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PUNISHMENT




It was stiflingly hot in the small room, hotter still where the morning sun sent a blinding shaft of light through the high, barred window set up close to the arched ceiling. Valerie sat on the edge of the plank bed, hands together on the thin brown cotton of the long shift-like garment they’d given her. She was trembling, eyes closed. Outside she could hear the noises of the market-place, the cry of street traders, the ugly grunt of restless camels, all the cacophony of sounds that made up the bustling activity of any desert town. It’d been so exciting, driving from the sea so far into the desert along the caravan trail that her maps showed as a dotted line pointing into the interior. She’d finished University with good degrees, had decided to see some of the world before beginning some sort of career. Had borrowed the Range Rover from Mark, not without some difficulty, and had taken the ferry across to France, then driven south and east. Europe had been interesting, the Middle East a sudden shock of adventure. She’d been aware of the dangers of a single, twenty year old European driving alone in the empty swathe of desert kingdoms but the self-assured side of her character had stood her in good stead. She remembered lying in bed with Mark a few days before she set out. He’d wanted to come with her of course, but this was to be her own great adventure and she’d been adamant.




“There’ll be no-one with you to bail you out if you put your foot in it,” he’d said, his hands bending her naked body over the edge of the bed as she waited, eagerly, for him to push deep inside her again. “Nobody to tan your backside and make it all better.” She could hear the grin in his words as his hands parted her bottom in the warm bedroom. Parted her reddened buttocks. Mark was always finding some outlandish excuse, manufactured by herself as often as not, some contrived reason why he should punish her, though it was for her only an exciting, ritualised prelude that heightened her need for sex. It’d been the strap that time and she remembered how the thwack of it had sounded in the room and how the delicious pleasure of the beating had made her moist and suddenly full of want between her white thighs.




Valerie Chatterton could remember how being spanked by Nanny had made her feel ‘nice’ and, later, on the one occasion which she treasured in her memories like some secret jewel, the day when she’d actually been caught shop-lifting with her two brothers - just for an intellectual dare - well, Miss Shaw, their governess, hadn’t told their parents; she’d just lined all three of them up, had beaten Tom and Andrew with her, Valerie’s own school gym-shoe and then had said. “Don’t think you are immune because you’re a girl, Valerie.” The boys had been sent from the room, hastily pulling up their shorts and Valerie’d had to lift her skirt and bend over in the same way.




Probably because she was the oldest - she was well into her teens then - she’d had six to the boys’ four and it had been the strangest, oddest, most exciting discovery for her. It was then that she had discovered the extent of her sexuality, as the thin rubber sole stung and stung and stung so that she gasped with the hurt - and with the extraordinary rising anticipatory pleasure. She remembered skipping downstairs afterwards, red faced, with the feeling, the hot exciting warmth under her skirt.




Later, when she was older, she’d quite accidentally re-discovered that the feeling could be part of the sexual relationships she had, especially with Mark. He’d begun in play, and had begun by tying her wrists to the bed with his tie and belt, so that she was amazed with herself when a different version of the same feeling crawled in her spread legs. Once she’d tottered round his flat, her ankles hobbled by the dog-lead, anticipating the ‘punishment’ that would precede bed, and had found that what Mark grinningly called ‘a bit of bondage’ was a powerful turn-on for her.




Sitting in the bare cell, with Arabic graffiti scrawled across the lime-washed wall, Valerie still felt the tiny spark of the feeling as she moved her bare feet on the earth floor and the dull, long-linked chain between her ankles clinked heavily. She was chained for real this time, and the thought made her move her hips to accentuate the taste of sexuality - and the fright which itself was shiveringly pleasant. She’d never believed that they would even take her to the odd court, but they’d made a scene about her jeans and sneakers and her khaki blouse as well, and that had somehow clinched it. She’d meant nothing awful; the tall; cotton swathed tribesman who’d fixed the Range Rover when it died in the middle of the market-place had, astonishingly, dived under the burning-hot bonnet and, when he refused her delighted offer of money, she’d reached up on tiptoe and merely kissed his cheek in thanks. He’d stepped back, obviously angry and then there were people everywhere. Hustled into a dark, low building, she’d been violently harangued by someone obviously official, hustled protesting into another room, left there, locked in for the whole of the day and the night, and then hustled again into the noisy, jostling, pretence of a ‘court’. She’d not understood a word until she was very plainly finished with and another tall, dagger bristling man had taken her to this room, this cell. Valerie had lapsed into physically-violent hysterics when two more came in with the cotton shift thing and had gestured at her to remove her clothes - at least they’d waited outside the door while she tearfully obeyed. They returned with the heavy chain and she fought them again, almost screaming, as they locked it around her ankles. Before he locked her in the cell, the tall one turned at the door, looking at where she’d lain, sobbing hysterically on the bare plank bed.




“It is good,” he’d said, in contorted English. “The Elders make easy be-because you strange. Stranger. Not big punishment.”




Still sobbing, but suddenly enormously relieved to hear words she could understand, she’d stupidly knelt on the earth floor, pleading with him. “What was happening? She must be freed at once. At once.”




“You free at middle of the day, after,” he said, standing immobile by the door. “What? After what? Look, I meant no harm - he-he wouldn’t take money, a gift. I’m sorry I kissed him. I must be freed. Now.”




“You laid your face on high-person. Elders make easy for you. Just whipping.”




He’d gone and she couldn’t believe what she’d heard. Whipping? They were going to whip her? They couldn’t! And then, when her pummelling on the door and her kicking at the chain until it hurt and her hysterics had ebbed, she’d hauled herself up by the window’s rusty bars and looked into the market-place and the view had struck her with shivering understanding. The crowd was silent round the little knot of white-robed figures on the high wooden platform with its tall timber poles. Hung by her arms between the poles was a woman, a young woman in the same brown shift as her own, but it was caught up under her breasts with dark cord, so that her slender waist and round buttocks were bared. As she looked, Valerie Chatterton saw the knot of men step back, leaving one black clad figure standing by the girl. To her horror she saw that he held a long cane, at least four feet long.




Valerie Chatterton fell from the barred window in shock as the girl’s public punishment began. Fell and crouched trembling on the floor as she heard the thin crack of the cane on the girl’s bare flesh. Heard it, heard it go on and on, slowly, on and on until suddenly there was silence, broken at once by the noise of the crowd jeering and shouting. She knew at once that she was going to be caned, publicly caned in the same way and the thought ran through her so that she shook in fright.




Now she'd sat, holding herself, her mind in a confusion of images, sat on the wooden bed in the bare cell for what seemed hours. At the sound of the bolts of the door being drawn she shuddered more. Terrified, in a daze of emotion, she stood silently, shivering while the two men lifted her arms and pulled up the brown shift, looping a dark cord round her and under her breasts so that she was quite exposed to the room.She was going to be caned, out there, in the market-place in front of a hundred strangers. She would faint, she knew she would faint, scream, struggle and faint.




They led her out into the burning sun and the sounds and smells of the place, led her up the wooden steps to the two posts. The black-clad man was there with the long cane. As if in a dream she allowed them to tie her wrists high on the rough wooden poles, high, so that she was on tiptoe. Her eyes closed, the unseen crowd was suddenly silent; she heard the knot of men around her step back, their flat slippers shuffling on the bare boards, heard the black-clad figure take a breath and spit.




Valerie Chatterton didn’t scream or faint when he thrashed her bare buttocks. Valerie Chatterton gasped and gasped loudly each time the cane fell, each, each, each time the cane fell - and came and came and came, the orgasm mounting high, high, higher in her until her whole body felt as if it would die from the shattering, exquisite sexual feeling. She felt naked, wanted to be naked. Wanted it not to stop, wanted her buttocks to bleed. At the last blow she thrust her hips backwards to meet the cane, and at the straining peak or her orgasm, felt its hot, surging fluids flow from her, actually flow in pulsing, warm wetness from between her legs.









SOLILOQUY




It was not quite ten thirty before Naomi finished the ironing, and the street lights added and orange glow to the flat until she drew the curtains. Friday night was always her ‘night-in’ for the housework and for hair-washing - Friday night was sacrosanct, no going out, no visits from Ellen or Ruth, especially not from David or one of the other very temporary beaux she seemed to attract. She’d done the week’s shopping in Sainsbury’s on the way home from work as she always did on Friday evenings and had become tetchily annoyed when the overfilled plastic carrier had torn, inconveniently dropping packages onto the rain-soaked pavement. Her tights were spattered with muddy stains from the splashes of the passing traffic and there was no doubt about it, the new and flat black pumps she’d bought at lunchtime leaked cold and uncomfortably grimy rainwater between her toes. Bare legged under her grey ‘everyday’ office dress, Naomi padded about the flat, putting ironing away, tidying this, rearranging that: Ruth was coming tomorrow to go into the West End with her, clothes-shopping. Well, mostly window-gazing really. Eleven o’clock and, ensconced in the settee with coffee and powerfully calorific cream-cakes from Sainsbury’s, she watched the beginning of the late film without interest, considered trying another TV channel, finished the coffee and went through into the bathroom, shedding her clothes onto the floor as soon as she’d closed the door.




Naomi peeled off the cream Marks and Spencer bra, stepped from the cream Marks and Spencer briefs, shrugged her bobbed brown hair and stood in front of the long mirror. Naomi stood with her legs wide, feet planted flat, put her hands on her flaring hips and looked at her twenty-six-year-old body. Bathed efficiently without lingering, dried herself and padded into her bedroom. Sat on the bed naked and reached into the dressing-table drawer for the other lunchtime purchase, unwrapped the brown paper, pulled out the end of the brown strawboard carton, flung away the tissue paper and took the thing into her hands. It felt pleasantly heavy. The bedroom lamplight shone precisely on the thing’s smooth black surface, catching plaited buckles as they swung from the straps. She put it on the bed.




Naomi spread her knees and inched herself to the edge of the bed so that she could take the lips of her small cunt in the fingers of both hands and pull them gently apart, the first movement sending a small frissance of expectation into her legs. Naomi Steven’s liked her cunt; in fact Naomi Steven’s cunt was the favourite thing in her life and had been since she was still at school. It was the source of her most intimate and most powerful pleasures and she nurtured it as she was nurturing it now, this Friday night as she sat on the edge of her bed. The perfumed gelatine capsule which she so carefully thrust into it melted, flowed nicely in her, making the warm flesh slide: she watched as she always did the rich pink lips in their nest of glossy maiden-hair move, roll slowly of their own accord as the lubricating gel and the muscular touch of anticipation flowed in her parted thighs. Naomi sat, head bowed, small hands parting her legs, watching this most satisfying, private part of her react to her own anticipation, lifted one finger and moved its tip gently up, down, up over the hardened bud of her clitoris, feeling the exquisitely urgent flame stab in her. Her fingers slid now, moist with her own honey and the sour-sweet perfume of her cunt rose to her nostrils like an old friendship re-discovered. She breathed it in, eyes closed, letting it reach into her so that her bare feet pressed flatter to the carpet, so that her buttocks clenched over the sensory pleas from the tight and puckered other cunt, cosseted it, indulged it; thought about it now as she slowly and sensuously excited her body for the night’s deep sleep.




Naomi picked up the lunchtime purchase, just a little flutter of exciting fright touching her as she closed her fingers round its fatness. Round the deep-ribbed rubber, feeling the slight, slight yield of the tactile black surfaces. The straps hung and buckles jingled as she held it, as she put her nose to it and smelt the familiarly good aroma of the new, new rubber. Touched the smooth and round end to her lips, even now surprised how big it was. With a sudden movement, mouth wide, she took it in onto her tongue, tasting the new bitterness and discovered alarm that it distended her jaws. Now, she thought, and stood, legs wide, taking the thing from her warm mouth and to the curled maiden-hair.




The thick, glossy black rubber dildo parted the lips of Naomi’s cunt and, under the pressure of her hands, made to journey on. Gasping, she spread her legs wider, drew in her flat stomach as the round, round thing parted the soft flesh of her vagina, burrowing like some live thing, burrowing, stretching her until she felt the elasticity of her cunt had reached its end, until she felt the glossy circumferential ribbing of the dildo slip and slip past the muscled rings inside her, distending her. Still there were her two hands grasping the fat stem outside her as the apprehensive thrill ran and crawled in every nerve path in her body. Inside her she met obstruction, the thing was at her cervix, pushing, the honeyed flow from the wide-stretched entrance to her cunt made small, moist snicking sounds to accompany the tiny jingle of the straps.




It was all in her now, all of it, so that the broad rubber strap at its base cupped her between her legs, so that the narrowing band of thick black rubber that she reached at from behind to pull up under her prodded its curved, hard rubber rod between her buttocks. Naomi had never slept with something, anything deep inside her there and wanted it, wanted it fiercely. It slid in with little, hesitant movements as its smaller corrugations jumped the muscled ring of her rosebud sphincter, worming deep, deep into the hot darkness she imagined there. Quickly, before she was able to examine in herself the feeling that the rubber occupancy of her two cunts was detonating in her, Naomi drew tight the stretchy rubber straps, threaded buckles, pulled again. Then stood, savouring the hard, driving ecstatic magic. Moving made both pliant rubber occupants of her body shift within her, travel deeper into her; bringing her feet together with exploratory care, Naomi went through a slow and elaborate process of getting onto the bed without bending; the moving solid rubber that distended, filled her cunt felt as if it would thrust into her intestines had she done so. The risk of hurt that even restricted movement threatened added an undertow of masochistic submission to the expanding sexuality that she willed from between her legs and between her buttocks.




At last, lying on her stomach, propped on her elbows on the bed, Naomi relaxed, making small, shifting movements with her pelvis that provoked exciting movement of the two pliant rods of rubber that filled her. The phallus deep within her cunt felt like some thick, living thing that had taken a crawling possession of her, the widening pulses of orgastic excitement that clawed within her overlaid by the hard, fierce rod in her anus; they worked within her together so that each deliberate movement of her pelvis in the bed made her close her eyes in the surge that at once followed. Naomi made small sounds each time, a particularly powerful sequence of thigh-tensing pulses brought a slow smile of ecstasy to her face. She visualised the thing in her beloved cunt, moving against her muscles, moving with the walls of her vagina as she tensed, relaxed, tended; the book that she had placed by her pillow was forgotten tonight and she was unable to delay the last ritual of preparing for sleep. A long arm found the drawer of her bedside cabinet, as with raised head, her breasts just brushing the rumpled sheet, Naomi sought and found the soft, rubber treasure that she sought. Carefully, the larger and the smaller dildo within her each stabbing deeper as she moved, she turned onto her side, brought both arms up and slipped the familiar, comforting gag into her open mouth. Eyes closed while she fastened the rubber straps behind her head, her tongue sought out the life-shaped phallus that now distended her jaws, filled her mouth, pressed her tongue. The very act, the familiar act of buckling on the gag sent wave after wave of pulsing feeling through her; she lay in the bed, moved luxuriously into her easy sleeping-posture - knees bent, arms crossed, palms upon her breasts and began the slow ritual of tiny movements of her hips and pelvis that, each night, brought the exultant relief of orgasm. Beneath her palms her nipples slid out to thumb-tip sized arousal as the fluids ran inside her cunt. As the fierce, hard rod shifted deeper in her anus. The yielding rubber phallus in her mouth suppressed the rapidly increasing frequency of the sounds she made and Naomi Steven’s would have cried aloud with summiting pleasure if the familiar bulk of the gag had permitted her. The movements of her hips grew coarser, now real thrusts back and forth under the lightness of the bed’s covers. Eyes closed, she allowed herself to be swallowed by the all-encompassing sexuality as it climbed, climbed, climbed. When the longed-for but still feared explosion of orgasm came, when her cunt surged, when her moving thighs tensed in expectation, when the world heaved for her, Naomi wanted to scream. Her urgent tongue fought the firm, arched shape of the phallus fastened in her mouth and, as always because of that very thing, she came and came and came.




Naomi Steven’s slept, breathing easily through the airway through the old, comforting gag, her hips moving in her sleep to move and move the tight-strapped dildos within her. All night long. It was Friday night, Naomi’s personal, private Friday night. Since she had been at college, that long, Naomi Steven’s had found different ways of making love each Friday night. Making love to her beloved body, to her beloved cunt.









LUNCH WITH THE NEW BOSS




The place was almost empty, one of those up-market, small restaurants trying to make out that they are in the centre of Paris - tables on the pavement, striped blind, poor lighting inside. The obligatory bare boarded floor and menu chalked up hugely on each black wall. Nice though, despite it being in the tackier part of Brighton. What was I doing here? Lunching with my boss. I’d only been in the job - as his secretary - for two weeks when he announced that it was his birthday and “would I like to join him for lunch?”




I thought him old fashioned and almost ancient; well, from my twenty tender years, anything over thirty five is ancient and Mr Simmonds - Michael - is heading for fifty. Anyhow, “yes I’d like to,” was my response, the idea being to indulge him, with a view to future pay rises, so that’s why at twelve-thirty that Tuesday I was just sitting down in Cafe La Parisienne, down the street from Brighton railway station.




“I expect you’d like something to drink before we eat, Zoe,” he said, and I had thoughts that me might intend to fill me with alcohol. That’d give him enough courage to kiss my cheek, I thought, easing myself into the corner bench-seat opposite him and trying hard not to knock over the glassware with my tits. I admit that the dress was decidedly a lunch-with-the-boss item; darkest green very soft leather that shows all my shoulders and most of my tits up above and the pattern of my tights almost to my crotch below. What with conker-coloured hair to my waist and new thigh-high leather boots - the tops of which were within an inch or so of my cunt I tell you - and my best face on, I’d noticed he was knocked slightly sideways when I emerged from the office loo, and didn’t seem able to decide if it was my 38C’s or my bum that he desperately wanted to study some more. Michael Chapman, the boss, is a goodish looking fella and full of the most extraordinary old-fashioned charm, the sort that makes a girl very appreciative - opening doors, insisting on carrying things, flirty chatter that makes you feel good, not just bored. So, not that I thought that anything might happen, if you see what I mean, but I’d taken some trouble that morning before I set out for the office. Just a little red colour on my nipples, just an extra careful shave between my legs and, until my visit to the office loo before we left for lunch, I’d had my favourite go-to-town plastic love-eggs in my cunt, just to give me that nice level of awareness down there. Not, as I say, I expected anything to happen other than maybe a kissed cheek.




The meal was as good as a lunch for two in any up-market restaurant could be; a feather-light plain omelette, some marvellous spiced beef, fresh fruit, cheese, coffee - and a bottle of La Tache each, Armagnac with the coffee. I was more than comfortably fuddled and the conversation had progressed to elbows on the table, lean forward and sound as if we were exchanging deep personal secrets, both of us. In fact, so far as I can remember, we talked ‘shop’, how the Consultant Surgeons would go out of their way to block any sensible reforms in the already reformed Health Service, how the manager of a particular hospital barely had to the ability to strike a match, given simple, written instructions, the usual NHS moans.




“Thought you were going to the MADMIS meeting in Dover.” I said to him. “Your diary says it starts at two-thirty - you’re never going to make it.”




“Not going. Meant to tell you.”




“I’d better ring them when we get back then. Where will you be this afternoon?”




“In bed with you, Zoe, or at least I’d expected to be.”




Well, I was a bit taken aback. A bit. Also, I was feeling decidedly interesting down there. “Why, Mr Chapman,” I said, all little girl coy, “whatever would we be doing there?”




“Anything we can think of,” he said, busy cutting Brie for his remaining piece of bread.




“Will I have to put this down as Annual Leave?” I asked.




“What?” was the response, through a mouthful of food.




“The fucking?”




Neither of us said anything of note after that and in his car I was too confused by the wine and Armagnac to pay any attention to the fleeting thoughts I was having about what I was getting into. After all, there were quite a few more rungs on the promotional ladder that he could help me climb - later. Office gossip had it that his wife had left him over a year ago and that his son and daughter spent most of their time living with mum. Fine by me.




Can’t say I saw much of the house, a biggish place somewhere up in the expensive Upper Drive area; saw the stairs and the landing though and I did see a great deal more of the bedroom, his at least. It was all a bit matter of fact; into the bedroom and “let’s have your dress off, Zoe.” By that time I’d decided that an afternoon fucking the boss was a sight better than sitting in front of a word processor and a telephone, so I was out of my clothes almost as fast as he was out of his. He was a bit pale and just a little overweight here and there but a very presentable prick stood out from him and, to show willing, I grabbed it and pulled him to the bed. As I said, it was all rather matter of fact; I lay back, spread my legs and pulled the eager part of him towards my cunt. I do remember thinking that I had every intention of enjoying the next hour or so, a thought that was confirmed by the very presentable tool driving deep into me. Without any hanging about he was in there and his arse was pumping up and down at once, sending some very nice messages. His face was by my right ear, breathing fast and I could feel my hard nipples sliding and bumping in his chest hair. Inside about two minutes I was leaking, well flowing round his prick and enjoying the activity - until he made some brief grunting sounds and came thoroughly in two quick pules. Not so good, for I like a fuck that at least takes fifteen minutes. Still, I thought, legs spread and feeling his hand at my left tit, still, he is the boss.




I was just wondering if that was all there was to be, and feeling rather disappointed that I would have to sit at my desk after all, juicy and not at all satisfied when this thin voice said “dad?” from somewhere out of my vision range. Of course, I almost leapt off the bed, or would have if I hadn’t been supporting umpteen kilos of senior manager. Michael said something like “oh, alright then,” and slid off me, his now flabby tool dragging smearily across my thighs. Then I could see, just as the boss, getting off the sheets and standing on the pink carpet, said in an airy fashion. “This is Paul, my son.”




As you can imagine, I was taken aback somewhat. There was me, lying naked on dad’s bed, legs spread and exposing all my charms while there, across the room, was this interesting looking lad of about sixteen or seventeen, all denim jeans, denim jacket and trainers, looking with gratifying interest at dad’s secretary.




“You won’t mind, Zoe, will you? Paul’s never done much more than a knee-trembler with the odd girl. He’s come over specially.”




What was a girl to say? Especially as Master Paul was already divesting himself of the jeans and trainers and things. Dad - my boss - was already doing the opposite, getting dressed, so he obviously intended taking no further part in my immediate afternoon. His last contribution, before he took up a comfy position in the big armchair beside the dressing table, was to say to his son.




"Just get on the bed old lad. Zoe will show you." Zoe decided that she would do just that.




Now, I don’t know about you, but there’s something very pleasant about a nice slim, young white body coming over the end of the bed at you, with a positive ramrod of a tool wondering where to put itself. Can’t say I was over keen about Dad sitting there, but I decided to concentrate on the job in hand. In hand it was and quite like a carved-stone item, Master Paul’s prick.




“Come on then, Paul,” says I, feeling his cool and taut young body crouch awkwardly over me. The poor lad was trembling, probably with fright, and I had a genuine fear that he might shoot his load all over my stomach before he managed to get his circumcised rod anywhere near my very slidy cunt. Then I thought that wasn’t such a bad idea anyway. “Not so eager, young man,” I said. “Just you sit with Zoe for a minute,” and I dragged myself up into a sitting position with him between my thighs, his flushed face watching my boobs. I held one up to him. “Won’t bite you know,” I offered, taking his hand and moving his palm across my nipple. Very nice, to the extent that I could feel myself leaking onto the sheet. He got hold of my tit eagerly enough and made a sort of attempt to squeeze it, but his mind was wandering and I had decided that a preliminary wank was in order and I was acting on the decision. As I thought, after about three gentle pulls, there was clear evidence that he was about to come. “Oh,” he said, then it was my turn for surprises; a positive jet of fresh young semen sprayed my boobs and face, followed by another and another; quantities of the stuff, almost as though he was hosing me down. “Oh,” again, and then the idiot said. “Oh, I’m sorry, it’s all over your ….” Too shy to say the word.




“Tits,” I said, helpfully.




There he was, master Paul, sitting between my legs and looking down at my fingers round his still firm tool, red of face with embarrassment. Most agreeably, I could feel that there was plenty more to come - good choice of word - from there, so I spread my legs again and lay back, pressing the tip of his prick between the lips of my slippery cunt, moving it between them until he very quickly caught on. Of course it was over very quickly, quicker even than his dad, with a great deal of heavy breathing and more “oh’s,” but he was quick on the uptake was master Paul and I had the second quick but enjoyable fuck of the afternoon. That was when dad interfered.




“Good,” he says, suddenly appearing in my vision, standing by the rather dishevelled bed. “Get up a minute, son.” What now? Being the obedient employee that I was, when my boss told me to do something, I did my best to fall in with him, so when he said. “Now Zoe, turn over and up on your hands and knees” I did so. It’s not necessary to go into detail, except that master Paul did need to do a bit of exploration of my arse with his hands, while he waited for his young passions to arise again, but dad said something to the effect of “put it in her bottom” and, obligingly, the young man did just that. I like a not-too-large prick deep in my arse and his was just the right dimensions. By the time master Paul was coming his load again, I was in all sorts of states, much of the heavy breathing and the “oh’s” coming from me. Being young and inexperienced, the boy misjudged his pumping and his prick was just emerging for the umpteenth time when more lengthy jets of come spattered the cleft of my bottom, over my back and onto the sheets beneath us. I slid down onto my stomach, feeling very nicely fucked, all thoughts of the office put well away and my mind beginning to wonder if dad was considering joining his offspring on the bed. Just at that moment, providing I was allowed a few minutes breather, I had a fancy for dad in my cunt and master Paul in my arse, if such a thing could be arranged. It was not to be.




“That looks fun,” says yet another voice and, over my jutting tits and young master Paul’s bent head - he was taking a gourmet’s interest in the flavours to be found between my aching thighs, what did I see but the boss’s other offspring, Natalie. Eighteen, was Natalie, and nice to look at, despite the Lennon spectacles. This was rapidly becoming some sort of party for the Chapman family, with me as the party-gift and I looked at my boss, their father, in some curiosity. This was not at all what I’d expected when he’d invited me to lunch; a fuck with him maybe, but not to end up sitting in his bed, cold spunk trickling over me from my face to my fanny, entertaining his children as well.




“This is Natalie,” says dad.




“I know,” I replied, covering my slippery tits and closing my legs. “What is it that I’m expected to do for Natalie, or is she just here to watch? I expect at least three pay increments tomorrow for this.”




He grinned, as if three pay rises wasn’t at all impossible, and for a moment I warmed to him.




“I’d like you to undress me please,” says the young madam, approaching the bed and tossing her hair.




“No,” says I. “Whatever you have in mind my girl, you undress yourself. I’m not averse to a little groping between us, if that’s what’s wanted, but I don’t do the preliminaries - unless of course you don’t know how to undress yourself yet.” I wasn’t really feeling as heavy as that, but it just came out that way.




“Now Zoe,” says Michael - or dad - whichever you choose, “please do as you’re asked dear. Just undress Natalie, there’s a good girl.”




I’ve never been too keen on being addressed as a ‘good girl’ and made it plain, beginning to feel not only genuinely tetchy but slightly at a disadvantage, naked and spread about as I was. I helped Master Paul off the bed rather more quickly than he’d intended and explained, nicely, that there was no way I was going to strip Natalie and that I was rapidly going off the idea of the afternoon’s entertainment. Now at this point I should perhaps explain that Miss Natalie was of a decidedly artistic appearance - she did, after all, attend Art School - and that her attire seemed to consist of several layers of ‘ethnic’ garments, deliberately ragged, flower patterned trousers and bare feet in cheap Woolworths gym-shoes, the slip on black kind that are so reminiscent of early school-days. Insofar as undressing was concerned, Miss Natalie did manage to get as far as pulling off one of her shoes. It was at once appropriated by her dad. It was an entirely new experience for me to be held down over the edge of a rumpled bed by two teenagers while my arse was whacked with a school gym-shoe, an experience that began with a great deal of loud disbelief on my part, then protest and then a succession of “ow’s” as I was, as the senior Chapman explained, “given a good beating for my disobedience.” It most certainly hurt, but I was pleasantly surprised to learn that the effect of that worn rubber sole on my bottom was to make me curiously amenable to not only undressing Miss Natalie, but even more amenable to sampling the delights of her extremely energetic body. In retrospect, and I mean after just a dozen seconds recovering, I decided that I liked the very positive feeling in my arse; the glow spread very nicely thank you all over the place, and not just a few times during the next hour or so I was close to some deliberate ‘disobedience’ with a view to getting over the edge of the bed voluntarily. However, it just didn’t happen. I was, after a time, far too busy with Miss Natalie experimentally shoving things into my cunt - I remember the very cold cucumber that was fetched from a fridge - while dear young Paul knelt over me and eased his rock-hard prick into my mouth. My word, that lad could come. Damn nearly filled my mouth, so that I had to swallow fast in order to be able to breathe. My dear boss meanwhile, just looked on.




When eventually the Chapman party was over, due to sexual exhaustion on the part of Paul and Natalie, never mind yours truly, Master Paul thought it a good wheeze to give me a shower; very nice of him, but he thought it an even better wheeze to make me keep the well-used cucumber in my arse while he did it. Michael took me back to the office would you believe, merely saying that I’d been “very helpful Zoe” and that he’d look at my salary grading “before the end of the week." Damn good thing I have an office of my own, as I found sitting down could only be achieved with care; my legs were decidedly watery and my arse stung. At home in my flat in the evening, I was quite excited by the deep red footprints on my arse from the Woolworth's gym-shoes. Excited to the point that I spent an introspective evening lying about with the bigger of the two vibrators in one place and the smaller in the other. Very enjoyable.









SHOE SHOP




You wouldn’t believe how nervous I was by the time it came to start closing up the shop. I was actually shaking. So much so that the last customer, a disagreeable old dear, got really irritable with me as I kept on producing yet more shoes for her in the wrong sizes. No that it made much difference to her - she insisted she wore a size five and anyone could see she’d have to cram her deformed toes into a six and a half. My hands were actually, actually trembling as I locked the shop door behind her and drew down the ‘closed’ blind. Now I was in for it. First job, first three weeks and I’d made such a mess of the till that Fiona had been told to take payments for me until I got it right. I supposed I’d made more mistakes that afternoon, as it was Fiona’s afternoon off and I was on my own. Except of course, for Miss Eve. It was because of Miss Eve, the manageress, that I was in such a state. Miss Eve is tall and blonde and efficient and very strict, even if she does have a smile that, well, makes me feel I’d like to hug her sometimes. Not much of a smile last Saturday at cashing-up though.




“Now, Zoe, this just won’t do,” she began, and got icier and icier as she went through the cash and the till rolls. I felt just as though I was back at school and in trouble with the Head.




“Yes, Miss Eve, I’m sorry Miss Eve,” standing there by the counter feeling quite awful. I mean, it’s my own silly fault, I know - I just rush things because I’m nervous and it’s my first job. Then on Monday it’d been worse, even though we’d had fewer customers and I caught Miss Eve watching me with a frosty look on her face. I was ‘on trial’ anyway and by the end of the week, that’s today, I knew how well I’d done.




“Come and see me after we close on Friday,” she said, “there’s a matter we must deal with.” Any other time I’d have been quite excited to be called to her office - I think she’s one of those very special sort of people who make you feel warm towards the, but this was different. I mean, I’d let her down, let alone me.




So I was in all sorts of a state when I took my shop overall off and walked back to her office door after turning off the shop lights. I was going to get a long and awful telling off, I was going to be made to feel guilty and in the wrong and then I’d get the sack. I wanted, wanted to stay working for her and I’d made a mess of it. I owed the till something like twelve pounds, and there wouldn’t be much left of my pay after she’d taken that and the cost of the new shoes I stupidly bought from stock. There’d be the awful, humiliating bit of opening my pay-packet and paying her and then she’d probably say I should look for another job. ‘but not in a shop Zoe’ - or else she’d just say I had to go. Then I’d have to tell Mum and Sis who would be all superior because of her posh secretary job and I’d be miserable. I knocked.




“Come in.” She was standing by the filing cabinets, holding papers in her hand and I saw my original letter of application for the job amongst them. She was going to sack me. I stood there, blushing like a schoolgirl, and stammered.




“Y-You wanted to see me, Miss Eve?”




“How long have you worked for me, Zoe?”




“Uh - three weeks Miss.!”




“And in all that time, how often have your takings been correct at cash-up, Zoe?” She was still standing by the cabinets, looking at me and my legs were turning to water.




“Not very often, Miss. I’m - I’m sorry Miss.” I sounded more and more like some fourth-former.

It was as bad as I’d thought, worse. She went through every day’s till rolls, pointing out my stupid mistakes.

“It really won’t do, Zoe, will it?” There was a slight smile and I had this flicker of hope that she wasn’t going to sack me. By the time she’d got through all three weeks I was staring at my feet, my hands clasped together and moist with nervous apprehension.




“We’re going to put a stop to it, aren’t we Zoe?”




I didn’t know what to say to that, except. “Yes, Miss.”




She walked forward to her desk and shoved all the papers and things into a filing basket, putting the whole lot on her chair so that the desk was bare. I dreaded what was obviously to come; I would have to sit down with her for ages and go embarrassingly through all my mistakes, be shown my stupidity, have all the till rolls spread out all over the desk while she made me feel worse and worse. Then she would ask me for the twelve pounds and the money for the shoes and maybe give me one more week - or the sack.




She looked up from clearing her desk and looked me up and down with a smile on her face. It made me feel very strange. She was going to help me, she was that kind and gentle, but she couldn’t know how awful it was going to be for me. If only I could make it like school and well, stay in for an hour or write lines or something, so that when it was over the whole thing would be forgotten and I’d start again.




“Wait there a moment, Zoe,” she said and went to the office door. On the way past me she touched her long, slim hand to my shoulder in a gesture of real affection. I knew then she wouldn’t sack me. She went out and I stood there, still shaking, apprehensive but with the oddly nice feeling she’d given me with the smile and the touch of her hand. I heard her rustling something in the stock-room just outside her office - and couldn’t imagine what she’d gone for.




Miss Eve came back into her office with a bright smile on her face, looking at me.




“Now Zoe, I shan’t ask you to repay the till shortages and you don’t have to pay for your new shoes until the end of the month you know.” I was still looking at my feet, hardly taking in what she had said. She’d moved to the side of her bare desk as she went on. “Now my dear, this is going to help you get things right and tomorrow you can try taking your own till money again. It’s the best way you know, any time we have any little difficulties, isn’t it?”




I looked up at her with my face still burning from blushes and my legs watery. She was gesturing at the bare desk with one hand, smiling at me. Gripped tightly in her right hand was a black school plimsoll she’d taken from stock.




“Y-Yes, Miss Eve,” I heard myself stammer as I moved towards the bare desk, my trembling hands behind me, lifting my skirt. I cannot begin to describe the feelings rising up in me as she took my briefs down. I hoped it wouldn’t be over too soon. I really did. I hoped it wouldn’t be over too soon.









MIRROR IMAGES




Michael Rambert liked weekends. Particularly Saturdays. He’d been down to the Marina and had finished the work on the boat - they were taking her to France for three weeks next Saturday and were both looking forward to a leisurely time pottering in and out of the small Brittany harbours, of eating at tables outside small cafes, plenty to drink and exploring. His French was adequate, Jenny’s was near perfect to the extent that she could even converse with the locals in Brittany, could even dredge up Breton words. His mid-year bonus had been almost two and a half grand and Jenny had her first money from her pay-rise. They’d been to the theatre this evening and had eaten out very well - he felt just a little muzzy from the two bottles of claret they’d managed to consume. The two of them were so good together, the marriage was so magical that he sometimes felt unable to separate their two personalities. Jenny said the same; the felt as if they interchanged somehow. He shrugged off his jacket and sat on the bed to take off his shoes. They’d already had a long, sensual embrace downstairs and he could detect hurry in the sounds his wife was making in the bathroom. Dropping clothes onto the big chest by the window, Michael drew the curtains and, putting glasses, bottles and cigarettes by the bed, turned the lights down low and slid under the huge duvet, sexual anticipation rising in his thighs.




Jenny came in, trailing a bath towel, tall, slender, quite naked and grinning at him. “Hope you’re feeling energetic,” she said, dropping the towel. He thought her breasts were terrific, always had. They were really quite big, but firm as firm and tilted upwards so that her nipples almost stood upright when she was aroused. Like now. He flung back the duvet, his body lying straight up and down the dark sheet, legs parted and she sat suddenly beside him, looking down at him. There was a faint gloss of perspiration on her pale skin, either from the warm bathroom or from her sexual arousal as she bent over, her long blonde hair curtaining his face as she kissed his mouth. First softly, quickly, then, as she leant closer, she opened her lips to engulf his, her hot tongue in his mouth, probing, moving, thrusting against his. She smelt wonderful. It was always good. Particularly good aboard the yacht, or it was now. The first little sailing boat they’d had, used to rock alarmingly at her moorings when they made love. Good in the kitchen, the lounge, the bathroom where they frequently found themselves against or on tables, in the big settee, against the sink even. Not so good in the Jag, as the patterned splash stains on the pigskin seats reminded him. But always best on the big bed; it was there that their long lovemaking brought on the odd fusion of their personalities so that it seemed as if he were Jen and she was Michael.




Jen’s long slim body eased over him and he felt her nipples on his chest, her tense thighs brushing his. She slid over to lie beside him, lips to his ear and a hand tracing lightly down to his stomach and into the curled black hair. She was giggling very slightly as she touched him and urgency rose in him. This was going to be along, slow one he thought, long and slow with their bodies and minds intertwined, becoming more and more aroused. He turned to her, kissed her lips again and inched his way down the bed until he could take a breast in his mouth, the hard nipple on his tongue. She liked that. He liked that. They began to move, roll together slowly, legs between legs, hands between legs, between buttocks, mouth on mouth taking warm saliva. He kissed her breasts and stomach and moved partly over her to reach lower with his lips, inhaling the Jan perfume, letting his tongue reach to taste the Jen taste while she, almost head to tail with him now, reached round and trailed a finger between his taut buttocks, deep, deeper. He felt and heard her such her fingers and the hand was back there again, a finger at the rosebud buried there, then slowly deep within him.




They touched, kissed, tasted, held each part of each other’s bodies, moving slowly on the bed until he was unable to discern whether the taste in his mouth was that of her or of himself, whether the fingers in tight curled hair between legs were hers or his. Their breath came longer, deeper as they moved; he knelt over her, she over him and her hard breasts gleamed wetly in the low light. “Mike,” she breathed, her lips on his chest as she knelt between his widespread legs. Her hand was on the hair below his stomach now and he felt the sudden fire as other lips parted. She was big. She pressed gently, then harder between the wetting lips and slid hard and long and deep, deep into him, invading him as he lifted his buttocks off the bed for her. Slender hands pressed on the bed each side of this head and her hair hanging, swaying, she moved hugely back and forth within him, filling him with her firm, warm flesh, moving more and more, with more and more urgency inside him deep down there. He closed his eyes to reach for the depths of the feeling, heard the sounds of her thighs on his and felt that the long staff she had within him filled his body and mind. "Oh," she said, simply, her face for a moment low and close to his. "Oh," and he felt her flow into him as his body flowed from every part of him wetly deep within him. She lay gently down on him and he felt his breasts under her.




"Love you," he said.




"Love you," she said later as his broad hand grasped her, moved slowly on the warm column between her legs and as she filled his mouth with her, swallowing the salt volume that flowed and flowed and flowed. And "oh," one of them said as she or he knelt on the rumpled bed and she or he drove deep and slow into the rosebud between round white buttocks.




They fell apart and slept a while until he woke, reaching down to ease his fingers into the warm, deep place between his legs, not surprised to find it wasn't deep but rising, firm, jutting. It didn't matter to Michael Rambert which he found between his legs, so long as Jen was beside him.









LOVE STORY




It was the second day of my first job. I’d left school only two months before and I was in a nervous panic as post-room assistant at the big Dental Supplies firm in Brighton; nervous panic because all sorts of people I didn’t know kept bringing arm-loads of small parcels that had to be recorded and then franked for the post. I’d never used a franking machine before and at the rate I was managing to work it I thought I’d never deal with even half the growing pile of packages in the day. The first day I’d had Mrs Mitchell, the Supervisor, to work with me all day and hadn’t done too badly - she’d said I’d be ‘fine’ - but working on my own was very different and nothing seemed to go right. I already had five franking-slips which I’d keyed into the machine wrongly and I didn’t know what to do about them. It was then that this girl came in with a trolley, just like a supermarket trolley, positively loaded with tiny parcels; my stomach turned over at the sight of them.




“Er - is this where I bring these?” she asked. “I’m afraid it’s my first day here ...”




“Yes,” I said, trying to sound confident and as if I’d worked there for ages. “They go on that bench.” We transferred the parcels together, each as nervous as anything.




“Bye,” she said, trundling the trolley out through the doorway. The only thing I can remember thinking about her afterwards was a moment of envy; she was wearing brand new Nike Pump trainers that were startlingly obvious against the dark grey factory overalls and I’d spent months of disappointment, discovering I couldn’t possibly afford a pair. The Levis and the new Converse basketball boots were all I’d been able to afford the previous Saturday.




I got through that day by staying in the post-room through my lunch hour, feverishly catching up with the recording and franking and Mrs Mitchell seemed pleased enough when she came down at five o’clock. The old chap called Ted came for the franked parcels and grumbled about there being ‘one helluva lot of ‘em’ as he loaded his van, so I felt a little better. Perhaps there were usually less, perhaps I was going to deal with each day’s packages with ease. On the way home in the but I thought about the girl and the Nike Pumps - perhaps I could persuade Mum to miss my first week’s contribution to the housekeeping. Perhaps on Saturday I could be extravagant ‘for my first pay packet’ and buy some. I thought about the girl with the trolley, a small pretty brunette - she’d smelt good and I tried hard to guess the perfume. She’d had short, rounded fingernails like a kid. At home, over tea, Mum said maybe at the end of the month and ‘dunno why you have to spend seventy pounds on shoes, ugly great things seventy pounds I ask you, where’s the salt’.




She came with her trolley at about five to twelve next morning, bright and smiling. “Not so many today,” and began to unload them. I did a quick look to see that the coveted white trainers were still there. “I’m Kerry,” she said, “you been here long?”




I tried to think of a way to avoid giving out that I was as new as she was, but failed. “Started Monday. I’m called George.”




“Oh.” She grinned at that. “S’m lunchtime - do you go out for lunch?”




Mum’d made me sandwiches and there were two tins of Coke in my bag: I’d not touched either the day before when I was panicking about the parcels. “Haven’t decided,” I mumbled, shoving at the pile of packages on the bench to stop them sliding off.




“I’ve got sandwiches - and things,” she said. “I’m going across to the park as soon as I’ve put the trolley back.”




That was how it began really. Every day during the first part of that terrific summer, when it was in the eighties for weeks on end, Kerry and I took our lunch break across the main road in Saunders Rec, sitting on a bench in the quiet, unfrequented corner by the disused tennis courts, eating our packed lunches and talking about work and our likes and dislikes. At first we were just friends-at-work, without any overlap into our evenings and weekends. That September brought Kerry’s birthday and I took a card and a small present to work, giving it to her while we ate lunch in the park, sitting close together in the autumn sunlight. She kissed my cheek quickly, pressing even closer to me and I wanted to kiss her soft mouth in return but she blushed and turned away.




A week later Kerry and I went together to the cinema - Terminator II - and held hands in the scary bits. I kissed her then, with my hand in her hair, kissed her soft, warm lips and wondered at the flood of new excitement that flowed in me. And in her. Kerry and I saw very little of the film.




Last year we got the flat, three rented rooms high up in Fourth Avenue in Hove. We’d never been really, totally alone with each other in our own place until then and there wasn’t any doubt about what we both wanted to do to celebrate closing the door on the outside world. We sat on the bed grinning nervously at each other. I gently unfastened her coat, took off her clothes; she took off mine, both of us with our eyes still down in nervousness. I’d felt but not seen her breasts - they were round and firm and her dark nipples rose as usual, quickly under my fingers. I saw for the first time her curled maiden-hair glinting in the light of the bedside lamp. We kissed, hands on each other’s bodies close, feeling cold. Stretched out together, close together, lips to lips, toes to toes, still feeling cold and felt the growing surge of urgent sexuality warm us.




We did everything that first night, the next night, the next night. Went to work each day no different to onlookers, went home and once inside the door, reached hungrily for each other. Went to bed early, late, in the middle of a Saturday, suddenly on Sundays. Our hands, tongues, lips, cheeks were perfumed with the bitter-sweet moistures of our love. That first night I whispered to her, my lips to a warm, erect nipple, my fingers deep within her. “Kerry, I love you.”




Her hand was in my hair, pressing my face to her breast, her small strong fingers with their blunt nails reaching down for me, sending more and more aching waves of sensation into me. We came and came that night, repeatedly and together, crying out. Woke next morning with out legs and arms entwined, faces close on the tumbled pillows. Breast to breast we lay, touching, making slow love and smiling into each other’s eyes. “Love you Kerry,” I said.




“Love you Georgina,” she whispered, her fingers in my maiden-hair, then deep within me, moving.









MICHAELA




Michael glanced around the kitchen, making sure that the room was as tidy as it should be and mentally checking that the meal was cooking evenly. It would be thirty minutes before the food was just about ready, thirty or forty minutes before John came home from the City; just time to get ready. He went lightly upstairs to his bedroom, peeling off his cardigan as he went. The house was pleasantly warm now - he turned the central heating down during the day as Michael had complained about having it on unnecessarily. The dark red dress unbuttoned down the front and, pulling it off, he hung it in the wardrobe together with the white waist-slip, feeling the silk against his fingers. His feet hardly hurt at all these days, although at first the four inch heels Michael liked him to wear had almost crippled him. Cool air moved over his shaved legs as he sat on the bed and carefully rolled down his stockings, putting them carefully over the chair back with the white rubber suspender belt. The bra with its padding went on the chair seat - for a moment Michael cupped his hands under the soft skin of his chest, imagining: perhaps next month he would have real breasts if John decided he could afford the treatment. Michael thought it would probably hurt. The white rubber knickers were always a bother to get off, as they clung to his skin hotly: he turned them inside out and sniffed at the crotch to make quite sure there was no sweaty smell.




Michael stood in front of the long mirror and brushed his long dark hair until it hung glossily to his shoulders: he looked OK and he could feel no stubble on his face or his legs, none between his legs. He held the limp thing there between finger and thumb and felt round its root - smooth as smooth. The bathroom provided talcum powder and perfume. He applied baby-oil behind him and felt his buttocks slide pleasantly as he moved, cleaning his teeth and under his arms. The last things were the red rubber beach shoes; he looked once more at his naked body in the mirror, then went quietly downstairs again to continue with the meal.




John was a little late but the give-away of the garage door closing allowed Michael time to get the evening meal on the table before the side door opened and John’s hand ruffled his hair. Everything was ready when John came downstairs again, his grey suit exchanged for jeans and a tee shirt. Michael was quizzed on what he’d been doing during the day and, relieved that John had enjoyed the food, he got up from the sticking leather of his chair and took plates to the kitchen to make coffee. Leaning over the sink to fill the percolator, he felt the coldness of the woodwork touch him along his thighs and on the soft projection between his legs as he heard John get up from his chair and come into the kitchen behind him. Quickly he set up the percolator and switched it on, then, without the time to go elsewhere, leant over the kitchen top with his legs apart, feet on tiptoe in the thin rubber shoes, hands flat on the cold surface either side of him. John’s jeans brushed his bare legs at the back of his thighs and warm, strong hands held his hips. John was inside him in a moment, hot and big, curled hair brushing and pressing against Michael’s buttocks as John, silent, pushed deep and pulled back, pushed deep again. He must have had a good day at the office to be so eager.




The cool fluid pulsed into him and Michael stood still while John withdrew - it only hurt a little. He knelt and turned as the deep voice said “here you are,” John was still big, warm as Michael’s mouth engulfed the faintly acrid saltiness of his owner, cleaning the full flesh.




At bedtime, after he’d bathed John and John’s strong, rubber-gloved hands had relieved his own small staff into the loo, he slid into his nightdress and lay under the big duvet ready for the long lovemaking. Saturday tomorrow and the new thrill of shopping in Tesco’s, wearing a blouse and jeans and his sky-blue sneakers, the red leather jacket. Being addressed as ‘Miss’. Once, the check-out girl had made some remark that showed she thought he was John’s daughter: being five feet four to John’s six feet had helped. He lay in the bed and smiled briefly - what would the girl have thought if she’d known about the thing that lay so softly under the red latex briefs. Michael worked with his hand down there as he lay, listening to John shaving. John liked to find him erect and ready, even after the moments over the loo and the big rubber-gloved hands pulling at him. It was all so different now: first a filing-clerk in John’s City office, then the weekend home with him. The bad time when he’d spent a day and a night tied to this same bed; the crack of John’s belt, the first silk underwear. The buzz of John’s razor stopped and Michael threw back the duvet, stretched his hands above his head to the head of the bed and lay straight, hoping that part of him was standing stiffly, hoping he hadn’t missed any stubble on his body. He was always very careful: the belt hurt, even though these days it made him come onto the bedroom rug.




John came into the room, the thick black hair on his chest, on his arms and between his legs gleaming in the lamplight. Michael saw that his owner was completely aroused; the warm, strong body slid into the bed beside him and he reached both his slender hands to encircle the muscular column that pushed against his slender, white-skinned hips. John’s hand, in his hair, pushed Michael’s head down the bed and the lad opened his lips, moistened them and tasted the warm flesh he had learned to love.









MARCUS




I think I fancied Marcus the first time I saw him. He was at a party sometime last year and then I saw him again in the Shepherd's Arms this summer. Biggish, dark chap although there was nothing much else you could say about him at once. In the pub he was well in charge of a younger chap with equally dark hair, but not too busily occupied that he couldn’t look at me with obvious interest. We smiled at each other and during the evening he brought me a drink, that’s about all. Last week he was in the pub again, alone, and made a point of coming across to me as I sat by myself looking around to see what was on offer. There wasn’t much to it really.




“Come round to my place,” he said, “just around the corner,” so I did. Nice comfortable flat and an obviously well-used bedroom - drinks to hand and so forth. He was very good with his hands, starting on my shoulders as soon as we got inside the door. As I said before, Marcus is the type that takes charge and I was standing there in my black nylon briefs and nothing else while he, having done nothing more than slip off his jacket, said nice things about my white skin and how smooth it is. While we were helping ourselves to his alcohol at the sort of dressing-table cum bar beside the bed, he slipped his hand down inside my briefs and kneaded a bit, producing the beginning of a hard.




“Nice one,” he said, “bit on the small side,” putting his glass down and pulling my briefs down to have a good look. I was jutting a bit and, being quite willing, pushed myself forward into his hand, just wondering a little if I was to be the only one naked. He liked the fact that I was shaved and held my balls in a warm hand while he wanked me until I’d got a really stiff one going.




“Anything special you like?” he asked, letting go of me and swallowing whisky. He slid a hand round between the cheeks of my rear. “Big here?” he asked, a finger probing.




“Enough,” I said.




“Hop into bed then.”




I slipped rather than hopped, finishing my drink while he pulled off his clothes at last, back to me. I wondered if he was either shy because he had a little ‘un - maybe just shy in some way. I was putting my glass on the bedside table when he turned and very quickly slid under the duvet so I missed a frontal view. He had one of those taut, strong bodies, rather hairy, that feel hard against you.




I’m not the kissing sort and nor, as it turned out, was he; the strong hands got hold of me again so I thought I’d do the same and see what nice offering he had between his legs. That’s when I thought he was wearing some sort of giant dildo. I’m not particularly small but I couldn’t touch fingers and thumb round the hot pole that came to my hand. I took my hand off and tried again and heard him laugh.




“Want to see,” he said, and flung back the duvet. It was the most massive thing I’d ever imagined, every inch of ten inches long but so fat round it looked like some rolling pin. Circumcised. He could have worn a sock on it and filled the sock. No way was that going any place in me. Nice under the hand though and I put both my hands to it, grasping round it and not really believing what I could feel. Well, no point in rambling on; I managed to get the hot end of it in my mouth at his request, just. There wasn’t room for my tongue to move much so I did what I could, leaning over him with both hands round it and wondering what he did with it usually. I found out because he must have been on full cock; he shot his load into my stretched gaping mouth. Shot it down my throat, filled my mouth so that his spunk spurted out round it, ran over my lips, ran, not dripped, down my chin, ran down my chest and pooled on the sheet between his legs. I backed off, spluttering and it jetted a thick column, thick as a pencil, past my eyebrows and all over both of us. Felt and looked like a pint or more; warm and tasty is fine but you don’t expect to drink it like a pint of beer. I didn’t know what to say and certainly didn’t want the thing anywhere near my backside. I was sliding and slipping against him as it ran over us. Said I’d made a nice job of it which was generous; I was in several states of nerves. I suppose he was used to that sort of reaction for he laid off for a while, just jerking me slowly off, then put his mouth to me and sucked until I delivered my best for him to taste.




That was about it really. I was there for another hour before he drove me back to my place and left me. It wasn’t quite all though. Walking is going to be difficult, as I’m sore as hell, but for the next hour or so that evening I wasn’t thinking of walking. I spent the time sitting on the loo feeling exactly as if I had the runs, not just leaking but squirting volumes of him. Just as I crawled gingerly into bed another lot came and I had to crawl back to the bathroom again. That was Wednesday. This is Friday. Pub night again. Anyone got a three inch butt-plug? Diameter I mean.









THE DREAM




It's always the same dream. Sometimes twice in a week, sometimes not for months; it begins exactly the same way and ends abruptly, leaving me to wake with the detail still clear in my mind. Quite suddenly, as it begins, I am aware that it is 'moving day', the day in my childhood when my aunts and I moved house from Sussex to Yorkshire. That was a real event; they weren't really aunts but I had been evacuated from home in London during the war and when my parents died the two women who'd taken me in became my unofficial foster 'aunts'. So you see I can date the day I dream about; it was in October 1947 and I was into my earliest teens. As the dream begins, part of my mind is suddenly aware of a curious excited anticipation: I like my dream. The only other part of the dream I can connect with reality is the country lane I am walking down - it still exists, leading from the cottage to the fork in the road and eventually to the village. The rest is complete imagination, dredged up from unreality. I feel myself in my slim young body and what I see in my dream is from the five feet high eyeline I had at that age. I know it is moving day somehow, and I know the removal van had loaded up and left for Yorkshire and that somehow we are to follow in the car. I am on some sort of last minute errand to pay a bill for there is an old fashioned ten shilling note and a piece of paper in my gloved hand. It is cold and raining just a little, the hedges dripping with moisture and puddles lying in the lane. I feel intensely happy, an extraordinary warm, secure feeling as if I was an infant and it was Christmas Day, as if there were excitements to come that I had been waiting for and this was the day. I am actually skipping down the lane. In my dream there comes a point where my foot lands with a broad splash in a muddy puddle and I look down to see red muddy water running off my tall white rubber wellingtons. I know they are brand new and for a moment I feel bothered that they'll spoil, or that my cream woollen winter stockings are splashed. I am very aware of my clothes, in fact this consciousness of what I'm wearing in the dream is one of the most predominant and detailed parts. I can feel my thick green winter skirt drag against the cream wool that keeps my legs warm and I can feel it brushing against them as I walk; the suspenders that keep them up slide against my thighs as I walk, run, skip with the strange anticipatory excitement. I cannot feel them, save for a close warmth, but I know that under my skirt and under a white underskirt with broderie anglaise at the hem are white knickers - knickers in those days, briefs hadn't been thought of yet. White rubber knickers. I am sure of that, for my awareness of them is the same in every dream. Somehow I know they reach the middle of my thigh, are very full and have white bands round my legs. I have a blouse which I feel is white, a white roll-neck jumper, a green rubberised mackintosh with a hood that has fallen back, for I can feel my rain-wet pony-tail at the back of my neck and as I skip it swings round, on and off my cheeks.




In the dream I go on down the lane in this excited state, seeing the high beech and hawthorn hedges and the field gates, feeling my clothes and real excitement, as if something is about to happen that day. I look down at my glossy white rubber boots splashed with the red muddy rainwater, see my cream wool clad knees moving and the green skirt, see and feel the pleasant bulge in the front of my mackintosh and am aware of my first bra, new that morning, white rubber, like my knickers.




And then there is, every time, a sort of muddled series of images in the dream, images of some small shop in the village and of paying a bill and of a small bespectacled man, elderly, saying clearly. "Ullo Miss, you a stranger, ain't seen you before." And then I am walking back to the cottage with a half-crown and a penny change in my hand. Walking back slightly breathless and warm as the sum comes out very yellow, lighting up the lane. At this point in the dream I begin to feel a proud feeling with the excited happiness, as if I am near to achieving something very important. Suddenly, in the way of dreams, I have arrived back at the cottage and am in the porch, sitting on the wooden bench and changing my rubber boots. I can clearly feel their smooth white surfaces and smell the gentle perfume of rubber. The very last image of the dream is of myself standing up in my green house-shoes, ballet pumps really, with the skirt swirling against my legs as I take off the rubberised mackintosh and hang it up by the door, another exciting waft of the perfume of rubber in my nostrils. The dream ends right there, every time.




I have tried for a very long time to make sense of the images, the senses and feelings in the dream. I can place the date of the move to Yorkshire, I can identify the lane. The cottage is still there, much altered, with an ugly flat roofed extension built on in the sixties. There are no photographs or papers from that period, not that refer to me anyhow, and all had been a mystery until yesterday, since when the mystery has become even more odd and I have been in a state of absolute confusion. I live alone in the house in Yorkshire now, both my 'aunts' having passed away from sheer old age, a year apart. Yesterday was Sunday: today is Monday and this afternoon Richard is coming to tea. Richard is a nice young man who has been angling to get me alone with him for weeks now - it's quite exciting to have a beau for the first time and I expect he'll want to kiss me. I want him to - I've never had a man kiss me before. What an awful confession to make!




Well anyway, yesterday. I have been thinking of selling the cottage in Yorkshire for some time now, and moving back down South - although Richard may have other ideas, not that he's said anything. Yesterday afternoon I decided to have a look and see what was in the loft, under the roof. I had coffee and put on my big red rubber pinny to protect my dress, as it's very cobwebby up there. I should have taken off my stockings, for I ladderred both while I was struggling with the ladder to the trapdoor. I must have looked a sight, with a silk square over my hair to keep the mess out. There wasn't much to see, just junk really, picture frames and so forth, but in a suitcase right under the eaves were a pile of yellowed bills and a dusty, faded photograph album. It dated from 1942, the very first year I was sent into Sussex to my 'aunts' as a refugee. The cover had a title and Aunt Caroline's scrawled writing - 'Our little Refugee, August 1942'. That was me. Inside were perhaps half a dozen photos that I now have on the kitchen table in front of me. I am very confused. They are quite plainly of me, for it is my face and figure and I recognise the small suitcase in the one taken at the Sussex station. I had just got off the train and am standing there looking anxious, with a prominent 'refugee' label giving my destination, tied to the lapel of my jacket. Grey flannel jacket, grey shirt, dark school tie, grey flannel shorts, grey socks and brown sandals, like any schoolboy. Boy! In the next photo I am sitting in open-necked grey shirt on a chair in the aunt's cottage, with sun streaming in from the small windows, my sandals changed for gym-shoes, still looking anxiously unhappy.




Three other photos are much the same as the first two, showing me in shirt and shorts in the garden. The last photo was loose in the back of the album, not tucked into the little slits in the pages as the others were. On the back is pencilled 'P - 1945'. I am standing in the big bedroom, smiling at the camera, hands behind my back and looking up. I'm wearing just a very full pair of pale coloured knickers, knee-length white socks and strap and buckle - sort of T-bar - canvas shoes, probably blue and white. My hair is most awfully long. You can probably begin to understand why I am so confused. There is one other thing that I wasn't going to mention as I find it so difficult, but it will help you to understand. I hope Richard will. It is the note that was still in its envelope, under the photograph album in the loft. It's addressed to my 'aunts' and dated the day I travelled all alone to live with them in 1942. It doesn't say very much, except the last paragraph, all in my long-dead father's tiny handwriting.




'Peter will arrive at Haywards Heath station at 2.34 pm from Victoria; you will easily recognise him for he is wearing his grey school suit. We are very grateful to you both for kindly offering to look after out son at this terrible time. I hope he soon settles down and is no trouble to you, although of course, you have my agreement that you may deal with any problems which arise, as you wish.'




Richard will be here soon and I have a headache. I've taken aspirin - I hate taking any medicine. I suppose that's from when I was young; my aunts were always giving me injections 'to help you grow, dear'. And rubbing my breasts with the cream that they always complained of costing so much. I was very poorly indeed just after we'd moved to Yorkshire - had to have an operation on my 'waterworks' that left me hobbling about wide-legged for weeks. There's still a round scar there, just round the little round opening you pee from. Well, we pee from. Richard's will be different of course. I've seen pictures.









CHRISTINE BROWNE




Christopher Browne didn’t want to get out of bed, or rather, he wanted to get up and get dressed but he didn’t want to go downstairs yet. He could hear his mother bustling about in the kitchen and his older sister Vicky making splashing sounds in the bathroom but he decided he couldn’t face Vicky and - if she’d told Mum about last night - well, he’d rather not face Mum. Today was the first day of the summer holidays, almost his last school-holidays, and last night, after his bath, he’d gone into Vicky’s room to look for his old Atari game-cassette. Gone in just wrapped in a towel, for he knew she was downstairs talking to Mum. Once in, he’d resisted his secret temptation for at least three minutes and then, at the sight of his sister’s pale blue knickers on the bed, had quickly drawn the soft fabric up his legs and had paraded himself in front of her mirror. It wasn’t the first time he’d done so, not by a long way and the feel of the soft, cool cloth was as oddly exciting as ever. He’d turned to try to see his own back view in the mirror, only to see Vicky in the doorway, watching him. She’d just put her hands on her hips and had said she’d have them back when he’d finished with them and, crimson of face, he’d wrapped the towel round himself, had struggled out of the blue knickers outside her door, flung them back in and fled to his room. Ever since, even waking up in the night to it, he’d imagined Vicky telling Mum. Now it was morning and if he met either of them before he could get out of the house, well, he’d find out. It was already past nine o’clock so he was going to have to chance it.




Mum came into his room before he could, Mum followed by Vicky all long hair and new jeans. “Good morning, Chris.” It was unlike his mother to be so jovial. “Good morning, Chris.” It was totally unlike his big sister even to be polite. “Time you were up out of bed you know.”




“Yes Mum. I was just going to …”




“And what are you planning to wear today?” she asked, all bright smiles. At once he knew that Vicky had told Mum, and his face burned with what he knew were visible blushes.




“Dunno,” he mumbled. “Not sure.”




“Oh but we are,” said Mum, just as brightly. “Aren’t we, Vicky?”




“Oh yes, Mum.” His sister had moved closer to the bed and was grinning too: Christopher had a moment’s dread feeling that he was going to be made to put knickers on in disgrace. He couldn’t, not in front of them. He couldn’t.




At first it was much worse. They both dressed him, as if he was a kid. He didn’t know where to put his hands, except over his genitals, and caught Vicky having a sideways look.




“Now we’ll start with these,” Mum said. “We know you like these, don’t we?” ‘These’ were navy blue cotton knickers, the sort that Vicky wore to school and hated. Christopher felt the soft cloth drag on his penis and hoped that it wasn’t going to stick out. His face burned and he hung his head; the soft blue knickers wouldn’t be so bad once he got his jeans on. He dwelt a little on the thought and decided it might in fact be rather nice - he’d never worn any of Vicky’s knickers for more than ten or fifteen minutes.




“Sit down on the chair dear.” He sat, hoping that the tenting of the blue knickers wasn’t obvious, watching the elastic round his own white thighs. Mum put one sock on for him, Vicky the other, in silence. Long white socks that reached his knee, Vicky’s white socks with the patterned ribbing. He wanted to say ‘those are Vicky’s not his’, but didn’t. They felt clean and tight on his legs and he moved his toes in them. Again he had a moment’s thought that the shoes would look pretty awful under his jeans, until he realised that he wasn’t going to get his jeans. The shoes were black, flat slip-on girls’ pimps and Christopher’s burning blushes spread to his neck as he saw the black skirt and the blue blouse in his sister’s hands. It was to be punishment for wearing his sister’s knickers - he was going to be dressed as a girl, perhaps even made to parade round his room as a girl. He’d rather Mum had brought the slipper. And yet the light, light shoes and the comfortable white socks and the soft knickers felt good. Nice somehow; his small erection had subsided. The blouse was cool, crisp cotton and his legs felt wonderfully free under the black mini-skirt, so that he didn’t really mind going downstairs to breakfast; going downstairs made the cool morning air touch his bare thighs and made the skirt swing from his waist. The clothes felt so incredibly light and comfortable. And he’d never felt such feather-light shoes.




In the bright kitchen, still pink of face, Christopher stood by the laid table and managed. “I’m - I’m sorry, Mum.”




“Why are you sorry, dear?”




“About - about last night. Sorry, Vicky.”




His mother put a plate of hot food at his place and smiled at him.




“There’s nothing to be sorry about, is there? You should have said before, you silly goose. Vicky and I think it’s going to be extra specially nice, now that we’re all girls together.”




“Specially nice,” chimed in his sister.




His mind took it in very slowly as he sat down, automatically reaching for knife and fork. He was going to be a girl - all day probably, because Mum thought he’d like to wear the things. All day. And then the thought stirred his penis under the knickers and the short black skirt. He could go about the house in the light shoes and the so comfortable clothes.




Brightly, not particularly looking at him, his mother said. “We’ve got all the summer holidays to help you, haven’t we? You can grow your hair and we can get you some nice new clothes. Vicky is longing to lend you hers - lots will fit, you know!”




He didn’t understand at first, the references to the long summer holidays and growing his hair. “M-My hair?”




“Yes dear. When it’s longer, Auntie Gloria can come and do all three of us together. More toast, dear?”




His sister said. “Shall we call him Christine, Mum?” and the response didn’t surprise him.




“Yes Vicky, we shall.”




‘Christine.’ He put his feet together closely under the table, moving his toes in the crisp white knee-socks and the flat as flat black pumps; parted his knees a little so that the cool morning air moved on his bare thighs under the light mini-skirt. Felt the crisp blue cotton of the blouse on his back and arms and his chest - and eyed Vicky’s cotton dress, where the cloth rose over her small bosom. It would be nice to have those. It was all going to be very nice. And what was particularly nice was, that they knew. He could be Christine Browne for as long as he liked.









BIG BABY'S SPECIAL TREAT




Julian did his very best to think properly, to remember all the things he was supposed to remember. Now and again he thought about funny things like the car or about something very difficult called insurance, but then the thoughts seemed to get away from him. Nanny had said he was silly, so they must be silly thoughts. Nanny had said that such a big baby needed lots of orange juice and that his orange juice was special. It had special stuff in it that made all the silly thoughts go away. She said the car was a nice toy car, but he was sometimes almost sure that it wasn't right. He knew he was having a special holiday because she'd said so, but sometimes he had the silly thought that holidays stopped. That couldn't be right because this holiday went on and on. Nicely. It was all so comfy, warm and comfy. Julian lay in his big cot and looked sleepily round the nursery. Nanny's nursery. He knew he felt warm and comfy; he could feel the big nappy and the nice soft dress - and the nice rubber smell from his waterproof pants and the pale blue rubber sheet beneath him. The 'insurance' thought came and went and he sucked quickly on the big dummy to make it go away. It was nice to be a baby and to be able to make all the silly thoughts go away. Some of the silly thoughts were mixed up somehow, like the one about Sonia. Sonia must be his mummy but sometimes the thoughts said she was his 'wife'. Quite silly. He wriggled a little in the harness of blue rubber straps that held him nicely in the big cot and tried not to think about anything. Just across the bright nursery, Nanny had another big baby on her lap, giving him his bottle. His turn soon. That would be specially nice; sitting on Nanny's white rubber apron with his nappy off and the big soft teat coming into his mouth. He liked the orange but the warm milk was best. The silly thoughts about wanting the beer drink were just silly, because he didn't know words like that.




"Here we are, darling." It was Nanny's helper, the nice lady, leaning over his cot. "Who's going for a special treat then," she cooed, re-tying the ribbon under his chin and straightening his bonnet. "Off we go." She was pushing the big cot across the room and Julian saw two of the others, quite undressed, playing in the play-pen. That made him feel silly too, playing with one of the other big babies like that: Nanny liked them to hug each other and be friends, crawl across each other all undressed like that. His cot seemed to be stopped outside the nursery door and Julian turned his head on his rubber pillow to look around. Sleepily, his dummy moving as he sucked it as he always did when he wasn't sure about something. Nanny Nurse was there with another lady, both in white rubber dresses and the nice white rubber masks. And there was the new big baby lying quite undressed on a sort of red rubber table with lots of straps holding him. And the new baby's feet were high up in stirrup things, his legs wide: Nanny Nurse was standing between his legs and doing something to the baby's bottom. Julian thought that what she was doing must be nice. She was talking to the other lady, he could hear.




"Of course we have to put tubes in for a few days ..." Julian thought that sounded nice too. "It takes away control of the anal and sphincter muscles, the bladder too, so that baby's pee-pee and his Number Two's just come whenever they need to. No control at all you see ..." Julian felt he ought to know what the words meant but the thought kept going away as he tried. He watched as Nanny Nurse put down some shiny things and picked up a fat red rubber tube that had straps. It went in and in to the new baby's bottom and the straps went round his waist ' and a thing sort of tube in his little man thing. The new baby was having all sorts of things done to him. Julian felt the exciting feeling that meant he wanted to do his own pee-pee: Nanny liked him to do it so he let it flow all warm and wet into his nappy, round his legs. It went on a lot this time. Nanny Nurse was putting some special rubber pants onto the new baby. He could see they were special because they had sticking-out tube things for the rubber tubes in the new baby's bottom and little man.




"Of course," she was saying. "Of course, your baby will take a little longer as you want his voice done. That's why we charge rather more. It's quite difficult." Julian thought that made no sense at all. The warm urine was trickling ever so easily and comfortably in his nappy now. "All he'll be able to do afterwards," Nanny Nurse was saying. "Is make high pitched gurgles and goo noises. It can't be reversed." More silly words. He wanted his bottle. He wanted to have his drink like the big baby with the long hair; he had his drink from his mummy's breasts - he'd seen it. Perhaps you had to be very good indeed for that to happen. Julian decided he'd be very good indeed.




The new baby was off the red rubber table now and into a great big push-chair. The shiny tubes that stuck out of his red rubber pants went down to a sort of potty thing under the push-chair. It looked funny. Off he went, all nicely strapped in and a great big dummy in his mouth. Julian thought the new baby looked fast asleep.




"Come on Baby Julie," said Nanny Nurse, and, as she felt inside his waterproofs, "oh my goodness, who's a lovely wet baby then?" It felt all cool and comfy when she took his nappy off, and his dress and the warm woolly bootees and mitts. He was all undressed again. Perhaps he was going to play with another big baby? But he'd have to lie on the warm red-rubber table and have his feet high up in the hanging-down sort of ring things. Just like the new baby. "Mummy's here," said Nanny Nurse and the other lady was standing beside him. She had nice eyes above her mask and he liked her hair. Sonia always had nice hair. She had nice hair when he'd married her. That was silly. Sonia was his mummy. Well, she was now in any case.




The rubber mask over his nose and mouth came suddenly, quite nice and exciting; it made him feel extra sleepy. Julian thought just a little about how nice it had been not to have to think about doing his pee-pee, about how easy and comfy it was to let it trickle into a nice big nappy. As he drifted off to sleep he felt Nanny Nurse push something into his bottom, ever so slidy and safe-feeling.




Just like the new baby.




"Soon be over, Julie," his mummy was saying ......"









WHO'S WHO




It'd seemed an age since the train had crossed the odd-looking bridge into Cornwall and yet it was still racing westward at undiminished speed. Pale gold dawn was overtaking it and Gillian Muir reached out an arm from the narrow berth and wiped condensation from the little window, peering out to see a curiously smaller countryside racing past. Tiny fields, rambling stone walls, a lumpy sort of countryside with now and again a fleeting glimpse of the sea. Penzance in forty minutes and she was still unsure about the whole thing. Kerry's letter had said 'I'll meet you off the sleeper' and, as the train drew away from a sleeping St Austell, Gill felt distinctively nervous. She felt guilty about taking a whole two weeks of leave so suddenly; the annoyance had been plain on the boss's face and she was all too aware that her decision to go away was using up almost all her leave entitlement. And she was going away almost on her own. She'd done that once before - the three days in Wales with Paul. That'd been a disaster; it should have been a week but she'd come back to London, miserably, on her own. She'd gone because he was kind and polite and because his almost old-fashioned attentions, almost story-book romanticisms had been a temporary cure for her perpetually low self-esteem. She'd kissed him willingly enough on that first day in Anglesey but, also on that first day she'd found she didn't like him. He'd tried to make love to her and her bravado had failed her on the first night; by the second she hated Paul and the holiday and everything about her and on the third day had fled to the railway station, tears brimming in her eyes, to spend three hours silently weeping on the train, over and over asking herself why she was unable to make friends, why she was so different, why she was - Paul's words still smarted - 'so bloody childish'.




At least she knew Kerry Gardner, had known her since school, had always liked her. They'd been best friends for a long time then, always in each other's houses, at discos, at parties together, clothes-shopping, borrowing each other's clothes, exchanging records and tapes. Those days had been such fun. When Kerry's parents had moved to Sheffield, Gill was sure that Kerry was as upset as she was; they'd exchanged long letters almost daily, but gradually they'd become shorter and shorter and less and less frequent. Then after almost nine months of silence, Kerry had written to her. 'Mother and I were going to Cornwall for two weeks' but 'mother' had suddenly to go off and look after her sister, Kerry had booked her leave, booked the cottage and would be all on her own unless 'you fancy spending a couple of weeks lazing about in the sun - there's a fabulous sandy cove - and gassing about old times?'.




Gill re-packed her suitcase as the night sleeper from London rattled through St Erith, hoping she'd brought the right clothes, hoping they weren't too ordinary, hoping she had enough money - she;d never been able to save properly. She told herself that she was going for a plain, simple holiday with a friend; they'd swim and chatter and explore the strange-looking countryside, put-it about a bit in the evenings. Perhaps Kerry would find a couple of boys for them. Not at first. No, not right away. Perhaps in the last few days of the fortnight. Gill wanted it to be a holiday with Kerry, just with Kerry, to bring back some of the fun they'd had all that time ago at school.




Meeting each other in the quiet and patterned sunlight of Penzance station had seemed awkward somehow. She'd not recognised Kerry at first, a Kerry in jeans and startling padded jacket, not the Kerry from her imagination, the blouse and skirt and high heels Kerry. They'd grinned at each other and hesitated, then had shaken hands as though they were meeting for the first time, as though they were fifty, not in their twentieth years. The seven mile drive to the village of Morvah in Kerry's decrepit Vauxhall had been through the clean, quiet streets of Penzance, then a long climb up narrow roads until they'd topped a rise on open moor to be confronted by the steel-blue panorama of the Atlantic and Gill had been unable to suppress her real delight. That their conversation had been faintly uneasy, even stilted was only slightly disappointing - after all, they'd not seen each other for almost three years. Morvah was in wildest Cornwall, or so Kerry assured her - the cottage was tiny, both bedrooms low, dark rooms with sloping ceilings, but with the sunlit Atlantic dominating the view from each window.




"What would you like to do first?" Kerry had asked, her tone as uncertain as Gill's feelings. "Shall we go down to the cove? It's quite lovely Gill."




"Oh, let's," she'd responded, sure that this initial awkwardness between them would soon pass.




"Bring your swim things - I've got plenty of towels." They walked to the cove with hardly a word exchanged between them; down a lane, down a narrow track then down a hillside where wild montbretia hung over a chattering stream, over massive granite rock until Portheras Cove suddenly presented itself to Gill's delighted eyes. A blue, blue sea, its edges fretted with white surf on the vast sandy beach, dark tongues of granite running down the sand to meet the sparkling water and, beside them, the stream, gurgling and tinkling under boulders to fan out over the sand. Not a movement but the sea, not a sound but the sea and a solitary gull whose cries echoed round the steep brown cliffs that enclosed the cove.




"Oh, Kerry, it's marvellous. It's unbelievable. And nobody, not anybody."




"Come on then, race you."




It was like being fourteen, fifteen again, scrambling across the rocks and haring across the soft sand to the water's edge.




"It's warm. Even the water's warm. Kerry, let's go in."




Breathless, they walked back up the beach to the great grey outcrop of banded granite that would shield them from other eyes. Gill felt awkward again as she saw Kerry's tiny black bikini emerge from under the tee shirt and jeans, embarrassed as she began to unfasten her dress, reaching for her dull yellow one-piece costume.




"C'mon slowcoach," called Kerry, already running towards the water's edge, "you'll have to catch me up." Gill watched, for a brief moment, the lithe, long legged form running across the sand: Kerry had always had that sort of figure but now it was different. The brown breasts, barely covered by the wet-look of the bikini top were glistening with droplets of water when Gill splashed into the swirling sea beside her friend.




It was marvellous. For over two hours they swam and waded, explored the rock-pools, shouted and laughed, raced each other like children along the water's edge. The sun rose higher, trapping its heat in the cove until the glare merged sea and sand and baked rock.




"Must - must have something to drink," shouted a breathless Kerry over her shoulder, racing up the beach to where they'd left their things. "Got some grub too." gill arrived, equally breathless from the sea as Kerry flung her brown body onto the sand, glistening with beads of water, dusted with the fine white sand, panting and laughing both at once. Gill dropped beside her in her delight, felt the warm brown body against hers. "Isn't this a marvellous place then, Gill? Isn't it?"




Gill looked up at the bright, laughing face. "S'wonderful. Oh, bloody hell, I'm shattered ..."




"Give Auntie Kerry a kiss then, for being so clever."




Gillian Muir, lying close against Kerry on the warm sand, turned with an amused, happy smile on her face, reached out a sea-beaded arm, put her white hand on a brown shoulder and planted a peck on the proffered lips. For a moment they looked at each other, smiles fixed, each aware of the other's body heaving from the exertions of the sea and beach. As if by mutual agreement, both faces moved close again and lips touched lips, lingering. Slowly, Kerry moved closer as Gill sank back onto the warm sand, slowly their arms embraced each other's shoulders as moving soft lips became parted lips, became opened mouths, became tongued exchanges of each other's tastes.




To Gill it was as if she was someone else, as if it wasn't really happening, as if it were some wild dream that she should push away. She felt Kerry's hands on her bottom, felt Kerry's firm breasts pressed to hers. broke away panting for breath and crimson of face, not looking at the face that was so close to hers.




For long seconds they lay, breathing, while the sea crashed gently in the background, while the sun warmed them and the solitary gull called, mewing high above them. Something seemed to fall away in Gill's mind, something sudden, as though a dull blanket had been dragged from covering it. She felt the perfume of Kerry's skin as something physical. Confusion in her mind argued for and against the deep, deep sensuality she felt. It was the sea. It was the sand. It was the warm sun.




Kerry's voice, inches from her face, whispered. "I love you, Gill."




The blanket was wrenched completely from Gill's mind; there were micro-second images of Paul and of others, disintegrating images. Something enormously simple, plain, uncomplicated bared itself within her and she opened her eyes, parted her lips and pulled the brown face to hers. Gillian Muir knew that she'd never known love before. When, at last, they opened their eyes and looked at each other's sunlit faces, everything was alright. Kerry's hesitant attempts to apologise for what had happened, what was happening, were extinguished to Gill's declaration of equal love.




They walked and climbed back to the cottage hand in hand, each almost silent. To Gill, everything about her was more brilliant in the sun, every sound of sun-popped gorse pod, every hum of insect, every waft of macaroon scent from the yellow gorse flowers was some sort of exhilarating promise. They crossed the little road before the cottage hand in hand, stood at the foot of the narrow stair hand in hand. Looked at each other, smiling in hesitation, climbed the stairs, stood in the small, sun-warmed bedroom. It was Kerry who reached for the buttons on Gill's dress, Gill whose slender fingers gently slid within the waistband of Kerry's jeans. Naked on the wide old bed they kissed, hungry mouths wide; naked on the wide old bed Gill took the firming sweetness of Kerry's breasts in her mouth; naked on the wide old bed Gill mewed as the gull in the cove had mewed, as Kerry's slender fingers moved between her legs and crept into her. Later, hand in hand, still naked, they went about the cottage, made a makeshift meal, stopping every moment to embrace, to kiss. No explanations of their close love were needed; the world outside had ceased. Gill was deliciously aware of the honey-sweet perfume about her, of the honeyed taste on her lips, the scent and taste of Kerry.




In the dark Cornish night, the sky ablaze with myriads of stars, Kerry and Gill lay again in the wide bed, head to tail, each mouth to maiden-hair, each tongue reaching deep for honey, each slender body moving slowly, slowly with the distant rhythm of the sea as it fell and fell and fell in Portheras cove. The sound of breakers grew and grew to match their quickening movements - "oh," said Gill, aloud and "oh," said Kerry, instantly, together as the surging sensuality reached and peaked within them both.




They fell apart. They fell apart. Professed their love for the thousandth time. Each to the other, explaining how they'd stay together. Slept, arm round waist and shoulder, lips to cheek, breasts pushing softly against breast, burying firm nipples. And in the brighter sunlight of the morning, they kissed again. In Penzance they shopped for little presents for each other, Gill in Kerry's jacket, jeans and sneakers, Kerry in her lover's newest dress.




"Should've washed before we left," said Gill, standing arm about Kerry before the jeweller's window. Kerry kissed her ear.




"S'nice. I smell of you. My mouth tastes of you." She giggled just a little. "My pants are wet 'n they're your pants."




Kerry frowned a small frown. "Not sure I know who's who any more."




"That's alright then," responded Gill, squeezing her lover's hand. "I love you."









FALLING IN LOVE




I really felt quite angry when Damian found the cove. I’d thought of it as my secret, you see. There wasn’t really a path to it and nobody seemed to know it existed, so I’d spent move of every morning down there on the small patch of flat sand, either sunning myself or in and out of the sea – when it felt warm enough. Three weeks in Cornwall is enough to make you want to stay there forever anyway, and to be able to lie about in your trunks all by yourself every day only made it worse. The rest of the family were spending all their time at old Aunt Margaret’s cottage, now that the funeral had come and gone and I hadn’t argued when they’d said ‘the boy won’t want all this gloomy business’ and ‘let him go off by himself’. I went. The first morning, when I’d found the cove by almost falling down the cliff-slope into it, I’d just wandered about flinging pebbles into the sea and finding odd things the tide had left, making long lines of footprints on the wet sand. I didn’t have my trunks that first time and had positively boiled in the enclosed heat trapped by the high cliffs. Oh, I’d shed my jeans and bumper boots but hadn’t gone into the sea. Next day I took some grub and cans of drink, and my black trunks and spent the morning there. After the first few days I spent from nine in the morning until tea-time there. And didn’t care at all about the prospect of having to find my first job when I got back home to St Albans. So far as I was concerned, St Albans could vanish for good – West Cornwall was the place.




So there I was, flat on my tummy in my trunks, reading the very forbidden and expensive magazine – reader’s letters were the best part – and not, I have to say, turned on at all, when I heard this clink of pebbles and there he was, just scrambling down from the boulders at the bottom of the cliff, looking round him all pleased at the sight of the cove. Biggish chap in his thirties or so, maybe thirty five; twice my age anyhow. Tee shirt and jeans and sneakers and a small back-pack. Another holiday-maker. As I said, I felt quite angry about someone finding my cove like that. Wondered how long it would be before he saw me, behind the big granite rock as I was. He walked to the sea’s edge, then dropped his pack and pulled off his sneakers, paddles his feet, looking round the cove. Dropped his jeans then on the warm sand, pulled them off and waded into the moving water just in dark briefs and the tee shirt. As I’d done, the first day I’d found the place. I watched him walk along the small surf and then he turned to look up at the cliff and a gull that was crying above – and saw me. Stopped, probably as disappointed as I was to find he wasn’t alone, then walked back, gathered up his jeans and shoes and the back-pack and walked diagonally across the sloping sand towards me.




"Hello," he called as he approached me. "All alone?" I nodded, watching him. Quite suntanned, with short dark hair; even his legs were tanned, not white like my own. He stopped a few feet from me and I leant on an elbow, looking up at him, squinting from the glare of the sun.




"Marvellous place," he said. "You live around here?"




I explained about the sort of holiday and he hunkered down on the sand, reaching into his pack. He had one of those deep voices and looked sort of easily confident, the sort of look I wanted to have.




"You'll get burnt, lying like that."




"No," I said. "Hope not anyway."




The can he'd dug from his pack hissed as he opened it. "Like a beer. I've got more." It was nice to have a little company, especially someone so sure as he seemed to be. "Got some suntan oil if you'd like it. Then you can lie and bronze yourself as long as you like." He was alternately drinking and slapping oil on his legs. The beer was warmish but enjoyable.




"At least let me lend you enough for your shoulders. All those freckles will turn into a nice tan then. Here." He held out a cupped hand filled with the sun oil. "Oh, here," and reached over to slap it gently on my skin with a warm hand.




"Not really," I said, shying a little. "I'll be okay." His hand was firm and warm and he smoothed the oil into the very freckly part of my back. The freckles on my face – which I hate – spread all down over my shoulders, getting bigger. Freckled arms and freckled legs. It's supposed to be because of my red hair.




"Just you lie down flat," he said, moving and crouching over me. "Don't want a nice body like yours all scorched, do we?"




It really was very nice, sleepy almost, lying there on the warm sand in the stifling hot cove with his firm hands smoothing the oil onto my back. My shoulders and my back, the tops of my arms. He was grunting a little with the effort. I felt his fingers pull the back of my trunks down a little. "Can't get nasty sunburn in the small of your back, just here," he said, and "keep your legs still," 

as he re-commenced at the top of my thighs. "Turn over."




His face was quite close to mine as I did so. "I'm alright, really," I said, but he poured more oil and started again, one hand on each of my upper arms, then over my chest. I wasn't at all sure about his hand on my nipples. "Plenty on these," he said. Odd thing to say. 'These'. He knelt over me, smoothing the oil firmly into my skin and showing me the top of his dark hair. "Got freckles on your tum?" he said and I craned my neck without thinking, looking down at where his hands were, just over my navel. I could see his dark blue briefs under the hanging, swinging tee shirt, and the bulge where his penis and balls filled them. He radiated warmth and a salt-sea smell above me and I could feel his hairy legs against my pale ones. It was completely relaxing.




"I think we'd better do this properly," he said, not stopping, and then his fingers pulled my trunks downwards on my legs. "No need to be shy." Of course I was shy, but I fought against showing it. Grown men weren't shy I told myself, but I felt awfully exposed as his hands brushed the hair down there. He stopped and for a moment I was scared a bit; I thought he was looking at me, down there. "That's nice."




"What?" I said, looking up at the blue sky and the cliffs and hearing the sea and his breathing.




"Circumcised. Nice."




I didn't really hear him: he was moving awkwardly above me, breathing harder. "Look," he said, the movement ceasing, "not like mine."




I wasn't sure what it was he was talking about and craned my neck again to where his hands rested on the sand either side of me. The navy briefs were round his thighs and his penis hung from between his legs: his hairy legs made an inverted vee with the sea's blue in the background. I could see my own penis, just a little raised, the tip just inches from his. It didn't seem to matter.




"Yes," I said, perhaps a little nervous, and lay back to watch the sky and the drifting white clouds again. It didn't seem to matter when he took my penis in a warm hand, pulling it a little, steadily. I felt it stiffen as it does when I wank, but the feeling wasn't at all urgent, just a trickle of pleasant feeling. He moved again, stretching on the sand beside me, smelling of the sun oil and the sea, his face close to mine: I closed my eyes pretending I was sleepy, not wanting to look at him while his fingers moved steadily on my hardening erection.




"Very nice," he said, close to my face and he slid an arm round my sliding shoulders and turned me on my side, facing him. Still I couldn't look – I'm not sure why. The big strong hand moved down my back and touched me above my buttocks, exposed as they were by my dragged-down trunks, then it took my wrist. "Here."




His erect penis filled my hand completely, my fingers just meeting my thumb around it, and he moved my hand gently up and down its firm length. It was slightly curved and the skin moved just as the skin on mine did. A thought flitted in and out of my mind – I was wanking him and he was wanking me – and if felt just right in the warm silence of the cove. The gull noises seemed far away. I came all over his hand and my stomach, hugely, with a marvellous surge of the wanking feeling only so much better. "Better now?" he asked, echoing my thoughts.




I think I said. "Mmmmm."




"Don't stop," he whispered, close to my ear, and I didn't, even when he took his hand from mine. His penis was very big and I could feel his strong body tauten as I did it to him faster. It made a little sound when he came, a little sound and the sudden smell of semen in the hot sun. I felt it patter on my stomach and up to my chest, as if someone'd laid a stream of warmish liquid over me; felt it wet on my cheek. He laid his legs over me so that his penis dug at my hips and then he put a sandy hand under my head and kissed me. "Don't," he said as I tried to turn away, feeling his flat stomach slide on the semen-wet skin of mine. It was completely different, completely different from the kisses the girls gave. Like it suddenly got eager, the beer taste and his strong-textured skin and strong, strong tongue. I had my own hands in his hair, there in the cove and when we fell apart and he asked my name I closed my eyes again and just said 'Tim'.




"Damian," he said. Next day we went to his rented cottage, just up in the village and he oiled me gently as I lay on the big bed.




That was a week and a day ago. I have to go back home tomorrow, back to St Albans. He has this shop in Hatfield, just five miles from home and he thinks he can give me my first job. I want to work for him. That's why I'm going to walk down to his place this morning, before I have to come back and pack to leave Cornwall. I'm wearing just what he likes me to wear – wasn't so pleased when I went to his cottage on Saturday in smart jacket and dark trousers and my best brown leather loafers. So I've got my jeans on and a tee shirt under my denim jacket – not so hot today – and my Converse basketball boots, the blue and white ones that he likes to unlace for me. He likes me to look young he says. He's very nice and calm always but I know how to change that. I'll just stand in his tiny sitting room and sort of drop my jeans – no pants today – and bend a little and his calm just goes. "You little sod," he'll say. That's one thing I know he can't resist, his penis all thick and dark in my bottom. It hurt a little that first time, on the beach, but now I know how to move my hips and things until I feel him come. He's been talking about how I might be able to live-in at the shop. We'll think of a way. I want to live with him. Don't get me wrong – it doesn't really turn me on, thinking about living with him. It just feels right, the thought of sleeping with him, with his body against mine and his arms around me. My hand round his big penis to please him, my hands holding my bottom open for him. I just want to please him you see.









VICTORIAN LETTER




Booksellers find all sorts of odds and ends tucked into the second-hand books that come their way, anything from shopping lists to lover's notes, from decidedly risqué sketches to photographs. Once I found a crisp new twenty pound note folded to make a bookmark. Victorian 'domestic' titles are my speciality and a recent purchase of three mid-Victorian cookery books produced the following letter in a beautiful hand, barely faded, the paper still carrying a faint perfume. It was dated May the fourth, 1868, from an address in Baywater, London to a Mrs Lacey. I quote it in its entirety.




My Dear Mrs Lacey




I was indeed most pleased to receive your letter of the first of this month, and gratified that the kind recommendation of Mrs Willims of Broad Street has resulted in your approach. The situation in which Mrs Willims found herself is not completely dissimilar to the circumstances of your own household which you so clearly describe in your letter. It is with great regret that I am obliged to decline your request that I should in person assist you in your difficulties, but I am presently engaged by an household whose name, were I to pen it, would be familiar to you. I am to journey to France where the family resides in the spring, to assist with the proper upbringing of two daughters and a younger son. Pray allow me, therefore, to offer you some written guidance that, if you are willing to give it complete adherence, relieve you of the troublesome and undesirable situation you so earnestly describe.




It is clear from your letter that your two girls have completed their education and that your son almost so. It is indeed to be regretted that they have been permitted to reach such ages without the careful attention to upbringing and discipline which should, despite their unfortunate lack of a father, have been instilled into them since their earliest years. I am, as Mrs Willims has so kindly informed you, an experienced believer in those methods of upbringing which are regrettably falling into lack of use: in the case of Letitia, Violet and of Master Harry, it will be necessary for you to discharge any thoughts you may have entertained of persuasion and 'impressing' on them of the 'need' to reform their ways. You must settle on yourself that their 'ways' must be changed at once, not to 'improve them' as you so innocently write, but to introduce them to the way in which they must become accustomed to living until such time as their majority is attained or, in the case of Letitia and Violet, until such time as they marry. Let me say that a properly trained girl will attract gentlemen of the best situation and upbringing.




The matter of Master Harry is fairly readily addressed, for the young male's upbringing is know to be best served by chastisement. It may be that you wish to seek the assistance of a gentleman in this respect and I would be pleased to advise you from amongst gentlemen of my own acquaintance, but you must appreciate the fact that chastisement takes two forms and serves two purposes. The young male requires regular chastisement of a not-too-severe nature which serves as a reminder that he is to tread the path of respect, propriety and obedience. This reminding-chastisement is best administered by a parent, in the case of your household, by yourself. Do not shrink from this. You should commence at once. The early morning is best for this purpose, so as soon as the family has breakfasted. You must not think that it is necessary to employ the birch and block for Master Harry's 'reminder': he should, at your word, retire to another room, remove his small clothes and await your attendance. A suitable attitude to the purpose of reminding-chastisement is encouraged if he awaits you bending down in a position appropriate for punishment. Do not feel that the gentleness of our sex precludes physical engagement. Nor is it necessary or desirable for any discourse to take place between yourself and Master Harry. As for the instrument of reminder, I have of late myself employed an India-rubber soled tennis pump which I must recommend as fitting to the female and energy. Eight strokes with such a shoe, well laid on until the buttocks redden provides the perfect reminder, after which Master Harry should be left to correct his dress and to return the tennis shoe to its proper place; this is most important in that it associates in him the ordinariness of such chastisement. You should see that, after the first occasion, Master Harry at once fetches the tennis shoe when told to retire each morning.




Insofar as the other matter pertaining to Master Harry is concerned, it is a subject which many of my correspondents feel unable to address, and yet it is of the utmost importance that such matters are attended in the case of males, from the earliest days. The fact that Master Harry has reached virtual maturity is not to your credit in the light of that which you refer. You must go at once to Mrs Helen Pearse of 17 Hind Court, off Fleet Street in the City, taking Master Harry. Please be so kind as to mention my name to Mrs Pearse. There it will be possible to fit him with a suitable Preventer. You must not acquiesce to his objections, for there will be such. The Long Preventer is most suited. Delicacy forbids me to describe its nature, save to say that it is a confining garment fitted with patent locks which Master Harry will do well to accept without demur, as it is of the utmost importance that his physical parts be confined in the restraining India-rubber of a Preventer at once, before the opportunity for corruption touches him. Should Master Harry be so unwise as to deny your wishes that he wear his Preventer at and on all occasions, my sister in my absence will arrange that he is introduced to birch and block at your wish, as a gentleman of this disposition and with these means resides close by Mrs Pearse in Hind Court.




I turn now to the matters of Letitia and Violet. It is indeed fortunate that young women are normally resident in the family home throughout each day and need only to present an appearance for visitors and for the purpose of the table. As with Master Harry, reminding-chastisement is most necessary, thought must of course be suited to the female sex and to propriety. Following your attention to Master Harry's needs, it would be most suitable for your girls if the 'excellent maid' you describe were to administer to Letitia and Violet. Accept no protest and begin upon the receipt of this communication by informing your maid of your wishes. The girls should retire to a suitable bedchamber each morning and must adopt a posture over the lap of your maid. Each sister should then raise the other's dresses, petticoats and chemise. Once again I earnestly entreat you to adopt the salutary benefits of utilising an India-rubber soled tennis shoe for the purpose of chastising the girls; your maid should be instructed to administer either four or six strokes at no great haste. In a short time you will find both Letitia and Violet quite surprisingly willing, even eager, to accept their chastisement, a sure sign of successful development. Although not vouchsafed in your letter, should you consider it necessary, and I must confirm that I believe it to be so, then Mrs Helen Pearse at the address forgiven is also able to provide Preventers for the fairer sex, both for the region to which you will understand I refer and for the bosom.




Lastly I address the matter of the unwonted running and unsuitable movement which has heretofore been the behaviour of both Letitia and of Violet. Mrs Lacey, you state in your letter that your girls seldom go outside the house and that you have few visitors. The answer to the problem of your girls' unsuitable boisterousness is plain. Each has a favourite chair no doubt in your drawing room? Each a usual chair in your dining room? Each sleeps in their own bed? Engage an ironmonger tomorrow. Instruct him to fasten each chair and each bed securely to the floor by screws. Instruct him further thus, as is practised in my own house and in the households of other families. In the case of each chair, a short length of suitable leather strap is securely fastened to the base of each chair-let; by means of buckles, your daughters' ankles can be thus secured, the straps being at all times hidden by their dresses. Your daughters may thus be restrained from leaving their seats in either your dining room or your drawing room until you desire, and yet they are able to rise at the entry of others without disclosing their restraint. Thus to sit and read or sew for a morning or an afternoon is admirable. You may ask the ironmonger perhaps to provide two short additional straps, for it is often of value to be able to prevent the over indulgence in reading or other activities by a period of inactivity; this is wisely secured by placing the additional strap around a young girl's wrists, her arms either in her lap or, in cases where the straight back and right deportment are desired, with her arms behind the chair-back. I earnestly entreat you to abide by my advice in the matter of restraint at night for both Letitia and Violet, although you may at first feel my suggestion to be too firm. Do not think it so. The ironmonger will be quite familiar with your needs and should only require to instruct him to prepare both girls' beds with 'restrainers'. If you instruct him thus, he will know what is required of him. He will fasten a soft strap of leather or of India-rubber to each corner of the frame of the bed, of sufficient length to reach into the bed beneath the coverings. Nothing is so conducive to a straight back and proper deportment than for young girls to sleep without the insufferable pillows so much used upon their backs, each wrist and ankle secured in restraining straps to each corner of the bed. One word of caution; as your daughters will be unable to make use of the chamber pot in the night, some precaution against unpleasantness must be taken. Some mothers content themselves with a waterproof bedsheets beneath the sleeping girl although the maidservants may find this to have been inadequate each morning. An American lady of my acquaintance, at present staying in London, has her maid place what she refers to a 'diaper' of towelling on her seventeen year old daughter, covered again with closely fitting undergarments of soft India-rubber. I have not yet discovered if such can be purchased in London but my sister is to enquire and will correspond with you.




Dear Mrs Lacey, you must take my advice or all will be too late.




Your obt. svt.




Mrs Angelique Uttwood.









COLIN AND IAN




"What Were YOU Doing Ten Years Ago Today". The headline in the magazine was eye-catching and had something to do with a competition to appear on TV. Ten years ago? Oh. Ten years ago he would have been just starting at the school. He'd been fostered, then adopted by his Aunt Julie - then the school. Living with Aunt Julie had been alright really, a lot better than the home and it had been good to be somewhere where there was enough money for everything. She'd been nice enough in he way although she'd no idea how to treat a boy; always on about his clothes. He'd always been embarrassed by the clothes - too young for him, well, odd anyway. Treated him as if he was some namby-pamby. His pyjamas had been the first things to go; 'nightshirts' were "so much nicer" according to her and it had been during his first few weeks with her that there'd been the row over the nylon nightshirt. Yellow nylon and floor-length. "Soon grow into it dear" she'd said - he'd hated being called 'dear' and 'darling'. When his trainers had become too small she'd bought him sandals, white strap-and-buckle sandals. And long white socks. There'd been another row, and another over his hair. When she'd replaced his battered red moonboots with lilac coloured, knee high glossy wellingtons there'd not been such a row because by then the slipper with it's thin leather sole hung permanently over his bed.



But ten years ago it had been that school. He'd hated it within twenty minutes of their arrival. For a start it had been miles from anywhere, it was a boarding school, it was one of those posh private places and the first thing he'd seen were a bunch of girls playing a game he only later found to be lacrosse. "Only the reception class take boys, dear". Aunt Julie had been whisked off to see the Head and he'd been taken, by Matron and a white-clad servant girl to get his uniform. He remembered thinking that it had been just like Aunt Julie to pick an odd place. He'd known there were posh schools where the boys wore sissy uniforms - cloaks and - what were they called - knee breeches and stockings. This had been one of those, that first day. A horrid, silky pale green shirt. Worse, baggy dark-green underpants with elastic round his thighs. He'd cried. On top of that dark green thing they called a 'smock'. It'd been more like a dress. Awful. White socks he was used to but green plimsolls ... He'd dropped big tears as he'd sat on the chair while the servant girl had laced them up and she'd wiped his eyes with her white rubber apron. When they'd taken him back to the other room to see Aunt Julie he'd thrown a tantrum. "How lovely you look dear" were the last things he'd wanted to hear. He'd pleaded to be taken home, then, that minute and had fought Matron hysterically when she'd taken his arm and told him not to be so silly. Matron and Aunt Julie had apologised to each other over his 'unacceptable' behaviour. "Your Aunt will come and see you at half term". Matron had smiled at Aunt Julie and had said "you'll be able to see some changes by then". His Aunt had gone, smiling at him in her sugary way, leaving him on his knees, weeping. 'Now' had been the only word Matron had said as the door closed on Aunt Julie. He'd always remembered that 'Now'. She'd almost dragged him out of the room, along passages, down and up staircases, passing tall girls, just girls in green gym-slips, girls who stood still and to attention against the walls as they passed. Dragged him into a brightly lit classroom where half a dozen boys sat at desks. They'd stood to attention and he seen they were all wearing the dreadful smock-things. Stood in front of the class and told to stand up straight - he was quite unable to look at the boys' faces - Matron had carried on a whispered conversation with Miss Anne-Marie, the Reception Class teacher. He could still see them there, Matron in her while rubber dress and apron and Miss Anne-Marie in white blouse and the long black skirt that all the teachers had worn. She'd come to stand behind him, facing the class. "Pay attention. You may all sit. Here is a new member of Reception. Her name is Corrinne".



He'd thought she'd got it stupidly wrong. Then he thought that maybe, being French, her accent had confused him. She'd really said 'his name is Colin". 'Corrinne has been in the school for less than two hours and has already demonstrated exceptional disobedience. So that you all understand the reward for disobedience, I am going to cane this girl".



Girl? He was a boy. He hadn't done ... cane him? Cane?



Matron had held him over the high stool in front of the class and had lifted the horrible smock-thing. He'd struggled, then screamed when Miss Anne-Marie caned him that first time - later that first term he'd learned to keep still and quiet - just - under the cane and he'd watched the others learn the same. On the occasions when one of the girls from the senior classes had been brought in to be caned in front of juniors, he'd noticed that the figure over the stool had kept quiet, quite still and silent, save for suppressed sounds like a cat mewing at each stroke of the cane. The cane was for everything. An untied shoe lace in a school corridor and you fetched one for a single stroke. Set a toe to the floor of the dormitory after lights-out and your nightdress was over your back - you got back into bed burning, pressing your flaring buttocks against the cool rubber sheets, eyes closed and feigning instant sleep. PE in the gym was furiously energetic and all the Reception Class were always obedient to the letter, instantly, in PE. Miss Tighte was fierce, very strong and, as you were clad only in the tiniest scrap of green latex briefs, the cane from her was just as though you were caned naked.



Before the third week was up he was in the Sanatorium. For almost three weeks he'd lined up with the others before breakfast for 'injection time', and then he'd been taken to the Sanatorium. He remembered little of that: Sister Edwards and her two nurses, the smell of their rubber aprons, the tiled examination room, hospital smells and the high couch-thing on which he'd lain, "nicely strapped down dear". The mask over his face ... He remembered little of half-term when there were three days 'free time' and Aunt Julie had come - except that she'd smiled and had remarked on how much weight he'd put on. Like puppy-fat. And "your hair looks lovely" - Matron wouldn't allow haircuts in Reception and his was in a short, emerging pony-tail, pulled up painfully with a tight elastic band. The second half of that term had seemed a nightmare of constant stays in the Sanatorium, constantly in and out of the classroom ... and then it was the end of term and he was to go home for the summer holidays. At last, at last, at last. He wanted Aunt Julie to come and take him home, home, away from the awful, confusing nightmare of a school where everyone called him Corrinne. Home to where he would be Colin again and where he could wear his white sandals and the favourite white floppy jumper, and the red jeans he'd only worn once.



He could remember sitting in the waiting room at the end of Term. Waiting for Aunt Julie, willing her to come. He'd scrunch down in the back of the car so nobody could see him until they got home and he could run into his bedroom and tear off his 'best, going-out' uniform and get into his own things. He'd sat, watching the clock, new and heavy suitcase by his side. Locked. He'd had no idea what was in it. He smoothed the green gym-slip over his knees and absently straightened his posture as he'd been taught. Sideways on the chair, back straight, knees together, hands folded in his lap. It hurt a bit. His neck and shoulders ached constantly, muscles pulled by his new puppy-fat. And he had to move his legs carefully; the sore place down there was very uncomfortable if he moved too quickly, took too long a pace, sat down other than gingerly. The flat straw-hat was dreadful, the green blazer was smart enough in a way. Green sandals were almost nice.



Astonishingly, that morning, the door to the waiting room had opened and India Chaloner had walked in. India Chaloner. Head Girl. Utterly Superior. He thought she was quite the loveliest person he'd ever seen. India had smiled at him. Smiled and sat down on the next chair. Sat down and tossed her head to fling her long, long auburn hair away from her face, sat down and smoothed out the long dark skirt of the senior girls' best uniform - and had explained that she, that India, was coming back with him and Aunt Julie. She'd finished school and was to be a 'sort of governess' to help Aunt Julie. She'd understand, she'd know why he didn't want ever to come back to the school. She'd help him persuade Aunt Julie.



The car had come and everyone was all smiles. It was going to be alright. India sat in the front with his Aunt while he sat in the back, trying to prevent the movement of the car from jogging his sore place. When they reached the long track to Aunt Julie's house and drove slowly and lurchingly over the tractor-ruts, the silicone heaviness of his new breasts had moved uncomfortably under his blouse, the nipples tender against the cloth. They were still faintly reddened and empurpled from the time in the Sanatorium.



Back home it had only gone wrong again for a little while. His room had been changed. The worst, the greatest shock was when India had caned him over the business of his clothes. It'd been frightening - and somehow strangely, oddly pleasant, at least afterwards. And the flared summer dress with its tiny waist had been very nice really. It swung against bare legs softly. Sometimes she used the old slipper and he liked that best. India looked after him, all of him. Helped him to sit and stand and speak properly, dressed him, washed him. She had a lovely body. She said his breasts would be like hers after next term. She showed him the deep place between her legs and said his puckered, red place between his own, with its folds of sore skin would be like hers after next term. She said she knew how sore he was and how his neck muscles ached from the weight of his new breasts. Hers had been the same when she was in Reception. When her name had been Ian instead of India.



"What Were YOU Doing Ten Years Ago Today" was the caption in the magazine competition page. Corrinne dropped the magazine on her lap and settled back in the car seat, turning to look briefly at India's slim fingers on the steering wheel. Ten years ago. Now she was twenty three and she and her lover, Corrinne and India were driving home from the theatre, pleasantly relaxed from the meal and wine. Driving home to the house that was now theirs, since Aunt Julie had gone. Driving comfortably home in the dark lanes. India was wearing her favourite perfume and it filled the car. Coco. Coco de Chanel. Warm and sensual. It would fill the bedroom and the bed when they made love tonight. David Macbride, in the back seat of the Jaguar, tried to imagine the night to come, tried to imagine what it would be like. Nothing like this had ever happened before, except in his fantasies. He thought they were the two most beautiful, sensual women he'd ever met and he was going home with them. There was no doubt that the intention was that he should sleep with them. Make love to them. It was almost as if they'd picked him out from the theatre crowd. He'd liked the way they'd kissed each other too, really kissed each other. They might even - might even all share the same bed tonight. The auburn haired India - lovely name - what was she? Twenty seven? And Corrinne with the dark pony-tail that reached her waist. About his own age? Twenty three-ish? He wanted to fuck the dark one first.









OBJECT D'ART FROM AFGHANISTAN




India left me alone to unpack. The place was so quiet it was almost unbelievable; the nearest neighbours were seven miles away she'd said. The name suited her, whatever she'd thought as a child. She was very tall and slender, dark skinned and with a tumbling mane of black hair and an imperious way with her that had always attracted me. She'd been angling for me to come and holiday with her for ages and, not having a job due to the fold-up of the firm I used to work for, I'd at last agreed. A month or two away from it all, maybe longer. She always made me feel very 'junior' to her assured confidence and I'd felt sure that she'd arrange everything - it would be nice not to have to think for myself for a change. The room was small and bright under the beamed, sloping ceiling and sunlight streamed in through the leaded windows. The train journey had been bad enough, seven hours, and then the cab that'd met me and another forty miles. The blessing of a hot shower had revived me somewhat and I was looking forward to exploring India's domain and, more to the point, having something to eat.



"I think we both ought to change," she'd said, and had left me with my suitcases. I'd tucked the huge bath towel round under my arms and over my bosom and had padded about the room, putting things into drawers and into the wardrobe, half thinking about what I ought to wear for my first evening with her. Like the rest of the house, the room was filled with curios from all over the world - not so much curios as works of art, for Miss India seemed always to be able to spend a fortune at auctions and in galleries. There were obviously valuable watercolours on the wall and a very nice bronze figure on the dressing table - if you allowed for the fact that the extremely naked lady seemed to be chained to her bronze rock. On the wall over the chest of drawers there was a pair of beautifully chased rapiers that looked both Spanish and a thousand pounds' worth: on the wall over the bedhead a splayed-out thing of silver chains. Again obviously antique and valuable - and real silver, from the lustre, but for the life of me I couldn't make out what it was. I thought it might be some Indian or Middle Eastern thing for perhaps a pet tiger or something equally ferocious, as there was a broad collar and chains that radiated to smaller bands that might be for hobbling some quadruped. I was fiddling with the collar part, trying to close it and wondering when India knocked softly and came in.



"Don't close it!" she said, loud and quick. "It's got a hidden catch, look." She took the thing off the wall, jangling, and showed me that the broad silver collar was hollow and that there were zig-zag metal teeth inside. "Close it and those engage and it can't be undone, not anyhow. Same with these," and she held up the open, smaller bands.



"Whatever is it?" I grinned. "Fetters?"



"Yes. Comes from Afghanistan. Over two hundred years old. Slave chain."



"God, I thought it was for some animal. Did you buy it?"



"Uh-huh. Had it some time. See," and she laid it on the bed, spreading the chains. "The collar's obviously for the neck. Got a silver hasp here for some sort of longer chain. This chain goes straight down to the ankle bands and this, in the middle, is for the hands." Not very comfortable, I thought. The poor slave would have just been able to stand straight if he or she'd been my height, the long silver chain stretched from neck to the ring at the ankles: nice inches of chain led each side of the ring to the ankle things. Halfway down the long front chain was another ring, with two more nine inch chains that led to the wrist bands.



"See," she said. "Any large movement or any sudden movement either pulls the lead down or bends the knees or pulls the arms down." The thing rattled as she lifted parts to show me.



"Must've been decidedly uncomfortable," I grinned, then interested I said, "but don't you think the chain hung down the back? Not the front."



"Don't think so," India said, slowly, holding the thing up so that it all dangled from the wide silver collar. "Look ..."



"Be bloody careful you don't close it," I giggled, as she held it under my chin. "Snick," it went, solidly, the cold silver encompassing my neck.



"India! Hell, you've shut it. Oh great. What do we do, file it off?" I was so alarmed that it was seconds before her voice and her actions sank in.



"No, my pet," she was saying, as she closed the silver bands on my wrists.



"What ..." I said.



"There we are," she said as she stooped quickly to my ankles. She was fooling with me.



"OK. OK!" I was scared stiff I was chained up for ever. "C'mon, I want to get dressed. Thought you'd decided to have me here as your new slave!" I held out my hands as far as they would go and the chain pulled at my ankles, forcing me to bend my knees a little and pulling at my neck so that my head hung. I could only see the floor and my bare feet - and the toes of her black leather boots. "C'mon India, where's the damn key?" The towel unwrapped its blasted self and dropped at my feet, leaving me quite your pukka slave, all naked and tinkling chain. "Oh bugger."



India stepped back a little and, plain as plain, so that I didn't have to do any sort of double take, said. "Oh but that's exactly how I want you, Susan. Exactly. If you stand up straight and don't pull your chain too tight, you can see exactly what I mean!"



With a numb sense of unreality I did so, feeling the cold silver links move between my bared breasts. She was standing a few feet from me, her booted legs planted wide apart on the carpet, hands behind her back, looking me up and down so that I felt crimson blushes spreading over my cheeks and down to my shoulders.



"India! For heaven's sake ...!"



She took a step towards me, bringing her hand round and up. "The fetters are really quite a valuable antique my dear but I'm afraid this is quite modern."



I wasn't clear what 'this' was until she moved beside me and grabbed my hair so that I cried out: 'this' was the soft rubber gag that she pushed quickly into my open mouth. The strap tangled my hair and hurt, the bitter soft rubber filled my mouth as she squeezed the hanging bulb, then unscrewed the tube and dropped it on the bed. I made some sort of attempt then to go for her, lunge at her, trying not to retch at the thing that filled my mouth, but the chains pulled harshly, pulled my head down and my wrists down until I fell onto my knees, my forehead on the thick carpet. I heard, partly saw her boots move and wanted to scream at her to stop playing silly b's but the saliva-running gag just stopped me, just like that. I turned my head, still on my knees, naked and chained on India's carpet, just as she said. "Oh no, Susan, I told you to stand up straight. I do hope that this isn't going to take weeks."



She had a long, flat leather strap in her hand and the thing made an enormously loud crack in the room as she laid it across my upturned, bare buttocks. "Keep very still please Susan, until I've finished your beating."









THEY'RE VERY NICE TO ME NOW




During the war I was one of the children evacuated to the country. I had been with two indifferent families when my mother and father, still in London, my father on leave from the RAF, were killed outright by a stray part of the Blitz. I was fourteen and my world collapsed about me. At just over sixteen I was to be found, an emotionally disturbed, sulky and aggressive youngster, living with the Waites, a brother and sister who worked a small market-garden in Kent. I was supposed to have left school to help in the five acre plot, just for my keep. I suppose they were nice enough people, although John, the brother, was a moody, silent man. Both were in their late thirties. I knew nobody but them, went about the drab, dark house grudgingly doing as little as possible, spending hours avoiding anything like work. I slept in the attic under sloping beams, slept on a mattress on the floor, often in my clothes because I was too idle to take them off. Wore a battered, grubby grey suit and worn out black leather shoes because they were the only clothes I had and answered sulkily and rudely to anything said to me. Got up unwashed and made desultory attempts with hoes and spades, ate silently and avoided helping in the house. Neither the sister, May, nor her silent brother John addressed more than the barest minimum or words to me. I never cleaned my room or myself and lay at night on a filthy mattress under grey blankets. I had at least discovered my sexuality and masturbated nightly, not to any fantasy but automatically, dully.




Came the dark autumn day when John drove off in the battered Land Rover to take vegetables to the market and I was supposed to be lifting carrots for the next day's load. I stayed in bed. And May came angrily in, angry because they were short of money and things were hard and I wasn't out working for them. She shouted at me, her anger rising quickly. Shouted at me about my idleness and I answered sulkily. Shouted at me about my dirty hands and clothes, screamed about her ruined mattress with it's spilt tea and the obvious stains of semen that'd gone pale brown with months of being allowed to dry each night. Pushed me bodily back onto the blankets and slapped and slapped my face, hysterical with rage. Screamed that I was an ignorant, idle, sulky, rude and useless yob; told me that I could get out, leave, that they'd manage better without me and that I merely cost them food and trouble. That if I even thought of staying I'd have to work, work, work and mend my ways. I could pack my few things - they would have gone in a pocket with ease - and tidy up my filthy room and clean her ruined mattress and get out. Down the narrow stairs and out. I remember the sick feeling as I realised that there was nowhere I could go and that I had no money, none at all. And that I was filthy and wore the only clothes I had, dirty and too small. I would have to walk out into the narrow lanes, not knowing what to do or where to go.




"You've been nothing but trouble since you came," she screamed, taking my shoulders and shaking me. 




"Brought up, you were never brought up, you're like some disgusting animal. What you need is a bloody good hiding to sort you out. Every bloody day."




I remember sitting on the smelly mattress, hanging my head and looking at the floor. She'd stepped back and was standing with her hands on her hips.




"Well, you can have the choice. You can clean up here, properly. I shall come and look. And then you can just get out. On your own. Don't bother saying goodbye, I just want to hear you shut the door behind you before four o'clock when my brother gets back. Or you can decide to stay and work. Mend your ways, do as you're told. If you want to stay you can come downstairs at four o'clock and start off afresh. You do that and I'll ask John to start you off with the thrashing you need. Got that? Four o'clock I hear the door shut behind you or, four o'clock you come down and wait for my brother to deal with you." And with that she went stomping down the stairs.




I did what I could in a half-hearted dog-in-a-manger way in the attic room, really just kicking things from one place to another. There was nowhere I could go but I hated the place I was in; I thought sulkily how much easier it'd been at school and how she was stupid, stupid. How I'd been brought up in a wealthy home when I was small. Nobody shouted at me. How dare she! Sometimes people shouted at you at school - I'd even had the slipper at school so she was wrong even about that. The day wore on and there was no call from her for lunch; I picked again at tidying the room: I'd have to stay. I'd try to work. I'd go down and say I was sorry, though I wasn't, and make them believe that I would work, do what they wanted. Listened to the old clock in the hall chime out the hours, twelve, one, two, three. Four o'clock and I still didn't know what I was going to do as I walked slowly down the stairs, looking at the back of the front door and thinking about going through it, out to - nowhere. I suppose there wasn't a clear thought in my head as I reached the tiny hall, except revolt and sulky self-pity. I walked into the front room without anything but the self-pity and angry indecision.




"Ah," she said, getting up from a chair by the table where she'd been sewing. "Decided to stay then. John?"




He was sitting in an armchair, reading a market-gardening paper and as I stood there he just got up, dropped the paper and began to unbuckle his belt. I had a moment's mental image of Robinson, the master at the school, reaching into the shoe-rack for a gym-shoe and of me, much younger, feeling the oddly exciting expectation of a beating, the stirring in my shorts that was so pleasant. I still wasn't thinking of anything clearly as I leant over the back of the tattered sofa and felt his hands lift my jacket tail onto my back. His sister watched while John thrashed me with his belt, the flat sounds loud in the small room. It hurt, hurt far more than I was able to take in, each flat thwack of the belt across my thin trousers cutting knife-sharp pain across my buttocks. When I'd had the slipper I used to count under my breath but this time I failed at six, lying there unmoving except for the jerking each time the belt fell. It stopped and the flaring pain in my buttocks welled up over the hot, hot feeling that was spreading down my taut thighs.




"Get up," she said, "go straight to your room." He was standing there, silent, threading his belt back through the tops of his trousers.




Red-faced, not knowing what I thought, the warming feeling spreading under my trousers, I went stiffly up the stairs, aware of a need like the nightly need to masturbate: at the top of the stairs, opening the narrow planked door to the attic, the feeling in my buttocks flowered suddenly into a delicious warmth that lifted away the thin pain of the strap and I felt something big and very strange crawl in my legs. With one hand on the loose door-knob, standing there blankly, I came and came and came into my trousers, fantastically, then staggered on watery legs to sink down onto the bed.




May came into the room a little later. "Right, change those foul clothes. Put these on." 'These' were a cheap blue boiler suit and black gym-shoes from Woolworth's. "There's gumboots in the hall for outside. You can leave your filthy underwear off."




She stood there, watching me and I thought nothing. Nothing but to get out of my wet underpants without her seeing. The boiler suit was stiffly-new, thin and cheap and the slip-on black gym-shoes reminded me of school.

"Things are going to change for you my lad. From now on. You're going to , you're going to do as you're told. There's going to be a lot more belt and when John's not here I shall beat your backside myself whenever I feel like it."




They're very nice to me now. I do almost all the main work in the gardens and they let me have a lot of time off to keep the house clean and neat. I've got a real bed in my room, with sheets that are changed for clean ones every Saturday and I don't really mind having my hands strapped behind me when I got to bed; she says it keeps the sheets clean. I keep the boiler suits clean by wearing the plastic pants she got me, so that I don't come into the suit when she beats me with one of my gym-shoes.

John gives me the strap at four o'clock every day and then I go and get tea ready for us all. I even go out with them in the Land Rover sometimes. I've got a shirt and dungarees and blue, lace-up plimsolls for best.









GOOD GIRL




The train crept into Haywards Heath station one and a quarter hours late in what was supposed to be a fifty-five minute journey from London. All the way we'd been crawling along, surrounded by the brilliant white guttering and flashing from the live rail with the snow beating on the windows, building up and sliding off. The lights dimmed and brightened, dimmed and brightened and the heating, such as it was, barely lifted the compartment's temperature above freezing. In London the train had been packed, standing in the corridors and the guard's van, but the cold and angry passengers had progressively left at stations down the line, each stop letting driving snow in through the open door. At Haywards Heath there were only two of us, myself and the girl in the corner seat. The train jolted violently into movement, then stopped as suddenly and we looked across the compartment and smiled at each other.



"Get there in the end," I said. "Must be the wrong kind of snow again."



She grinned anxiously and huddled into her coat.



"How far you going," I asked, just to make conversation in the cold.



"Hassocks."



"Me too." The station tannoy was making some sort of long announcement and it was a minute or two before I caught the words 'Burgess Hill, Hassocks, Preston Park, Brighton' and the sound of train doors slamming.



"Something about this train," I said, and got up to lower the window and listen. It was plain enough, once I'd interpreted the contorted sound of the usual British Rail announcement: the train was going no further. No trains were going any further. Marvellous. I turned to the girl: "That's it. Train's not going on. No more trains. Line's blocked."



She looked as if she was about to cry. "I've got to get home before eight," she said, looking desperate. It was just seven thirty.



"Not a hope," I said, helping her gather up her gloves from where she'd dropped them on the wet, foot-marked floor. As I held open the door for her she said something about being 'in trouble with mum' if she were to be later than eight.



"Look, I'm going to try for a cab," I said. "We're both heading for Hassocks - let me give you a lift."



"Will we get there before eight? Do you think we will?"



"What's so special about eight o'clock? And no, not a hope."



"I'm not allowed to get home after eight."



We walked, bent against the driving snow, to the stairs down to the station forecourt and I took her arm to prevent her slipping in the crackling slush.



"Well, allowed or not, it'll be a lot later than that. Have to tell mum you couldn't help it - the snow's likely to be worse in Hassocks." She was about seventeen, maybe a little older, probably a copy typist or some sort of junior clerk in a London office. "What's mum going to do, send you to bed without any supper?" I squeezed her shoulder and laughed, making a joke of it.



"I get the cane."



"W-What? You're not serious?" It sounded delicious to me but that's not the sort of thing one says; I was supposed to be a smart and successful thirty year old 'businessman' and my private fantasies about 'CP' were not part of my outward image. I had a moment's vision of raised skirts and a triangle of white briefs, round buttocks quivering under a cane. Deviously I said "Can't cane frozen hands - it'd hurt too much," and laughed again.



"Not my hands. I have to get over the sofa."



"Oh," I said, at a loss for words as a distinctively warm, aroused feeling developed under my clothes. Feverishly I tried to think of a way I could ask her more without seeming, well, odd.



The Station Taxi Drivers wanted twenty pounds for what was a ten pound journey and the girl offered me all she had, a couple of quid. "Keep it," I said. "I have to go to Hassocks anyway. Nobody going to tell me off though. Live alone. In Greyfriars flats." I wasn't all that sure about the cane-story, but could think of no reason why she'd invent it, nor why she should tell a perfect stranger such a thing, unless she was as genuinely scared as she seemed. As we settled in the warm cab I stole a closer look at her: very young, fair curly hair and a small white face. Slender figure under the bulky grey coat and cheap flat shoes, darkened by wet, her thick winter tights splashed with dirty melted snow about her ankles.



"Look, if we get there - as I have to pass your place to get to mine - er - would you like me to take you to the door. I could explain to your mum what's happened to the trains?" I had the beginnings of an erection, thinking of what might happen to her bottom if I didn't convince 'mum' that her daughter was really, unavoidably, late.

'Mum' opened the door to us and I spoke before she was able to react to our snow crusted appearance, or to her daughter's lateness. It was almost nine. I'd paid off the cab as my place is only fifty yards from the girl's house - I'd explain to 'mum', then walk it. I explained that to 'mum' too. She was thirty-eightish, a short, good looking woman, fair haired like her daughter, in blouse and skirt. Not surprisingly she kept a pretty suspicious look on her face - her young daughter arriving home so late with a strange man years older, but to give her her due, once I'd rushed the explanations out, she smiled at me.



"Come in for a minute. I've got some coffee on, it'll warm you up. It's very kind of you to take so much trouble Mr - er -"



"Tranter," I said. "Jack Tranter."



"Come in, Mr Tranter." She ushered me into her hallway. "Hang your coat for a minute - here, I'll take it into the kitchen and shake some of that snow off." She held out her hands to take my coat, turning to the girl. "You get upstairs Miss, I'll deal with you later."



The thought of the cane returned with a vengeance when she said that; it sounded as if the girl had told the truth. I wanted part of it: it'd all been fantasy, for years, up to now, and here I was within reach of at least hearing the sounds of the girl being caned - if I could find some way to stay a while. The erection was decidedly pleasant.



I was shown into a warm lounge and the first object to which my eyes were drawn was a big sofa. Another vision of an upturned bottom, long legs stretched from the wide arm of the sofa flicked into my mind - and quickly out again as the woman offered me coffee. The girl had gone.



"I'm Carol Watson," she said, "please do sit down Jack." She perched on the edge of an easy chair, very attractive. There were no signs of masculine things in the room and I wondered if there was a chance ... "There really was no need to bring Susan to the door ...



"She was worried that she'd get into trouble for being so late," I said, trying hard to think of a way to investigate the truth of the cane story.



"She knows it's eight o'clock and not a minute later. I have to be firm with her - it's a long journey from London."



"Thought she might get - punished." I had difficulty with the word, it was a word from my fantasies.



"You probably think I'm too strict with her but I don't make any exceptions. She could have telephoned me, then maybe. I'm always telling her to ‘phone."



The conversation was going to die there, the last thing I wanted. I sipped coffee and tried another tack. "I know I sound old-fashioned but I admire someone who understands the need for rules. For discipline." Another difficult word from my fantasies.



She laughed, nicely, looking straight at me. "Spare the rod and spoil the child you mean? That sort of discipline?"



Awkward, if she didn't mean that. "Er - well, sometimes I suppose."



"Oh, don't feel uncomfortable," she said, getting up and taking my empty coffee cup, "I cane my daughter when she needs it. Since her father left us I've had to make some hard and fast rules."



My excitement was rising to the pitch where I wanted to take Mrs Carol Watson to bed right then.



"Must be difficult without a man," I began, a vision of Carol Watson asking me 'if I wouldn't really mind' to cane her daughter.



She stopped in the doorway and looked hard at me, her expression very odd. Put the coffee cup down on a small table and closed the door. "Look," she said, "I don't know you Jack, but I think you have much the same ideas as I do. Do you think I should punish Susan?"



Careful, Jack Tranter. "If it's a golden rule that she's not late," I began.



"It's a golden rule, whatever the circumstances. She knows it."



"Then I suppose ..."



"My daughter once described a punishment I gave her as 'feeble'. They've not been feeble since then I can tell you but - but, well, a man's right arm might be just what she needs."



I almost came in my pants, and croaked out, "you may be right."



"Jack, will you cane her for me?"



What is one supposed to say. I knew what I wanted to say, 'yes please' and more. I put on my best serious voice and managed, "if that's what you really want."



She looked at me for a long moment, then picked up the coffee cup again. "If you wait I'll bring her," and she left, closing the door.I was beside myself with excitement. Was I really going to do it? Was I imagining it all? Would her mother watch? How hard was I to do it? Would I make a fool of myself, hold the cane wrongly? I'd only caned in my fantasies. I heard Carol Watson go up the stairs and a door close upstairs. Some sort of argument, the girl's voice raised. I waited and waited in a fever of anticipation. How was I to handle it, what was I to say to the girl? Would she let me, a perfect stranger, really, actually cane her?



I heard them coming downstairs and hardly knew what to do with myself: I stood up, hands behind my back, hoping my iron hard erection didn't show in my trousers. They were coming slowly. The door opened and Carol came in, her hand leading her daughter. The girl was sort of hunched, in a blue dressing gown, her eyes staring at the floor. She was sniffing as if she'd been crying. A surge of powerful feeling, unlike anything I'd experienced before, rose like fire in my legs, groins, shoulders as I saw that her small white hand held a real, crook handled cane. A real cane. I was going to cane her. Carol Watson stopped, the girl close behind her still staring at the floor.



"I've explained to Susan that I've asked you to give her a real caning Jack. It is exactly what she needs." There was a curious look about Carol's eyes that I couldn't interpret - at first I thought it was excitement. She led the girl to the sofa. I was really going to have to do it.



"Come on now Susan." The girl made a sort of whimper of protest but lowered herself over the arm of the sofa, trembling.



"Please don't," was all I could make out. I could see that her legs were bare and I wondered if Carol would smooth out the folds of dressing gown that draped the girl's upturned buttocks.



"Dressing gown," said Carol.



"Oh, please ..."



"Do it Susan."



The girl reached back and grasped the blue dressing gown and slid it up until her slender thighs were exposed. Carol had taken the cane from her and now passed it back to me: I took it's smoothness in my fingers as if in a dream as her mother stepped forward.



"Properly girl," she said in a taut voice and flung the dressing gown over the girl's back. She was naked. Long white legs rose from small tiptoed feet, spread slightly wide. Rose to two round white naked buttocks. From where I stood I could see a tiny glimpse of curled blonde hair under her. Carol stepped aside and gestured at the gorgeous white bottom, looking at me.



"Cane her," she said, putting hands on her hips and looking at me with that strange expression. "Cane her. Hard. Six"



The first cut sounded very loud in the warm room and I saw the girl's body jerk, her buttocks quiver. The cane made a classical noise in the air as I brought it down a second time and I saw the round buttocks suddenly tense in anticipation. Whack.



"Oh, please." My mind was elsewhere - I wasn't aware of the sensual feeling in me, just darkly aware of my hands on the hard cane, of my feet planted on the carpet and the round, white, white bottom quivering, marked with two reddening lines. The girl struggled and screamed at the third blow and her mother stepped quickly round beside the sofa, grabbed the dressing gown, hauled it up and away from the girl, flung it into a corner and knelt to hold the girl's shoulders down. The whole white body was in front of me, stretched over the arm of the sofa; I could see soft breasts crushed against the seat cushion.



"Go on Jack. Harder. Cane her harder."



The slender white body wriggled and struggled and the sobbing became punctuated by shrieks as I caned her, watching the red lines blossom on the taut white skin. Eight I gave her: the girl was crying aloud.



"Get up Susan." She stood up slowly, turning her back to me, the red weals darkening. Her mother took her shoulders and turned her round. "Face Mr Tranter. Thank him properly." She grabbed the girl's wrists and pulled them behind her. Susan hung her head, whimpering, and I looked at her standing there, naked. Small, soft white breasts, small hips and a nestling scrub of fair, curled hair between her legs.



"What do you say, Susan?" Carol looked at me, her face unfathomable.



"Th-thank y-you." Sniff, sniff.



"Say 'thank you Jack' my girl."



"Th-thank y-you J-Jack."



"Bed. Go."



I watched the striped buttocks walk slowly away from me, watched the slender white body as it went to the door and became aware of my hot, excited body as the door closed on the girl.



Carol Watson was suddenly close behind me, then beside me, breathing as if she'd been hurrying. "That was good. Of you," she breathed, and her fingers travelled down my arm to the brown cane that I still grasped. "Have you finished with that?" she asked, whispering.



I caned her on the sofa on her back, her skirt up and her red silk briefs flung into the corner with the dressing gown. She held her legs wide apart by her knees and I watched the tangle of fair hair between her legs thrust up and up as I caned her. She moaned at first, moaned and jerked.



"More, please, more." She took the cane after a while and moved it up and down between her legs, between her sliding wet lips as I stepped out of my clothes. I wrested it back from her and gave her three hard cuts on her thighs so that she cried out "oh, oh, oh don't," then climbed over her. Her warm fingers took me and pulled me into her, then slid around my waist and pulled down, forcing me into her deep and urgent. Legs closed round me and we worked hugely together, breathing faster and faster, her eyes closed. "Oh, oh Jack, do it, do it." She was moving with pleasure and I was aloft in the burning, blazing sexual pleasure, greater than anything imaginable. "Oh God," she shrieked as we came together; I felt my spunk jet and spurt inside her, on and on as if something was drawing everything within me. Pulses, long knife-sharp pulses of me jetted deep into her.



We lay together, first kissing, fondling, Carol panting with the emotional exertion. Whispering, hands everywhere on each other's hot and sliding bodies. Carol shed her remaining clothes and we felt, examined the dark weals on her skin. Discovered breathlessly our shared ecstasies over the fire of the cane. Talked pretentiously of 'discipline', then sensually, sexually. Drank Scotch. Sucked at each other, tasted each other. I ventured that I might, one day 'punish' Susan again.



"Yes, yes Jack." Her father had 'never laid a hand on her' and now she was eighteen and needed it. It had been dreadfully difficult to get the girl to take her first caning. My sexuality took over again at that thought and Carol took hold of my jutting member, took it into her mouth. We lay on the thick hearth-rug and I entered her again, more slowly this time.



Later, Susan Watson crept downstairs and looked round the door to discover why her mother was crying out so loudly, stood crimson of face unable to move. Carol dragged her, protesting, into the room and amidst the struggles and the cries and Carol's harsh voice saying, "you wicked, wicked girl," a yellow nightdress was added to the heaped pile of dressing gown and clothes. Susan lay on her back, naked on the sofa while Carol held her ankles high and wide apart, so that I could see the fair curled hair, see the dark, purplish weals from the earlier caning. The cane cut three times and Carol said, "here, Jack, you take her." I looked down at the crying face, at the shifting white breasts, holding the girl's slender ankles in my hot hands while Carol caned the red and purple buttocks. While Carol drew the cane slowly, gently between the white thighs until it gleamed moistly int he room's low light. A naked Carol took a naked, whimpering Susan onto her lap on the sofa, the older woman's erect nipples pressing at the girl's back; took her onto her lap and comforted her, whispering at her ear.



I knelt before them, saying comforting things and Carol's hands spread the slender white legs over her own spread legs. The girl's eyes were closed over the coursing tears; Carol's fingers were between the white legs, moving, and there was quiet in the room. I caught the older woman's eyes smiling oddly at me as she slid her hands under the marked white thighs and lifted them, exposing the fair curled hair to me. She held Susan, whispering into her ear until I'd finished; held her close while Susan moaned and moved, first shuddering then slowly, sensually, held her, rocked her gently back and forth as I moved deep in the moist warmth. Spoke softly to Susan Watson in her ear and cupped the small soft breasts, ran long fingers over the erect, firm nipples, until I pulsed again, easily, in a series of long, ecstatic flows.




"Say thank you Jack," whispered Carol Watson.




"Mmmmmm. Thank you. Jack."




"Jack's going to stay with us. If you're a good girl."









WHAT VALERIE WANTS




Valerie Cattermole looked at her watch; almost six o'clock. She was walking slowly along the sea-front looking earnestly at the archways that led under the road. Most had battered doors proclaiming this one to be the 'Angling Society', the next a 'Sailing Club', a 'Boat Repairer'. Zoe had once said that she went to Thera's Club, 'under the Arches at Black Rock', so it ought to be along her somewhere. It was Friday evening, so Zoe might be there. Valerie thought she was in love with Zoe; the tall, slender girl from the office had never responded really, but the occasional hand on Valerie's shoulder, on her hair, the wide smiles had encouraged her. In her fantasies, Valerie Cattermole imagined what it might be like to hold Zoe's hand, to kiss her, and felt ashamed, fought the feeling she identified as 'lesbianism', told herself she wasn't any such thing. But she looked only for Zoe each morning in the office, found excuses to fetch and carry for her, make coffee for her and when there was a broad, gentle smile in return, Valerie felt the odd, pleasant want that trickled in her body. Zoe was twenty two to Valerie's eighteen, Zoe was tall, long legged and with a proud bust, a lovely, strong figure: Valerie thought about her own five feet two of awkward frame and frequently told herself that someone like Zoe would never look at her really. She clutched the bracelet in the pocket of her dull coat. She'd seen it on the office floor and had instantly recognised it as Zoe's: the idea had formed in her mind almost at once - she had no idea where Zoe lived but had remembered that the girl had once talked about 'Thera's Club' at Black Rock. Friday evenings. If she took the bracelet at least she and Zoe would be together, out of the office, just for a few moments and Zoe would be grateful, pleased.



The small green door covering the last archway had a brass plate: 'Thera's'. And an entry 'phone. In her negative way, Valerie expected to be told that Zoe wasn't there.



"Yes," came a distorted, crackling voice from the box on the wall.



“Er - is Zoe Doulton here - er, I’ve got something she - she lost.”



“Who are you please?”



“Val - er- Valerie. Cattermole. From the office.”



“Wait please.”



Valerie waited, hearing the sea muttering on the pebble beach and the rumble of traffic on the road above her. There was no sound from the Club. She waited and waited, sure that Zoe wasn't there.



The green door half opened slowly and a girl's voice said “come in.” There was a passageway inside, whitewashed brick walls, deep red carpet and soft yellow wall lamps. The girl was almost as short as Valerie, dressed in a classic 'little black dress' that was so short the broad tops of her dark stockings were quite visible. Expensive dress, flat black shoes, very short, boyish dark hair and no make-up.



“If you will come this way please Valerie, and wait in here.”



It was said with a smile and the girl had called her by name. 'Here' was a small room off the silent passageway, whitewashed brick again with a plain wooden bench and one yellow light. As she stepped under the arched opening Valerie saw a small label above - 'Owners Only'. It seemed meaningless.



“Miss Zoe will be here in a moment. Please wait.”



The girl went out silently, the flat shoes making no sound on the red carpeted passageway floor and Valerie heard her said, “in there Miss Zoe.”



Valerie's legs were trembling slightly as she sat on the wooden bench. The place must have had something to do with boats or the sea at some time, for in the wall above the bench was a row of metal eyes, as if something had once been fastened there. Six eyes above the six places the wooden bench provided. Perhaps Zoe would invite her into the club, offer her a drink - if there was a bar - talk to her and light up one of those wide smiles. Valerie wanted to kiss that soft mouth.



“Hello Val.”



Valerie Cattermole was unable to reply. She recognised Zoe's face at once, despite the long black hair being pulled back into a long, thick pony tail. She'd never seen Zoe's hair like that before. It was the clothes that reduced Valerie first to incomprehension, then to shock as she rose from the bench, her face burning red, not understanding any of this.



Zoe stood just inside the entry to the room, smiling, one hand on the doorway's edge, the other on her hip. Zoe was dressed in gleaming black leather from collar to toes, a soft, gleaming black suit that enclosed her neck in a wide band, that covered her slender arms right to the leather covered hands and fingers. Up-tilted black cups accentuated breasts, narrowed the slender waist, covered both legs and both small feet in black. At the base of Zoe's stomach, between her legs - Valerie couldn't look, but looked again with a flicker of her eyes - at the base of Zoe's stomach and between her gleaming black thighs jutted a thick, long, black leather - thing. A man's thing, stiff and jutting forward as Zoe moved into the room.



“The girl says you've got something for me Val. What is it?”



“Er - er, you dropped, you dropped your b-bracelet in the - the office.”



She couldn't take her eyes off Zoe and the black leather and the thing that thrust forward so fiercely. Valerie fumbled in her pocket, blushed, looked at the floor and held out the bracelet.



“Oh, that thing.” It was heavy gold. “Silly, you needn't have bothered.”



Zoe was close to her now and Valerie could smell the perfume of the leather; the jutting sex thing was almost brushing her coat.



“Sweet of you though, Val.” Zoe put a leather clad hand on the younger girl's shoulder, bent a little and kissed Valerie's cheek. The jutting thing momentarily pushed hard at Valerie's hip, and she backed away.



“I thought - I thought I'd better try to find you.”



“Thank you.” Zoe looked at her. “Come on into the Club for a while.”



Valerie, blushing for a reason she didn't quite understand, made to say no, attempted, “I ought not to.”



Zoe smiled more. “Come on Val, we're friends aren't we? I know this isn't the me you see at work, but it is me you know.” She stepped back and planted her black legs wide on the carpet in the yellow light, throwing back her head so that the thick pony-tail of dark hair swung against leather-clad shoulders. One hand moved down and curled round the jutting staff. “This isn't altogether real, but the rest is all me. Like it?”



Valerie Cattermole liked it. She couldn't, didn't know how to say she liked it, thought she ought not to say she liked it, but a moment's fleeting fantasy in her mind had Zoe's black leather arms and legs wrapped round her, the black covered breasts pressed against hers - that thing pressing against her - and the soft lips on hers.



“Y-yes. I can't stay, I've - I've only got my office things on.”



“Mmmmm. OK, we'll lend you something ...”



“Zoe, I can't. I mean. I can't wear ...” She thrust her hands into the pockets of the drab coat. “Not ...” Valerie looked with a red face at Zoe's sensual leather outfit.



“No, you certainly can't.” The face was without a smile for an instant, and the gleaming figure turned to the doorway, exhibiting a broad brassy zip fastener that ran from the leather collar and under the round black globes of Zoe's buttocks. She called into the passageway: “Girl.”



In a moment the girl who'd let Valerie in came into view, her head hung curiously. “Yes Miss Zoe.”



“Valerie is going into the Club. Some clothes for her.”



“Yes Miss Zoe. What would you liked Miss Zoe?”



Zoe turned to Valerie, smiling widely. “What sort of fancy dress can we find for you Val? Maid? She looked Valerie up and down and the younger girl felt an extraordinary shiver in her thighs.



“Turn round, Val.”



Valerie, her face beetroot, turned in the drab coat and her flat brown shoes.



“Schoolgirl.” Zoe said it as if she'd made a final decision. “Long time since you've been a schoolgirl Val. All of a couple of years.”



She turned to the girl in the black dress who still stood in the door, still with her head hung after a glance at Valerie's figure.



“Go with the girl Val, and I'll collect you when you're ready.”



“I - I can't stay l-long ...”



“Do it Val,” and Zoe stamped her black leather-gloved foot gently on the red carpet, hands on hips.



The girl dressed her in silence in a sort of cloakroom: Valerie felt embarrassed at her touch, her mind in a whirl of confusion. The clothes felt odd, insufficient, as if she was unnecessarily exposed. The girl's fingers unhooked the M & S bra and put it carefully on a chair with her other things and Valerie clasped her arms over her breasts. The white blouse was plain and cool and the soft blue cotton knickers with the elasticated legs were comfortable enough. Still, her hands trembled a little as she put a foot on the chair to pull on the long white socks herself; there was no need for the silent girl to kneel at her feet to do it. It was actually rather fun, especially the navy gym-slip, in spite of it's indecently short skirt - it's pleats brushed the tops of Valerie's thighs. If she'd ever turned up at school with a gym-slip this short ... She wondered what the other girls in the Club would be wearing, and her cheeks burned again as she thought of Zoe's wild, odd, awful, exciting leather suit and the thing.



“I should let your hair down Miss, please.” The girl spoke once and Valerie let her unfasten her hair and brush it out into a suitably schoolgirl bob. She'd stay for fifteen minutes, then go. The people in the Club would look at her and think she was a real schoolgirl.



The girl brought shoes and Valerie reluctantly sat on the chair while her feet were laced into plain black plimsolls. Valerie thought them childish and boring.



“That's much better.” It was Zoe, slender gleaming black in the doorway, one hand on the jutting leather phallus. “Come on Val, please.”



Thera's Club was bigger than Val'd thought. There were doorways and openings in all directions - it must run back far under the road she thought. She followed Zoe's striding black figure, watching the long black-suit catch the lights as they passed them.



The air felt pleasant on the bare tops of Valerie's legs and despite her embarrassment at being seen in the clothes, they felt curiously right. Valerie felt the part, felt as if she were some offending schoolgirl following an irate mistress to detention or worse. Silly, she was eighteen - well, just. She looked down at the short, swinging gym-slip and at her knee-high white socks, at the glossy rubber toes of the black plimsolls on the red carpet, making no sound. She wasn't at all sure what was going on but part of it was - well, nice.



It was some sort of general room, almost round. Bare whitewashed brick walls that led into a complicated series of arches that formed the ceiling. A raised stage at one end, a bar at the other, tables, chairs, the same red carpet and the same soft lighting. There was barely audible music. Behind the bar another of the girls in the same black mini-dress was cleaning glasses, a redhead with cropped hair.



“Let's see her then Zoe,” said a voice, and a tall blonde woman, perhaps thirty, rose from a table where she sat with another girl. She was dressed from neck to ankle in a long, full dress of the deepest green, her long legs poised on the fantastically high spikes on the heels of green patent boots. Zoe took Valerie's hand in hers and pulled her round before her, placing the other black gloved hand on the shoulder of the gym-slip.




“Is she yours?” asked the tall blonde woman, looking Valerie up and down embarrassingly. Valerie heard Zoe laugh behind her.



“Not yet. Almost.”



The words were lost to Valerie, who was looking at the girl who sat at the blonde woman's table. Looking and trying not to look. The girl was naked, quite naked. Valerie couldn't see her face for the head was hung, showing mousy hair cut short, and ringless ears. So far as Valerie's fascinated eyes could see, all the girl was wearing was some sort of wide silver band around her neck, like a metal collar. She dragged her eyes away and looked, glanced about her for others. There was a short, rather plump woman at the bar, speaking to the girl in the black dress, a woman in a check shirt and jeans, nothing odd. A very young girl with waist length, glorious auburn hair stood, no more than five feet tall, dressed in a plain white shift; stood against the wall by the stage, unmoving. Valerie turned her head back to the tall blonde woman who was still looking her up and down, and caught words addressed to Zoe.



"Perhaps she can play with Anne sometime ..." A gesture indicated the pale, naked girl sitting at the table. Valerie heard Zoe say "perhaps" at the same time as she felt the jutting, hard thing press her navy knickers between her buttocks, under the brief gym-slip. She stepped forward involuntarily and Zoe's slender, strong hands descended to Valerie's hips, pulling her back against the prodding thing, Zoe's hand slid upwards on the navy cloth and were at Valerie's breasts, Zoe's black clad hands and arms were round Valerie's waist, the thing brushed her hip, Zoe's firm, leather cupped breasts pressed against the gym-slip and the perfume of the leather filled Valerie's breathing as Zoe kissed her on the lips, hard, then backed away.



"Such a good girl," she heard Zoe whisper, "such a good girl to come and find me." Zoe was embracing her and despite the mind-confusing room, the people, her own unfamiliar clothes, the realisation that Zoe was holding her sent wave after wave of watery excitement flowing in Valerie's legs. She saw Zoe's red mouth, lips parted, move towards her own again; she parted her own lips in a passionate desire for the kiss, felt herself pressed to the soft black leather and, for the first time in her life, felt another's tongue in her moist mouth. Oh how she welcomed it; she wanted nothing else, nothing, nothing else. Zoe's hands moved on her as her own hands felt the warm, smooth leather at Zoe's back. Zoe's hands moved on her and Valerie felt the warm, smooth leather at Zoe's back. Zoe's hands moved on her and Valerie closed her eyes to the sensuality of the warm lips and the probing tongue; Zoe's hand moved on her round buttocks under the gym-slip, moved on her hip and Valerie was aware that the blue cotton knickers were being pulled away from her waist, pulled downwards by a leather gloved hand that brushed her stomach. In the daze of wonder at Zoe's soft, moving kiss, Valerie realised for a brief moment that she should resist but the gloved fingers strayed into curled hair. Something touched her there, something warm, firm, pushing and she realised that Zoe wanted to put that leather thing into her.



Valerie squeezed shut her eyes and found that tears pricked her eyelids. She moved her feet in the light gym-shoes wider on the carpet, still with her mouth hungrily at Zoe's, and tensed. She wanted it. Wanted it. Eased her hips forward as the rounded thing slid and pressed there. Felt its fullness part her, enter her a little, felt its big, big roundness, the smooth leather slide a little into her, then cried out as Zoe's strong hands cupped her buttocks and the thing entered her on and on, long and on and on, filling her, stiff within her. Wanted it and gasped aloud - would it never stop travelling into her. Involuntarily her eyes opened a moment and she saw the arched ceiling, the stage, the chairs and tables and, for a brief second the naked girl: realisation dawned as Zoe thrust and thrust the jutting thing inside her and her hands felt again the leather, hot smooth leather of Zoe's back. She pulled away - oh, the long, long sliding, escaping of the dildo, pulled away, scarlet of face, tears burning, pulled away from Zoe's dark arms, ran, feeling the burning between her legs, ran sobbing, stumbling against a chair, ran in the unfamiliar thin shoes and the odd clothes.



Two, then three of the girls in black mini-dresses caught her in the passage-way. Caught her and she shouted and fought them. Shouted that she wanted her clothes, that she had to leave. They grabbed her arms, her hair and she screamed in desperation and because they were hurting her. She was thrust violently down onto the wooden bench in the first room, her head knocking painfully against the white brick wall. They held her legs, her arms, her hair, twisted her, their breathing loud but saying nothing. Something rattled and they pinioned her wrists, the chain tightly through the iron eye above the bench so that her hands pressed the rough brickwork, pushed and shoved at her, lifted her until she knelt on the hard bench, her hands chained to the wall before her face, her rumpled back to the room. Valerie wrenched, struggled at the chain and cried out in anger and fright and frustration, hearing them leave the room. One whispered 'bitch' and they were gone. There was nothing but her own sobbing and the clink of the chain that held her wrists to the wall. Valerie knelt on the hard bench, face on her pinioned hands, knelt with her seat on the calves of her legs, the wooden slats of the bench cutting her leg above the black canvas of the plimsolls. She cried out softly for Zoe, for anyone but the room, the passageway outside was silent. She hurt, her wrists hurt, her scalp hurt where they'd pulled her hair, her body hurt from bruises, the bench cut into her legs and that part of her between the thighs burned sullenly. Valerie lapsed slowly into just near-silent crying and barely audible pleas for someone to help her. When her legs became too painful from the bench, she eased her legs awkwardly from it and stood, bent forward to her chained hands, the wooden slat pressing at her knees, sobbing silently and still whispering for help.



Valerie had no idea how long she'd been standing like that when Zoe came. She knew her legs hurt from the awkwardness of her position and her arms ached. It was a different Zoe. Her voice was different. And she was naked. And she didn't release the trembling girl. In her misery, Valerie merely nodded, nodded as the different Zoe explained things to her. As the different Zoe stood behind her.




“I’ve ‘phoned your mother. You’re staying with me for the weekend. In two days you will learn that you belong to me. Do you understand? You saw Cleo’s girl, the naked one. That will be you, although I have no wish to keep you naked. Do you understand?”




It went on and on. Valerie sniffed and sobbed, nodded her head and understood none of it. Zoe was making her do all this. Zoe. Zoe. She wanted Zoe to be kind to her, to make it all right again, to kiss her, let her aching body go and hold it.




“Look at this. Do you know what this is?”




Valerie turned her head, her hair in her eyes and looked briefly, frightened. Nodded. It was another of those things, red, rubber, fat and long, with straps that trailed from Zoe’s white hand. Zoe’s other hand dragged the cotton knickers down and Valerie swayed on her plimsolled feet as she felt it, cold against her buttocks. Felt it under, between her legs, felt Zoe’s arm around her waist, holding her bent, chained to the wall. She cried as it found her there, cried and moaned and swayed her hips, her face pressed wetly to her chained hands as it thrust steadily deep into her, thrust and pulled, thrust and pulled until the blazing sexual feeling overcame her fright and misery and she moved her body with it. The orgasm left her water weak, cold, shaking as again the sliding wet firmness of the thing strayed between her buttocks. Nudged her at the other place. Valerie screamed with the pain as it sank, searingly, into her, dragging on the tightness of the rosebud sphincter, prodding thick and dark-feeling within her. Screamed again as it withdrew, slow, oh so slowly. Cried, sobbed, struggled as Zoe’s fingers wrenched at her hair, dragged her head back, thrust the thing into her face. Shook her head - “no, no, no, no, oh no,” - as the acrid smells from her own body filled her nostrils and the tacky, wet, warm rubber touched her lips. It was between her lips and Zoe’s hands dragged agonisingly at her hair. It was in her mouth, filling it, warm, fat, bitter with the taste of rubber, honeyed with the taste from between her thighs; Valerie retched as she realised the other taste from that other place. Retched and cried, trying not to let her tongue seek the warm surface that filled her mouth. Zoe’s hand left it and it fell from her mouth on a strand of saliva.




“When I am satisfied, you will come back into the Club and show me,” came Zoe’s voice behind her as she swayed forward against the bench, sobbing, sobbing.




Zoe made love to Valerie’s body, to her breasts, her legs, her thighs. Sank fingers within her, put the same fingers into the sobbing girl's mouth. Worked at the soft white skin until Valerie's sobs ceased, to be replaced by a dully willing acquiescence. Zoe pulled off a black school plimsoll from Valerie's foot and beat her buttocks with it until the bent figure in its dark gym-slip and white, white socks cried aloud, "please, oh please, it hurts, it hurts."




At a little after midnight, Zoe led a naked Valerie back into the now busy Club. Women greeted her, kissed Zoe, tilted Valerie's chin and looked at her bruised body. The music was louder, the chairs and tables more than half occupied. On the stage on a low settee, two slender African girls made exhibitionist love together. Valerie stood numb and shaking, tears burning her eyes as the blonde woman in the green dress, an arm about her naked girl, the one in the silver collar, stood smiling, watching while Zoe pushed the red rubber dildo deep into Valerie for all to see.




She slept on a narrow bed, slept after lying sobbing with pain and shame, slept with her arms behind her naked back and her ankles strapped together. Zoe had come after the Club girls had put her to bed, Zoe had come and sat on the bed caressing her, had kissed her cheek. Zoe had said that it would all soon be over and that Valerie would belong to Zoe. In the night Valerie woke to find warm urine flowing over her thighs, pooling under her in the soft rubber sheets in which she lay. Pooling in the trough that her body made in the bed until its warm wetness was at her knees and her feet, against her stomach and breasts, spreading as she moved until it was at her cheek. There was no pillow in the bed. Valerie lay abandoning herself to the depths of the things she had done, had accepted, accepting the subjugation. In her abject surrender she wept at the realisation that there was nothing more, no more shame that could be offered her. She would belong to her, utterly. She had wanted Zoe and now Zoe possessed her, she had abased herself and Zoe would love her. Make her do those things again and again. Valerie wanted that. Part of her dulled mind stood back and saw that she wanted that. She shifted in the bed in her strapped arms and legs and the warm, acrid urine flowed on the rubber sheet, under her cheek. Valerie examined the sensation in her mind, then turned her head and pressed her face to the pooled wetness, daring herself in a dull, dawning realisation. Valerie Cattermole knew she belonged to Zoe and that it was what she wanted above all else. She parted her lips in the bed and hesitantly tasted the pooled wetness. It was sweet and she slid her lips and eager tongue over the rubber sheet, drinking what she could of her own urine. And slept.




On the Sunday a smartly dressed Zoe walked Valerie back to her own flat.




Valerie in a longer gym-slip, in black tights, blazer, flat black shoes. Showed her the small room where she’d sleep, showed her rubber and leather clothes, clothes that were straps and studs, clothes that exposed or hid breasts, genitals, buttocks. Showed her the small brown whip, the two canes. Made long and gentle love to Valerie on the big bed in her own room. Shaved her body. After work on Monday Valerie took Zoe to her own home and mother agreed, when she saw her daughter’s eagerness, that she should live with her new friend. The next weekend and the next Zoe taught the girl. Valerie learned that the greatest, longest, most overcoming orgasms she could ever have were when her mistress, Zoe, caned her.









BELINDA




Script for a recorded message, to be read by a young female voice, initially sounding high-spirited and amused.

Hello - er - may I come in? I’m looking for the teacher on duty.



Oh. That must be you - I’m Belinda, Belinda Rowe - well, everyone calls me Belle really. You must be the new housemaster - I heard you were coming. Is this your first day?



I’m afraid I’ve got this note you see - been naughty again, well, bad really I s’pose. Bad. Seem to be here every other day. Been sent specially this time. For punishment you see. Again.



Hope you don’t mind me wearing gym things - had to come straight here you see. Do I look alright - do you like my hair - look how it swings; had it done yesterday. Oh, I suppose really I shouldn’t say things like that, should I. I mean, well, I’m going to be punished aren’t I, so I shouldn’t talk about how I look - do you like this blouse? Golly, I am big aren’t I? Look how I stick out - nice really. Do you like my skirt too? It’s very short isn’t it - we all shorten them a bit. Bit too much when I did mine - you can see my bottom I expect. I think navy blue knickers are so boring, don’t you. I like tight ones. If I pull these tight you can see the crease - look - there. I suppose I’m very naughty really. Are you going to cane me? I expect you are.



Ooooh, is this your cane? Looks a bit stingy. Do you know, I’ve been reading this book - not supposed to really - do you know, in the old days they used to wet the canes so they hurt more, or wax them. Hmmmm. S’pose I - well, s’pose I put this one sort of inside my knickers - like this - (giggle) look, it pokes out of the bottom. Well, I am a bit - well - wet there - if I move it up and - oh - down like this - oh, that feels funny - there, it’s sort of slippery now. Here take your cane.



Does it smell nice? I expect it smells nice.




Are you going to cane me now? Are you? How many will I get? Three? Four? Six! Oh, I’m not sure I can - well, I sort of have a happening after four. Six is a lot. I mean six hurts. Not too hard then.



Shall I bend over? See, I’ve got gym-shoes on - well, my other shoes have high heels - if you bend over in high heels you fall over (giggle). Like this, holding my ankles? Now you can really see my bottom can’t you. Specially if you fold my skirt up - you do it. That’s right.



You really are going to cane me aren’t you. Shall I take my knickers down? There. I think I’ve got a nice bottom. Hope you can’t see well - you know - under my bottom. That would be very naughty. If I spread my legs a bit ..... alright, I think I’m ready ...



(Whack) Oh! That was hard. (Whack) Ow! (Whack) Oh, you’re very good at it aren’t you? (Whack) Oh golly, it’s happening. I’m having a happening (Whack) J-Just one m-more. (Whack) Oh, oh (groans excitedly) (Whack) Ow, you cheat. Oh, that hurts, my bottom’s all burning, oh, oh. I can’t stand up, my legs are all funny. I’m so hot, burning. Oh.



Can I take my skirt off - it’s so burning hot, my bottom. There. Am I awfully naughty? And this blouse comes off every so easily. Oh, golly, my legs are trembly, I shall have to kneel down or something. Oh, that’s better.



'Spect you feel different too. Are you all stiff and things? Bet you are. Here - oooh, you are. Wish I could see. Belinda Rowe, you’re a bad girl. Oh, gosh, you are all stiff aren’t you. I s’pose you’re going to cane me again now, for being so bad - does that feel nice?



You are going to punish me again? Oh. I’m not sure ..... I’m all naked aren’t I? I mean if I get over your desk it’ll beeee ... oh! It’s all cold on my front - well, breasts really. Look how my nipples are all poking out. Oh! Are you going to punish me with that? Oh, yes, punish me with that. Shall - shall I lift my bottom up a bit? Oh. Oooh. Oh Sir. One, oh. Two, oh. Keep doing it. Oh. Ooooooooh, I’m - having - another - happening - oh. Ow!



Don’t think I can st-stand up - there. Golly, look at my nipples. Oh, that’s not fair - please put that cane down Sir. Not again Sir, please, I don’t think I want the cane again ..... oh .....









CARLA




Script for a recorded message, to be read by a female voice, curt and assertive.

(sound effects required where marked*)




Come in. Close the door. Well, what have I been sent this time? Pathetic. Men. You’re all the same. Stand up perfectly straight and look at my feet. How many mistresses have you been sent to? No, don’t tell me. This is the end of the line for you. I never fail. Come further into my room. You may look.



I don’ have any need for straps and benches and whips. Stand still! I do my work with what you see. One post in the middle of the room, one rubber mat and one cane. Take off your clothes. All your clothes. Put them neatly - neatly, you stupid little animal - on that shelf.



Good. Stand on the rubber mat beside the post. LOOK at my FEET will you! I gather you have been sent here because nobody can cure you of handling yourself. That thing. Curing that repulsive habit is my speciality. Look at it. Stand up straight. Take hold of that thing in your right hand. DO IT! Stand up STRAIGHT. Now take hold of the post in your left hand. Hold both firmly. Look at my feet. MY FEET worm, or you will be here for two days, not just one.



This is my cane. Can you see my cane? Good. Stand up straight, hold that thing in your right hand, hold the post in your left hand. Now. (*whack). Stand still. (*whack). Do not (*whack) let go of either (*whack) the post of that thing. (*whack). When I have finished (*whack) with you (*whack) that revolting little muscle will (*whack) never get stiff again. Stand up straight, how dare you bend ... oh. That is why I have a rubber mat on my floor.



Right. On your knees. Good. Lick it up. DO IT.



Good. Stand up. I shall inspect you with the end of my cane. Right. Stand beside the post. Grasp that thing in your right hand. Grasp the post in your left hand. Stand still. (*whack). Stand still I said. (*whack). Stand still and be silent. (*whack). Do NOT move your hand on it like that (*whack). You foul little bastard. I see. Right. On your hands and knees. Lick it up.



Good. Now crawl to me. Put your face on my shoes. Hold my six inch heels in your grubby hands. Quite still. Listen.



When I have finished with you, not only will you have great difficulty in walking - keep still, press your face to my feet - but the only way you will EVER relieve that thing, the ONLY way, is by being caned. Think about it. Lick my shoes while you think about it. That puny little muscle will ONLY get taut and tense when you see a cane. The only way you, you miserable object, will get your childish relief will be when that cane is used on you. Thoroughly. Whips, straps, slippers won’t do, you see. Now, stand up. Stand next to the post. Take that thing in your right hand, take the post in your left hand. Stand straight.



(*whack). This will take longer (*whack) and longer each (*whack) time. But you are - stand STILL - here for (*whack) the day. (*whack).



(Whacks continue, fading to close).









ELIZABETH




At half-past four on an autumn morning Norfolk Avenue was still. In the dim light a few leaves drifted down from the trees which lined the roadside; one pale street lamp illuminated a corner. The occupants of the big detached houses in Norfolk Avenue had wanted no night-time glare and the Local Council had acceded to the wishes of its most affluent ratepayers. There were no lights visible in the curtained windows of the houses either, although here and there an ornamental porch lamp shone on a gravelled drive or glinted on Mercedes, Porsche, the occasional Bentley. Yet there was one person about: at such an unlikely hour as half-past four a slightly built figure carrying a yellow newspaper-delivery bag could be seen slipping quietly from house to house. Caught briefly in the light of the single street lamp was a boyish image perhaps a little more than five feet tall; knitted woollen cap pulled right down against the chill, an oversize and hugely padded winter jacket in garish colours over a baggy shell-suit, black and white canvas basketball boots which left diamond-patterned prints on the dewed pavement. Two rather scruffy three-day-old newspapers in the big yellow bag. Moving quickly out of the light, the figure hesitated, then turned into the wide gate of number forty-three. No newspapers were delivered but an onlooker might have seen, after a silent interlude, a window close to the front door of number forty-three open stealthily and an arm in padded sleeve reach out to retrieve the yellow newspaper bag. The window closed again as silently, leaving the diamond-patterned print from a canvas basketball boot on the white painted sill.




Inside number forty-three Norfolk Avenue that morning, everything was still and quiet and warm. On an upper floor Elizabeth Cope lay awkwardly in the huge bed, trying to sleep, trying equally to remain sufficiently awake to unravel her thoughts. At twenty-two she’d made a disastrous marriage to Richard; now, at twenty-eight she was single again. I had taken only a few dreadful months to discover that they were incompatible in almost every way. She’d hated his noisy friends, hated his weekends of furiously sporting activity, hated his body, the pathetic crudeness of his language and his invasion of her body until they’d bitterly slept apart, until he’d just as coarsely gone after the Amanda woman and had grinned at her when she walked in on them in his bed. The subsequent divorce had been foul, foul, foul, only lightened by her dawning realisation that she would be free again. She’d got the house in Sussex - he’d kept the London flat. She had ample money and everything had been fine, good, until her attempts to move about amongst people again brought the slow realisation that it wasn’t just Richard but all the men she knew, met. The agonies of self-criticism had progressed through doubt, through apprehension and to realisation that she’d really known since she was - when? A teenager? At school? Had known that her best, most genuine relationships had been with girls, with women. That her only moments of complete and inner sexuality had been when Louisa Chappel had been in the fifth form with her, when Margaret Bush had been her friend before her marriage to Richard. There had been nothing physical, not even an embrace, although she had once kissed Louisa and had wanted more. Now, at twenty-eight years old, Elizabeth Cope was a tall, slender woman with what she herself admitted was a superb figure, startling green eyes and a cascade of burnished-copper hair that fell to her waist. She had developed an assertiveness that made men find her unapproachable and that made most women cattily jealous of her seeming success. Her two attempts at lesbian relationships, since the divorce, had been erotically, sexually interesting, exciting even, but Elizabeth found she could not share her self, her thoughts, desires on equal footing; she wanted to dominate, to control. Not long after the divorce, she’d come across the word ‘submission’ in the small-ads of the magazines she’d begun to read, and had instantly known that it was submission she wanted in a partner. Eleanor had made love with her and had played at submission, but played at it’ she’d walked out in a flaring temper when Elizabeth, genuinely angry, had produced the mail-ordered cane that she’d so carefully hung behind the wardrobe door. There had been nobody since the stupid Eleanor and Elizabeth had reached a point where she was constructing elaborate night-time fantasy lovers, meek and submissive and adoringly in love with her and where, in the day-time, she scanned the faces of the shop-girls, of passers by, of the girls from the Fifth and Sixth at St Theresa’s, looking for the quiet, uncertain, nervous face, thinking to herself ‘that one’ or ‘her’, looking for cheap, schmutter clothes so that in her fantasy she could offer luxury, comfort, freedom from worry to an obedient and grateful and doting lover.




In her bedroom at number forty-three, Elizabeth looked again at the face of the Asprey clock beside the bed. Four-thirty am. And heard the door of the fourth bedroom, next to hers, click against its latch. Odd. She listened a moment, then sank back, only to hear the same door close. With a sudden surge of panic, not unmixed with anger, Elizabeth Cope realised that it had been her door that had clicked. Someone was in the room. In the dim, dim dawn light that filtered through the curtains she could see nothing; she lay rigid, eyes partly closed and then, with a flash of nausea induced by panic, made out a slight figure moving stealthily towards her dressing table. Made out a bulky jacket of some kind, and a bobble-top hat. The figure was at the dressing table - Elizabeth heard the faint clatter of her pearls as a shadowy hand moved them from the jewellery box; watched, anger mounting as the little pile of silken underwear was turned over, sorted then held up to the dim light from the curtains. Some foul, mucky kid! Some dirty pimply thick thieving yob, a bloody little sixteen-year-old male touching her things, dirtying her things. The figure knelt and began to open dressing-table drawers; shaking with fright or the rage that was beginning to overpower her, Elizabeth slid slowly, slowly sideways from the rumpled duvet, glanced at the bedside ‘phone and mentally realised that the sound of lifting the receiver might provoke violence. She gathered up the heavy silver clock, looked once at the crouching figure, took three accelerating paces across the thick white carpet - and struck. ‘Uh’ was all the boy uttered as the clock caught the side of his head and he toppled sideways to the floor under a cascade of rattling things from the dressing-table. Idiotically, and for a fraction of a moment, she thought she’d killed him but he was breathing and he moved a little. She wanted the police, now. Crossing to the bed, her rage calming to ice, she turned on the soft glow of the bedside lamp and reached for the ‘phone, only to hear the boy move again. Either he’d go for her or he’d be away before the police got to the house. ‘OK you little bastard’ she thought.




“OK you little bastard,” she said aloud. She hardly paused for thought: in a moment the wardrobe door was hanging open and she was on her knees beside him, the straps from her special things serving to bind the oddly small hands that she roughly dragged behind his back. Another at his ankles, another, tight, at his knees. He didn’t even resist. “Right,” said Elizabeth aloud - and felt a whisper of fantasy flick in and out of her mind. “Let’s have you where I can see you, you little sod,” and she grasped the bulky jacket, expecting to have to drag him into the centre of the room. Amazed suddenly at the lightness of the boy’s body, she hauled him to the bed and dragged him up onto it to lie straight, face up. In the light the face was small, pale, oddly un-boyish and for a moment Elizabeth thought she’d caught some child. She sat on the bed and reached for the ‘phone and a small voice behind her said.



“Please, Miss, don’t get the law. Let me go Miss.”!



The anger welled again.



“DON’T be so bloody stupid.” Finger on the first digit of 9-9-9, Elizabeth muttered, “I hope you go to prison.”



“Oh please Miss. I ain’t taken nothing. They’ll put me back in that home again. Let me go Miss.”



“Put you where you belong, in prison. What home?” Elizabeth turned angrily. “How old are you?”



“Eight-Eighteen Miss.”



“Don’t lie. What are you, fourteen, fifteen?”



“I’m eighteen Miss, well, next week’s my eighteenth.”



Elizabeth reached out and dragged the woollen cap from his head, looking more closely. Blonde hair in a sort of bob, the razor-cut layering that so many kids affected. He looked fifteen at most.



The flicker of fantasy dwelt a moment longer in Elizabeth Cope’s mind.



“They’ll put me back in the home Miss.”



“Where do you live?”



“Nowhere Miss.”



“Alright, where do you sleep, live, whatever you do. Where?”



“Under the pier Miss.”



A runaway from some home. At eighteen? One of those open prison places more likely.



“Please let me go Miss. These straps hurt.” There were tears in the blue eyes.



“Shut-up. Why were you in this home you go on about?”



“Dunno Miss.”



Elizabeth reached for the ‘phone.



“Said I was without - won’t do anything Miss if you let me go ...”



“Without what? Quickly ...” hissed Elizabeth, hand on the ‘phone.



“Without - without proper care and control or somethin’ Miss. Weren’t true Miss.”



The word ‘control’ triggered something in Elizabeth’s mind, something that came and went. The brat was trying to sit up and she turned quickly, seizing the padded clothing each side of his chest, pulling it open, pushing him back down onto the bed. The clothes were cheap, shoddy things - and they smelt.




Elizabeth pushed her face at him, aware that her open nightdress was spilling breasts; the thing in her mind crept back again.




"Please Miss, don't get the law Miss. I don't need that all over again ..."




"They'll be too soft on you anyway," was the response, as the thing grew in her mind. "What you 'need' as you put it is a bloody good hiding." Elizabeth Cope felt the pleasant watery feeling in her thighs and thought of the cane, glanced at the cane that hung behind the wide open wardrobe door. "I'll tell you what I'm going to do ..." and the fantasy had control now. "I'll tell you what I'm going to do. I'm going to thrash your spotty arse and turn you out. How do you like that?"




She wanted to do it, fiercely wanted to do it.




There was a great deal of protest and 'don't Miss,' a great deal of wriggling and struggling on the bed until she managed to drag the hands to the brass headrail and strap them there. Elizabeth was methodically fulfilling a fantasy, wishing only that the hair was long and blonde and that the boy was not a boy. On his face now, he kicked her hard on the shoulder as she struggled with his feet, unlacing the grubby canvas and rubber basketball boots and throwing them to the floor, dragging off the filthy socks. Dragged down the cheap shell-suit trousers - and saw white skin and feminine, pale blue briefs. Elizabeth didn't understand, but was dragging them down too before the struggling hips rotated under her hands, twisted left and right and revealed just for a moment a triangle of crisp blonde maiden-hair and a moving cleft where she'd expected other, ugly things to be. Kneeling now on the bed, Elizabeth leant forward and thrust her hands beneath the suddenly still form, under the thin tee-shirt, over the warm stomach and found small, round, firm breasts.




The girl lay almost still while Elizabeth caned her. Her round white buttocks jerked at each stroke and reddened lines appeared; by the sixth the girl was lifting her hips from the bed to meet the cane and making small mewing sounds as each blow sounded thinly in the warm room. Elizabeth Cope was in an exciting, physical whirl of fantasy, stern, dominant, loving, sensual - all those things. Watching the white buttocks move under her cane was the most sexually arousing thing she could imagine, feel.




The silver clock lying on the floor by the dressing-table was still working at half past six that morning as Elizabeth Cope lay on the bed with Sara, arms round her now unbound captive. The boyish clothes were in a heap - 'to be thrown away' - at the foot of the bed and Elizabeth's silk nightdress was thrown open so that large soft breasts pressed against smaller, firmer breasts. The girl had cried after the caning, had cried quietly as Elizabeth offered her a home to stay, clothes, comfort. Her resistance to Elizabeth's probing fingers had lasted but a few seconds; the wealed white buttocks lifted, then rose and fell with the slow ticking of the clock. When Elizabeth, her lips against the girl's lips, framed the thought then whispered of their life together, the slender eighteen-year-old body pressed closer as if in anticipation. When Elizabeth Cope framed the thought and whispered about obedience they kissed. When Elizabeth framed the thought and whispered about the cane the girl's tongue probed suddenly and deeply into her mouth.




The silver clock, restored to the bedside table, said half-past nine and then half-past ten while Elizabeth bathed and washed Sara, fetched a tape and measured her.




"I shall go shopping for you, Sara." Five feet one inch tall. "Small enough to be my daughter aren't you?"

At the beginning of the following summer Sara was eighteen and a half and easily passed for seventeen, with care she passed for a year younger than that. She thought of herself as sixteen. Elizabeth thought of her as sixteen. The private school to which Elizabeth had sent her, to catch up her education, they thought she was sixteen years and one month. Sara had hated it at first, but had got the sensual thrill she always got from obeying Elizabeth in something she didn't really want to do. Like the clothes she wore as she waited by the school gate. She'd not wanted to wear them at first, but now she not only liked the thrill of the pretence experienced a sexual sensuality when Elizabeth dressed her in them, so much so that Elizabeth had chided her and had disengaged fingers from the tightly curled maiden-hair and had substituted her own. White blouse, grey pleated skirt, the blazer and the long white socks. flat black shoes. Sara looked the sixteen year old schoolgirl she felt, as Elizabeth had shown her how to feel. It felt good. This was the last day of term; tomorrow was Saturday. The Saturday morning ritual at home with Elizabeth crept into Sara's mind; had she been 'good' this week. And there was the school report to read. Sara hadn't had the cane for a week and wanted it to be Saturday. But first things first, much more important things first. Anne Willis was coming home with her. Elizabeth had met Anne Willis when Sara'd managed to get her home to 'tea'. Anne Willis was Sara's age. Anne Willis had been orphaned earlier in the term and she was barely getting over her first grief of the loss of her step-mother so far away in Hong Kong. There was no father. Everyone had been so kind and appreciative when Elizabeth had agreed to take Anne Willis in to live with Sara and herself.




Standing at the school gate, Sara watched as, at the top of the long drive, Anne Willis emerged from the main door, struggling with a suitcase. Sara's mind whispered to her, tremblingly, 'this is it, she's coming' and she felt the rising excitement in her legs, felt her nipples rising against the taut white blouse.

In the kitchen forty-three Norfolk Avenue, Elizabeth Cope was laying tea for the girls. They were only ten minutes away now. She laid out food and opened two cans of Coke. To give the sleeping pills in Anne's time to dissolve.




An observer in Norfolk Avenue would have seen two girls in school uniform walking towards number forty-three, arm in arm, laughing at some shared amusement. Would have seen them walk up the drive of the big detached house, arm in arm and would have seen them enter, welcomed by an unusually attractive woman with cascading copper hair. No observer would have seen through the wide, curtained window of the bedroom at the back of number forty-three. The wide bed, bare, covered only by a tautly tucked-in pale blue rubber sheet. The broad straps hanging loosely from each corner of the bed frame. While the two girls were having tea, chattering, Elizabeth Cope had caught Sara's eyes, had raised her own eyebrows questioningly and had gone upstairs to 'just see to Anne's room.' There were two things she'd forgotten, but she'd soon put that right. Where the bedside table had been bare or almost so, there now lay the two vibrators, one large, one smaller and the glossy black bulbs and strap of the inflatable rubber gag. Its identical twin, the one that used to make Sara retch at first, was in the next bedroom. She'd moved the cane and things to this one earlier that afternoon.
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