinning and conversational in a way which, in the circumstances, I almost couldn’t handle: it was completely bizarre – her glorious body proclaiming that I’d beaten her and therefore even more arousing for that, applying some ointment to her weals and being told how difficult it had been for her to pee ‘because I’ve had my cunt spanked’, about the blister on her heel and about a book she’d read.. 
	“London must be very big. It looked like a whole country from the plane…” She was on her face, her legs wide because that way she could manage her spanked backside and her spanked rosebud and her spanked sex and because that way I could use my hands to explore her back and her legs and the back of her neck and her ivory feet

“Is it all right to speak? I talk a lot if I’m not corrected…”
“Oh? I shall spank you a lot if you talk a lot,” I said, gently manipulating her small ivory ears amidst the red gold hair – and seeing her pelvis shift with arousal. She made a small frown, examining my question: 
“Well…” Pause. “Well, I think a gag is best because then I can’t talk too much – and I learn. If I’m spanked it doesn’t really stop me talking, does it?  Then I get beaten, then thrashed. A gag is best.  They made me practice with a gag – with gags - so I’d be used to them… They’ll be in my London things… Gags and things like that. In my room. Shall I get one?
”What? Get one what?”
“My training gag. Would you like more coffee? Was it all right?”

The fantasy-generator in my mind was busy: “Yes, gag first, then coffee.”
 
I could get used to this, I thought, as she clambered naked from the bed and exited my bedroom in search of a gag. I could get used to it maybe but as for managing reality and fantasy mixed, all day every day, all night every night; no. I didn’t want to think about that because it was impossible and if it was impossible it couldn’t happen. So I was dreaming it all and in a moment the alarm-clock would twitter and it would be time to go to work. That didn’t fit the evidence either…
	She came back breasts first because that’s how her breasts are – in front, standing out, leading. “They’re in a drawer of things. This is the gag they trained me with…” and she came and knelt up on the bed, put it into her mouth, gave it a suck – and then her arms were up, lifting her breasts as she buckled the straps just like any woman tying-up her hair, except that she was gagging herself.  Just like that. The thing bobbed to another adjusting suck and she laid herself back down as she’d been before, lifting her wrists to be tied back to the bed. It was a brown rubber plug-gag – a small mouth pad with a round bulge, a two inch fat round plug and a neat, clever rubber-strap arrangement she could do or undo herself. 

So, arms strapped, red-gold hair on the pillows, gagged, superbly naked, she turned on her side and brought her knees up, making a long mmmmmmf sound round the gag. Tommi can smile round a gag; she was smiling a smile round her gag. Her face was towards me, her eyelids suddenly drooping as if she was sliding into sleep. Of course she was – she’d come a third of the way round the world, everything had been completely strange, she’d arrived at the destination she’d spent six months of heaven-knew-what training for, been thrashed, sexually used, been treated both grotesquely and normally and now she was in or at least on a bed with the equivalent of a familiar rubber pacifier in her mouth. All I had to do was to gently smooth her red hair back from her cheeks and she was asleep. 
I sat there beside her looking at her – a beautiful image from fantasy, a beautiful, naked girl lying asleep in my bed, hands tied and a soft gag moving gently at her mouth as she sucked at it in her sleep. I’d had fantasies like that, precisely like that, almost since I began fantasising.
 I sat and rested a hand on her stomach; not on a breast because then the hand would work her breast and wake her. I sat like that for a very long time, reasoning, imagining, planning, panicking, developing an erection and then losing it. Within the very long time my hand was no longer on her flat stomach but was between her legs, very gently, featherlight-gently stroking her swollen vulva: and very gently, very slowly, dreamily in her sleep Tommi was rolling her head from side to side, the brown rubber gag bulging over her mouth. So I released her arms and lay down beside her, pulled up the heavy silk cover over her, over us both and lay against her, smelling the flowers and spice and sex and exploring until her clitoris pushed its head out between her soft lips – far enough for me to just hold it between finger and thumb. Quite beautiful. Still deep asleep, she closed her legs on my hand. 

 
I woke from a vividly sexual dream where I was ejaculating copiously – they say that if you go to sleep with a sex problem on your mind it’s best to wake with the solution on your stomach so I was at least doing it right; I woke ejaculating copiously over the small ivory hand that curled round my staff. She was kneeling naked by the bed, the wet plug of the brown gag hanging under her chin…
		“I’ve made you some coffee,” she said, smiling, her red lips shining with semen where it had escaped swallowing, “but I’m not sure about making your breakfast. Don’t know what you like or where anything is. I’ll go and see…” She went out from the room with her arms up buckling the gag back into her mouth – which was leaking my semen.
	It took me some little time to accept that the past twenty hours or so had really occurred – let alone that Tommi was anything close to real. Some sort of fantasy holographic projection; I would even accept that, but as for real… And there was the five-million-dollar-thing… Bloody hell I had five million dollars. Did I have five million dollars? Instead of a fat overdraft and practically nothing left available on my credit cards. I phoned the bank from the shower while Tommi, gagged, was soaping my back and the woman at the bank was polite in a new way; not  “No, I’m afraid that will not be possible, Mr Mowbray” but “Of course Sir, I’ll do that now, Mr Mowbray, Sir” – things like that. Great; now I could go out and re-stock the freezer instead of just taking fifty quid from an ATM for basic necessities: that’s what I’d planned to do today. Whoa! How do I manage with her in the flat? That’s when it fell on me: I can’t take her shopping. Pause. I own her, of course I can. I can shop in the supermarket with a stunning redhead doing whatever she was told to do, I can bring her back and make her clean the flat, wank herself while I watch, have her go about in the flat bare-breasted with nipple-clips, fuck her, send her to fetch a cane if she drops something. Lace her up in heavy rubber. Whatever. Absolutely whatever… I can go to the ATM and… I-can-go-to-an-ATM-and-make-it-disgorge-serious-money – I don’t even have to notice how much…
	“Clothes,” I said to her, as I sat at the kitchen table, naked, eating a quite-respectable attempt at scrambled egg and remembering the clothes in her bedroom. I wanted to go and look at the sex-toys and the fetish-things and everything right now, with her there to obediently try it all on or in. No, today I would be calm and cool and collected. This is my fantasy sex-and-bdsm-submissive gagged and naked in my kitchen; I am her Owner. Preserve the image…
	“Er – after breakfast you can wash me in the shower. I’ll scrub you and then I’ll decide what you are to wear.  I shall allow you to come out with me this morning…”	
	Of course she’s very good at it now – washing me – in a nicely amused, obedient, amateur way. I stand about idly under the shower while Tommi, usually naked - although there are variations - soaps and washes intently. She starts at the top of course and I’ve usually got a horizontal erection by the time she gets to my shoulders. Then, that first time, she was nicely uncertain what to do with my very hard hard – it being in the way and continually prodding her: then, that first time I showed her how to use both hands to make it come and therefore to temporarily relax. Now, if I present with a pole at any time unplanned she waits maybe ten seconds to be told what to do – I might say ‘cunt please’ or ‘hands’, rarely ‘leave it’, sometimes ‘bend over’. The ‘default’, which she applies otherwise is to kneel down and suck me. She washes herself – or I wash her – to please me, beginning with soft bottle-brushes because I like to watch soaped bottle-brushes engaged in her sex and arse, either under her hand or mine. Usually I scrub her rather than wash her because that too is enjoyable. The other day she likened a particularly good scrub to ‘being spanked all over’. It made her come and therefore she had to be scrubbed again – I shall certainly explore ‘spanked all over’. I digress: that first time I washed her extremely gently - only scrubbing her back and her tits really, for reasons of her hurts - though I showed her the bottle-brushes and explained what I expected normally…
 
 As I said, whoever had broken into the flat for ‘research’ purposes had been very methodical; ‘study his computer image-files to see what he likes. Fill the wardrobes and the drawers with things he’ll like her to wear’. As far as I could tell, almost all of it had been made for her and expense hadn’t been an item; the smaller wardrobe was filled with a few very, very expensive things to wear and ordinary things like denims and cotton dresses, flat shoes, sneakers and whisper-light spike-heeled shoes; the wide wardrobe was a sex-shop, a fetish-wear shop. The two chests of drawers had everything from black Thai-silk briefs to latex underwear in one and from a matching Thai-silk blindfold to a glittering steel ratchet-gag in the other. Thousands of quids’ worth of it.  

“What nice things,” – from Miss Thomasina, glowing pinkly where I’d scrubbed and fingering a deep-green latex cat-suit. 

‘Nice’? Nice?  What was ‘nice’?  The proximity of her, especially naked, to such ‘things’ was nice to say the least; in fact a naked Tommi trying, for example, a strict-bondage body-harness over her breasts and against herself defined a new meaning for ‘erotic’.
	“What am I to wear?”

The soft leather bondage-suit with its studs and straps and rings please. The steel chastity belt with its soft rubber internal erection; erections, plural. Count to ten man; calm down, you can’t take her out in bondage; you’re going out to shops with her…
Oh god she’s real. Oh god the smiley chap on the hill with the broken legs has sent her as a thank-you present. ‘Houri’ I said, so he sent one. Oh god she’s real and she’s not going away… 

	“I like pretty young women in jeans,” I said, clutching my hard shaft inside my pants-pocket. “Tomboys…”
	“That’s denim overalls – dungarees – isn’t it? They showed me your three best pictures. There are bound to be some here – dungarees, I mean. I’ll look…” It’s very unbalancing to have your fantasies and fetishes inventoried and indexed; fetish-objects are worst probably: probably most of the human race can grasp, even if they are repelled-by the sexual connotations of simple CP.  But if your most powerful sexual arousals are related to knitted-string gloves you get nothing but malevolent scorn from a group of billions. Gloves do not arouse me but ‘tomboy young women in jeans’ do... A lot later Tommi identified on the PC the three ‘denims’ images she’d been shown as part of her ‘training’: my files 233, 236 and 301. Athletic tomboy blondes in denim overalls and long-laced canvas basketball-boots, two of them masturbating each other in a hayfield. There’s a bondage-thing about girls in long-laced boots like that – or at least there is for me. 
	“These are exactly right, aren’t they?” she said, showing me. I’d been more occupied with what I assumed was pony-girl gear. 

Exactly right for Tommi out shopping with me. Dark green denim shirt, washed-out pale blue dungarees with the right brass clips for the shoulder straps and black-and-white basketball boots. Cotton briefs, cotton socks. I got a significant erection watching her dress and an exaggerated tent in my pants watching her lace the boots. Incidentally, I shouldn’t have asked her - my property - if she liked such things – none of her business – but I did. Nor, in the best examples of ‘submission’, should she have said anything in reply except ‘Yes Sir, thank you, Sir’.

	“Those clothes all right?”
	“Great. Sexual…” Tommi doesn’t use the word ‘sexy’. “I’ll get my strap…”
	“What strap?”
	“What you spanked me with, the leather strap with my name….”
	“Why? Done something you shouldn’t?”
	“You said I was to go out. So I need to take it…”

‘They’ had thought of everything; her strap fits easily into her little white purse-thing, most of the clothes she is likely to ‘go out’ in have a made-apurpose narrow pocket somewhere and “look, see, goes in here” – her denim overalls have a ruler-pocket down one leg.  Just about – no, every damn thing about Tommi gives me a hard; merely watching her demonstrate where she’d carry her strap when she was out with me, in case I needed to tan her arse, made my staff poke. So she was all red-gold hair and green eyes and sex and denims and basketball boots and tomboy with a strap to whack her with…

	“Give it to me and bend over. Touch your toes…”
	“Oh. Like this?”
	“Hold your ankles, feet wider apart. Always before you go out. Remember that…” Taut denim backside, long legs, scent of honey and spice and sex. Leather-strap spanker labelled ‘Tommi’.  
Thwappp! Thwappp! Thwappp! Thwappp!  Thwappp! Thwappp!  Must have hurt like hell because her arse was already sore…

 “Up. Good girl. Here put it in its pocket. Let’s go…”

 
We went to the ATM, with a cushion under her arse in the car; some bastard went past in an Aston Martin and I saw chunks of money flying out of my bank account in the very near future. Not that I don’t like my old Nissan.
 	I was surprised how much cash I could take at one go from the thing now, since they’d had the payment from Saudi. I lost the inclination to hit the supermarket for food-shopping; first I went and woke George up and paid him the two hundred I owed him while he stood in his front doorway ogling Tommi – I brought her to his front door with me on purpose. Repaying his cash was only an excuse – I went to let him see her really. Probably he would have preferred her in a little flouncy dress and strappy high sandals but he got the red-gold hair and the wicked green eyes, the mouth and the shirt filled with warm marble pomegranates so he was impressed. Slavering in fact. 
	“Aren’t you going to introduce me to your friend?” he asked, suddenly not terribly interested in two hundred quid.
	“No, George. Down, George. This is Tommi, George, and she’s mine. ‘Bye George…”

I took her down Greek Street and parked the car outside ‘Girl’s Brigade’ because they were opening. The fine for parking there was probably fifty quid or more. So? She’d never been in a sex-shop before – took her a minute or two to guess that’s what it was.

	“Can I help you, Sir? We’re not really quite open yet…”
	“I want a slave collar for this young woman…” Why beat about the bush? How very pleasant; I had ambitions of ‘I want a whip for this young woman’.
	“A fashion-collar or bondage, Sir? For who did you say, Sir?
	“Tommi, come here… For this young lady. What I’d really like would be in solid silver with a once-only lock. I know there are such things… Seen one in your window a while back.”
	“Madam?”

Madam will wear what I choose.  “Madam will wear what I choose…” 

	“I’ll call Mr Savvagear, Sir. One moment…”
 
“This is very attractive Sir,” said the Savvagear person, keeping his cool superbly and offering me a plain, flat, thick and wide collar of hollow silver that had to be sprung apart to open it. Once round a neck one end slid into the other and click. It had a small, neat silver tab in front on the bottom edge, with a single small silver link hanging for a chain. A bright yellow label said ‘WARNING - Do NOT close this item for demonstration purposes – locking is permanent if closed’. It was in plain satin silver. 
	“How do I know it fits?”
	“What size do you want, Sir?”
	“Chin up,” I said to Tommi and “measure her” to a surprised but still cool shop-manager. Apparently a Size C was perfect. 
 	“Do you have one?”
	“Yes, Sir.”
	“She’ll wear it now…”
	“Sir, I have to inform you it cannot be removed except by cutting… Sir, it is seven hundred pounds…”
	“Chin up again,Tommi…” Snick. Stunning. Perfect. Big, tousled red-gold hair, ivory skin, freckles, wide sparkling green eyes, silver slave collar. Perfect. Straight out of my fantasies, fitting-up my slave in a sex-shop in London. My fantasy-sex-slave crossing Greek Street beside me, close, collared, smelling of honey and spices and sex and Tommi. 
	“Get in the car and wait. Forgot something…” Have slave, have slave-collar, need slave chain… Mr Savvagear did me for another four hundred; twenty feet of silver plated chain and two little silver padlocks – which meant more hardware-shopping for half-a-dozen big but galvanised eye-plates to screw to the wall in different parts of the flat. For the chain of course. She could keep the keys; ‘Tommi, go and chain yourself in the bedroom…'

We had coffee and slices of stodgy cake in a busy place while everything over twelve years of age and male or female watched Tommi in her hair and denims and silver slave-collar, then I bought myself a very nice Italian-leather jacket for a lot more of my money and, in the shop, held the box out to her with one hand, not looking. I wasn’t planning to carry things any more. We window-shopped in Bond Street and the Burlington Arcade; like an idiot I bought her a vast art-book of London photos then took her back into Soho to the little place that says ‘Personal Artwork’ – which also wasn’t ‘really open yet’. The chap gave me some design books and when I asked, some paper. I drew.

	“Can you do this? Dark green, this size? Laser tattoo.”
	“No prob. Sure about the wording? Where?”

I said low down on the lady’s stomach, in an arch, close above her genitalia. He said “no, mate, not without her saying so, mate, and signing a disclaimer, mate, and I have to have another lady present, mate and shaved or root-dep mate? And four-hundred readies mate…” Why was everything based on four hundred pounds? I filled in the form, gave it to Tommi and said ‘sign it here’. She signed it ‘T’ and something illegible. I paid the money; a bright young and sleepy bottle-blonde apparently tattooed everywhere except her head and hands, wearing a grimy tee-shirt, faded, torn and frayed denims and red plastic shoes with six inch heels came and took Tommi somewhere for very nearly two hours – so I flapped a bit but was told ‘everything’s OK sir’ – I’d reckoned on twenty minutes.

	“Done?” I asked when she reappeared. She is stunning, stunning, stunning. She did a grand, number-one blush from her hairline down over her face, down her neck under the silver collar and into her shirt – so it was done all right. Take her back to my place then. No, get it right; take her back to where I kept her.  All those interesting toys and the ‘nice’ fetishistic clothing in her room… This is getting more and more real about every fifteen minutes. 

Getting into the car she did a little inward breath-hiss. “What?” I asked

	“Bit sore…”
	“Your backside?”
	“No, that’s just nice. Makes me feel sort of ‘right’. No, what she did. Body hair and the tattoo thing. I’m like a baby all over but it’s a bit sore, specially the tattoo.”

What with a pink and tender pudenda and tender rosebud, spanked arse etc and now not only freshly tattooed but totally depilated save for her scalp, Tommi was temporarily rather fragile – a fact which irritated me.  In an arch close to and over her slit it read, in dark green block letters…    Thomasina, Absolute Property of Peter Mowbray

 





 

 

But that afternoon, after she’d taken the big yellow dressing off to show me, she stood there with it all a bit blurry and with her skin pink and puffy, so it was a bit of a let-down; for me anyway. She couldn’t read it even in a mirror so I ended up taking a digital-pic and showing her ladyship to herself, naked and labelled. 

	“Now you know who you are,” I said. She studied her ‘label’ for a while, then thought about it, then, because her slit was unwankable at the time, slid one and then both hands to her tits…
	“No,” I said. “Turn round, hands behind your back,” and I worked her gorgeous tits myself until they were flushed and hard, nipples like mulberry-coloured little-finger-tips and she was shifting her hips about, eyes closed. She had the slightest of tiny milk-dribbles from each nipple, barely visible but for the gleam. The perfume of Tommi on the verge of an orgasm and leaking from sex and tits is one of the great things of life. “You do not stimulate yourself unless I tell you to. Turn round and face me, keep your hands behind your back...” As I said, beautiful, full, firm and projecting tits, extra full and firm because of me working them for her…
	“Slap and slap and slap and slap and slap – I made them bounce with alternate slaps of my hands, hard, so that the flushed red got redder, the left one sprayed a droplet or two and she began to jerk her body, making ‘uh’ and indrawn-breath sounds… “Discipline. Keep still, Tommi…” Slap and slap and slap and slap and slap. “Ohhhhh” from her and “Keep quiet…” from me.

Small things can trigger big reactions; the ‘ohhhhh’ did it for me.  Miss Thomasina needed more discipline. She needed more discipline but her mound was temporarily out of circulation, her anus probably so – strapped rosebud – and now her tits; I needed to do something with her or to her just to relieve my suddenly hard shaft, but she wouldn’t much use if the openings designed for sex, and her tits and more were unusable because I’d temporarily used ‘em up, so to speak. I was saving-up telling her to suck me because I was scared that Tommi sucking my prick would cause me to die…

	“Need to think about you,” I said, angry, grabbing her hair and lifting her onto tiptoes, pushing my face down close to hers. I was angry because I hadn’t thought out what it meant to have her about twenty-four hours out of every twenty-four. Fantasies come in self-regulated packets, take place in telescoped timeframes and can – mostly – be turned on and off. Fantasy backsides can be beaten, caned, whipped at, say a fantasy 10pm and done again at a fantasy 10.30, after which you can do as many more things as you like. If I whipped a real arse, Tommi’s arse, with a real whip at 10pm on Monday she’d be useless for at least three weeks, even properly cared for.
  I wasn’t prepared for the idea that owning her made me responsible for her. So OK, I didn’t have to go to work for the foreseeable but she was mine – and now I’d actually labelled her permanently to that effect – so she was damn well married to me, wasn’t she?  I’d rather have just the six million quid and pay for three-hundred-quid-an-hour professionals to come in whenever…  It took me about fifteen seconds of staring into those green eyes while she tiptoed a bit under my hand before I realised that the whole thing was impossible, counter-productive, liable to end up with me in jail and that I was in up to and over my head. I’d let someone make my BDSM fantasies become real. I let her down onto her feet, looked at her blotched and bruised and beautiful, naked body and said
	“Go and lie down on your bed or something. Get yourself something to eat or something, then use your fancy new chain and chain yourself up in your bedroom. I need to think about you. Do it, Tommi…”

She went. At the doorway she turned and said “D-don’t s-send me away...”and vanished, leaving me to kick the coffee-table so hard that I was limping for the rest of the day. I couldn’t handle any of it. Pacing about analysing what it was I couldn’t handle only made it worse because I wasn’t able to accept the results. 
Fact: I can’t handle acting out my sexual fantasies when I’m given a beautiful and totally submissive woman whose purpose is to enable me to act out those fantasies. 
Fact:  I can’t incorporate the same beautiful, intelligent woman into my ‘ordinary’ life, even though she is here for that purpose, because I don’t know how.
Fact: I am probably going to destroy her life

Conclusion: I am already a failure as a man. Conclusion: I am going to fail her.
 
Those are all very difficult things to accept, impossible things to accept so for two nights and three days I didn’t say more than a dozen words to her; made sign-language at her, brusquely and sourly; kept her on her chain and in fetters, put her in a locking penis-gag removed only for eating; alternated her between the kitchen – just for food for herself because I got my own, after a style – the bathroom when I remembered she had to use it sometimes, and her bedroom. I told her to get dressed because her nakedness was more than I could handle. When she dropped a cup I caned her hands. I emailed my ‘benefactor’ at great length, sat for hours wondering how I could get out from under the thing I’d got myself into and generally went about in a rage – and rage is failure…
 
I got a long and plain, friendly response from Saudi. Tommi is quite legal, meaning that she has all the right ‘papers’ – she just didn’t say so because she doesn’t know about such things. ‘Look in her bag’ it said. I looked; I think the passport, the visa and other things are genuine, or are genuine but paid-for. Very bad, because that meant she is genuine too and ‘legal’. Yes, she was ‘trained’ to meet my ‘requirements’ as interpreted from a straight analysis of everything known about me – most of which was from a very intelligent examination of the contents of my flat. ‘Preserver of my Life, she is desirable companion’ and ‘perhaps can be perfect for you’. No she can’t. I don’t want a fantasy BDSM sex slave who I can’t fuck or gag or chain to the wall because the food she’s prepared and put in the oven is almost ready. I don’t want a BDSM sex slave who gets a cold or who has to spend time washing and ironing – and powdering her rubberwear. I don’t want a BDSM sex slave I mustn’t beat too hard or she won’t be fit to be shafted or hung on a wall, who I can’t make scream and who can’t be ready again as soon as I want. I want fantasy, not reality. Because I can’t manage reality… She is beautiful, sexual, amusing, and mischievous, everything I ever fantasised about but the fantasies are impossible as reality. Impossible. But there was no way I could peel her off my life and ‘send her away’ – short of giving her a wad of money and saying ‘go’. 

The email from Saudi ended with ‘Don’t think of her as something to amuse you; think of her as a part of your true self. More than a possession, more than a slave more than a wife’. 
No, because – well, the ‘wife’ bit gave it away; like I’d be responsible for someone else as well as me. Being responsible for just me was problem enough. So I got a thousand in cash, wrote a ‘pay cash’ cheque for – for fifty thousand pounds and walked into her bedroom. 
She was sitting on the bed, knees up under her chin, naked, ankles fettered, wrists fettered, with the wide silver slave-collar gleaming below her red hair and its chain trailing over the bed to where she’d locked it to the wall. Not crying or angry or doing the blush-things, just very pale. I threw her the key to the basket of head-straps that kept the penis-gag locked-in and she tried to free it but couldn’t – the lock was at the back of her head in her hair and her wrists were fettered and her hands were swollen anyway. I think she knew what I had come for was going to be bad – not abasement-bad or screaming-bad but black-bad – and because she couldn’t unlock the gag herself her eyes filled with tears. I unlocked it but instead of pulling the thick rubber prick out she turned her face up to me and opened her mouth just a fraction. Without thinking, I took it out…
“You’re sending me away,” she said, slurring a little because her jaws ached. I thought the words’ there’s no other way’ were the best response - but I said, listening to myself

	“No.” That’s what I said. I said “No.” I said, “No, you belong to me. I like that. You’re going to stay and I’m going to do to you all the things you were told I might do to you. Until you ask me to do them again and again to you – and more…” 

She was still sitting up, knees under her chin hands on her knees, watching me, her face as white as paper. Why I am a failure is that the fantasy had hold of me again, the change in my voice saying so – but sounding utterly unlike the me I wanted to be; I said, “I am going to teach you to submit to me, your mind, your body, everything in you. What’s in you now I shall replace with what I want in you. Submission. Submission is Love. I shall teach you to love me…” I was shaking; I sounded like a badly rehearsed amateur video of the ‘there were tears on her face and I was going to make her face permanently wet with tears’ genre.

	“What?” I growled, savage, for she had stammered something.
	“B-but I l-love you n-now,” she whispered. “I c-came be-because I loved y-you. I asked t-to. Only - only m-me… That’s w-why they l-let me…”

It was like the hangman’s trapdoor opening under me. Terminal. Yes, you do see your life and yourself run for you as a film at ballistic speed. At the immediate end it would say ‘Finis’ and I wanted it to say ‘OK Try Again’. 

	“I am your fantasies, all of them,” she said. “Or I can be. It’s very bad” – and she was looking down now, fiddling with one hand at her ankle chain – “It’s very bad to love s-someone who beats me between my legs…Or – or makes me wear a collar and chain. I mean b-bad because it’s – it’s not enough. If I’m not your fantasies, make me… Look” and she opened her knees wide.

 


 
 


THOMASINA: ABSOLUTE PROPERTY OF PETER MOWBRAY 

 “Tommi…” I said, desperate, sitting on the very end of the bed.

	“Make me,” and she was suddenly crawling along the bed to me, the silver chain dragging and catching a breast, her fetters chinking. Burying her red-gold hair on my trousered thighs, putting her face to my legs. 
	Not a failed fantasy, worse. “Tommi, I can’t… I – I don’t know how…” I didn’t know how…
	“Just whip me,” she said. “Love me, let me be part of you, be everything for you and just whip me,” and then she turned her face up; she was flushed with the big red flush, from her hairline down under her shirt and her green eyes were interrogating my jumbled mind. “With a whip,” she said, and, burying her face in the crotch of my pants again, she whispered “It’s one of the things I’m for… t-to be Loved and whipped…”

If she hadn’t cried hugely and silently; if she hadn’t wet my pants with silent tears it would have been OK.  If I hadn’t said, “Kiss me,” it would have been OK. I’d have been back in reality, rich but alone except for when the summoned girls came… But I said ‘Kiss me,” and she turned her tear-wet face up to me and kissed me. Her lips were softer than crushed strawberries again, her breath was flowers and honey and sex again and her tongue sought, found and wrestled mine again: she smelled as she did that day on the steps of the Gallery, in Trafalgar Square. She curled in my lap, reached up and pressed her fettered hands to my chest, her silver chain catching and lifting a breast again. 

	“What must I do?” I said. Failure again…
	“What do you want to do,” she said, looking up at me with light in her tear-filled green eyes. “Say what you want to do…”
	“Make very long and slow love to you…” I answered. “Also hogtie you with your cunt and arse and mouth filled...”
	“I don’t know what a ‘hogtie’ is.”

I looked away and told her. “It hurts after a little while, then a lot more when it’s taken off…”
“I’ve seen pictures. You’d better do it after you’ve loved me.”
“I cannot do it...”
“Make love to me? You’ve lived what? Twice as long as me? You’ve climbed mountains alone, loved or made love with how many? You don’t know how to love a girl who wants everything you want? You’re frightened? Then shall I make love to you?”

	“What?”
	“Shall I make love to you? 

Absolutely no. I turned away from her green eyes and her mischievous lips.

	“No?” she said. “You are frightened that I will make you love me and that then you cannot do what you want with me….”
	“Yes…”
	“You are wrong. If I make love to you, will you expect it to be very beautiful?”
	“Yes. Probably completely so…”
	“So however you make love to me will be beautiful too…If you tie me as you said and fill my mouths as you said and beat me, you will be making love to me and it will be beautiful. So then perhaps,” she said smiling and with the big slow crimson blush spreading downwards, “perhaps I shall become part of you…” The blush fled downwards, over her shoulders, engulfing freckles; magically, erotically over her freckled breasts. I’d never seen it lap her breasts before. If I had breasts I’d want her to make me blush like that so that I could watch my breasts overrun with heat like that. If I had mulberry-lips as the entrance to my sex, I would want her to set above them the fact that I was – that I was the property of Thomasina… Whoa! Stop. I am completely man.
	“Shall I make love to you, Mr Mowbray?”
	“Yes.”
	“Here, on my bed?”

Here, on Thomasina’s bed.  I am going to be made love to. Open my legs to her; no, wait, that’s entirely wrong…

	“May I take my chains off?”
	“Spare keys. This pocket…” Her small hand in my pocket, retrieving and then the heavy sliding rattle of her wrist fetters.  Her round firm bottom rotated in my lap and she lifted one foot then the other onto my knee to free her ankles. A jerk of her body in my lap and a sound like a single slash of hail across the carpet – she’d flung away the silver chain. 
	“Hmm. Wait. Close your eyes…”
	“No.”
	“Close your eyes!”

I closed them, not wanting little games, and she was across the room and back.

	“No, Tommi.” Cold black silk, the Thai-silk blindfold that lay in a drawer. “I don’t like games...” But she and the room were gone in soft black dark. Then Thomasina made love to me, in my private black dark. I didn’t need to see…
 
She was behind me, her live round breasts pressed to the fabric pressed to the fabric of my shirt, her live round arms encompassing me, hands walking down me freeing buttons, hands momentarily flat on the black hair of my chest and stomach and the perfume of her hair and skin and breath touching my ear. Hands peeled the shirt away and she slid her breasts and hard nipples across my naked back, kissed my ear and was at my feet – I felt her at my feet…

‘You can’t do shoes,’ I thought, moving to do shoes. ‘Or socks. They’re not to do with love…” 
She did shoes and socks and put my bare feet to her breasts. I wished I was naked too, to lift her high and lay her whole body on mine – and she did pants and briefs and kissed my thighs, kissed my tumescent shaft, kissed my hairy stomach; rose and laid herself on me feather light and kissed my mouth. Soft ripe strawberry lips, breath of honey and spice and sex. Straddled me and giggled out there in my private black dark. Soft, warm, moistness engaged me and a soft, strong, moist glove engulfed slid down and engulfed the pillar below my stomach until I was deep, long and deep inside her. Thomasina made love to me. It didn’t matter that I felt my strong hard shaft in her to be hers in me. It didn’t matter that they were my firm round heavy breasts kissing her, pressing her nor that it was her mouth engulfing mine. I smelt of honey and spice and sex for her. It didn’t matter that my small white body was beneath her big strong one or that her hot and rigid shaft was tunnelling in me, working in me; that I was Thomasina and sex and beautiful. That I parted my slender ivory legs for her and rested them on her shoulders. That her hands were in my red hair, that her hands were under me at my round white fruit or that her fingers found another mouth to me there. I said things when she came in me because Thomasina coming in the warm dark of my sex was frightening. Because two driving, thrusting hot and sliding phalli drove and thrust and slid and came together in our two hot, moist, muscular vaginas. Outside the black silk that curtained reality she made a small, triumphant giggle, a small-girl giggle...

	“Mmm. Suck me…” and it began again. She put me to her lips, her mouth and drew semen from me. My mouth and tongue tasted her cunt and my semen. My mouth engulfed her fountaining staff and tasted me. I breathed her and me and honey and spice and sex and semen and enfolded her in my arms so that her breasts pressed to my breasts. My mind lost discrimination, lost the ability to sort sensation; we were two red-haired girls manipulating four breasts, exploring two moist mounds… We were she and me or me and she copulating as animals. We were two red-haired ivory-skinned youths kissing, fencing with hard erections, masturbating each other’s’ hard erections. The room swayed, rotated, she was above me beside me, under me in me. We were Peter, we were Thomasina... 







 
 
 
TWO
 
It was as if I – we - watched Peter and Thomasina: it was Peter who lay back and Thomasina who drank from him when semen from the bowels of the planet climbed his penis for her to feed on. It was Thomasina who said ‘now’ and put the heavy, studded buckled leather hogtie into his hands and who lay supine to raise her arms and legs. Small wrists small hands, small ankles small feet banded with thick brown leather made an ivory flower of feet and hands above her round white bottom. Her chin up, neck straining in her silver collar, he fed the fat gag to her mouth and felt it fill his own. Fed the small, smooth red rubber aubergine past her gripping sphincter and felt it within him; thrust – yes, thrust – a great, thick, textured, corrugated rubber phallus between the pouting sluicing quivering mulberry lips of her sex and inwards until her cervix barred it. She whined in the gag and shuddered – he felt it fill him. And then he stood her on her knees on the floor, bound arms and legs behind her backed against the bed, grotesque pale, ivory skin flushed, head back, eyes closed and spilling tears, put his thighs each side or her, imprisoning her – and took her breasts. Worked her breasts now and now and now and now until her moaning in the gag rose and two thin arcs of pale milk pulsed from her, now and now and now, to spatter the carpet and his discarded clothes. 
 
	Thomasina shrieked that she loved him when he released the hogtie-straps and cramp took her thighs and her arms. Mewed when he withdrew glistening, warm rubber from her sex, cried ohhh! as the rubber aubergine sprang from her distended rosebud. Opened her bruised mouth to it when he offered it there…
 
He carried her to the bathroom, washed her under the shower, used the soft bottle-brushes in her, threw away the discoloured, earthy rubber aubergine, waited while she retched and cleaned teeth and tongue and mouth, swilled biting mouthwash. Kissed her and tasted honey and spices and sex and peppermint, kissed her until the tears ceased. Carried her again, a lover in his arms, into the dense, animal aromas of her bedroom and put her on the tiny sofa…
	“Dress,” he said. “Dress to seduce me. Find yourself something nice – no, grand from there,” he said, pointing at the small ‘best’ wardrobe. “Something grand and – and – expensive. Oh, just nice clothes. Hair, bloody make-up. There’s some sort of costume jewellery in the little drawer – decorate yourself,” and he marched out. “Take as long as you like,” he said grumpily at the door. Three paces outside the door he turned and went back to stick his head in; “make yourself even more damn beautiful than you are…” and stomped off again.
 
Thirty minutes later he yelled at the bedroom door from the living-room; “You coming out or what?”
	“Sorry,” came the reply from behind her bedroom door, “I-m n-not very g-good at this…”

Twenty minutes and two Scotches later he tried again. “Tommi love…”  ‘Tommi love.  Oh god, I’m going to get angry with myself again because now I’m into the adoring-her bit and I said ‘Tommi love…’

	“Ten minutes…”

If she was ten minutes he’d thrash her. She was eight minutes…

 
She’d done her red mop into an even blaze of red-gold and fiery ‘big hair’, she’d done something with her eyes so that they were oval green cat’s eyes: he hadn’t the slightest idea what new colour or shape her lips were, save that the change was very slight but devastating. She was wearing earrings from the ‘costume jewellery’ which wasn’t costume-jewellery; plain diamond studs about the size of his little finger nails, alight with white fire even in the damn living-room. Then the silver slave-collar of course – then the dress. He decided he’d make a lousy fashion-correspondent; the dress was black and matt and down to her feet and down to her wrists and made for coming down a marble staircase in, with three hundred people watching. The men amongst them not saying anything because they were watching her and the women amongst them planning homicide – save for the ones - the women - who wanted to take her to bed. She had flat black leather ballet-shoes on. Her green cat’s-eyes were sparkling and at eight feet away she smelt of flowers and spices and sex.
	“This all right?” she said, blushing a new blush, a quick ‘pleased’ sort of blush and stopping for effect because she’s a woman.

She’s MINE. It says so under the dress. Her name’s Thomasina and she’s mine. It says so above her mound under the dress; ‘absolute property of Peter Mowbray’. That’s me. Absolute… And she’s a Sexual Submissive and every other kind of Submissive and whatever sexual or other fantasies he’d ever had, they were crap…

	“Just a bit,” he said, grinning. It’s the understatement thing, like a Ferrari is ‘fantastically fast’ but a McLaren MR2 is ‘really quick’. Like the most fabulous and stunning woman he’d ever seen, anywhere, anyhow up to then was ‘incredibly beautiful’ and Tommi was ‘a bit all right’. 
	“Look,” she said, “I’m still me,” and sort of lifted the dress up long stocking-clad legs - he noticed she was unable to do it without practising a bit of strip-tease – to show that beneath the dress she was naked and that it still said, above very small and neat, mulberry-red and no-longer swollen vulva 

 





 

She blushed; the big red creep-down-over-her-shoulders blush that means Sex, and dropped the dress almost before he saw mulberry-red labia shift, coruscate and pout.
	She should have been wandering, anonymous and unannounced, along the red carpet at an Oscar presentation ceremony in the US, just behind the rich and famous and glamorous. It would have gone suddenly very quiet save for the whispers of the cameras; those that their owners had remembered to use. She wouldn’t need the exaggerated and toppling, almost-bared breasts of the rich and glamorous females preceding her though; the black dress left nothing to imagination. He thought he ought to have taken her to a gala-night at Covent Garden or to Saturday night at the wildest submissive’s’-club in the West End but it was Tuesday and the middle of the afternoon so he took her to bed again. Hang all the expensive dress, the diamonds and the hair and the make-up; he took her to bed as she was. She hoisted her dress again and laid herself down; he inserted himself into her just below where it said she was his property and he fucked her. Nothing frantic or inventive, just Mr Peter Mowbray humping, long and slow, his property, Miss Thomasina something-or-other. 
	“Uh. Tom – uh – Thomasina what?” he asked, thrusting.
	“What? Ohh…”
	“Name.”
	“Hav-havn’t –uh – got one…”
	“Pass – Passport says. Passport says ‘N-Nemmo. Uhh…”
	“Lat – Latin.  It’s ‘Neemo…M-means – ohhh - ‘N-nobody…”

Her legs were up and round his neck and they were creating a dynamic in the bed that made it difficult to speak but as he detonated semen into her again, humping, she also said “Oh god,” - and he said “I’ll-change-it, name,” falling back out of her with obscene withdrawal noises, fountaining… “You going to be absolutely obedient, Tommi?” he asked her.

	“Yes” and she knelt on the bed, took his softening shaft in a hand and bent to apply her mouth to it, sucking and swallowing; feeding again, her head a tousled mass of red hair bobbing slowly at my prick, her diamond earrings flashing ice-blue fire.  In a little while, when she subsided to the bed beside him, he pulled her body to his and very nearly slept in Paradise. Not quite…
	“Well?” she said, half-sitting up suddenly and leaning to stare at his face. It was very odd; he’d been watching Peter and Thomasina as well as being Peter and Thomasina as if it had been some sort of video; now with her face close and her honey-spice-sex aroma flooding his nose, he became himself and she was separate again, Tommi, his possession. He decided, dazedly, that he had to do something big and irresponsible but real - so he would have to take her out again…
	“Get washed – again. Get dressed. Shopping. Need buy groceries and an Aston Martin...”
	“I don’t know what an ‘Astan-thinggy’ is…” 

‘I’m me and this is Tommi’ he thought. ‘It’s all perfectly proper and real…”

	“Get dressed, Tommi…”







 
 
 
THREE
 
To get from the flat to the supermarket – and to where they sell Aston Martins – it’s best to get a cab, but as we went out and she paused on the steps to look across to the park, the sky saw her and was blue, the sun had been waiting and probably all the flowers opened at once.  The weather and the Park and the people in it had been provided just then by the English Tourist Board, just for Tommi. So we walked across the Park, my newly-arrived sex-slave beside me looking round at the Park and the people and London
	“Oh,” and she did a sort of exuberant twirl-thing on the green grass, people looking… So I sat on the grass in Green Park and she lay on her stomach in the jeans and the boots beside me while I let her ask me about London. I shouldn’t have let her ask me anything – I should have taken her back and whipped her for asking me about anything. Half of me wanted very much to take her back and whip her for asking me about anything. Whip her for anything really. Whip her because that’s one of the things she’s for. Whip her because I could and because I wanted to whip a girl and never would unless I whipped Tommi. But I could whip Tommi anytime. She lay there on her stomach in the sun, with the sun heating her round, denim-clad backside and – and the leather strap sliding out of it’s pocket and I wanted to spank her warm backside with it, very hard, there in Green Park and then kiss her, there in Green Park. A nice-looking military-looking old-boy stared at Tommi in a dreamy way; his wife said “Arthur Findlay, stop that. It’s disgusting, a girl like that…” Two remarkably young schoolboys in the immaculate uniforms of a famous school hesitated; one said to the other in a very audible stage-whisper “My word, Dibs; what about having a sister like that?” 
	I sat on the grass in Green Park with this much younger, fiery-red-headed girl - twenty-five years younger than me and obviously so - sat on the grass in a non-sexual shirt and non-sexual pants and dull shoes, next to an excited, live, animal, sexual girl in a silver slave-collar and denim overalls and ‘basketball boots’ who set my very soul alight so that I was having to try and douse it every minute of the day. Thomasina, I thought, couldn’t possibly be real; she was either a projection of my fantasies or she was the houri I’d asked for… Did it matter?  The houri-idea was a bit very scary so I suppressed it…  
	“Where do you buy the car-thing?”  

Look, I was thinking. Don’t talk when I’m thinking. Dammit, you’ll have to wear a gag out of the flat as well – and – I wonder if there’s some sort of gag you can’t see when it’s in. That’s really difficult. Rubber plug to hook to the back teeth? Have to make wire loops or something, drilled in… ‘This is Tommi, I’m afraid I gagged her today…’

	“Were you going to do some shopping for food somewhere too?”
No, you’re not supposed to ask questions like that, you’re not supposed to ask questions at all and I shall ensure you learn not to. You may possibly ask when I’m next going to fuck you or thrash you or put you into steel bondage but you may not ask if I’m going to buy groceries or if the shirt I left on the floor is to be washed or things of that kind. I shall beat you if you ask things of that kind because they must not and cannot be part of fantasy, and I intend to choose you and fantasy rather than the other, which I’ve tried. I had a moment’s image of Tommi in Tescos in her brown-rubber plug-gag.  Well, so, you can do the shopping and the washing and the kitchen but you’re for me to use. ‘This shelf is dusty, girl. Give me your strap please…’ Sod the Aston, go home. No, got to get food shopping – place is practically empty.
	“Sod the Aston Martin. Know what a supermarket is?”
	“Yes.”
	“Right. Come on… You talk too much; how would you like to put your gag in right now…?”

Pink blush and a quick look sideways in case I had it in my hand, quick look round at people and another pink blush.  “Al-all right. S-sorry. I’m sorry…” and she stopped walking, waiting to be given the gag.

	“Next time, Tommi…” Not next time really, because if she was with me and visibly gagged, rocks and policemen would fall on me.
Nice, though. ‘This is Tommi, been a bad girl, I’m afraid, so she’s gagged today…’ There must be a way… Need to do something about her gag anyway – all that strap-and-buckle business; should be just a simple rubber strap that holds it in. So she can just pull it out to speak, pop it back – or let it hang round her neck with her collar…
 
We walked to the edge of the Park and I fumed while five full cabs sailed past. “You try. Stick your hand out and up…” Two cabs going the wrong way did U-turns through the traffic, one pulled-up beside her; two more intending to do the same had to go round. But she was in overalls, not some glamorous doll, so why? It’s not because she is ‘sexy’. I think it’s because Tommi is entirely and simply sexual in the eye of every beholder... 

The cab driver said not one word to me, even though I paid him. He gave Tommi a Father Christmas grin and told her to have a ‘smashin’ day, darlin’ and drove off whistling. That’s another thing I’m not very good at - being jealous.  

 
So big-hit shopping in Tescos with a girl is sexy too. Sexual. Well it is – and very nice – if she’s Tommi and has ‘Absolute Property of Peter Mowbray’ tattooed above her slit and it means it. If it weren’t in poor taste and questionable artistically I’d have other things tattooed elsewhere – ‘Obedience’ round one nipple and ‘Submission’ round the other maybe.  I also realised, incidentally, that there was an unachievable fantasy in that idea; it would enhance my pleasures no end if everyone who saw her with me somehow knew that her sex mound said ‘Absolute Property of Peter Mowbray’ and her tits said ‘Obedience’ and ‘Submission’. That something similar might also enhance Tommi’s pleasures just didn’t occur to me. 

Pasta – gnocchi – everywhere on Tescos shiny floor. “I’m sorry,” I say to the irritated-looking young man with the ‘spillages’ tools, “can’t take her anywhere” so he grinned, having seen her. 

	“I’m sorry,” she says to me. “Clumsy.” She looked quickly round the aisle of shelves, at people mostly. “Do you spank me here? Do you want my strap? What will you do…?”

I’ll marry you, Thomasina. Tommi. Don’t be bloody silly, man.
“Six of the best when I get you home.”
You could, you know. Mrs Thomasina Mowbray. No you couldn’t – she’s eighteen. You still spank her. No, something wrong there. Eighteen and you’ve just started spanking her. YOU ARE NOT GOING TO MARRY TOMMI. She isn’t real… 

	We – we – carried the stuff up in the lift and my not-real fantasy demonstrated her usefulness by wedging the lift-doors open with a six-pack of toilet rolls so that we cold make several journeys. Fantasy-sex-slaves don’t do that. Once it was all in the kitchen she ran her hands through her red-gold mop, tossed her head, grinned at me because of the mess – and pulled her strap out of its pocket, holding it out to me. I’d forgotten. She hadn’t; she shoved some shopping aside with her foot, bent over, stepped her feet apart and held her ankles. 
	“I’m just clumsy,” she said. 
‘I love you’ I thought, but I didn’t say it... Whoppp! Whoppp! Whoppp! Whoppp! Just a little sway, just a little mew… Whoppp! Whoppp!
	“Good girl. Let’s get this mess cleared,” I didn’t want to because I had a November the Fifth erection, very high and fiery and liable to explode...
	“Tommi,” she said to herself out loud, grinning at me, “remember not to be clumsy. He spanks hard for clumsy” and “If you go and sit down, I know where everything goes. I do really.”
 

So basically that’s what happened. From there on, I mean. Tommi does the shopping and everything else, I get regular and very pleasant erections which Tommi deals with in various ways; I spank hard for just about anything and she knows where everything goes. That’s an extremely sensible basis for any relationship involving a not-quite-fifty-year-old male and an only just eighteen-year-old, redheaded, totally sexual female gift.
 

I chose Amsterdam because they have sensible views about everything here and they’d done ‘naturist’ weddings before. Only in a Registry office – not in a church or anything like that. Nudity is unnatural and a sin. Amsterdam was convenient because I could be there and back in a day comfortably, leaving Tommi on a chain while I made the arrangements. She had a key anyway but by the time she’d worked out which was better, stay chained – which was obedient and sexy and promoted a bigger orgasm when she wanked herself, or unlock herself which was naughty and would have to be confessed, leading to possibly a beating and a bigger orgasm. Or both really.  It was both really…
 
For the ceremony in Amsterdam I needed a witness and a lady-witness, the latter because the bride would be naked except for handcuffs and, because it was a stone floor, little red-green rubber ballet-shoes. The Registrar-person would provide the lady-witness and would do it for just the statutory fee because he liked the idea, because I promised him photos and because he was already trying to persuade the lady-witness that a not dissimilar ceremony was just what she aspired to. George would be down to me… I sent a text-message to Saudi and then phoned George.
	On the phone: “George, leave her alone and listen…  I’m getting married on the fourteenth, want you there as a witness. Amsterdam.”
	“You’re getting whattid?”
	“Married. To Tommi. Remember Tommi?”
	“You’re a disgusting old bastard; she must be all of fifteen. Pregnant. is she?”
	“George, Tommi is eighteen. Un-pregnant. Hundred-quid witness fee, two nights and a day – for both of you if you like – in Amsterdam for free. Half an hour witnessing. Best bib and tucker…”
	“Plane tickets?”
	“Yes.”
	“Dunno. Married you say. Is it legal?”
	“George, yes or no.”
	“I get a big kiss from the bride?”
	“I shall tell Jackie…”
	“That’s OK. Jackie blows both ways – she’d like a big kiss from the bride.”
 
George and Jackie flew to Amsterdam on the Friday; I took Tommi by private plane on the Saturday nicely timed so that the hire-car could go straight to the Registry where, providing they wanted to remain alive, George and Jackie were already waiting. Back to the entrance so that we would walk up behind them, the idea being that they’d have a nice surprise.  Tommi was extremely delighted with the plane and with what she saw of Amsterdam – I took her in her denims and things because there was no need for anything special; I took a classic, stuffy, English grey morning-suit with all the trimmings for me. Why not? 
	“Where is this place?”
	“It’s called a Registrar’s office. The Registrar is a man who is going to marry you to me. Take all your clothes off, put these shoes on. The handcuffs go behind your back. I must change…”
She remained perfectly still, staring at me. “I am to be married?”
	“Yes.”
	“To you?”
	“To me. Clothes off Tommi...”
	“You marry me?”
	“No, you marry me. Ten seconds and you’ll be married with a red backside…They’re waiting on the other side of that door…”
	“Marry?”
	“That’s it. Strap please. Touch your toes…”
Thwackkk! - Thwackkk! - Thwackkk! - Thwackkk! - Thwackkk! - Thwackkk!  Get up. Do as you’re told…”

“Yes, Peter...”  The first time she ever used my name and I wasn’t entirely sure I liked it. Too familiar. Hindu wives aren’t allowed to use their husband’s names; in fact the well brought up ones refer to their husbands in the third person. ‘They want their meal’ – ‘They are ill tempered this morning’.  You can’t actually manage that in English but I was very taken aback by ‘yes Peter’.  
“Come on then, eyes down please, hold my arm…”

 

The registry-chap saw us - saw her – first and was very pleased; his female-witness live-in-lady-companion saw her next and wasn’t sure where to look, although she’d been pre-warned. I walked the fifteen feet or so to the official table, all done up in my morning suit with Tommi on my arm. Tommi naked, collared, with big red-gold hair, big ivory-and-freckles-breasts with nice mulberry nipples, green eyes, strawberry lips with a silly grin on them, a tattoo on her pubes saying who she was – Thomasina, Absolute Property of Peter Mowbray – and her extremely arousing silk-baby-skin, the result of not one single hair of any kind except on her head. Regrettably the stone floor was polished, so her green ‘SeaGirl Brand’ rubber beach shoes squeaked. George, then Jackie turned round when Tommi’s shoes squeaked. Georgie froze, Jackie said, very loudly “WOW!”

“Jackie, this is my wedding. Not quite so loud, if you please…”

 
It all went OK – as planned; Tommi knelt and promised to love and obey and accept chastisement, I stood and promised to guide and correct and chastise. I ceremonially moved her handcuffs to the front to signify my care for her – and to enable her to sign things. She signed – and blushed from her hairline to her crotch, quite beautiful. The colour merged with the strap-prints on her arse. The ‘female-witness’ person took photos with her mobile, Jackie took a video, two completely strange members of the public – tourists of some sort, elderly, male, took about fifty digital-stills each: a wedding is a public ceremony – you can’t bar anyone.
	“Kiss George. Very small,” and she kissed George. “Kiss Jackie,” I said, taking George to sign his witness bit. Tommi kissed Jackie and Jackie came after us, red faced and wafting urgent pheromones everywhere, followed by my wife. My wife. 
 
Afterwards, while I changed and she dressed again, she said nothing at all. In the hire car back to the airport she said nothing at all. In the plane, as we crossed the sea she said “I’m Mrs Thomasina Mowbray, aren’t I?” and burst into tears. 
 
Tommi does the shopping and everything else, I get regular and very pleasant erections which Tommi deals with in various ways; I spank hard for just about anything and she knows where everything goes. That’s an extremely sensible basis for any relationship involving a not-quite-fifty-year-old male and an only just eighteen-year-old, redheaded, totally sexual female gift.  With lactating breasts and a tattooed crotch which says she is my property. 

We got a wedding-present from Saudi: some shares which I didn’t understand but which the bank liked very much and Yadill’ah, or ‘Dillah’ for short. She arrived really quite unannounced in a rental-car with two moderately-sized suitcases and a garrulous driver who said he picked her up ‘off the bleedin’ plane, no customs no nuffin’ and he’d been ‘booked from foreign’. When she arrived and buzzed the door-phone and I opened the front door, she said
“Mister Mowbray? I am wedding-present. I am Yadill’ah. Where is Thomasina?”
No anguished deliberations over this present; been there, done that; just surprise and a desire to see what was under the curious mix of cheap black raincoat, very plain black dress down to the ankles, a turban-ish thing - equally black - and sandals.  	Dillah is five feet five inches high, black – and I mean black, Nubian black, looks rather like the taller of the two Touareg girls in Summer’s famous 1888 fake-slave-girl postcard and whilst not at all skinny, has the clumpy bones the tight and curly brick-red hair of the women the Rub’ al-Khali – the ‘Empty Quarter’ of the Arabian Peninsula. . She also knows Tommi, for as she was telling me that her name is Yadill’ah, Tommi appeared in the hall – I thought fortunately in jeans and things – shrieked and fell on the wedding-present and that was me out of it for at least an hour, while they jabbered in Tommi’s room. Bad start: I had to know if Yadill’ah was a servant-gift or an all-purpose gift, a trained-servant-gift or a trained-all-purposes-including-shafting-and-disciplining gift, so I marched into Tommi’s room saying in my best irritated mode “Tommi, what’s going on?”
Entirely superfluous question; they were friends and were sitting on the bed; Tommi was merely showing her friend how Tommi’s breasts now gave milk, their pleasure at meeting again evinced by much giggling. I made the assumption that Yadill’ah was trained-all-purposes on the grounds that there was a pair of voluminous black elasticated-thigh knickers on the bed that certainly weren’t Tommi’s.  

	“Strap please, Tommi. Both of you in the living room.” Chancy with the new arrival but, one, I had to assert my status and two, with her knickers off and touching her toes, I could have a good look. Yadill’ah could do with a spanking because that would be nice for me – she being new – and good for her; Tommi perhaps needed some cane - for seizing the girl without my permission and to encourager l’autre.  Erection-time again…
	“Tommi, give me your strap, please, and face the wall, hands behind your back. I shall cane you when I have dealt with Yadill’ah – thank you…” It is a fundamental part of the ritual of the cane that she-who-is-to-be-caned faces a wall for a while beforehand, to allow anticipation and or apprehension to build. I was going to cane my wife… Who, being Tommi, would probably orgasm several times, waiting to be caned, hearing unmistakable whack-sounds involving ‘Dillah and knowing I would drag hers out a bit. 

“Yadill’ah, please come here. Stand straight and listen please. I was pleased that you were chosen as a gift for me because you seem to be of a pleasant shape and colour and can add decoration to my house. I am not pleased that you elected to play with my wife rather than attend on me. Was it explained to you before you were sent here what might – would – happen if you displeased me?”  
Perhaps they hadn’t. Perhaps they had and but it had just been ‘he will be angry’ or something like that. 

	“Yes, Sir.”  
	“What would happen?” The tension was nice, with her very agreeable black face showing anxiety. 
	“I would be punished Sir…” Well done, lads and lassies, satisfactory basic-training for a female wedding-present. The tension now extended to my prick under my pants – I was most certainly going to whack her backside; she knew it, I knew it, Tommi over there facing the wall knew it… 
	“Absolutely right, ‘Dillah…” I said, lifting Tommi’s strap up before her face…	

“Now Sir?”  Oh ‘Dillah, poppet. Volunteering! How very nice. 

	“Now ‘Dillah. You may leave your knickers on but take the dress off please”	

“Sir, I haven’t got knick…”

	“Tommi – Mrs Mowbray – will tell you that I cane disobedience very severely…”
	“Yes Sir. Sorry Sir…”

She is smooth, dry, jetty black everywhere except for the burnt-coffee-bean skin of her palms and the soles of her small, long feet. Black breasts exactly the size and shape of half-coconuts but with chocolate nipples. No discernible body-hair.  Lovely beatable arse, enjoyably neat slit.  “Put your feet very wide apart, bend over and hold your legs below your knees ‘Dillah…” I wanted her legs so wide that she couldn’t reach her ankles; a position which brings the pudenda into much better view than merely ‘touching toes’. 
“Good. Just a little wider please… Six, ‘Dillah, and I am the head of this household, not Mrs Mowbray…” 
Thwackkk!  A thin leather spanker makes a good sound on a firm bare bottom. Thwackkk!  With the legs and therefore the cheeks so wide apart there’s no instant-valley as a result of the kiss of the leather, the gluteal muscles being under hard tension. But also because of the position, the body tens to sway forwards. No so Miss Yadill’ah. Thwackkk!  Not a movement, not a sound. Good girl. I should have said twelve of the best. Thwackkk!  Never mind, I’m perfectly sure that occasion can be created very soon… Thwackkk!  Thwackkk!   
“Good girl. Up, please.” Six – and bare; not even a little mew, not even a little shuffle or a hand to her bare bottom. It really should have been twelve… “Before you put your dress on, ‘Dillah – Tommi, come here please – before you put your dress on, ‘Dillah, there are some canes in that long drawer over there. Bring me the thin black one, there’s a good girl. Tommi, strip… I don’t have to tell you why you have to be punished…  ‘Dillah, put your dress on and pay attention…  Tommi, stand there, legs apart, hold one breast in each hand, lean forwards…” Wuuhhh as the black rattan clove the air – Thwackkk! as it created an instant valley in both her cheeks and brought an instant ‘harrh’ from her…

	“Stand still please…” Wuuhhh-Thwackkk! ‘Ahhhh’  “Hold your breasts, Tommi. Bend…” Wuuhhh-Thwackkk! Mew… Wuuhhh-Thwackkk! A suppressed shriek, thin and high… “Hold…” Wuuhhh-Thwackkk! Mew… “…your breasts, Tommi…” Wuuhhh-Thwackkk! Shriek… “I hope you’re enjoying your…” Wuuhhh-Thwackkk! Shriek… “…punishment, Tommi?”  
	“Oh yes, yes, oh yesss, oh pleeease stop, pleeeease…” 
	“Good girl. On your knees and apologise to Yadill’ah for causing her spanking. Closer please… Say ‘I’m sorry, Yadill’ah’…”
	“I – I’m s-sorry, Ya – Yadill’ah…” Tommi was weeping a little – the cane hurts, especially a caning in a standing position. Seven or eight is plenty for a healthy, well-shaped young woman as a quick corrective – more than a spanking, less than a beating. Sensible. 
	“Good. Now, Tommi love, you can have ‘Dillah for an hour or so – show her round, explain things. Get her bags unpacked; she’ll have to share your room. Need another bedroom; need a whole damn house…  On second thoughts, she’s been travelling since hell knows when... ‘Dillah, are you very tired or hungry or something?”
	“I am tired, Sir.”
	“Tommi, shove her under the shower and then put her into your bed. I don’t want to see her until tomorrow morning, dressed and fed. You may masturbate her to orgasm, manually, once, to help her relax. In fact I don’t want to see either of you until tomorrow morning. Go!”

I needed alone-time to think about absorbing ‘Dillah into my life – and to re-imagine my fantasies to include her. I also needed her put away somewhere for a while otherwise I would be threading her pretty little black slit onto my shaft in unplanned-mode. I had a houseful now and the two of them – even I - would need time to adjust. 







 
 

 
FINIS
 
I took time. In fact it took more than a year – to acquire the small, pleasant house – ‘Down House - in the countryside which I now have. It had four good bedrooms when I bought it but three I had knocked into one for myself and the other two; the bed is ten feet square. I don’t have cupboards and wardrobes and chests of drawers filled with clothes now, or more filled with ‘toys’ and what I was always so embarrassed to call ‘fetish’ things. 

Don’t need it, that sort of stuff. Keep it simple: out of the house they wear shirts and denims and sneakers – or shirts and sweaters, jackets and denims and rubber ‘fashion’ boots. Always out of the house, ugly-brown but apparently very comfortable moulded rubber chastity-belts – Chinese, as are the ‘SeaGirl Brand’ moulded-rubber beach shoes, like ballet slippers, which are all they wear in the house.  ‘Dillah has a silver slave-collar identical to Tommi’s now; to be truthful the silver looks better on her than it does on Tommi.  It’s amusing to sometimes link them together with a couple of feet of the silver chain, ends locked to the chain tabs on their collars. 
I love them both very much, but just sometimes I am concerned that I am beginning to love my black ‘Dillah more than I should, being a married man with a beautiful and obedient wife: recently I have been spanking ‘Dillah’s tight, round black bottom with the gym-shoe four or even five times a day - to perhaps one spanking for my wife. Not very hard, ‘Dillah’s spankings; and done with much giggling and pelvis-weaving, but enough to make her come delightfully. Yes, ‘Dillah I spank and put into leather-strap restraints; Tommi I fuck. They each feed from my shaft every morning after breakfast, alternating the days; evenings are when the two of them fold themselves naked into the great bowl-chair in the living room, to watch some awful TV soap, while Tommi feeds ‘Dillah from one and then the other copious breast. Oddly relaxing to watch. Almost everything is relaxing.  Easing a grinning, naked and black ‘Dillah over my lap, bottom up, and picking up the ‘slipper’ – as I am doing now – is relaxing.
Lowering myself onto and into a naked and ivory-skinned, wide-legged, grinning Tommi, as I shall do soon, is relaxing.  When I think of the panics and worries and anxieties I went through when Tommi was first given to me, and then again – though to a lesser extent the problems ‘Dillah might have caused…  
This is Love Unbound.







 

 
 

DIANA RICHMOND

 

I went out from the UK to South America, to Ecuador, because I wanted to see something of the Andes Mountains the hard way, on foot, because Ecuador has really remote mountain scenery climbing vertically out of empty, precipitous tropical rainforest. I did my ‘exploring’ but was so reluctant to leave that I extended my ‘trip’ into very nearly residence, prompted by finding a small but fine old house that once must have belonged to some adventurous planter or prospector way back in the Colonial period.  It became my home-from-home and, with my means, it was relatively easy to refurbish it, fit it up, so that very few of today’s comforts and conveniences were lacking, including a succession of pretty, dark-skinned and female companions. There was, however, a snag with these lovelies which led to all of them without exception departing before their time. As far as sex was concerned they were mostly really quite good if ‘straight’ - it was the imagination component where it all fell down every time. They panicked; they panicked if I showed a desire to penetrate them from behind rather than from above; they panicked if I produced straps with which to bind them for a little play: they shrieked and panicked if I indicated that even a little CP was on the cards – for correction or merely for the sexual pleasure it normally gives young women. Occasionally declining any particular form of sexual activity is understandable - even women have imagined-dislikes; these can be trained-out – or if time is short, dismissed – but what I cannot accept, what I cannot bear is hysterical panic. It is primitive, unreasoning and animal. I have a logical, reasoning mind and what I sought for in vain were minds with ‘control’ in adversity’ however mistakenly assumed. I enjoy watching a woman attempting to mentally stand-back and assess a situation as does a man and occasionally one will try - whatever it is in terms of imagined discomfort to herself. A man will assess and then proceed calmly from there; women, even the self-styled ‘rational’ examples, always scream. Why cannot a woman, bound or not, just deduce that the cane in my hand is likely to be used, that I am too large to resist, the bondage too scientific and strong and that therefore a caning is inevitable and, again therefore, elect to be caned and wait for a better opportunity of escape - or at least a scenario-change. A calm educated Western mind saying “Do you intend to whip me?” is infinitely preferable to a screaming assumption that I will…
 
So then I thought of Diana Richmond and of her saying to me a while back that she would love very dearly to do as I’d done and ‘charge off’ to the wilds of Peru. Diana is as young and pretty as I am thirty-five and bear-like and has a joking nickname of ‘the Iron Maiden’ – sarcasm of course - because she is fazed by nothing; she visibly tries to be the ‘calm educated Western mind’ in every situation. What makes it more amusing – her pretending to have a male’s intelligence – is that she’s the neatest package of sexuality you can possibly imagine. Nobody has yet been able to get within touching-distance, or has even seen those apparently magnificent breasts or the warm, moist mouth that must reside between her very nice legs.

I wrote to her. I wrote a remarkably convincing and friendly letter, reminding her that I was a nice, properly-behaved and harmless male with, as she knew, a long-standing regard for her and for the adventurers of this world – flattery always succeeds - and that I remembered her passionate desire to visit exotic countries. That if she could manage some time-off – some months – enclosed was an open air-ticket, business-class LONDON-QUITO and onward by plane, then by jeep and what-else into Pastaza province.  I got a measured, quite-sensible reply saying that idea was romantic and exciting, why it would be irresponsible for her to do any such thing – and saying which flight out of London’s Heathrow she’d be on.

 
All I wanted my three dim-witted and overpaid illicit-logging friends to do was to drive Diana Richmond from the last roadhead to just out of sight of my house in the thick part of the wet jungle, tie her to a tree, put some tape over her mouth and blindfold her securely, then go away. Which they did. The sight, shortly afterwards, of Miss Richmond blindfolded, gagged and tied to a tree in the Ecuadorian jungle is enough to stimulate anyone but rather than shaft her on the spot I had planned a test… See if she could at least try to rationalise; fit her with the beautiful, German-made, rubber-lined steel fetters, untie her from the tree, free her mouth, uncover her eyes and stand back. Holding the three-foot leather strap which I’d selected as an aid in encouraging her to try to think. 

Diana was never one for wasted words; she didn’t disappoint. She looked at me, looked down at her very expensive shiny-new fetters, studied them carefully, peered almost intelligently at the locks, looked-up at me again and said:

	“I should have thought of this. I was carried away by your offer, of course…”
	“Diana, it was so good of you to come. My house is only a hundred yards away – you see how the jungle hides everything? You can walk with me – fetters are difficult in the undergrowth admittedly but you can go slowly ahead of me or, if you prefer I will drive you with my strap…”

She tested the fetters; “These must have been expensive. Combination-locks. I don’t suppose you…”

	“No. I merely twirled the little discs; failed to note the numbers. When we get to the house I shall have to cut your clothes from under them…”
	“Hm. You could rape me by merely opening and dragging down my trekking-pants…” What an attempt at sang-froid…marvellous!
	“Diana! Rape you? Clothed? And deny myself access to a proper examination of your doubtless beautiful body?”
	“I shan’t like any of those things - but chained like this I see I can do nothing. Where is your house then?”

I showed her and she made really quite competent progress through the greenery, only stumbling and falling onto her face twice.  While she lay there in the wet plant-life for moments on each occasion I cut at her conveniently offered-up, denim-clothed backside four times with the strap – thwackkk - thwackkk - thwackkk – thwackkk.

	“Ow,” she said – something like that - and “Ohhh,” noticeably careful not to fall again after the second time. 
 
Once inside the house she looked round with great care; “I shall resist you as best I can…”
	“Then I shall thrash you, as you are, until you are more agreeably-minded…”
	“Ah. Why? Why thrash me?” Her rational-mind simulation was holding-up well.
	“It is effective. Also I shall enjoy doing it… Being female, you will enjoy being thrashed…Will you lie down so I can cut away your clothes?”
	“They’re new… But I suppose that’s irrelevant. I shall resist you, as I said…”
	“Then I shall thrash you…”
	“Hm.” She frowned with the unfamiliar mental effort of sorting logic; “An apparent impasse. Very well… But leave me sufficient clothes to escape in…”
	“No.”
	“Ah.”

I could really have done with some help – and some proper tailor’s shears; cutting through heavy denim, the seams particularly, is extremely difficult and she was disinclined to offer advice: her underwear was, extraordinarily, yellow and quite pretty. I threw all on the fire except her cash.

	“Nice tits, Diana…Good girl.”
	“I like them.”
	“Aha – what have we here?”
	“Doubtless you call it my ‘cunt’. Oh…”
	“Hold it open. Mind the mud on your fetters… Shaved is nice… Hold it open.”
	“Shall we stop now?” Notice the womanly failure to carry anything through.
	“No, just hold your cunt open or I shall thrash it…”
	“No…”

Three or four kisses of the strap on her thighs jerked them apart; thwackkk - thwackkk into her conveniently spread crotch and Diana actually screamed a little. It wasn’t thwackkk really, more like thuckkk! At least she was trying very hard not to weep but I rolled her over and wired her wrist-fetters together behind her back…

	“Good girl,” I said, patting her comfortingly and parting her very pleasant backside to examine the tidy little sphincter to some depth with a finger. She shuddered and moaned – most un-Diana-like. “I shall probably have to fuck this later,” I said withdrawing. “Suck my finger… 

Resistance! “Suck my finger, Diana. Oh, and it would be best not to bite…”

	“I – I c-can’t…”

Thwackkk! thwackkk! thwackkk! thwackkk! thwackkk! thwackkk! “Suck my finger, Diana.”  Weep, sob, struggle… Was her control failing? Naturally it was. Thwackkk! thwackkk! thwackkk! thwackkk! thwackkk! thwackkk! thwackkk! “Suck my finger, Diana.” Weep, mew, suck, suck, retch… “Good girl…”
She lay sniffing and sobbing – very disappointingly – so I reached behind me into my box-of-toys for the paired steel clamps for her tits, saying as I turned back with them “I do hope these are large enough” – but she was on her feet, ankle chains rattling and her whole naked body swinging sideways with all her strength to drive her arms with their heavily-fettered, wired-together wrists into my crotch. It was pure luck of course – from her point of view – that I wore only thin cotton jungle-trousers and that one steel wrist-cuff struck my scrotum…

 
                                               ………………………………….
 
I’d vomited, apparently several times, had been away for some time and much of my body was pain. She’d unwired her wrists somehow and had wired mine to my ankles behind my back, going on to wire the lot to a stake surprisingly firmly driven into the ground - so that I lay on my side on the red earth watching her and struggling futilely. She was quite naked but for a pair of filthy, yellowed rubber half-boots which had belonged to one of the village-girls. Scattered round her where she sat were some of the best tools from my workshop; the bitch had hand-drilled into the locks of the wrist fetters, then had very neatly used my small chain-tackle to bowse the steel-cuff up to a tree and had then used a bolt-puller to draw the lock-assembly out.  She was working on the remaining wrist-cuff. Who needs bloody women like that? That was when I realised that, if she had the rubber boots on, her ankles were free too… Diana Richmond looked at me from under her stupid yellow hair and smiled – despite the earth-smeared, scratched and scraped and wealed body…
	“”If you stay very still,” she said, “then I shan’t feel quite so revengeful” – picking up, as she spoke, the stock-whip that usually hangs as decoration in my bedroom. Picking it up and waving it at me, grinning wryly. “I just have to get this other fetter unlocked… There. Done…

“Now” – and she sat up, crossed-legged, disclosing a bowl of something hot and appetising beside her – “Now, pay attention or I shall feel obliged to try to whip you with this ugly thing…  I hurt in a number of places, quite badly really, so I may feel inclined to whip you anyway – we’ll see… 
“I try to view all situations rationally. You have stopped what you were doing to me so now I can proceed in a more balanced way.”  She scratched a naked tit and looked at me thoughtfully.  “I was struck by the fact that before I begin planning my return to the UK – and I recognise that will take ingenuity and time - I have an unprecedented opportunity. An opportunity to live in your house and enjoy the plant and wild-life, an opportunity to examine and study a fit, healthy male under conditions of restraint – yours – and under strict control - mine; and – I think this is really making use of the situation – an opportunity, however long it takes, to actually train you to become the perfect, obedient, submissive male so sought-after by my friends and myself…”
“You and whose army, darling?” I growled, endeavouring to move but unsuccessfully. Anxious to stuff my prick up her slit, her rubber boots up her arse and to whip her tits for an hour or so…
“Whose army?” she says. “Not sure yet - probably Annabel, Louise, Sonia, Gretchen at least, but I’m hoping for six or seven. We are all young and pretty which will be nice for you. This is a good place, good house – we’ll be undisturbed…”

	“Up your jaxi…”
	“What a curious word. Anyway, we’re the ‘Internet Ladies”. Sort of a club. Dedicated to find every image on the Internet that illustrates women being subjected to – er – BDSM and CP, Sexual Fetishism and some other things, and to recreate those scenarios using men. As the subjects, I mean. In this instance a man, not men…”
	“You’re out of your tiny little-girl mind, sweetheart… You have about one minute left…”
	“Mm.  It’s always been difficult to find the men – they have to be unwilling you see.  But now we have you, here, unwilling and a real male-chauvinist-pig, so we shall film it and document it… Sonia and Gretchen will be here in three days, the rest following. Gretchen is the Treasurer, by the way; we have almost three-quarters of a million dollars for the project already, donated women from all over the world. Thinking of offering special BDSM holidays – for women, of course. Though we’d probably have to get a selection of men to ‘BD’ or whatever you call it. Hmm. Shall I feed you some of this stew? How you lived on the shit you made I can’t imagine… Oh, and they’re bringing all sorts of lovely things…”
	“I’m going to take you apart from your cunt upwards…”
	“If Maddy comes – she’s a lesbian so she’ll bring someone – she can make even more wonderful things. She’s a qualified shipwright – yachts really – so she can make the whipping-post and a rack, things like that….

She peered round at the jungle; “There are some lovely hardwoods here – though we shouldn’t really. The rest of whatever we need we can buy off the Net and fetch from wherever the town is.”
She got up, naked and beginning to bother me, to kick her rubber boots idly at the burnt ashes of her clothes… Time to stop playing…

	“Oh right,” I said, making sarcasm. “And you can all pop down to the shops whenever you want make-up and a nice new jungle-outfit. Shoes and stockings, right?
	“Oh, do you like women in stockings? Then we shall wear stockings and suspenders, just for you. And these very practical rubber boots, of course… You’ll love that; you won’t need anything at all except some rubber and some leather and the ‘things…’ Do you like rubber?”

My satellite phone squawked from where she had it dangling round her damn neck between her damn great muddy tits. There was a deal of stupid female giggling, and then she said;

	“Feo’s coming. That’s Feodorovna. Marvellous. She’s a plastic surgeon. Golly, think about that… You can have absolutely beautiful tits, much bigger then these… But I mustn’t spoil their fun before they get here. Hmm. I think I shall just ignore you until they do. Shall I whip you? No – I must do things in an orderly manner; you see what happens when there’s even just one man around – he infects everyone with disorder and muddled thinking...”

The bitch skipped off, peered at a butterfly on a twig, said ‘Eurema proterpia, now what’s that doing here?” and skipped back frowning and playing with her sex. 
Diana Richmond, naked but for her rubber boots, poked me with a stick and giggled; “Aren’t you glad you asked me to come… We’ve got a list of over three hundred things to do to you…” She wandered off again but came back munching some of the little bananas, grinning again as if she’d forgotten something..

	“I’ve been looking on the Net, using your decrepit laptop. Did you know that it’s here, in this place, in the villages, that if you’re a sexual pervert, the women thread a thin splintery bamboo dusted with ground-glass down – or up, which is it? – your prick?  I suppose it must be down… Tie you down and wank it into a nice stiffy first? Hmm. Dunno. Better put it on the list… How very interesting everything is!” 

She stood there for a moment, holding out a fist as if she were gripping a prick, but frowning at her hand, then turning it up this way and that. “Down a prick probably…” at which she stood a little closer, stepped her legs apart, put her hands to her waist and, still munching a damn banana, peed all over me, long and hot, saying “have to leave prick-threading to near the end, though, with the ‘heavy’ stuff. We could try but it’s almost certainly irreversible. Sure you won’t have any stew, darling…?”







 

 
    

LESLEY 
 

Students come to me, privately, for what was once known as ‘cramming’, though my knowledge and skills are little enough in demand now. In Universities these days the Faculties of English analyse, dissect, write commentaries on Milton’s ‘Paradise Lost’ and students sometimes recite – none learn. Lesley had a need to learn and understand that colossal work, wanted it ‘word perfect’. Extraordinary. 
	“Cramming – for that’s what you seek – is by its nature intense. You could come; I think you must come daily. Two hours. Not Saturdays or Sundays but at four each day.”
	“Oh – so often?”

What it is to be so young; supple, slender, unblemished ivory skin, spun gold hair, eyes the colour of roasted coffee-beans…

	“Can you manage that? Five evenings? To master a masterpiece of English poetry requires discipline.”
	“I must.”
	“It is the words you have to assimilate; understanding comes more slowly. Understanding requires the disciplines of the debating room, of the library, the dining-room and the quiet conversations of those places. Learning the words, the many thousands of words requires the discipline of the schoolroom. Heschlinger – you have read Heschlinger? – In his private papers says that when he studied Goethe under his notorious tutor, it was not his lack of assimilation of the work that caused most woe but his own lack of discipline. So long ago they did things rather differently – he was in fact beaten daily for that failing. Great actors reading great plays can turn on frighteningly intense discipline. But you have already learned much. Come to me on Monday evening here at four and we will make a beginning. I can give you supper…”
 
Lesley has a car and a cell-phone that seems do anything; even access the Internet. Young people now have so much, including money: Polonius would be scandalised – ‘costly thy habit as thy purse can buy’ seems not to apply any more, Lesley comes to my rooms like some apprentice-builder, in the ubiquitous jeans and ‘tee-shirt’ – ‘why ‘tee’? I ask myself - and long-laced, inelegant canvas boots whose rubber soles chirp on the polished wood of my library floor…
 
It goes very badly for five days, then “This will take for ever, Professor Martin. I don’t have what you called the ‘schoolroom discipline’ do I?”

I said that on Monday we would try it differently and on Monday we did, but the desire to even try seemed to have been surrendered. 

	“Look, Heschlinger mastered it in three, maybe four weeks and went on to write the greatest critique of Paradise Lost of all, then or since. He very nearly gave up – said it was his lack of discipline…”
	“But Hess –Hesch…”
	“Rupert Heschlinger…”
	“But that was what? Two hundred years ago and he had it beaten into him, for heaven’s sake… Not going to beat it into me, are you?” Bright, charming silvery laugh which I returned.
	“We should try all means, Lesley…” I didn’t mean it as humour.
More of the silver laugh; “’Schoolroom discipline’?” but the tremor I so desperately hoped for was there. Was there – so that there was a tremor wakened in me.
	“Recite to me that last stanza – perfectly,” I said, and got up, trembling. ‘One word’, I thought, ‘one failed word will do…’
	“Oh, I made a mess of that again…”
	“You did,” I said, taking the cane from its cupboard. The cane and I and my face were studied for long seconds by hotly-blushing features…
	“Oh. Sch-schoolroom dis-discipline…”
	“Schoolroom discipline, Lesley.”
	“N-now?”
	“Now. The arm of the chair please. And remove the jeans…”
	“I c-can’t…”
	“Take off those boots, whatever they are.”
	“They’re b-basketball b-boots…”
	“Take them off,” and “lift your shirt,” and “good, bend please…”
Young; supple, slender, unblemished ivory skin, spun gold hair, two perfect hemispheres divided by scarlet briefs… Long and slender ivory legs…Trembling legs.
	“Your underwear too…”
	“Oh…”

I had been right, the first moment when my tutoring was sought. His phallus was erecting as he bent forwards over the arm of the leather chair… Young, supple, slender, unblemished ivory skin, spun gold hair, two perfect hemispheres. Long and slender ivory legs…Trembling legs. Two perfect hemispheres which I would mark…
Wuhhh! Said the cane and Thwackkk!
“Ahh, oh god...”
Wuhhh-thwackkk! 
“Uhhh.”
Wuhhh-thwackkk! Wuhhh-thwackkk! Wuhhh-thwackkk! Wuhhh-thwackkk! Wuhhh-thwackkk! Wuhhh-thwackkk! 
 For four glorious minutes, the cane and the muted cries, then triumph, apotheosis as he stood abruptly, striped crimson; put his pale hands to his burning fruit, thrust forward – and spattered my wooden floor with his semen.

	“Four o’clock tomorrow and every day,” I said. “Except Saturday and Sunday. Wear some shoes you can slip off; you won’t need underwear.” 

I have been without a suitable student for so long and Lesley is almost beautiful. Tomorrow he can be naked when I cane him – his phallus is circumcised and made to fit my hand, it springs from a spun-gold thicket; it is still erect and weeping as he lifts his briefs back over it. I laced the curious canvas and rubber boots for him.







 

 
    

THE THREE AND FIONA
 

The three of us meet up occasionally, have a bit of a booze, nice meal, exchange gossip; women don’t seem to do this any more – I mean women whose friendship began at school and lasted.  We were at the planet’s stuffiest and most archaic historic girls’ school together for years, at great and wasted expense, being inculcated with not a lot that was useful except how to avoid doing things we didn’t like and how to get away with doing things we enjoyed. I think we started along those lines separately in the Junior-Infants and had gravitated together as ‘The Three’ by the First Form. ‘The Three’ as in ‘whoever did it, you can be sure the three will be in it somewhere’ or as in ‘They’ve done identical prep again. Who have? The Three of course.” 

Later, further up the school it was “Of course it was them, the Three…” and later still, in the Fifth: “Susan Reynolds, Elizabeth Frere and Joyce Rudd.”  “Oh god, The Three, what have they done now?”

 
These days we are Susan Smart, Elizabeth Frere and Joyce Rudd because Sue married Alan and we are twenty-eight years old, not seventeen but when we get together for a ‘hit’ – which is the unintentionally unfortunate word we used - and have stuck to – for our meetings – not much seems to have changed.  Alan Smart, Sue’s ‘lover’ as she calls her husband who is a man, of course, but quite sensible, volunteered to pay for our ‘hit’ meals, private room in a restaurant and a ‘reasonable bill’ too. Sue has a rich husband so we go to rather expensive places. Elizabeth – Liz - and I are unmarried by choice and not rich so we appreciate the better food and the better booze... We can also, the three of us, dress-up to please ourselves rather than anyone else: when we said this to Alan he said, “if you get arrested I shan’t know any of you, including you” – the final ‘you’ being Sue. 
 
So this last time we’d eaten and things and were sprawled about with sherry-goblets of quite good champagne and bottles waiting – the Sourir Noir will do that if you ask them – when Joyce said, “Guess who I saw in Camden Market?”

Daft question – could have been any one of millions live dead or fictional, so we said so.

	“Fiona Charrington.”
	“Who?”
	“Fiona Charrington? Captain of the Fifth?”

Liz said, “Don’t let’s spoil a nice evening. Nice year, rather…”

Sue looked at her fingernails for a moment, then made a remarkable imitation of Fiona Charrington as she was those years ago
	“Ah. I am unwilling to contemplate that you three may have been dishonest in preparing and submitting this examination paper, beyond the obvious fact that the three of you colluded…” We looked at Sue, astonished, then Liz tried; she didn’t have the voice but she had the words OK, seeing they were hers anyway,
	‘No, you’re absolutely right Fiona, my idea, though. Got most of it out of an old encyclopaedia. I cheated like hell…”	

My turn: ‘We” – meaning Sue and me – ‘edited it and made three slightly different copies…’ 

 
Pretty much word-perfect, we remembered Fiona Charrington that much. She was brand-new Captain of the Fifth then and already a complete pain, flinging her priggish weight about as if she were the Queen of Sheba. We hadn’t cheated anyway – we wouldn’t have had the bottle – or been crooked enough – to submit the papers; it was just a giggle to see if we could concoct three passable efforts. Unfortunately dear Fiona, an upholder of the most obsolete and most piffling rules now that she was crowned Queen, upheld the one probably from Victorian times that said the Head Girl collected Examination Papers ‘for submission to the Assistant High Mistress’. So dear Fiona collected them from our ever-open desks and read them, everyone’s. It must have taken her all night. Fine, what was she going to do? She couldn’t report us – “I cannot report you, of course” – because it was that sort of school, steeped if not choking in medieval ‘school honour’, ‘tradition’ and ridiculous rules you were supposed to know without being told about them. Like Sixth Formers address the Librarian as ‘Master’ even though she’s always a woman. So Fiona ‘couldn’t’ report us: what she could do, though, she explained and showed us in the Blue Book, which is what you can and can’t do depending on whether you’re Staff, Head Girl, one of the Captains or just a measly Prefect.

What she could do (a rule from ‘1921 (valid)’ – it said so) was to unilaterally announce the withdrawal of our papers so that everyone knew, or suspected, that we’d been caught cheating. ‘Honour’ prevented the Staff from reacting but our standing with them and with most – but not all – of our friends would evaporate instantly.  Or (a rule from ‘1903 (valid)’ she could beat us ‘with a cane or strap, making a record in the pupil’s Diary’. The original idea was that there were some matters which Captains or the Head Girl could more appropriately deal with directly without involving formality and the Staff. Boys’ Schools of a certain sort permitted this right up to the date ‘corporal punishment’ was banned by law. That was fifteen years after Fiona Carrington.   Because we too were steeped in the ‘school honour’ and ‘tradition’ stuff – and because if the Assistant High Mistress Doctor Skingsley were by any chance ‘officially’ told we’d cheated, we’d be expelled, we one at a time obediently visited Fiona in the study allocated to her as a Captain. Visited her in PE kit as told. She said nothing to either me or Sue except “Please bend over the table and lift your skirt”; both of us got five whacks with some sort of strap and went back into the corridor very red faced and furious.  

 
“What she said to me,” said Liz, as we sat round, doing our hate-Fiona thing from the comfort of 28 years, private room and champers, “was as I told you afterwards, ‘This is probably best for you, Elizabeth, a turning point onto the right path’. I couldn’t believe my ears – she was a year older than me at most and usually – but for the PT kit – we’d wear the same uniform. What she then said was ‘please lower your knickers, bend over the table and lift your skirt.” Sue had already come out of her room whispering ‘strap, five’ – I got, as you know, five very hard with a cane, “for originating the offence, Elizabeth,” and “please stay as you are – a further five for blatantly copying from a textbook.”  I was determined not to blub but as you know it was a close thing.

“By which time,” said I, “there were at least twenty nosey-parkers from all over – down to the Third – hanging about on the stairs listening to cane noises and waiting to see who was being caned...” 

	“Honour,” added Sue, “requiring that nobody said anything to the school staff but they must have known…”
	“Pity Miss Neck-Pain Carrington isn’t in here right now,” said Sue.
	“Because if she was?” said Liz
	“We’d beat her arse,” we said. And went quiet. And looked at each other. 	
	“Er – where was she?”
	“Camden Market. Could be anywhere, live anywhere…”
	“Maybe she goes there every Saturday?”
	“We can’t. It’d be illegal. Assault and things…”
	“Presactly,” said Sue, succumbing to champagne.
	“Can’t be done…”
	“How would we do it?”
	“Madness, can’t be done. Nice, though…”
	“Bring her back here all pals together, tip her over the sofa – she’s small enough, two to hold her, one to whack her hard and fast…”
	“She’d have the Law round in three minutes…”
	“No,” said Sue. “Bring her back here all friendly – yes. We’d have to prepare a thing or two…”
	“Like what?”
	“Straps and a gag…”
	“Oh right. I’ll look in my bag…”

Liz said “Go on…”

	“If we tipped her over the sofa, I reckon we could gag her before she shuts her silly mouth, then there’s three of us to strap her arms and legs…”
	“You’re both mad. Nice thought, though…”
	“Eighteen sthrokes of the cane. Thash five each for you’n me and ten for Liz…”
	“That’s twenty, you fool...”
	“So we wanna cane anna gag an’ straps…”
 
We found Fiona Carrington in Camden Market three weeks later and did an old ‘school pals act’ to get her back to Liz’s flat which we’d decided was nearest. We expected it to go terribly wrong, in which case we’d plead ‘practical joke’ – or at least until the cane appeared. No good after that.

It went like all four of us had rehearsed it. Sue provided the gag and straps – obviously used and something we’ll either talk more to her about or ask Alan.  Very vulgar gag, by the way. We had to hold Fiona down a bit while we got her tits out – which Liz said was necessary for the camera, then we pronounced judgement, Liz hoisted her skirt and dealt with tights and frightful briefs. Bit more filming then we caned her, slow, serious, no hurry, five from Sue, five from me and a very long, slow ten from Liz.  We took turns with the DVC – digital video camera – and the three of us kept happy, smiling faces. That wasn’t quite the end; we sat her there without the gag but undressed and still strapped-up while Liz did things to the video-thing – edited it or something. It was very good: Fiona very normal – a shot from the market ‘morphed’ into the flat with her apparently accepting many five pound notes from me. Brilliant. Fiona partially undressed and being – apparently willingly – strapped and gagged, then caned by three young women in turn. Obviously Fiona was paying for it; the three were ‘professionals’ with their faces blurred. Great stuff, quite arousing. Liz explained that we had the current ‘Old Girls’ School Magazine and although people were careful these days, there were seventeen e-mail addresses of ‘girls’ from our time, all of whom would remember Fiona and most of whom would know other addresses.

 
Being undressed – no, let’s be honest, being naked by then – but ungagged, Fiona said rather weepily,
	“I suppose you’re going to say that if I report this, you’ll e-mail these people and tell some sort of lies, send them a concocted photo…”
	“No,” said Liz. “I’ve just sent the whole 40 minute video to all seventeen, with the request that they pass it on. I’ve sent it to you too so your address is in the headings.  Your new address. Look, ‘NaughtyFiona at Spankme dot com’.  You’re going to be very busy… We’ll get you a cab…” 

Liz was always the one for the parting-shot; she went and knelt in front of Fiona, made a very straight face, took hold of Fiona’s tits with both hands and said, terribly seriously, “This has probably been the best thing could happen to you Fiona, a turning point onto the right path. Nice tits, darling – I never thought you had any…”







 

 
               
GOING AWAY TOGETHER
 
She let herself into the house quietly as she always did, pausing for a moment in the little hallway to shed her long, hooded raincoat and to pull a black leather tawse from its pocket. Handcuff Margaret Close’s wrists behind her back, bare her backside, beat it with the tawse not too hard but fast, until the woman does her little, jerking orgasm thing; collect her two hundred for six minutes’ work and go home. She heard the bed creak in the back room so she smoothed the warm black rubber catsuit that covered her, closed the mouth-zip, opened the crotch-zip because you never know and Margaret Close is a pretty little thing. 
 
He turned on the light from beside the door where he’d been waiting, took hold of her arms, pulled them behind her back, ran her very fast to the bed so that she fell over onto it on her face; he had her arms strapped before she’d taken a second breath, strapped her rubber-sheathed legs at thigh, knee and ankle before she’d taken the third, fourth and fifth breath and before she found that she could only hiss through her mouth-zip. He was big and heavy and in a silver-grey track-suit and trainers and he was Margaret Close’s husband. He knelt on the bed straddling her and took her chin in one very hard hand, forcing her to look up…
	Very plainly he said, “I am a broadminded sort of chap. Live and let live, that’s me. If you move any more I shall hurt you. Good. Now I know and you know that my wife used to like to be spanked. I don’t know how you knew that and I don’t care. What I do know is that you seduced – no, taught her to like being thrashed with a strap and to pay you for that. Every Monday, like today is Monday. I’m away all week every week, back at weekends aren’t I?” He slapped her rubber helmeted head twice, about her cheeks, so that it rolled. “I said not to move. Only today is Monday, I’m not away and Margaret isn’t here, you see. Margaret’s gone to stay with her Mum while I do this overseas job which might take some time. Only I haven’t gone away, have I, and there isn’t an overseas job. It’s you and me who are going away, together, sweetheart. You taught my wife to sexually enjoy having her bottom beaten with a strap and to pay for you to do that.  How’d you do that – some sexual fun and then the spanking, then the tawsing? What – six weeks? I don’t have the time to teach you to enjoy anything. I’m just going to hang you up naked and whip you. Take about half an hour if I do it slowly. Like that, will you? No, of course not, you only hand it out – for a fee – and to women, right? So you won’t like a man whipping you and for free.

“Oh dear. Let’s be having you then – proper gag, strap you to a pole, shove you in the van. It’s not a very long drive and I promise I’ll begin at once. Not the whipping; we start with me fucking you every-whichway, then the whipping. You want to try moving again? No? Right… I have to fuck you first, you see, because once I hung you up and whipped your doubtless pretty little slit, a fuck there won’t be possible or very nice though elsewhere will still be ok. Ah, we are a strong young lady, aren’t we? To no avail, darling, I jabbed you as you came through the door – didn’t you feel it? Just relax; think of being stripped and hung up head down with your pretty legs wide and having your cunt whipped. Just your cunt, my love, with – where is it? – with this. It’s called a sjambok, it’s a rhinoceros hide whip and it’s especially for your slit. Well now, how can you go to sleep with so much excitement so imminent...?







 

 

 
RUBBER GIRL
 

I work for Estate Agents – Realtors. OK, so you immediately don’t want to read this, do you? Don’t blame you. Some of the very ‘best’ – that’s the richest – phone me when they want a ‘sensitive’ job done; I’m an ‘Assessor’.  Someone rents a very expensive and flat or house or estate for a time and then leaves – usually to return home to some foreign pad, often ‘home’ to something even more lush in the new Russia or the Middle East where they are at the top of the social or financial – or, I have to say, criminal heap. I go in as they are literally on the doorstep or at the security gates overseeing sometimes ten truckloads of their possessions being taken away and I inspect the property to see what damage they’ve done or what they’re removing that isn’t theirs to remove; I make an inventory and the Estate Agent or Realtor sends them a damn great bill – or sues them – against what I say they should pay for or be sued for. I’m expensive, for the bills or suits often run into tens of thousands and I’m paid on commission against the size, in dollars or pounds, of the bottom-line of my report.
 
So I did my job at a fifty-thousand dollar a month rented place in London’s Hampstead Heath area where the big houses often sell for more than fifty million USD.  The chap who’d rented a luxuriously-furnished example of that particular kind had terminated his lease and there were two private Airbus freighters and one passenger plane waiting at Heathrow to cart him and his stuff away.  Very much the ‘playboy’ was the middle-aged tenant; he came with six extremely-young women and left with nine – I counted them: all shapes and sizes but the ‘additions’ were a very nice set of European lovelies. Destined for use back home. Not my business; what were my business proved to be, after the lot of them had driven off in an assortment of limos, the interesting alterations that’d been made to two of the sixteen bedrooms.

Our billionaire friend had clearly hung things to the eye-bolts in the bedroom walls, or fastened things to the eyebolts screwed into the beautiful antique beds. In one bedroom he’d accidentally left what I could only describe as a set of stainless-steel fetters – steel wrist and ankle cuffs, very modern, lined with rubber and for female wrists and ankles. So I reckoned I could add noughts to my report – our friend obviously had the means to pay for some unusual ‘fun’ while living in London. Perhaps – probably – he had diplomatic immunity of some kind, for he’d not bothered to take all his household with him. She was in one of the seven single bedrooms – for servants – up in the attics and she was lying flat on her face on the bed in one. He’d made changes there too; the window was boarded but still hung with bright curtains, the floor was laid with green rubber tiling and the bed was sheeted with a green rubber sheet.  Good thing too, because, chained in an X with more of the fancy fetters, she’d already peed in the bed when I found her. She was smallish – five feet three say – and black as the ace of spades, completely black, with a great mop of black hair. The room stank of pee and of the rubber floor; close up she stank of pee and rubber too. It took me an hour to find a skeleton key that undid the fetters, by which time I was very bothered about her.  After a while, when I knew more about her I did something I never do, I took a big silk bedspread from one of the downstairs bedrooms, wrapped her in it and – sod the inventory – took her home to my place.

 
Facts: she is Yadill’ah, she is, as far as I can make out, from somewhere near a place called Al-Nuhud and is what I would call a Nubian, black as black and maybe nineteen. I think Yadill’ah may be actually very beautiful in a slender, clumpy-boned sort of way but, looking at Yadill’ah sitting up naked on my bed in my house, I cannot tell what she is really like. Because the Yadill’ah I see is smooth, even dull matt black from the roots of her hair to her nail-less-toes, from the lobes of her ears to her nail-less fingers. Her eyes are brown in milky white but that is all that’s not smooth black about her; her lips are black and her hairless crotch is black, divided beneath by small, neat black vulva. She is oddly exciting to touch and she smells – her body scent – is that of the better, expensive, natural-latex clothes you find in sex-shops in London. She has no objection, in fact is quite eager to show me the faintly moist black interior of her cunt; her smooth, matt black breasts have black – and erect – nipples. I open my own mouth wide and point; Yadill’ah has a black mouth and a faintly-moist, small, muscular black tongue. She has small, even, bright-white but natural, bare teeth. She smells, her very breath smells quite strongly but sweetly of virgin natural rubber. Yadill’ah says, in very respectable English, that she is ‘rubber-girl’…
 
Facts: The rich sexual-deviant who has just flown back to wherever with his bevy of sexual lovelies had a rubber fetish. She thinks he spent almost a million US dollars – in London – having her, in a workshop he called ‘the clinic’ – dipped in, coated with, skinned with micropore black rubber. Outside and a good way ‘in’, to make her into a ‘rubber girl’ for his ‘collection’. Her sphincter is of black rubber, a gateway to a black rubber anus. The micropore-rubber ‘breathes’ and permits the passage, in a limited way, of mucosal fluids and her sweat: she says that she sweats now but that he said her body would adjust so that she would sweat only as she did “before”. I was appalled. She told me all of this, showed me all of her rubber self, with bright, silent tears coursing from her wide eyes, her eyelids skinned with such thin rubber that there was just the faintest hint of another black beneath. 
 
Facts: She had been made like this because she was to be ‘given sex’ – anally. Only anally, for that was what he liked, a rubber girl for anal sex. She had been ‘cut’, which we together agreed meant she had been sterilised by cutting. No man had penetrated her – anywhere; she was being prepared for deflowering anally but not the other, so she was a virgin. I was horrified. She cried because she had been made for him but he had found a yellow-haired woman in London who wanted to be whipped, so he had made her rich and had whipped her, had taken her away with him and had tired of the long time it took to make his rubber girl. “So I am left”. I think I was near to tears. Her wrist had a small, open cut and in the cut you could see the layers of her own dermis and the single surface layer of her rubber; I tried, I tried with everything I could find, but they could not be separated. “Is com-pat-bul” she said. Compatible. The rubber was ‘compatible’ with skin and her skin had penetrated the micropores. I held her warm, black, naked-but-not-naked body in my arms and she trembled, an unnatural rubbery tremor. She was a ‘legal’ in the UK because he had papers for her…
	“Where?” She didn’t know. She curled in my arms, warm and smooth and perfuming my nostrils and my breath and the room with body-warm rubber and I was horrified. 
 
Fact: I slept with Yadill’ah that night, only to hold her and comfort her because she said that now she was alone, that now he had gone, nobody could love her…
	“He didn’t love you…”
	“No, but he would like me because I am rubber…”

I was horrified for her and I wrapped myself around her and said she was beautiful because she needed someone to say that. I wrapped myself around her warm smooth body and lay wondering how she could be un-done, un-made.

 
Fact: I bought her tee-shirts and briefs and a jumper and jeans and canvas sneakers because I didn’t know what to buy – being a man alone, shopping for – for a rubber girl. In clothes she was a pretty, very black girl with a slightly odd, smooth black face, no more, no less. The first time she laughed at me, with me, was when I thought of those fashion finger-nails you stick on; I gave her silver fingernails and she laughed. She is very lovely when she laughs especially her small, even white teeth in the black.
 
She clung to me in those first few days while I sought everywhere and on the Internet to find what to do. Nothing, save some difficult stuff that wrote about ‘surgically compatible’ and ‘tissue compatible’ substances. About micropore natural rubber. Nothing about separating micropore natural rubber from skin. But I grew more and more at ease with her, with my black Yadill’ah and the scent of her; the scent of her rubber skin. More and more at ease with her coming to my bed in the cheap white cotton pyjamas I bought her, more and more at ease with her sleeping in my arms. I liked so much coming home to her from work; she flew to me. She turned my bachelor flat into something like my home – and her home, my rubber girl Yadill’ah.

I found who ‘he’ had been and I wrote to him. Nothing. I found he had an e-mail address and I mailed him. Nothing. I told him I would expose him, both here and to his own people and I got her papers on condition I knew him not.  On the Saturday morning when the packet came, with its colourful postage stamps and an anonymous Credit Suisse paper for twenty thousand dollars, I showed the papers to her in the hallway of my flat – and kissed her. I had never kissed her. She wasn’t a sad, lovely girl trapped in a rubber skin, with rubber lips and rubber mouth, with a rubber tongue, she was Yadill’ah and I loved her. So, unforgivably, I took her to bed and, unforgivably I made love to my rubber girl. 
My shaft penetrated close, tight warm rubber and she cried, mewed a little and held me with smooth black rubber arms, spread strong, smooth, warm black rubber thighs for me and she cried. I ate her rubber lips and her rubber mouth, found her rubber tongue, held and kissed her black rubber breasts, and loved her.  Slicked her black rubber skin, her breasts, her stomach her thighs and her rubber mouth with my semen and the perfume of her filled me. It was not enough. It – was – not – enough.
But it was enough when I came to her in rubber; in a skin-suit of soft black latex bought urgently and expensively from a glittering sex-shop. We made love, hot, eager, long-and-slow and urgent-and-frantic love. It was enough when we went about in my flat together, she perfect in her rubber body and me her rubber-suited lover. She laughed and smiled and giggled and loved me. I drove it. I bought the rubber sheets for our bed; I bound her gently with soft rubber straps and made love to her. I filled her rubber anus with my rubber-sheathed shaft. I bought pretty rubber clothes for her. My rubber girl. I spanked her rubber backside with a rubber slipper. I married my rubber girl Yadill’ah. Then it wasn’t just enough; it was perfect.  My flat was perfumed with her, with the spice of body-warmed rubber and sex. On the day I married her I took her home to lie on bright red rubber sheets, my smooth black rubber girl, and we found her smooth gleaming black rubber clitoris would climb from her black slit until I could hold it. And put my mouth to it. Tasting her.
I want nothing else but to taste her and to breathe her perfume and to tell her that I love her. Always and forever. Nothing else except perhaps a new, smooth, warm, black rubber shaft for her to hold and kiss and feed from.







 

 

 
HOW I STARTED
 

It was really a very long time ago – to most people these days it’s ancient, and to my distinct embarrassment is appearing in history books. So I’m part of history. Before desktop computers, mobile-phones, colour TV and before the Beatles.

But it was fun. On Saturday afternoons you’d get dressed up in your best, meet up with your best-friend and hope to be ‘picked-up’ by two nice, well-behaved boys who would take you – both – to the cinema, to the back-row seats which were always double, where you’d resist – somewhat – a hand on your thigh, resist furtive exploration beneath your best skirt, push him away when he reached your underskirt but eventually feel hot and excited when he found what he wanted to find – and what you wanted him to find.  What a problem that search-and-secure was; he had to negotiate suspenders and a deep suspender-belt, not snag your nylons, find the lace-border of your knickers – somewhere mid-thigh and all this under the mid-fifties starched, even wired circular underskirts and maybe a vastly circular felt-skirt that if you were very bold - and mum wasn’t looking when you left the house – you altered upwards almost to knee-length.  Bras were defensive bastions of straps, virtually locking at your back and unapproachable from below because they were ‘deep line’ which meant the stiff band of support was at least three inches wide. Again, if you were bold or mum wasn’t looking you inserted a star-shaped pad of stitched felt over your nipples to enhance everything. You stayed for two showings of the film and left feeling guilty – and excited – but you didn’t speak to him once you got as far as the foyer.  Into the ‘ladies room’ to straighten the seams of your nylons and, if you were going home, take the little pads out of your bra. Your shoes were pointed, black suede and had daring three-inch bare aluminium heels that turned over because you weren’t used to such heights. You had a handbag containing a handkerchief, a few coins, some ‘Lily of the Valley’ ‘scent’ and a lipstick. A library-ticket if you read books. I was eighteen which, in lower-middle-class families put me in the same bracket as fifteen and not yet adolescent. ‘Adolescent’ anyway had undesirable connotations. Always at the least convenient time of the month there were ‘ST’s’ – cumbrous pads tied between your legs with tapes.

 
Heather and I were going to see a Doris Day film because she was a star and we wanted to be like Doris Day but at the last minute and unable to tell me, Heather, also 18, was ‘kept in’ by her mum for saying a bad-word – ‘damn’ probably – which she ‘must have heard from that unpleasant boy down the road’. So I went alone, carefully not choosing to pay for a back-row seat, furious with Heather and nervous – I should have gone back home. The Doris Day film had been replaced by a ‘B’ about gangsters in America, in black-and-white with the old-looking Edward G Robinson and one of the new, clip-on ‘pearl’ earrings I’d bought that day fell off. I grovelled about in the dark a bit but gave up because a man sitting in front of me said ‘be quiet!’. Whereupon the woman sitting beside me told him to shut-up – another forbidden expression – and produced a torch, found my earring and said further that the film was boring. ‘Was I Alone?’
	“Yes,” I said, red-faced at everything and not thinking.
	“I’m going. Want a coffee? There’s an espresso-place next door…”
	“No really. Thank you…”
	“Come on, anything’s better than this…”

In the foyer she was a ‘grown-up’, even twenty-five, tall and confident, in much nicer things than mine and she was Sandra.

	“Elizabeth,” I said.
	“Come on, Elizabeth; let’s have an espresso with chocolate and a cake…”

he had real earrings and a pretty, expensive-looking face-powder compact which she used in the foyer and Chanel perfume.

	“Better check my car,” she said. Car! She had a car? She had a green Sunbeam-Talbot 90, by my standards a low, impressive ‘sports’ car. People I knew didn’t have cars; certainly no woman I knew except one old aunt had a car.
 	“I’m only five minutes away. Café’s are so dull. Come and have a coffee with me. Coffee and television and some nice girl-talk…”
	“No, really, it’s ever so kind of you…

She opened the passenger door; I got in, low down in a leather seat in the prestigious and exciting Sunbeam-Talbot 90 which smelled of more leather and Chanel perfume.
Her small flat was in Humber Court, very posh, and was like something – I thought anyway – from a film. I sat nervously in a big, posh sofa - on the edge of a big posh sofa while she went to make coffee, turning on a television-set in passing. It was showing a talk – most television was more than half ‘talks’ then. She came back with coffee, kicked her shoes off, curled instead of sitting in the sofa and said,

	“Shoes off, Elizabeth, no holes in my new carpet,” a reference to my new and daring three-inch heels. “You really shouldn’t wear green with such fabulous red hair; big bold black or black and big bold yellow. Now, tell me about yourself…”

I told her some but she interrupted me to stretch an arm and touch my hair; “You’re so lucky, what do you use on it?” I told her and she said,

	“I’m going to have a drink. Would you like one?”

Alcohol. I knew Babycham from seduction-attempts by boys with money and Tia Maria from Christmas. She didn’t have either so I got ‘gin and orange’. I liked ‘gin and orange’ and felt at least twenty years old...

	“Another gin?”
	“Yes, please…”
	“And do let me find you something black and glittery to go with that fantastic hair. Freckles too...”
	“I hate them…” I did.
	“Well ,I think you’re actually quite lovely. Come on, let’s see…”

She had two big wardrobes filled with things, gorgeous things, even allowing for the fact that she had ordinary hair – brunette – and nice unfreckled ordinary skin. “I’ll top up our drinks and bring them through…”

 
To try the unbelievable black and silver dress I had to take my cardigan and blouse and skirt off, of course – I sat down heavily on the bed, red faced and giggling as soon as I was down to the vest covering my bra…
	“Oh Elizabeth, a vest?  Not under this dress – it’ll show everywhere.” 
	“Oh. Oh, all right…” I remember standing up to haul the vest up and off and I distinctly remember the silence as my bra appeared. 
	“Oh not cream, a cream bra. Oh wait,” and she produced, as if by magic, a very small and wicked silver one. “Try this…”
	“I can’t,” I slurred, blushing. 
	“Yes you can, I won’t look, silly,” and she gave it to me, standing behind me and unfastening mine, tutting at the three hooks and eyes. The silver one tied with flat silver tapes. I was, I knew, rather drunk but I thought that was fun; I couldn’t hold the silver bra up and cover my breasts so she couldn’t see, not all at once. When she reached round and held my breasts she said,
	“These are lovely,” and kissed my back-hair. I fell forward and sideways onto the bed. I think I was shocked and angry but I may have been giggling. “Now – black and silver dress, silver bra and silver briefs, come on, poppet!” and she pulled my white M&S knickers down. And off. 

Of course I knew she was going to do something to do with sex; you heard about women doing that…

	“So lovely. Such a Pre-Raphaelite red,” she said, her hand down there. Down there. 
	“P-please d-don’t…”
	“I think I must, Elizabeth…”

Three different boys had just touched me there, in the dark, in the cinema and it had been clumsy and a little scary. I touched myself there and sometimes, only sometimes, explored, in bed, imagining romance. Sandra Wells masturbated me gently and steadily, saying ‘so lovely.’ She sat beside me and did it and was deeper in me than I thought I went.  I think I said ‘please don’t’ again but I had to open my legs, you see. 
When it happened and I said ‘Ohhh’ because it had never happened like that before; when it happened and I covered my face with my hands, my face was wet, so I suppose I was crying a little with shame. I was naked and lying on a strange bed and Sandra Wells had made me orgasm. 
Under the thin bedspread she pulled up from the foot of the bed, when she was naked and there with me, she kissed my breasts and my stomach and knelt and crouched and lifted my legs either side of her face and sucked me there. I think I said ‘Oh please don’t,’ but I may have just moaned and seized her hair and pulled her to me. I know I cried when I tasted her, feeling her hands in my red hair, pulling me to her. I cried when I drew on her warm, soft nipples and I cried when her tongue found mine, when we breathed together, her open mouth over mine. 
I didn’t cry when she sat up between my wide legs, fastening the thing to herself. I knew what it was because we’d been shown drawings of them, sketchy and ugly, in ‘Biology’.  Real ones. Not big like hers, not rubber like hers. I think I said ‘please Sandra’ but she did it and it hurt very sharp and quick and pressed – and then it went into me and it was sore and scary and lovely and filled me. When it came so slowly from me it was sore and everything flowed and I cried. I turned onto my face and cried. 	
“What a naughty girl! she said. “Naughty girls have to be punished,” she said, and she spanked me. With a gym-shoe from under the bed. Quite a lot. Thappp and thappp and thappp and thappp and thappp and thappp and thappp, so that I cried. I think I said ‘oh don’t, please stop’ but I may have called out ‘ohhhh’ and ‘ohhhh’ when the orgasm came again, huge and wonderful.

 
Sandra liked me to come to her flat in tennis things and in white gym-shoes from Woolworths so that she can spank me before she ‘trains’ me. It’s easy, because I say ‘Going to play tennis with Mary.’ Best of all is when the Bank I work in closes and I change in the staff-room, saying ‘off to practice then’, putting on my gymshoes and my little tennis dress. Or taking off my raincoat in Sandra’s flat and then clenching my bottom as I slip off a gymshoe and give it to her. She never says anything until she’s spanked me – nowadays six or eight and quite hard; then she says ‘there now, that’s better, isn’t it? Training time, Elizabeth.’ I put my gym-shoe back on and lie on the bed with my tennis-dress up and my legs ready to put over her shoulders. I don’t wear knickers very often now.
	That’s how I started, you see… But that was a very long time ago, long before my hair was white. Now, Peony – silly name – doesn’t like sex, says I’m too old. She wears jeans or whatever. Every Saturday I beat her round nineteen-year-old backside with one of my 1950s much used gym shoes, until she comes in the jeans or whatever. It’s good for her and it’s good for me.







 
 

 
GOVERNOR’S WIFE 
 

In the eighties someone from the Board – the State Correctional Board – went on a Fact Finding Mission to Europe because there was a chunk of budget unspent and he needed to take his wife for a holiday. He did do a little fact-finding and was immensely struck by the idea they have there of privately-run prisons. Being almost clever, when he came back he spent two whole years setting-up the Blue Sky Security Corporation with the twin objects of running private prison for profit and remaining in control of the State’s Correctional sites because the latter had inflated budgets which he could use to subsidise Blue Sky. I used to run the State’s YSW facility as Governor – YSW being ‘young single women’, a three-hundred-inmate ‘open’ prison at Torona Flats. When Blue Sky’s ‘Young Women’s Correctional Facility’ was built and opened to it’s one hundred customers I applied, because Torona Flats was too big and the do-gooders of this country were becoming a pain. They would probably get access to Blue Sky eventually but it seemed they’d have about ten years of legal argument first; well, five years anyway. I run the Blue Sky YWCF my way; the staff, all women, and the customers. Prisoners. My budget is OK, by which I mean thirty-percent for me, twenty to share amongst the staff and the rest to run the place. I like the job and my staff like the job – they were recruited from all-over on the basis that they were going to like the job. Small things matter: one reason why I and the staff like the Blue Sky YWCF is that we only take long-termers, women with five-to-ten, up to ‘life’ – which means maybe eighteen-to-twenty. Effectively, they aren’t going anywhere, anytime, so we can relax. 
 
The first thing I did was to get rid of the Chain Gang that you find in almost all the female prisons in the South – half a dozen women under strict drill, chained together for work periods. I saw no point in that. At Blue Sky we chain them individually not with the standard chain-set, ankle-chains, waist-chains, wrist-chains, all that, just with individual fetters with steel cuffs. Wrists and ankles, heavy – rubber lined of course because this is the twenty-first century, isn’t it? Least bit of trouble and you can link A’s wrist-fetters to B’s ankle-fetters and make it difficult for them. Had five like that all hitched together once, just for a week or so. Changed the uniforms too, at first as a cost-saver, to canvas smocks and little shorts but then Wilma, my Number One, said ‘we’re a closed facility. Put a set of smock-shorts in store. Just issue the shorts.’  Like me, Wilma likes tits. Of course we argued about it – we still had a laundry detail to wash thick canvas shorts once a month. Damn things had to be scrubbed and boiled. What doesn’t have to be scrubbed and boiled but just hosed-down in situ? If you open out a kid’s diaper you get a sort of double-T shape with press-studs. So I had double-Ts made in just heavy PVC, with press-studs of course. Like diapers without any padding.  Cheaper than a pack of cigs. They didn’t like that either any more than being in fetters; except the ones who fancied wearing diapers or fancied others in diapers, if you see what I mean. Or the ones, including me and my staff, who like legs and diaper-divided butts. It’s always warm-to-hot here so why do they need clothes anyway? Me I’d have ‘em naked but then not a lot of them are nice to see, naked. Shoes? Those rubber pool-shoes like dancer’s slippers.  Cheap again. Once a month they’re paraded like that in fours linked together and hosed down as they are. 
 
In the old State place I had Governor’s Report every Saturday, the offenders being brought one at a time with all their ‘performance records’ and ‘medical records’ and crap like that and the Number One would say ‘fighting’ or something: I’d say ‘week’s solitary’ or ‘chain-gang’ or something. All I could do. Now it’s different. Wilma and usually Marge march in whichever it is, fetters clinking…
	“Stand straight, thirty-four, head down, thirty-four. Disobedience, Sir…”
	“Strap her arse, twelve…”

Or “Stand straight, sixteen, head down, sixteen. Fighting, Sir…”

	“Whip, twelve, in the Exercise Yard…” We gag ‘em for that, little rubber prick-gags from the sex-store in town. Often five days gagged except for meals is enough by itself, believe it or not.  We don’t get much disobedience and damn-all fighting. I’m not a whip-man so Wilma does that unless one of her staff particularly wants to whip a particular prisoner. I do the strapping, though – diapers off, over – strapped over - the wooden-bench in the yard. Good for the prisoner, good for everyone. Legs wide, sex in sight, thwackkk! Etc. Not many of them yell, just some. There’s always the different one though; eighty-eight, nice little piece, first-timer, blonde, twenty when she came, likes the strap. We oblige her whenever… Eighty-eight is promising; they all know, or the fuckable-ones know that they can trade a strapping for a fuck from me – or whipping for an arse-job if they like or I say so, but Miss eighty-eight soon got to both a fuck and a strapping together. Strap first. Like I said, promising.  Wilma and the staff have their ‘faves’ – favourites, mostly amongst the younger prisoners, but what Wilma and her ladies do ain’t my business.
 
Of course you get the now-and-then clever-clever bitch shooting her mouth off in the first few days; those you whip and gag. Once or twice you get one with a mind, maybe a University-job; they tend to shut-up and take the strap or the whip no bother – but you can’t ever release them because that’s when the mouth shoots off. I got one of the bright ones – Harvard, MIT the lot – as my clerk because the others were always giving her a rough time – a very rough time; it was her voice and the way she was different. Six or more holding her down in a cell, a stolen gag which had been up someone’s arse first and a very rough gang-rape.  Mostly about once a damn week, according to Wilma. I had her out from kindness. She has the solitary-cell in the Governor’s Block, meant originally for prisoners with real money to share but we’ve never had any. ‘Octavia’ she is – stupid name – and twenty-six. Nice butt, nice tits, long and black-haired, really quick, polite, everything. Ankle fetters only as she does my computer-stuff and you can’t with a big chain between your wrists. No diapers either – I like it that way – pretty little mound - nor did she make trouble over it. A diaper when she’s cursed, though; seems fair. I call her ‘Tits’ because her tits are the first things you look at; big and heavy and stand-up.
 
But now Tits is giving me trouble. She said something to Marcie, one of the staff, that sounded like insolence – though nobody understood what she actually said – so Wilma and Marcie brought her up next morning. 

“Stand straight, seventy-seven, head down, seventy-seven. Answering back and insolence, Sir…”
Had to be the strap. “What did you say to Officer Talkind, Tit…er, seventy-seven?”
She said what she’d said…

	“You sending me up, girl? What fucking language is that?”
	“Greek, Sir...”
	“Greek, Sir. Greek, Sir. Try English and quick…”
	“It doesn’t translate, Sir…”
	“Try me…”
	“I suppose ‘and this is another mentally-impaired – er – sexless sub-female object’ Sir. ‘Sub-female’ is an approximation Sir.” I got most of it. It had to be the whip and more than once. I don’t like whipping, no enjoyment, but I wanted to see to Miss Tits myself… Strap?
	“Strap, twelve, Saturday morning. Every Saturday morning…”

Big grin from Marcie. “How many Saturdays?”

	“’Til she’s discharged. How long’s that…”

Grins all round from the four staff. “Seven to Ten.  She’s got a minimum of Five to go…”
Every Saturday morning for five years. “I’ll do it,” I said, quick. “Five a.m. every Saturday…”

	“Just like being married, darlin’,” said Jessie, grinning some more. Jessie had a husband, long gone, who thrashed her arse every Friday night for three years or more.
 
Why Tits is giving me trouble ain’t because I’m down to thrash her butt every Saturday; that’s better than being the damn President. And never a squeak, just a lot of naked jerking about. It’s because I got orders to shift to another Blue Sky facility after only four Saturdays. 
	“I shall miss our Saturday mornings, Tits…”
	“You can get me a Governor’s Release, Sir. Prisoner married to a senior officer, Sir….”
	“You’re not bloody married to me. Don’t chance it. You want to change to the whip? Why the hell would I be interested in getting you released?”
	“I could go with you to your new post. Saturday mornings are the only thing I look forward to. Sir.”

Bright, pretty, clever, quick, Harvard and MIT, nice body, beautiful pale, firm little arse like it should have been on a boy. Never a squeak, just a lot of jerking about when I take a strap to it. Very fuckable, arse included. 

	I signed a day-release to the clinic other side of town on the grounds that she needed urgent medical examination. I took her. I took her to the Golden Bells wedding booth. Then I applied for her release on the grounds of her being an exemplary prisoner married to a senior prison officer. Helluva business but not a problem. The trouble she’s giving me is because it’s four-thirty a.m. on Saturday morning in the Governor’s Block in Blue Sky’s Vista Correctional Facility and I’m just about to thrash my wife here for the first time. Not trouble really, just sounds funny when you say it. Not trouble at all really; she likes it: she’s standing there now, naked, holding the strap and giving me that bright, pretty, clever, quick grin thing. Or is that because she’s due for a fuck when I’ve thrashed her? Her sex runs like a tap when I thrash her.







 
 

 
FETISH
 

She is Kazimiera Zoya Szczucka - Zoya for convenience – and I picked her up on the road south of the airport where she was walking north on a June day so warm that the tarmac road blistered. She was trying to avoid the airport as a place where there far too many people; she’d come across the Continent in a box under a 40-tonne intercontinental-truck from somewhere on the Polish border, having paid her life’s-savings - and some other people’s savings – to be dropped at Calais, hoping to get to the UK. In fact they’d dropped or, rather, pushed her off four-hundred kilometres from Calais, robbing her in the process. She spoke Russian, Polish and some surprisingly-good, self-taught English. Zoya was a classic ‘illegal-immigrant’ from the East; lost, frightened and almost entirely terrified of being found by any sort of police – because where she came from they beat you up, rob you, charge you with robbing an oddly-convenient ‘innocent citizen’ and hope you’ll bribe your way out. It was a long time before I was able to convince her that not all police do this, or yet all can’t imagine; when I saw her almost creeping along the roadside she was about to give in from exhaustion, despair and fright – as well as hunger.  The ‘walking’ kit of anorak, trousers, clumpy-shoes and backpack gave her away, to my eyes anyway; everything had that lingering Eastern Europe air of zero-design, zero-quality and total drabness. An ‘illegal’ from the ‘new’ old Soviet area, where things are new for maybe two-percent of the population. Zoya herself was very blonde, brown eyed, a little bit of an ‘ice maiden’ in appearance, very dirty and probably nineteen at most. I gave her a lift, panicked her by asking to see her papers – and asking in Russian – and took her home. I always give lifts to the ones who are female, young and possibly illegal; this time it was Bingo! No passport at all, long-expired Byelorussian papers that looked even more fake than the genuine thing. 

 
On the way home some nice Gendarmes drove past, sirens making that odd French-siren noise so I laid it on that they were Police and that she should duck-down in her seat. At my place – I deliberately have no neighbours, just woods and fields, I kindly gave her a dressing-gown, showed her the bathroom and got her a meal, explaining while we ate that either I could pick up the phone and they’d take her away forthwith – or she could stay, as long as she was agreeable and obedient. That being taken away involved months in the Vann Detention and then many more in the hands of Germany, Czechoslovakia, Poland and probably years in the hands of Belarus but that ‘staying’ would be fine, once she’d got used to it. We had a little argument but when I slapped her about a little and picked up the phone she merely spent time weeping but at least trying to be obedient. 
 
I’d better explain quickly here that I sold up and retired from the UK to France when I was forty-four mainly because Margaret – we were married eight years – went off by herself; that having nothing to do and being on my own I was able to go back and pick up my main interests where I left them when I married. What you might call sexual interests involving unfulfilled fantasies and a fetish: I have no problem saying that.  So I’d been looking for and waiting for a suitable ‘illegal’ for some twelve months. As I said – ‘Bingo!’ – along comes Miss Kazimiera Zoya Szczucka – ‘Zoya’… Not entirely willing then but she’s better now. Almost obedient…
 
 …weeping, happy with most of her new, exciting ‘western’ clothes. Good quality navy blue and white ‘sailor-dress’ – navy dress, big white collar, long sleeves, fitted bodice for her very enjoyable tits, flared and almost circular skirt stopping just at her equally-enjoyable knees; all a bit 1960’s-ish but she didn’t know that. Knee-high white socks and nice little flat black shoes. She was less keen on her underwear but towelling knickers under even bigger knickers of scarlet rubber are very smart for a pretty young woman. I had a small but temporary problem to teach her – with the aid of a nice little strap – to lie back on the rubber sheet to have her nappy and rubber pants done; more weeping mostly…
 
So after not too long and not too often having to take a slipper to her arse, I had this very well behaved Zoya, nicely dressed, used to her nappy and rubber pants and, indoors, using her rubber pacifier without being told. I allow her to wet her nappy as good training, although anything else used to get her backside well and truly whacked. I don’t get the ‘anything else’ any more. She has her drinks from a teated-bottle and wears a red rubber bib at mealtimes – all with no trouble at all. I have the occasional friend in and my ‘exotic friend from Russia’ sits around being shy and polite, usually with a wet nappy under her rubber pants. She has taken to quite enjoying being fucked too: after she’s ‘potted’ herself and washed the pot and herself at bedtime it’s a fuck – legs wide – on her rubber sheet then a proper big nappy on, rubber pants on, into her nice powder-blue rubber sleeping suit – the kind with mitts and feet, pacifier in and into her cot...  I really think she began to enjoy the freedom from worry about anything…
 

Well I did, until someone I’d always thought of as a casual acquaintance more than an anything else came one day and, sitting with Zoya and myself having an inconsequential chat about the weather and wine and so forth said 
	“M’sieu Edward, does Zoya wear modern plastic diapers or a nappy and waterproof knickers?”

Mme. Claire Villard is not yet thirty-eight – a lovely age – and an extremely elegant woman. Now that we have combined our resources and I have arranged for the refurbishment of her pleasant old house, we have been able to devote our pleasures to properly caring-for my twenty-year-old Zoya and her Louise, two years younger.  Our joint resources have made many things possible, to the benefit of the girls. More clothes, particularly the frills and ribbons and extravagances so beloved of French nursery-wear and a transition for both our charges to the softest of latex-wear. Responsibilities can be divided; Mme Villard attends to perfecting Zoya and Louise in their diapered roles, I to discipline – in which respect I showed myself to be the unimaginative Englishman by presenting Mademoiselle with a very fine beechwood punishment stool to enhance the nursery whereas her response, with typical French éclat, was to arrange for an extremely buxom and befreckled peasant farm-girl to come – no doubt for a startling fee – to come each evening to feed our pair. Her name is, oddly, ‘Lily’. How my old fantasies have been fulfilled! Our evenings are now occupied thus: the girls are disrobed and ‘potted’, and then Mme bathes them with strict attention to their bodily cleanliness while I supervise and inspect.  There follows a period when I refresh discipline for each – with the aid of the punishment stool and a rubber-soled gym-shoe, then dress them fresh full-size nappies, knee-length night-time rubber knickers and in their one-piece and matching latex sleep-suits and deliver them to the living-room. There our pink-faced and giggly Lily, bare-breasted – very pleasant – sits in the high chair and presses each mouth to her soft, wet and protuberant great nipples, wraps the hands of each girl around great, heavy breasts and the near-silent feeding commences. Peace reigns, Lily amuses Mme and I with amused anecdotes of the village – often commenting on such things as how Zoya feeds so eagerly or how Louise perhaps could benefit from further encouragement with the slipper. They are at last put to bed in their between warm rubber sheets, pacifiers in and strapped; Lily waddles off well pleased – and Mme Claire Villard and I enjoy each other’s heightened arousal and sexuality. 

 
Soon, of course, Lily will no longer be able to feed them but by then we shall wean them from the breast; they will learn to feed each evening, Louise from my shaft, Zoya from madam’s warm and scented sex, then Zoya from me and Louise from her original benefactress. Mme believes they should also learn to feed from each other but I am unsure. 
 
They make a fine sight, our pair; two young women in fine, glowing health, walking with us in the village in their matching and perfectly ‘grown-up’ clothes, just the faintest rustle from rubber knickers. Mme always bottle-feeds them well before we go out – and I apply the gym-shoe briefly – so that they enjoy the perfect experience of
two grown girls allowing their nappies to become warm and wet while we shop in the market.







 

 
 
CHARLIE
 

On the Monday Charlotte and her lawyer came, saying that it was better to do these things on an ‘amicable’ basis and stripping me of the house and just about everything in it; half the joint money had already gone the same way. Purely out of spite the pair of them insisted on taking my bike ‘because it was of significant value’. “Someone will buy it”, she said “and come for it.” Of course the two of them had something going together, both in damn ‘business suits’ and both trying to impress me and the world with the superiority of women over mere men. Probably sucking each other and making out how ‘natural’ it was. I would have thrashed the pair of them like I used to thrash Charlotte when she started wearing trousers: a few bloody good hidings would soon cure ‘em - she used to dress as a woman should dress, before she got these bloody stupid ideas – before her damn lawyer Francesca arrived on the scene in bloody suits…  I got out of everything with just half of the money old Edward left me – left me, not her; I’d been sitting on that for a lush old-age; of course I would have given her a couple of thou for peace and quiet but no woman needs – or can handle - two hundred thousand quid…

On the Tuesday Alison Pennington said that my services were no longer required at the office. On the Friday Francesca phoned and said they’d sold my bike and ‘Charlie’ was coming for it… I got it out and stood it in the yard, saying a last goodbye I suppose, then went in to read through the factory-papers for the last time – which was when ‘Charlie’ arrived without my knowing it, saw the bike, got a leg over it and started it up, just like that.  I went out with the intention of being as controlled and reasonable as I could…

	‘Charlie’ was a red-headed bitch in heavy-leathers, custom-made bespoke leathers that must have cost two grand, Italian boots, the lot. She was about five feet zilch tall and skinny with it – on my bike she looked like a squirrel on a branch. She ran it up and down through the gears as if she were a man, saw me, shot her cigarette into the distance with a neat flick and said, in posh chick’s voice, that my bike was ‘some find’…So I blew my top. 

I’d found my bike in the garage of an old house in Wiltshire in ’86, all crated-up and greased and stripped-down, complete with the original papers; I bought it on the spot from the doddering old boy who owned it. It’d done just seven-hundred miles – he reckoned it was a handful, he’d never liked it. I’d looked after it like the Crown Jewels ever since – now, just then, with the stupid ‘Charlie’ in her leathers perched on it, the clock read sixteen thousand.  I told her to get off my bike before I took her off, so the grinning tart rides it round me in the yard, twice. My bike is a 1947 Vincent HRD 1,000ccS Black Lightning in factory condition; they made just five of the ‘S – blower’ version and even with Miss Fuckface ‘Charlie’ riding a circle in my yard at bottom revs the sound from the Shorrock supercharger was like great organ music. So when she stopped and sat there with her feet barely touching the ground I walked over, switched-off, picked her up and off the bike by the front of her leathers and said that no woman tarted up in a man’s kit was going to sit on my bike, let alone ride it. So there was a bit of a business, I slapped her boring little face and she danced off a bit and called the Fuzz on a mobile. That’s another thing – giving women mobile phones and computers and bugger knows what else…
So I get a fine for assault – I ask you, ‘assault’, the ‘Charlie’ bitch gets the bike and a week later I see her in her stupid gear and her stupid red hair showing my Vincent off a to half-a-dozen what-do-you-think? Bloody women at the Motorway turn-off, all in men’s kit and all with bikes. Nothing like my Vincent, though. So I ignore her, looking at my bike, though. What put the lid on it a month later was that the local paper reported her as the ‘Queen of the Road’ for taking my Vincent to a ton-and-a-half on a test-track up Gloster way. 

 

So I spent some money on the right sort of place up north, a lot more money on fixing things, buying things, finding-out about things, then came back south, lifted bloody ‘Charlie’ off the bike and into the van – with the bike – and took her away… She didn’t like that one little bit. Got all physical and noisy, so I had to slap her about some before I got her strapped-up and with some tape over her loud mouth. I suppose I could have let her yell, there being nobody within at least ten miles, but she squawled like all women squawl.  After she’d had some time to think – a couple of days and nights – I swapped the straps for the set I’d had made, so that she was more accessible if you follow me – nothing sexy - fed her, replaced the plastic-tape with a nice little rubber gag I’d bought on purpose in Soho in London and cut the stupid and piss-wet leathers away. 

“Don’t worry your pretty little head, sweetheart, I’m not going to bother your cunt. Surprised to see you’ve got one…”

 

Under the leathers and – would you believe, leather knickers, was a small, pale, white body more like a boy’s; tits like pimples on little cushions. They were maybe more trouble than they were worth, much shrieking and, I have to admit, difficult despite the text-book. You strap her down and use this giant sort of hypo to shoot some polymer stuff under the skin of her tits, all round, in a circle. Two circles, one round the base of each miniature tit.  I used a ‘topical anaesthetic’ because she heaved-about less and because you have to do it steady-like. Took six days on and off and I made a cods of it at first so that she had lumpy tits but I learned. The stuff has almost the feel of real tits except that it’s firmer – I thought that a plus. After you’ve injected it all over you’ve got about an hour to sort-of mould the tit to the shape you want – while she gurgles and dribbles and moans in the gag – before it ‘cures’ or whatever it does and ‘Bingo’ a nice, big, firm tit. Charlie’s when done were big but not too big, straight-out and enjoyably parted, though when I showed her and squeezed them they were a dark purply colour from all the attention they’d been paid. The colour and swelling went after quite a short time. An interesting bit was when she first began to stumble about in her straps – aided by my friendly cane – because sudden big tits, when you’ve only had very little tits, are heavy, make for backache and make a girl overbalance. Hilarious to watch; they also stick out so she banged them into things. I got her into a pretty pale-blue flowered bra to help hold the tits up, along with matching scrappy-little pale blue flowered briefs and she really was beginning to look quite neat, sitting up in her straps. 

Now you can’t have a pretty little thing called ‘Charlie’ - with red hair, white skin and luscious great tits, even if she is mostly gagged, strapped-up, crying in a wet, snuffly, gagged way - and striped from the cane, so I changed that. Seems her real name was ‘Tracey’… What sort of a name’s that?  I scratched around in the back of an old dictionary for a name...
“Pay attention, sweetheart. From now on you’re Persephone Jane. I’m going to take your gag out and I want to hear you say ‘Persephone Jane’ very sweetly – or I’ll thrash the fronts of your thighs.” You’ve never heard such blubbing and sobbing and stuff… I said she could stay ungagged so long as she remembered to practise ‘Persephone Jane’ plenty and if she was very, very good I’d free her up a little – just keep her on a chain between her ankles and the wall. 
I guess she reckoned I was softening-up, what with stopping her gag and the bra and pants business because she got all agreeable and stuff; probably thinking that once she’d softened me up she’d find some way to clear out or fetch the law. But you see this was ‘Charlie’ the macho leather-clad-cigarette-smoking bitch-person. ‘Charlie’ could put up with frilly, pretty-coloured underwear if it was in a good cause – and to avoid a thrashing – but there were limits, as I expected.  I let her do her hair differently – what’s called a ‘bob’ instead of a dikey mess and then
“Some more clothes today, Persephone Jane…” Possibly she didn’t mind me seeing her in bra and briefs and bloody great tits and little-girl hair… “Going to unchain your ankles – got a neat little steel collar instead; same chain though” But no way would she get herself into the pretty little pale-blue, flowered six-long-strap suspender belt and white stockings. So I hung Persephone Jane up by her wrists for a while, there being nowhere left suitable to cane. After that, with a little more fuss over her shoes – expensive navy-blue low-heeled court-shoes – she was at last coming along nicely, strutting about and weeping in her pretty underwear and the stockings and suspenders, almost a female already. 
So when the time came I gave her the one and only little yellow pill I had – in her breakfast, waited until she was quiet, then got her into the rest of her clothes. I had all morning and I had no Idea if it was going to work. The navy-blue ‘sailor dress’ with its big white square collar falling over her bosom and at her back I’d had made for her; narrow three-quarter sleeves, narrow waist, no less than twelve round pearl buttons at the back from under the collar to her waist. Big, swirly navy-blue skirt to the dress, almost circular so that it swung, stopping at her white-stockinged knees. A big white three-layer underskirt with broderie-anglaise at the hems. I had a hard on by the time I was ready to do her face. Just lipstick, a beautiful clear red. Little round ‘pearl’ earrings. Some cheap flowery perfume. Most of it was copies from a sales-leaflet of the end of the fifties – a Vincent motorcycle leaflet showing a proud and smiling young man with his new bike, being adored by small brother in short-pants and larger sister in a wide-skirted navy blue sailor-dress, white stockings and little low-heeled shoes. In the illustration she even had red hair and carried a white handbag; must have been about seventeen.  She was the very picture of a smiling, pretty, adoring young woman, as she should be. Properly brought up, worshipping her older brother’s masculine superiority…

 

So I let Persephone Jane snooze on, propped and strapped in a chair - with a blindfold to keep her in the dark – and fetched in the great big mirror. Made sure the lighting was right, went away and made myself as I am, big and male and tough.

I was going to have some photos of Persephone Jane cuddling up to me – photos to amuse me and then a whole lot just of her, to circulate clandestinely amongst all her so-called ‘biker’ mates. PJ herself I would hang on to for a while, as a fuck mostly, and then ditch.
When she started making coming-round noises I unstrapped her and whispered into her ear

	“I want you to stand up, Persephone Jane; just face the front; I’m standing right close behind you so no farting about. My camera is going to take some pictures of you. Look happy, smile for the birdie now…” and I whisked the blindfold off.
 
That’s when everything came unravelled. In the big mirror was Persephone Jane the red-headed, navy sailor-dress, white stockinged little piece, staring at herself up and down as a preliminary to screaming – I had the cane very near at hand – with great big me standing close behind her, head and shoulders higher. The image was so much of the nineteen-fifties leaflet that even I believed it.  My camera clicked away and I was ready for the solo pictures of her. In what seemed like slow-motion Persephone Jane turned her head, looked back at me; I thought ‘look out, trouble’. She turned back to the mirror, studied the image of herself there, spun back to me, grabbed me, buried her red hair on my chest and burst into tears. I thought she was trying to take me off guard and tensed for a fight because she shook away, back from me…
 
…then stopped, looked down at her arms and her body, pointed a toe, put a hand to the jutting bosom of the dress, took it away, spun on a foot, made a nice, silly, female shriek and ran little steps to me to hang round my neck, her feet on tiptoe and her pretty face smiling up at me, eyes shining with tears. 

So I picked-up little ‘Charlie’ – Persephone Jane – off her feet, slid my arm under her swirling sailor-dress and her underskirts, past the shifting, taut suspenders, under the lacy edge of her pale-blue and flowered briefs and seized the warm, moist little nub of her.  Charlie.  

	“Charlie,” I said stupidly. Her flower-perfumed head and her red, red hair were on my shoulder as she wrapped her arms round me; I found the tight, warm, moist entrance to her, she parted her legs under my hands and said 
	“Do it. Do it now,” biting at my neck with her eager mouth.  So I fucked her and she squealed as real women do. She lay back on the sofa and flung her dress up, jerked her white stockinged, suspender-caged legs wide and rolled her pretty head as I fucked her. Charlie. Fucked Charlie.
 
Charlie stays with me because I tell her to – and, she says, because I beat her arse with a strap after I’d fucked her because she was an undisciplined, forward little cow. Charlie is very beautiful and feminine and all pretty skirts and dresses, always in nice clothes – which I buy when she asks, always properly in six or even eight-strap suspenders and stockings, in high heels and perfume. Charlie does everything for me – as she should; cooks and cleans and makes herself pretty for me, as she should. Worships my prick, as she should. ‘Charlie’ the macho leather-clad-cigarette-smoking bitch-person.. Rides pillion in the country with me with her wide skirts blowing and her crotch pressed to the small of my back. Last year I caught her in trousers just once – pyjamas - so I beat her backside. A woman goes to bed naked to wait for her man and a woman never wears trousers.
 
Charlie wants her tits made ‘really big’ because she likes me using them. She says she hates me sometimes. Quite right - I married the silly cow because she’s good to have around - when she behaves herself; when she doesn’t I just give her a whacking.  She has these friends now who come here some times; all nice and well-behaved, always properly dressed in tops and skirts and good shoes; sometimes she goes to them - I think there are five of them in a sort of bunch. I make myself scarce and they sit and gas and giggle about nothing but it seems to keep them happy; they giggle – quietly - if I show myself at all and I hear things like ‘oooh Charlie, he’s so big’ followed by more giggles. I hear more about dresses and what Laura’s husband did or didn’t do, things like that, but they try keep out of my way of course. Bloody think so. It shows you though what things are coming to; the nice little blonde one who blushes prettily if you speak to her said only yesterday to Charlie – I couldn’t help hearing most of the exchange – 
	“Charlie! You don’t mean he spanks you? Like I mean, really spanks?”

I couldn’t make out what Charlie’s response was but the one she calls Sarah-Jane said, “Huh. I just have my allowance stopped. Must be nice to have a real man; not that Mortimer isn’t, of course…”
I asked Charlie afterwards and she says none of them get properly disciplined. Can hardly believe it, can you? Of course, I don’t have to use a strap or a cane any more; just a quick ‘bend over’ and six of the best now and again is enough. I use an old gym-shoe – more appropriate for your wife somehow. There’s nothing like lifting up a pretty skirt and a measured whoppp! whoppp! whoppp! whoppp! whoppp! whoppp! with a rubber sole for straightening ‘em out. They like it really, though being women they say they don’t but Charlie certainly clenches her arse and thrusts her butt up for it eagerly enough. She always fucks like a rattlesnake afterwards…







 

 
 
THE EMPLOYMENT CONTRACT

 

So I said, “who’s that?” being anxious to mentally-record faces and shapes. I was the ‘new chap’ brought in to assess and re-specify – and probably re-build the Chairman’s Executive Information System. She was literally the only woman I’d seen anywhere in the penthouse level amongst, I guessed, forty or more men. Sleek, able-looking, high-earners, all of them. They were sometimes difficult to identify quickly as yet, the men, because the Chairman expected very smart, very expensive dark suits and clothes or it was ‘go home, Andrew, and get dressed’. He wasn’t really just Chairman, he was ‘The Owner’, ‘T’ – for Tommy Singleton – and everything else. I’d met ‘T’ and was scared that ‘T’ saw straight through me, past the things I’m not so good at, past my overdraft and right down to the BDSM files on the partition in my laptop’s hard drive.
	“I’ll introduce you when she wants to be introduced. That’s Celia Mason, ‘T’s’ P.A. She’ll eat you for breakfast without noticing. Strictly ‘yes, Celia, right away, Celia’. Been with him since the Flood… First class engineer, a prestigious gong for crystallography, degrees you haven’t heard-of and reputedly some martial-arts thing they gave her in Korea for throwing the instructors into the sea – or something. No, I know she doesn’t look old enough to write joined-up yet. Her salary is absolutely confidential and in fact she’s only been with him for two years. She must have a file somewhere but better men than I have given up looking for it.
	“Sounds scary,” I quipped, looking sideways at long, blonde Celia Mason. Long, blonde, very, very tasty. Immaculate dark power-suit over a bosom you want to see and feel, beautiful legs in stockings, five-hundred quid’s worth of handmade shoes on four inch heels. Five-hundred quid’s worth of just-done hair. Platinum Ladies’ Rolex Oyster Perpetual on her right wrist so either creative or left-handed or both but loaded.

“If our Celia doesn’t like you – once – He will suggest you change your career before lunchtime… Just don’t think about our Celia; that way lie problems in even getting an interview for a new job... She’s brilliant, mostly charming and probably in charge of whichever deity you happen to favour.”

 
And indeed, Celia Mason was charming – if a little too-well-informed – when I was introduced, and later when I worked with – for - her. She giggles, which I thought entirely inappropriate for a cross between Cleopatra and Medusa. Very odd young woman. 

I should say. So is her boss a very odd – fifty-five year old man. I winkled my way into his private files, hedged about like NORAD and encrypted with a 10-key Random. I could try, but the math says that at ten thousand keys a second, I’d need 10x48 years. So I waited until I’d designed, specified and built the new system, made sure it needed ‘better’ encryption and mirrored a plain-text of ‘Mason, Celia’ in the process. The file ‘Mason, Celia’ was her CV, her employment details and her salary-details. I thought it’d decrypted too many noughts in the salary-box. There was also a sort of codicil to her employment-contract, the original signed by the both of them. I give you the salient bits:

 

Item: (she’d inserted a sentence her in her mathematically precise handwriting – ‘In the unlikely event of’) but then it went on in his scrawl –‘ my work or my self failing to meet with the absolute satisfaction of my employer Thomas Avery Singleton, he may chastise me physically whenever he sees fit’. Here she’d written neatly ‘underwear exposed, touching my toes, six, eight or twelve strokes…’ He’d written ‘with cane’ but she’d crossed it out and had written ‘slipper or gym-shoe, rubber sole’.

 

Hence the very generous salary; hence the observed propensity of Celia Mason to stand-up a good deal – and hence the fact that she smiled to herself quite often. In the way that she annotates almost all documents with what amounts to a grading, her employment-contract-codicil was annotated ‘Exactly right – CM’. Also explained is ‘T’s’ frequent ‘cat with the cream’ expression, although that is usually put down to the way the business is coining-it for him personally…

 

So how does it go? “Celia, put the damn contract down. Come here. Skirt up, touch your toes, woman!”  I can hear him saying it… I look at Celia’s beautifully costumed arse with a profound sense of deprivation nowadays…







 

 
 
MISS CHARLOTTE
 

I’m not a ‘horsey’ person – ‘horsey’ being the expression the Brits use for someone who has, rides, hunts or is generally much concerned with horses, hunts, point-to-points, dressage and the seven thousand other ‘horse’ things.  So I wasn’t really expecting to get involved. Dad had some business-reason or other to be in England that summer and, because of the chance to visit London and Stratford and Edinburgh – which apparently isn’t in England – Mom and Val – who’s my sister and a year younger than me at twenty – all went to stay in Sussex, an English county, for three months. We said we wanted to stay in a real English Country House, not a hotel, so Dad’s English business-friends fixed it. So it’s called New Place and Mom and Val almost died when they saw it, it was so ‘Shakespearean’ according to Mom. Anyway. So they’re off somewhere down in the village – which is mentioned in something in 821 – and I’m just walking about the gardens imagining it all mine and back in Penn; walking across the ‘box lawn’ which is a twenty-foot square of velvet turf between the ‘rose-garden’ and the ‘dahlia garden’ ‘boxed in’ - surrounded by’ eight foot black yew hedges, when this girl just comes through the opposite gate and starts crossing the lawn my way. We see each other and we each head a different way to go round the old-oak bench-thing that sits in the middle of the grass. Girl about eighteen or so in one of those short, tight black velvety jackets horse-riders wear, and white breeches and black leather riding boots. I dunno if you’ve ever looked at a pretty girl at close range in riding kit like that but it’s pretty good. So she’s got a velvet riding-helmet and a stick, a ‘riding crop’ in one hand and she’s got yellow-blonde hair tied in a sort of club-thing at the back of her neck and wow is she the right shape. I mean like big tits under the jacket and a very nice, smallish, taut butt under the breeches. 
	“Hi,” I say, more and more keen to introduce myself the closer she gets and the more interesting she seems. “I’m David…”
	“Hello David, you must be one of the American’s staying here.” She stops at the old bench thing and props her foot up on it, showing off her glossy boots and her butt at the same time so I reckon I’m going to get to know more. “I’m Charlotte,” she says, “not Charlie, by the way…”

So she tells me some about her and I tell her some about me; she says she ‘has to be orf’ which means to a horse which she keeps in the big-house’s stables and I say – lying – I’d like to see the horse. So she says OK and picks up her helmet thing and the riding-crop thing and drops the riding-crop so I pick it up and she grins and sticks her butt out like I’m supposed to whack her with the crop; which is a swell idea but we don’t know each other, do we? So I says, joking like hell and acting Brit, “Very well Miss Charlotte, over the bench please…” So what does she do? She’s over the bench in two seconds, white breeches butt in the air, legs wide like doing the splits, arms out holding the bench. 

	“Go on then,” she says. “Dare you… Do it really hard, David…”

I got cold feet and said ‘do what then?”

	“Beat me,” she says. “Hard…”

Well, there’s nobody else about, unless you know it’s there you’d never suspect a little, private, boxed-in lawn… “If you want,” I said, pushing the front of my pants to make JT lie down – which he wouldn’t.

	“I want,” she says.
	“Hard? How many?”
	“Hard,” she says, and “Sixteen…”  

I thought four or six. I did them hard real hard across her tight white breeches and she didn’t move or make a sound except a little mewing noise. Thwackkk – mew. Like that… Thwackkk – mew. Thwackkk – mew. Thwackkk – mew. Thwackkk – mew.

	“Five,” I said, inclined to make it ten and with a world-record erection under my pants…
	“Eleven to go then,” she says and she stretches her legs longer and wider, tiptoeing her boots, waggles her hips and waits

Thwackkk – thwackkk - thwackkk – thwackkk -. thwackkk – thwackkk -. thwackkk – thwackkk -. thwackkk – thwackkk -. Thwackkk – very hard, very fast, very nice and she jerks and mews and says ogod and uh and uh and uh and uh and starts to make the mewing, but then she says “Sixteen. Super,” gets up, red-faced, holding her butt, grabs me, kisses me with her mouth eating mine, grabs the tent in my pants, says “Nice,” gathers up the crop and her hat-thing – and marches off out of the box-lawn, turning in the little yew-framed gateway to give me a grin to give her butt a slap with the crop.

	“Bye, David!” she calls – and she’s gone.

Complete fantasy of course. Sunstroke or something four-hundred year-old yew-hedges give off. Not going to find Miss Charlotte again, am I. I tried Tuesday (this had been a Monday); I tried Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, Saturday, Sunday. Monday I had her strapped over the low partition between two disused old stalls, jodhpurs - the breeches – down, panties down and sampling sixteen with a big old strap I found hanging on the wall. She didn’t scream but she mewed and blubbed a lot and asked me to fuck her – “gently, David” – from behind.  Regular Mondays – so I had nine Mondays left; until I proposed to her while I was beating her butt. She said “yes” and “owwww, ogod”; Dad said “Well done,” because Charlotte’s dad is very old and New Place is his. Mum cried and Sis wants to bring all her pals over from the States to make them sick, especially Abigail who’s always telling everybody her house was built in 1712. New Place was built in 1498 on the ‘original’ house which is ‘Saxon’. There’s a ‘Dower House’ (1521) where Charlotte and I had our wedding-night  - and then some more nights because she’d wanted to be really ‘thrashed’ on The Night and had to stay in bed on her face for the next three – days and nights. Comes like a rattler, does Charlie, when she’s having her butt tanned just right. Mum says she rides too much, that’s why her butt’s always tender. Could be…







 

 
 
JEREMY
 

It’s very boring having to go out and look for one-night-stands and the result, even if successful, usually turns out third-rate. I live way out of Town so I have to make the trip up to London, stay in some hotel for a few nights and search about in the usual likely places – Piccadilly and so forth.  Even when I do find  ‘possibles’, so often they don’t want to travel so far and, if they do, there’s always something they ‘don’t do’ or want too much money to do. Also I’ve been getting too much work recently; very rewarding cash-wise but it means I have less and less time to indulge. So I thought ‘why not find a live-in-‘assistant’; I work from home editing – cleaning up – would-be authors’ serious literary work. Nice old house, plenty of spare rooms…
	I advertised for a ‘literary assistant’ to ‘freelance editor: 
‘Male, single, young outlook, to live-in. Literate, computer-familiar. Household of one in comfortable old house in the country forty-five miles London. Full-board and a generous salary, long-term position to the right applicant… Enclose really good photo, full length with CV detailing all the usual, being honest about your hobbies, interests etc’.

I also made some preparatory changes in the house…
Of course I got a big response; of the sixty-four replies from the suitably young I picked eighteen by their photos and of those eighteen eliminated twelve by reading the CV’s. I saw the remaining six at a ‘preliminary interview’ in Town and picked four for the critical stage:

	“I’d like you to come down to my place and see it, see the work and where you’d live – just for half a day. That way you can decide whether or not you’d like to work for me. All expenses paid of course…” I hoped to catch number three, Jeremy, because he was eighteen and a peach, but of the four he seemed to have no idea that what I really wanted was someone for bed – and for all the other pleasing activities a pretty young lad can provide. Jeremy was my long-shot… 

Barry’s morning ‘in the country’ lasted about an hour; in the study where I work and where I showed him the nature of the job-proper I have just this one very fine pastel-drawing of an extremely agreeable young nude with his hands tied behind his back and rather more than half an erection; he’s standing by one of those old-fashioned piano stools – long with an upholstered top – on which lies a tawse. Cost me a fortune as it’s an original by Graham Loder.

	“I don’t do things like that, by the way,” says Barry, indicating the picture. Good-bye Barry. Stephen looked briefly at the picture and I could see he was thinking about it; he was fine as far as the actual work was concerned so, as planned, when my cellphone buzzed a pre-arranged ‘reminder’ I made a show of reading it and asking him to ‘wait in the living-room for a few minutes’. It’s a nice, comfortable room, the only preparations I’d made being an ivory statuette two feet tall of a ‘pony-boy’ in full harness and, lying idly on the big sofa, a set of very nice rubber-lined steel wrist and ankle fetters and a plug-gag. When I called Stephen back he’d made up his mind and opted to say ‘no thanks’ to being my ‘live-in assistant’. I was left with Martin or Jeremy, so I went for Jeremy next.

He passed the ‘picture’ test – the bound and erecting nude – by seeing it, looking at it and actually blushing but saying nothing. He passed the ‘just wait in the living-room’ test because I watched him on the closed-circuit-screen looking long and close at the ‘pony-boy’ and then discovering the bondage gear, sitting on the sofa and examining that closely, though I got the impression he actually didn’t know what it was. Could that be even better than if he’d tried the fetters?

	“OK, Jeremy, I suppose you’d like to have a look at the accommodation that goes with the job?” I’d arranged one of the bedrooms as just a pleasant, commonplace room with a couple of suggestive prints hanging on the wall and a cane hanging over the bedside chair; the other bedroom I’d spent money on. Bed, chair, table – all the usual but the floor was black rubber, the bed was sheeted with red rubber, there were attached-straps hanging from the bed, an expensive polished-mahogany CP bench – like a long saw-bench – in the corner, also with straps, and a wardrobe with its doors partly open showing a glimpse of all sorts of nice things from my collection. The final touch; lying neatly on the bed as if it was waiting for a wearer, a hand-stitched, polished brown leather pouch-chastity-belt with a flat, bright steel lock. Rubber lined pouch, nice little rubber internal butt-plug like a slender baby aubergine and above the bed a photo of a pale young man wearing it. That was a bit of a fake as I’d made the photo up from three others, using some graphics software. So where do I send Jeremy to inspect his accommodation? 
	“I have to do something, Jeremy – if you go down the corridor the end two doors are bedrooms, you could choose either one. Take your time…” He did…
 
“Well? I said when he came back, blushing again. Delicious, young Jeremy, delicious.

He had a bombshell for me which slowly exploded as he spoke, standing there all awkward and clenching his fists;

	“C-can I say s-something?” OK, I thought, but if you get all aggressive – he hadn’t struck me as the uptight type – if you get all offended and rude you can just…
	“I've never done anything like – like that. Ever. The bedroom with … I suppose it’s – well – awful r-really. T-that I’ve always wanted to. I d-on’t know w-what to do…”

What! What?  ‘Never done anything like…’ Never? Not anything? Fresh and innocent as a babe but wants to? Oh bloody-hell, Jeremy poppet…
I said, because I had really no idea what to say “What do you want to do, Jeremy?”

	“I’m s-sorry. I d-don’t know. I’m – I’m sc-scared… Of m-me…”

 ‘Never done anything like…’ is what he’d said. Never? Not anything? I thought ‘what to do? Approach the subject sideways and slow, friendly-like, so as not to ‘scare’ him more? Or just take it that he wants to but…

	“Well then, why don’t you just let me have a look at you? Take your clothes off, Jeremy – you can go into the next room if you like – then come back here, let me see you…” Inspiration arrived. “Then go and put on that nice leather pouch that’s on the bed and come back. How about that?” I had an erection under my pants that would have served – detached – as a serious rolling-pin. ‘He’s going to say he ‘c-cant’, isn’t he?

	“Y-yes,” he stammered, the blush intensifying. “I-in th-there?”
 
He was a long time – again- and he came back shaking as if he was sick with something. Jeremy is about five feet five, rather tousled blond hair, skin as pale as pale, real, glorious little bud tits, flat stomach, very short and tousled blond thatch below his stomach – nice wide crotch – and a lovely, circumcised prick which was just that little bit lifted, just that little bit of a stiffy. Tight little balls and very, very nice thighs…

He stood there not knowing what to do with his hands, the blush extending down over his shoulders and encroaching on his tits. 

	“Turn round, Jeremy…”

He turned, with an effort, awkwardly, totally embarrassed. As I said, delicious. Round, round firm butt – paired cannon-balls asking to be caned and invaded…

	“There, you see?” I said, stammering myself. “Why don’t you go try that leather pouch? Come show me?”

He remained facing away from me, said “I-m not sure h-how to p-put it on…”

	“Go find out eh?”
	“Al-all right…” He was shivering; he went out shivering, one hand covering his perfect prick.
 
Naked but for a rubber-lined and very small leather chastity-belt, he caused my shaft to leak into my pants. He came in still shivering, walking a little stiffly – because he had a butt-plug in for the first time. For the first time ever. Oh bloody-hell. A fat little leather fruit at his crotch, with his prick all cosy inside in red rubber and a nicely textured little aubergine of red rubber up his arse – which I very much wanted to replace with my own nicely textured big, hard shaft right then and there… Down boy…
	“Easy, isn’t it?” I said and got up to get closer. My, was he shivering. And my word was he giving off all sorts of conflicting signs. I went very close and walked round him as if I was thinking about it; then gently put my arms round him from behind and cupped his tits… He started, went tense, and stopped shivering.
	“These are very nice, Jeremy. Now that you’re going to come and work for me, Jeremy, and live here, Jeremy,” I said quietly, “perhaps you’d like real breasts?”

He stood absolutely still and I reached down and cupped his warm leather pouch.

	“W-what?”
	“We could make them very beautiful, you know…” It would cost a very big packet but there were people who advertised on the Net; I wanted Jeremy with beautiful, real tits.  “Tell you what,” I said, squeezing them and feeling his little nipples harden, “why don’t you just sit down and we’ll do a little work to see how you get on?”
	“Oh!”
	“Sit yourself down here, Jeremy, and we’ll just have a look at this morning’s mail.”
	“Al-all right.” He went to sit and hesitated as the butt-plug slid deeper. “Oh” – but he sat gingerly, naked on the swivel-chair by my desk. I don’t use words like ‘divine’ but in my study, naked on a chair, with his blond hair and with a rubber shaft up his bottom, Jeremy was divine…
	“Always, always, always sit with your legs apart, Jeremy…” I said, coming behind him again and cupping a tit. I turned the laptop towards him; “These are this morning’s e- mails. In your CV you said you can use a computer. Print them…”

How soon could I get him to move here, into the bedroom with the rubber covered bed and the wardrobe of toys? Into my bed?
I leant over him while he hesitantly used the keyboard, sent mails to the printer; leant over him holding his tits and with my face at his shoulder, feeling the warmth of him, looking down at his legs and at the bulging leather at his crotch. There’s a lovely, cramped prick in there that ought to be out and standing up for me…

	“You start work now, Jeremy. Everything you need is here. No need to go back to – where was it – Rickmansworth?”
	“I c-can’t. My f-flat and things…”
	“Jeremy, ‘can’t’ is not a word you may ever use; that’s disobedience. I punish disobedience. I will see to your flat ‘and things’. You live here now…”

He stopped rattling the keyboard, just sat there, naked. “But I c-can’t just…”

	“Finish the e-mails please. I will deal with your flat – we can agree how – but when you’ve printed my mails I’m going to punish you for disobedience. You live here now Jeremy… Is your pouch locked?”
	“N-no…”
	“Finish the e-mails…”   
I waited while he printed the last three or four; he was tense and shivering again…
	“Stand up, take off your pouch, put it on that table – put some printer-paper there first please…”

He shook a little more as he stood and pulled the thing off, pulled the plug from his butt slowly.  “Uh” as it came out slick and gleaming…His prick was just as it was before, lifting a little. All of him, delicious.

	“Put the pouch there. Bend over the table with your face on your pouch Jeremy. On it. Legs apart please…” I had the short rubber strap from my desk-drawer in my hand and it sent signals to my tool. “Disobedience, Jeremy. Six, as this is your first time. Stand still and quiet please…”

Thwackk! “Uh!” and the exquisite arse clenched.
Thwackk!  Mew… Mew? He jerked and shifted his feet, his face made contact with the pouch – with the butt-plug – and he shot his head up from it…

	“Face on your pouch, please!” Thwackk!  Mew. Like a seagull high up. A hand came back towards his already pink-striped butt…
	“Hands on the table or it’s six more…” Thwackk! “I – I – c-can’t…” 
Thwackk! Thwackk! Thwackk! Thwackk! Thwackk! Fast and hard. “Ohhhhh!”
	“Get UP! I won’t have ‘can’t’, Jeremy. Over there back to the wall, hands behind your back, please. We will sort this flat-problem of yours. Stand still please. Hold your prick in one hand…” It erected as he closed his hand on it and he was shivering again.
 
He had a one-room furnished bedsit ‘flat’ in Rickmansworth, he owed a month’s rent and there was ‘nobody else’. He had a job as a data-entry clerk with a big stationer’s shop. I was sitting, quizzing him and getting very aroused at the sight of him. He was mine. 
	“OK. So I’ll sort it….” I sat and looked at my new acquisition, standing there spanked and naked, holding his very respectable shaft and not shivering so much. Sat and thought out how best to deal with the flat business. “Wank yourself”
	“Oh…”
	“Do it. Masturbate. Hold your pouch up to it to catch your spunk…”

Awkward as hell so I got up and did it for him; “Hold the damn pouch up. None on my floor, if you please…”
Nice hard tool with just the right amount of moving skin, a dream-prick. He got very warm and shifted his butt about a little.

	“Bit faster?” No response but I saw the long muscles on the front of his thighs tense just as his shaft made a ptt sound and sprayed semen into the pouch. I wasn’t ready for him to get at me yet – that would be in very different circumstances. He looked surprised and embarrassed and young.  
	“Good. We’re going out; I’m going to see to your flat and your job. You want to use the john first? No. Right, put your pouch on, press the lock until it clicks, and then get dressed. Now, Jeremy…”
	“It – it’s w-wet…”
	“Of course it’s wet. Put it on. No, put the plug up your arse first…”
 
From my place to Rickmansworth is about sixty miles, much of it motorway so we did it in just over an hour. The landlady appreciated three month’s rent, cash, for short notice and helped us put what little stuff he had into the car. Nice old bat – she seemed to like him. Not quite as I liked him… The manager of the stationer’s was a stuffy youth who started on Jeremy about ‘irresponsible behaviour’ and ‘you can’t just walk out of a position’ until I explained that was exactly what my ‘nephew’ was doing and ‘go and read employment law’.  The stuffy youth was all of twenty-five but behaved as if he was seventy – which made a stupidly-contrite Jeremy look even younger than he was. Nice. Gave me an idea – get rid of the suit and tie and things, not that he’d have much need to wear them but he’d have to go out with me sometimes… Before we left Rickmansworth – another candidate for John Betjeman’s ‘come friendly bombs and fall on Slough’ – I stopped off and bought my new assistant some jeans and plain white sweatshirts and some of those basketball-boot things, black canvas and white rubber and long laces, not his style at all: I stopped too at a DIY for a little something for later. I also stopped-off and we ate a meal, which was enjoyable because I knew – and he knew – but nobody else knew his butt was filled with rubber. It was beginning to dawn on me that when I got back to the house I was most certainly going to fuck him, with no shilly-shallying or dancing round the subject: ‘Kneel on the bed Jeremy, I’m going to shaft your arse…’ After the ‘give me that cane and get over the bench’ prelude of course…” That way round it would enhance my enjoyment and ought to enhance his…
 
Even then, on the first day I thought there was something odd about him. He was, or had suggested that he was a virgin in every way – including women I was sure and OK he’d happened almost by chance on a way to experience what had been – perhaps – his fantasies. Already I’d used him and had beaten his butt, but all through he’d hardly said a word and certainly hadn’t said anything of his own accord. He’d not even said anything when I whacked his very nice backside, except the odd mewing sounds. He said nothing about being removed from his bedsit or his job. We drove the whole way back to the house without a single word from him and no more than half a dozen from me, yet there he was, a perfect catch, sitting beside me with his crotch locked-up and a plug in his arse, looking no more than nervous – he ought to be asking questions. I did get just one response;
	“You OK, Jeremy?”

He thought about that, then ‘I think so…” I didn’t have a script that included ‘I think I’m all right…
But in the house, realising he was mine – or I hoped he was mine, a novice, an unspoiled possession, I didn’t want to wait…
 stripped him myself; just shut the front door, said “stand still” and took his clothes off, unlocked his pouch, pulled out the rubber plug and held the pouch by a corner to put it somewhere – on a newspaper on the hall table I think – and all that time he just stood there, tense, trembling a little again but, well, beautiful. I really couldn’t cane him – he seemed so fragile, so I took his prick in my hand and led him to the bedroom – his bedroom, which was so very obviously intended for sex and bondage and SM and not, as most bedrooms are, for sleep. It was all so odd that I felt compelled to say “I’m going to fuck you, Jeremy.” 

	At least that provoked a response, as I took his pale shoulders and eased him back onto the bed…
	“I d-don’t know wh-what to do…”
	“You take that rubber sheet from the chair, spread it on the bed and then lie on the bed, on your face…” I thought ‘you silly bugger, you must know what I’m going to put in where.’ He did just as I told him, slowly, without speaking and the light caught red, raised weals on his bum. He just let me open his legs without resisting – to show a dark and crinkly rosebud, which I greased a little. Well, you don’t want to spoil a ‘first time’, do you? I felt under his pale body and was pleased to find a partially erect tool; not that innocent then? He was marvellous to even touch. So I stood back admiring him while I stripped, having to lift my pants and my briefs free of a very eager shaft, then climbed on the bed, kneeling…
 
I don’t expect or even want response, it’s me I do this for, not whoever it is I’m shafting, but all I got was a muted “uh” and a small shudder when I presented my shaft to the tight little mouth, and two or three similar “uh” sounds as I tunnelled. Tight and moist and warm… Then I got the mewing again as I humped him – mew and mew and mew and mew. Strange and extraordinarily pleasant; when I shot my load into him he felt it and said “Ohhhh.” Marvellous, perfect – but I didn’t know what I wanted from him next… “Ohh” he said again as I pulled out.  I suppose I should have done things differently but presented with a pale, slender, willing, young, blond lying naked on my bed, who I’d stripped and spanked and wanked and handled and had now, simply and without any fuss, shafted for his very first time, I was on a train that took off by itself; the wardrobe – his wardrobe - was still partly open, offering me goodies… He wasn’t moving, save for shifting his legs to bring them together, nothing else, so I walked into his little bathroom, took my time and showered, walked back and he hadn’t moved… Pale and breathing, backside striped a paler red now but divine.

So I went to his wardrobe. I took his arms and folded them in the small of his back and strapped them there. He let me. I strapped his ankles together, lifted his feet, strapped his feet to his arms. He let me. I pulled the latex-lined lace-up leather helmet over his pretty blond head…

	“Uh,” he said.
	“Open your mouth!” I said, and pulled the helmet down until the rubber tongue in side it settled into his mouth. There are eye-openings but I left them sealed and laced the thing tight, tight at the back of his head, buckled the strap round his neck so that he was naked, fucked, beaten, hogtied and in tight, gagged, blind dark. Probably he couldn’t hear much either; thick latex lining to the helmet, the helmet itself of heavy polished brown hide. At his back I could just part his knees enough to push a serious butt plug in, now that he was stretched a little; a serious one, smooth glossy black like a big egg on a thick stem – went in very slow then quick as his sphincter closed on the stem. He jerked and I got a faint mew; then I strapped his knees together, rolled him onto his side, ran a cord from the lacing at the crown of his helmet back to the strap round his knees and pulled it tight so that his head was pulled back. Sat myself down, lit a cigarette and just enjoyed the view. This is Jeremy and he’s mine. I needed a drink, several drinks to help me accept that but first things first… If you’re blindfolded and immobile and someone wanks you it can be very enjoyable; warm familiar hand and fingers etc. If you’re hogtied and helmeted and gagged and have a big rubber egg up your backside and some thing wanks you it’s very different. The DIY in Rickmansworth sold me a pair of elbow-length mitts, of the sort you use when you're clearing a nasty drain or such, mitts with thumbs – murky green and of really thick, ribbed heavyweight rubber. I only needed one; he couldn’t move, see, speak or hear so I went very quietly and wanked him wearing the thick rubber drain-glove. Think about it; no familiar friendly hand – not even a hand but some unidentifiable thing. I wanked him fast and hard and watched him, for the first time, actually jerk and roll about and moan a little in his helmet as he shot his pretty little fountain all over the bed. As I said, I needed a drink so I just used the bed’s own straps to strap down my already-strapped toy – and left him to enjoy so many of the sensations he’d said he’d never had. That was at about ten pm; at midnight I wandered in, checked he was still breathing harshly through the helmet-gag, undid the hogtie – then he really did moan at the pain – left the helmet in place, left his big butt-plug in so that its pull-ring just peeked, re-strapped him face down using the bed’s straps and caned his backside very long and very slow, watching it clench at each kiss, clearly driving the butt-plug back and forth in there. Very enjoyable. He did manage to roll about, especially to roll his helmeted head, despite all the straps and make some of his mewing noises through his breathing tubes… 

Then it was time for me to relax, watch the late film and eventually go to bed – in my room if you please because his stank; he could clean and tidy his room in the morning… I had to decide too what Jeremy was going to wear about the place, at least when he was working as opposed to being used. As well as his ‘office’ duties I expected him to look after the house, answer phones when I was busy, open the door to postmen and service people. In the end I kept his worktime clothes nice and simple; the thick white sweatshirts-shirts, jeans and canvas boots plus some rather agreeable heavyweight  off-white latex knickers – I mean knickers, baggy and mid thigh-length – to make his prick and balls comfy and long-line bras in the same material to cosset his tits. The temptation to have him in worktime with expensive silicone prosthetic breast-forms glued to his chest under his sweat-shirts was considerable but might have excited comment from the trades-people…

 

He was, from the beginning and when I let him be, quiet efficiency itself in the office and about the house; once I’d got into a sort of routine with the sex and BDSM he was obedient, submissive, grew more effective with his lovely body – without ever being inventive – but outside of the need to communicate over office or ‘domestic’ matters, hardly ever spoke. The most unnerving thing – though I never let it spoil my pleasures with his body – was that he never showed a strong reaction either way to anything I did, neither like, dislike, hesitation or anticipation – even boredom I might have understood – and beaten out of him of course. Apart from that tiny frissance always there, that something wasn’t right, Jeremy was the best, most enjoyable young body I ever had the good fortune to handle. Is the best, most enjoyable… We were never lovers in any sense – another of his perfections because that way inevitably brings attempts at an ‘equal’ relationship. I was and am his ‘owner’. Once, just once, I got a clue a signal about what was driving his sexual and everyday submission and then I missed it. He was in the office working, in his rubber knickers and the jeans and boots but with his bra and the sweatshirt off because I was leaning over from behind him wanking his tits gently while I explained something on the screen before him. He just said, suddenly

“Will you really have my – my – my br-breasts made – made better? Like you said?” Longest sentence – apart from about work – for months.

“They’re very nice as they are,” and I just went on explaining why the particular author’s text we were editing was ungrammatical crap. That’s all it was – ‘Will you really have my – my – my br-breasts made – made better?’ and ‘They’re very nice as they are.’

 
Then, last November I took him with me to London and wait in the car while I went to see my investments-brokers – and I always like to have Jeremy within reach, if you see what I mean; it was when the Christmas-craze was already well underway – earlier every damn year – and the shops were vying with each other to be ‘festive’.

I’d come away from my meeting feeling I might as well stop work and retire with Jeremy to some lush spot in the sun if only to try to spend the interest. I remember sitting back in the car with a silly grin on my face, giving his thigh a squeeze, giving him a daft peck on the cheek and asking him what he wanted for a Christmas present.

“Feeling rich and generous. Whatever you like – I mean it…”
“Really. Whatever I want? Whatever I want?”

“OK. Try me…” As I said it I thought ‘he wants breast implants’ but before I could react he butted in on my thinking…

“Y-you’re rich, aren’t you? I want to be an androgyne…”

Even with my knowledge of the language ‘androgyne’ doesn’t get into the ‘ready use’ section of my vocabulary so I asked him – and he told me, sitting there in the car with my hand on his thigh. It took almost two hours – and because he wanted to be this thing and because it was in his mind the very worst, the ‘baddest’ thing, he’d ‘let me do all those things to him’. He had to, to expiate the guilt. When I’d advertised he’d known – he said – what I was really after. He’d paid someone most of his meagre life-savings to find out about me and if I might have the means – if I did, he would get them out of me somehow – to do what he wanted. He would let me do whatever I wanted with his body to expiate the guilt if there was any chance he could get me to do it. If it were possible, if it was just a question of money.
 
Jeremy wanted his face ‘done’, his lips ‘done’ his neck ‘done’. He wanted big, firm jutting and heavy breasts…

“A sex-change!” I said, stunned.
“No…” He wanted, most difficult of all but possible because he’d researched it, he wanted his legs ‘done’. He wanted his legs longer. He wanted his legs longer because a woman has longer legs, proportionately, than a man. 
“You have to insert bone in them, upper and lower legs. It’s a huge procedure…”
“Explain to me what all this is if it isn’t part of a sex-change, however sophisticated. You’re talking tens of thousands, Jeremy…”
“I want to be, have always wanted to be… I want to look like a woman but I want a fully functional penis and fully functional testes under my – my pants. I have to. It’s awful, dreadful; that’s why the guilt. But if I am, and if I’ve paid for the guilt beforehand…
“Then what, Jeremy?”
“Then, now I know you, I can live with you, I can love you and you can use me however you wish…”

 
It took seven months to find out if it was possible, it took four to find a certain Professor Doktor Möltke in Switzerland; it took three months with Jeremy in Switzerland for tests. It took two-hundred and ninety thousand pounds Sterling and another year.
 

Jeremy is a six foot, extremely attractive blonde with shoulder-length hair, brown eyes, a delicious pouty mouth, big heavy jutting breasts, legs all the way up to a hairless crotch and a surgically-enhanced penis that, relaxed, is seven inches long and an inch and a half in diameter kept during work-time in latex knickers to prevent it swinging about. We go everywhere together. What Jeremy likes best, when it’s not work-time – and quite often when it is – is for me to kiss those overripe, strawberry-soft lips, to unbutton the blouse, unclip the front-fastening bra and really handle both firm jutting breasts – before I get fantastically aroused and have the skirt up, the knickers down, shove the long suspenders aside and rape. That’s what Jeremy calls it when I masturbate his magnificent prick until I can barely get my hand round it. There’s room for my hands and Jeremy’s hands side by side around and along it when it’s fully erect. I can just get it’s great, red, cloven head in my mouth – but not if I’ve beaten her backside hard beforehand; then it’s too big and I just suck the tip…

I do what I like to and with Jeremy really, because Jeremy likes whatever I want to do. Like up her wealed backside while I reach round and wank his huge heavy prick while Jeremy uses both hands to work his superb, heavy breasts.	I never know which part of a naked Jeremy to grab first.   Still ‘mews’ when I cane his arse, though. Dunno whether it’s he mews or she mews. 
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