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‘… All in all Charlie's Rubber Girl, outwardly, presents the surface of a precisely-treaded tyre. Her body delivers all the normally required functions: waste disposal, eating – albeit totally tasteless food, breath-ing, a bonus here because her breath is strongly perfumed with the heady scent of natural rubber, both to Charlie and to herself. Her anus and her vagina are perfectly functional for Charlie’s purposes. He loves her very dearly, especially the really quite strong smell of body-warmed natural rubber she emanates and leaves excitingly wherever she goes in the house. The only drawback he has found, from experience, is that he cannot curtail her occasional hysterics by straightforward means. Her round, matt black, patterned rubber bottom absorbs even the most severe treatment with the cane, transmitting no feeling to her other than some 'thumping'. But my word, she is most certainly 'heavy rubber' in bed. She enjoys sex, which is good because much of the rest of the time she spends weeping …’
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SILVER DILDOS AND PEACOCK FEATHERS




Yadav said, “But of course you must stay. There are many things to be done before it is approved. People to pay. Even in Delhi, people to pay. We are agreed you and I, but you should be here. If you are here, then you will not be, shall I say, approached. It is known that there is eighty crore US dollar being – er – considered. A crore is fifty of your millions. Approval in Delhi alone will cost a crore rupees at least. This is a good house, you will have everything you wish.”




So Tom Fisk agreed to stay in Yadav’s grossly opulent near-palace in lawless, poverty-stricken Bihar while he waited for Yadav, the Chief Minister, to provide cash and votes to the politicians who needed to nod the agreement through. So that he and Yadav could pocket at least fifty million each of the eight hundred million dollars that were ostensibly to pay for the on-paper-only, poorly-researched, environmentally-disastrous dam project which would never be built anyway. This level of scam was all at bit new to him but Yadav was an old hand, blessed by his electorate for being the saviour of the poor but actually a multi-billionaire on the backs of those poor. He’d been doing it for twenty years; he was just better at it than most of the politicians and babus – bureaucrats – who siphoned off vast sums of ‘pocket money’ from everything they could.




“You stay in my guest wing. You will have – oh – ten servants. Is enough.” He looked at Tom, eyes narrowing. “You like girls?”




Tom Fisk thought that well yes he'd like a girl, something slender and willing, obedient and very easy in bed. It could be a month, stuck here in bloody Bihar, so a nice pair of legs spread open in his bed every night. He grinned a not-too-cosy professional grin at Yadav's small, expensively dressed tubbiness.




“Yes, that would be nice,” he said, and got a sharp look in return, then “OK. Come now. Choose.”




“What?”




“Come. I have girls. Of course,” and the man giggled fatly. “What you call Zenana.”




“A harem. Yours?”




“It is usual. Come.”







It was a harem. A smart concrete building in Yadav's compound, guarded by the local police, all heavily armed. Yadav got a salute at the gate and Tom got a salute at the gate.




“All the girls,” said Yadav to the wrinkled, fat old Bengali who came forward, namaste-ing and bending to touch their feet. “Naked,” said Yadav and “Ek Dum,” like now.




“Yes Sahib.”




The room on the first floor was some sort of dormitory, bare, with rows of beds like a dingy hospital-ward. Not much else, save for filthy, grimy windows, wooden benches round the walls on which the ubiquitous Indian bedrolls were stacked. A smell of an over-used toilet – but that again was perfectly ‘Indian’. Not much else, save for the girls.




“Oh,” said Tom. Not much else to say. There were – and he was amazed that he was able to count – there were twenty-seven of them, twenty-seven naked girls standing by the twenty-seven beds. Some Indian girls two or three quite pretty, oriental-looking hill-women, and an undoubted Japanese. No less than five who looked European or American. Incredible. Yadav had ‘foreigners’ in his harem.




“Is difficult to choose from so many. Never fear, Mr Fisk, choose and if you are not pleased, come choose again. Please, or you will offend me. Any girl.”




There were two whose hips, breasts, hair, eyes had already made him twinge a little inside at the thought of them being ‘his’ and compliant in bed, two of the ‘foreigners’. Two redheads who might even have been related. What they hell were they doing in an Indian State Minister's harem? Blushing hotly, anxious not to ‘offend’ Yadav – ordinary people were murdered for less – he said




“At the end of the row. Foreigner. Red hair.”




“Ah. Of course.”




“W-what is her name?”




“Name? My goodness Mr Fisk, how can I possibly remember their names, my girls? The red haired one,” he said to the old Bengali who was hovering and doing his servile bit behind them then he pointed at her.




“Chaudah Sahib,” said the man, in Hindi. Fourteen. “Terah baini.” ‘Thirteen’, the similar-looking girl was ‘fourteen’s’ sister.




“Oh hahn. Oh yes. Mr Fisk, you like to have both. Sisters?” and he grinned his unpleasant grin. “Of course. You are my guest and we will be partners in bringing the immense benefits of the Yadav Dam to the poor. Your rooms are being prepared, the girls will be there.” To the hovering, now beaming old man he said, in rapid Bihari that Tom could barely follow;

“Thirteen and Fourteen, properly washed and in the Rajiv suite for my friend here. He is to have anything he wishes. Tell Rupa.” He was looking at the two white-skinned girls, eyes narrowed: that they'd caught on that they'd been ‘picked’ was fairly obvious for they'd looked at each other's faces. Nothing else though. More Bihari: he wanted a chhari in Fisk Sahib's rooms. Tom had no idea what a chhari might be. Sounded like some sort of day bed or something. Not that he cared. He was going to have, actually going to have the two, the two pretty, young, girls delivered to him just like that. The stuff of Arabian Night dreams. Though he wasn't sure how you – what you did with a girl who who'd been ordered to please him. Two girls. Two sisters. He should have chosen one of the hill women. Hell.




“Thank you, Yadav. It is very hospitable of you.”




“Of course.”




Why the hell were the two girls here or any of the foreigners for that matter? One word to a consulate let alone an embassy and they'd be whisked away – even the ex-Soviet states would do that. Living in what was a private brothel in the unpleasantness provided for all servants in this country. At the mercy of Yadav and his enormous family of Uncle Yadavs, Cousin Yadavs, Yadavs in name only and all the female Yadavs.




The Rajiv suite was sumptuous with all mod. Western cons, some of them even working. It was spotless and filled with genuinely valuable antiques, taken willy-nilly from the Museum of Antiquities. The bed in the principal bedroom was probably Moghul, a four-poster in silver. Not silver-coloured, silver. It was also about ten feet wide and ten feet long and the deep green silver brocaded silk cover was at a level a good three feet above the floor. On either side of the silken bed cover, leaving a green-and-silver space between lay his two hospitality offerings. Straight out, up and down, naked, flat on their backs and with their arms raised above their heads, wrists together, neatly chained to a pair of decorative fittings in the bed head that were obviously original and obviously meant for chained wrists. No, meant for wrists in those particular chains, for the chains were silver and worn very smooth and the padlocks were very, very old and had tiny peacocks engraved in the silver, Peacocks with emerald eyes. Both girls were very still – he was thankful for that, because he had no idea what he should do next. Both girls were looking at the ceiling, which was arched, midnight blue and scattered with silver stars. Silver stars. The room was in perfect taste. Unlike the way he imagined Yadav's own rooms – they would be quite horribly overdone in gold and the solid stuff. This was a Moghul King's room, lifted entire from somewhere, some irreplaceable treasure all of it. Even the great, curved, real peacock feathers standing up between each girl's legs, from below the hairless mounds, even those were faded, a little ragged and old. Later, much later, Tom was to find that the curving, suggestive feathers were attached to curving, chased silver phalli, two exquisitely naturalistic, circumcised silver dildos, at that moment deep in each girl. In his extremely astonished and very uncertain mind a wryly-comic line almost caused him to giggle. ‘Do I unplug them?’ and he had an instant's vision of unplugging a kettle in his nice, clean kitchen in London.




Be brave. Be bold. Already the breasts and the thighs were enticing him but there was no protocol, no ‘way to do it’ he could call on. He shook a little as he perched himself on the very edge of the airfield-sized bed, next to a decidedly warm and naked girl. He had no idea which.




“Er. Hello.”




“Hello,” they said, in perfect unison, in well-spoken London-suburban English, turning two mops of very red hair and four very nice wide green eyes to him. He thought of about seventeen things he could say and rejected them all.




“I – I don't know what t-to call you.”




“I'm Felicity,” said the one across the bed. “Liz usually,”




“I'm Fee. Phoebe.” and “She's my sister,” they both said, together, in unison.




“You're English.” There was no answer. “Look, oh, I expect you know. I'm n-not very good at this. Do I unchain you or something? Is there a key?” The ‘Liz’ one grinned.




“It's OK. You do what you want. Mostly we get fucked. Nobody's very good at it here – too inhibited. So you fuck us if you want to. Anything really,” her sister said.

“You could take the silver pricks out if you like. Bit uncomfy.”




The whole thing was so surreal that he felt he ought to be Shah Jehan or somebody and that they really ought to be speaking Sanskrit or whatever it was.




“Oh, er yes. OK,” and he climbed awkwardly onto the bed and in a moment was unbelievably withdrawing a fluid-slippery several-hundred year old chased-silver phallus from between the slightly parted legs of a red headed, young and matter-of-fact girl and from between the equally slightly parted legs of her sister. Stupidly, he sat up with the two things and their arching peacock feathers in his hand, not knowing what to do with them. Well, you wouldn't, would you? The sudden explosion of hot, pungent slit-perfumes from both between the girl's legs and from the two silver pricks was fantastic.




“Yes,” said Fee. “It's the silver. Makes the sex-smell like that,” and “look,” and she rattled her wrist chain – “look, the key's in that big white bowl. You undo me and you can fuck Liz while I send for grub, do you want coffee or something harder. There's everything. I'll take you clothes off. What do we call you?”




“Er. T-Tom.”




She took his clothes off in a way he thought the whole world ought to be made aware of: it was somehow quite like a third-hand fuck, the sensuality of it. And being undressed very expertly, sexually, by a very warm, very naked, very available red-headed girl while her very warm, very naked, utterly available red-headed sister lay chained and waiting for him to fuck her caused his penis to stand out very agreeably – it caught on his pants as she knelt to waft them down his legs.




“Sorry,” he stuttered.




“It's nice,” she said, taking it in her very warm hand, curling her fingers round it so that something inside him flared like a white light. “We like circumcised,” and “it's nice to be able to just say things. We knew you'd be like that. Usually we just have to shut up. Mere women you see.” She gave his burning erection a feather-light but devastating pull then added “you go and fuck my sister and I'll get us something nice.” She went to the great, closed double doors and said something in Bihari through a small grille she opened, shut the grille, walked back and planted herself cross-legged on the bed. He managed to approach her sister, who was still chained of course. Sis gave him a nice smile, lifted her beautiful bottom from the brocaded sheet, parted her legs and offered him an incredibly desirable slit which she proceeded to make irresistible by demonstrating that she could pout her labia like a mouth inviting a soft, wet kiss. Beyond that he wasn't ever to remember clearly what happened, save that when he seemed to have floated into the V of her gorgeous ivory legs and when the sexual-pheromone perfumes from her were drowning him, he nudged the pouting slit almost accidentally with the tip of his unrecognisably stone-hard, exaggerated, curving self – and the pouting labia seemed, to him, to close round the head of him and suck him in. Suck – him – in. And that inside her it was hot and dark and moist and muscular and built like some sort of suction pump. And her body seemed to fold round him, hot and impossibly long legged and that her silver chains made a steady, musical chink, chink, chink sound above her head as her cunt drew and drew and drew on him in precise timing and he swears she was a foot off the bed with him cradled between her legs and him beginning to yell a bit. She was just grinning. Then he felt the semen gathering not only in his prick but from every possible avenue in his body. Felt as if it was draining him until he turned inside out. But he didn't come. He felt the wonderful anticipation, felt his semen throb in his prick but the feeling hung, left him there, detonating but not yet exploding. Then he shouted and her cunt took a long, long draw on him and he came. Not three, four spurts. Not spurts. He came like an opened tap. Hosed her in there. On and on and on, semen racing along his penis, hosing into the sucking wet tunnel until she was filled. All of her, and still her cunt drank from him and still he pulsed and hosed and jetted into her until he became aware of the wet, snicking bubbling sound of his semen – and her own thick fluids – escaping round his tool where it was buried in her. Felt her warm, pungent, slightly-acrid fluids and his own flat, cool semen spreading on his thighs, sliding on her thighs, sliding on their joined stomachs. And as the inside of him gathered to thrust his last flood of semen into her, he felt the hands of Fee – she of the ‘undressing him – on his back and then at his bottom’ and then he came a last slow, moaning ejaculation into her sister as she expertly eased something into him. 




“Wha-a?” he murmured, collapsing into sexually exhausted bliss.




“Butt plug,” came the answer from behind him. “Nice soft rubber one. You don't mind?” 




He lay in the cradle of the chained one's splayed legs, still coupled to her, fluids still running from her onto the priceless silk. He closed his eyes and clenched his bottom on the warm rubber aubergine in there, and was quite scared that the other sister was coming for him now. She was, but in a different way: the post-coital massage.







He very quickly decided that he liked the idea, for he was laying, drained and naked on one sister's stomach and between her legs, his face pleasantly supported between two extremely warm, firm and full breasts which were delivering female-animal perfumes to him. He could feel her wet, curly red maidenhair somewhere down there. This is a good position in which to be slowly and expertly massaged by another naked redhead girl who is standing behind you, who has just eased a soft rubber butt plug into you and who now appears to be intent on coating you with warm oil and then progressively using small, strong hands to remove parts of your body and place them somewhere else. Having his bottom so massaged was exceedingly pleasant for it made him clench his cheeks, thus clenching and moving the rubber plug within. Having his back and shoulders massaged tended to move his head and face about between the sumptuous, firm breasts.. Having fingertip-sized, erect nipples alternately brushing his cheeks, either ear while Fee was apparently concentrating on locating and wringing-out unspent semen from every part of his body, was arousing; from sheer enjoyment he managed to engage one nipple with his mouth, sucking hard as a means of retaining it there. 




“OK,” said Fee behind him, shifting the location of her massage-destruction of his senses down to the small of his back, “five minutes each, then you have to turn over.”




‘What?’ he thought. “Wha?” he mumbled, lifting off the nipple for a moment.




“Asleep, are we? You can have five minutes at each tit then you turn over. OK?”




“Mm.” It was OK but actually he would have preferred considerably longer than five minutes each, for the teat he was sucking began to yield a steady flow of warm and relaxing milk – for which he decided he was hungry or thirsty. He was most certainly and agreeably sleepy. So it wasn't entirely to his surprise that the next thing he heard was a voice in his ear saying something about forgetting the rest of his massage for now and that he was just to stay nice and comfy and sleepy where he was. Of course he would. The warm, naked girl on whom he was lying so comfortably and feeding him so copiously from a big breast – a breast which incidentally he now had one hand round – was his warm, naked girl. Her chains clinked at that moment, just to remind him. And the other warm, naked, sensible, girl – if there really were two – was his too. So he just murmured ‘mmm’ and sort of made himself exactly comfy between warm legs and closed his eyes again.







To be extremely pleased to find that, when he woke – between the warm legs and in an aroma of sex and semen and body fluids and milk – that there were really two look-alike naked girls and that he was in the Moghul-palace of a bedroom and that the girl who wasn't under him was curled up between his legs and was gently waking him by playing fingertip-games with his erecting phallus. Then light, warm hands were over his eyes so that he could see nothing but dark: Liz was unchained and they were her hands.




“Hello sleepy-head,” said Fee, from down very close to his prick, and “just relax.” And her very warm and very moist mouth descended over it just like that and began a process which was, simply, equally warm and equally moist and extremely rhythmic sucking. He was about to say, apologetically, that there was no way there was anything left in his drained body but then there was. Volumes. Only not as an ejaculation, more as a steady flow. The mouth stopped sucking as he began to release semen rather in the manner of a steady but voluminous pee, only enormously much more enjoyable than a pee. No stimulation, no sucking required – Fee was just drinking from him in a relaxed way, her head still but her ivory throat moving as she swallowed. Ridiculously, he felt he must have given her about a pint before the draining of his whole body came to an end and she looked up, her face glistening and wet from him and smiled.




“Good boy. Five minutes to suppertime.”







There are things other than sex, even sex with two sisters who seem to want you to chain them and do other things. There's food. There's eating in the bedroom of a Moghul palace with the two sisters naked and obliging and eating with you. The food having come on a silver trolley – of course – through a wicket in the bedroom's peacock-carved doors. Of course this was India, so the food wasn't the sort of thing his wife Bel produced for supper in England. The food was Hara shorva, which is an extraordinarily delicate cream of pea soup involving cumin and ginger and cream. And Paapar – poppadum – with Tale buay caju on the side, Cashews fried with black pepper and Dum Ghost with Khumbi Pullao and Mheeta Pullao – Moghul-style baked beef with yoghurt and rice with morel mushrooms and sweet saffron rice and an almond sauce. Also Masaledar sem which are spicy, tart green beans. Potatoes of course: Til kea aloo, Bengali aloo – potatoes roasted with sesame, potatoes pan-browned with coarse black pepper and the rest. Sharabi naranji – oranges with cinnamon and Grand Marnier or Kulfi – fresh almond ice cream with pistachios and cinnamon-sugar for sweets. Chilled lime-soda and coffee, Van der Hum or Glenmorangie whisky. Two warm, naked girls putting delicacies into his mouth. Liz standing, hands on her gently curving hips, pushing those hips forwards to offer him a segment or two of the Grand Marnier-soaked cinnamon orange from her slit. He thought the combination of cinnamon and her own particular honey had to be one of the epicurean delights of all time. And the music, of course Yadav's place had state-of-the-art CD players. Not anything he'd heard before, just voices chanting and the occasional dislocating note from woodwind. Chanting about an octave below an operatic contra-bass, steadily, hypnotically.




“Not really appropriate,” said Fee. “Tibetan. Votive. But

the sound gets to you.”




It did, untying any remaining knots there were in him as he lay back on the ridiculously vast bed encouraging the sisters to masturbate each other so he could lazily watch.




“We think,” said Liz, steadily working away between Fee's legs, “we think that you should go to bed properly now, so that we can start having some sex tomorrow.”




“Been doing that. Sex,” he responded, slurred of speech.




“Oh that. That was just ‘hello’.




The night proved to be cooler than the day, a mere seventy degrees F rather than eighty-five, so he needed neither the big, slow, overhead fans nor any sort of cover. Sleeping naked, completely, appealed to him, especially as the bed was big enough for them all to be what the sisters called ‘comfy’. That's Tom sleeping in the middle, the two girls beside him, their honeyed crotches beside his face and their heads towards his feet. Towards his feet, for each side of his waist lay two faces, the mouths of which occasionally took turns at sleepily playing with his penis. At about four in the morning he had his first ‘nocturnal emission’ since his adolescence, though this time it wasn't onto bed sheets but into someone's mouth – whose he wasn't sure. It was too much. After some instruction from the girls he managed to use the silver chains to fasten them together, wrist to wrist and ankle to ankle and face to face so that he could get some sleep while they played.







In the late morning, when he surfaced, they were experimenting with a chained-together version of soixante-neuf. He felt very odd but he also felt just a little control returning.




“Look, you two are supposed to do what I want, not whatever you want.”




“Sorry. There's a chhari somewhere.”




“What the hell's a chhari?”




“Oh. A cane. I suppose we were rather badly behaved. You can do us now, like this.”




“What?”




“Do us. I lie on top of Fee and you thrash her bottom. Then we turn over and you do me. I think the chhari's under the bed.”







He didn't bother to get dressed, even though it was approaching mid-day. They seemed to have the business off to a tee: Liz laid her glorious body on top of her sister's, buried her face between the just-widely-parted-enough legs, lifted her bottom off Fee's breasts and he caned it. Enjoyably. The bottom and its owner weaved about a bit and jerked a bit to the Thattt! Thattt! Thattt sound of the thirty inch black rattan – it had a silver handle, of course – and the victim rattled chains spasmodically and mewed in a muffled way – because she was mewing into her sister's sex.




Thattt! Thattt! Jerk, rattle, mew and red lines on white. Thattt! Thattt! He didn't want to overdo it but his erection began to point ceiling-wards so he was disinclined to stop. Common sense told him that future opportunities to cane first one and the other of two naked, chained girls – who'd suggested it anyway – would be limited. Thattt! Thattt! Thattt! Thattt! Thattt! Thattt! Thattt!




“OK, let's have you, Fee. Turn yourselves over.” He was more practiced for Fee – and more erect – so that in a moment or two she was panting as well as mewing into Liz, who had to try and hold her down. Beautiful red-striped backside, though; what could by then be seen of Liz's was a blotchy crimson with distinct weals. He'd given Liz about fifteen nice kisses with the rattan and was planning about the same, but harder, for Fee: at about twelve cuts however his erection demanded attention by spraying the offered red and caned bottom with copious amounts of semen.




Thattt! Thattt! Thlapp! Thlapp! Thlapp! So he gave up the cane and stood there with his shaft in his hand, hosing them both.




“After-care,” he said, grinning. “Do I get to do this whenever you don't behave?”




“If you want,” said Liz, muffled.




“Yes please,” said Fee, raising her head, frowning, then dropping it again to mouth at a splash of his semen on her sister's thigh.




“Most people, visitors I mean, like to take photos,” said a soap-sudsy, naked Fee as she shaved him under the shower. “To take home,” said a kneeling, soap-sudsy, naked Liz, who was busy soaping and washing his prick. It was early afternoon and both girls presented really quite artistically decorated bottoms under the sliding suds and running water – nicely flushed and crossed by remarkably evenly spaced crimson weals. He did think that the scene would make a nice picture but couldn't think of anyone he could share it with later. Not, absolutely not Bel, back in London. But the idea persisted and by the time he was standing like an X to be dried, he'd decided on a ‘set’ of photos as a future aide-memoire, strictly for himself of course.




“I suppose there's a camera? I'll need a self-timer or something. You two and me you see. Going to make a storyboard of it, me and two naughty girls, of course.”







Frame One: As he first found them, on the bed, side by side, naked, chained, with the silver dildos in and the peacock-feathers waving. Caption: Room Service.




Frame Two: Just two obvious sisters, naked, chained together at wrist and ankle; redheads, big breasts, heads slightly hung, looking contrite. Caption: Naughty Girls. 

Frame Three: The same girls, still naked, still chained, Silver Dildos touching their toes side-by-side, both with the conveniently red and wealed bottoms. Caption: Behaviour Lesson. 




Frame Four: Himself, naked, standing. Fee naked and kneeling, both of her hands on his very obvious erection, her mouth engulfing much of it. Her eyes closed. Beside her, Liz, kneeling, watching patiently. Caption: Lunchtime for Fee with Liz waiting her turn. 

Frame Five: On the bed, himself kneeling behind a naked Liz on all fours. He is visibly deep into her bottom. Under Liz on her back, a naked Fee with both girls gorging at each other's cunts. Caption: Afternoon Work Out. 







Frames one to five were for his private souvenirs. Frame six would be for the boys in the office to moan over.




Frame Six: Just a nice cheesecake picture, heads and torsos. Him in his best ‘do serious business’ suit, the girls either side of him, naked breasts shoving at him, arms round his neck, merely kissing his cheeks. Caption: Doing Business in Bihar.







Tom Fisk reached home in London after only a week more of enjoying Yadav's hospitality. Some bastard in Delhi had overruled the plan to use Tom's company to head-up the Yadav Dam Project, preferring and approving the contracting of a competitive Swiss consortium. Much costlier but much more pocket money for the bastard in Delhi. Yadav claimed he only got a crore of hush-money and that he'd had to spend much of that ‘hushing’ other people, but to Tom's astonishment he was included, so he was able to give Bel not only a kiss but a Certified Sterling Bank Draft for ninety-thousand pounds. Of course she flew about making a fuss of him, big new towels in the bathroom because ‘you must be longing for a proper shower, darling’, laying out his casual, comfortable clothes-at-home. Unpacking for him while he indulged himself under the shower. Then she screamed, so he hared into the bedroom, naked, wet and sudsy to see what she'd fallen over or cut herself on.




“What are these?” she screamed, brandishing his ten by eight Bihar Storyboard photographs. “This – and this – and this!” she screamed, staring at each and then holding them up, fast and one by one to his face. The third screamed ‘this’ happened to be Frame Three – Fee and Liz nakedly displaying the effects of his use of the silver-

handled black chhari. The cane.




“... And what's this?” she yelled, hurling it at him.

The chhari. Well, he had to have some souvenirs, didn't

he?




He very, very quickly mentally tried some answers to

‘what are these’ and ‘what's this’ but all of them seemed

utterly inadequate. Except ... except.




He stepped his bare wet legs apart on the bedroom

carpet, dripped some suds from his tumescent penis

there too then said...




“Bel, I won't be screamed at, not ever,” and retrieved

the chhari from where it lay by his foot. “Skirt up, briefs

down. Get over the bed.”




“Oh, Tom,” she said.

Thattt! Thattt! Thattt! Thattt! Thattt! Thattt! Thattt!




“Oh Tom,” she said afterwards, opening her legs to him

very urgently.
















CANVAS 'n RUBBER




He said, “Someone should have spanked you a long time ago.” It sounded clumsy as it almost always did and, as he almost always did, he changed the subject quickly, awkwardly, this time by pretending to drop the map. For thirty years, since he'd been about seventeen, he'd hesitantly tried some such remark on every girl he'd been alone with – ‘someone ought to spank you,’ ‘you're not too old for a spanking,’ even ‘I ought to spank you’ – to be met with anger, scorn, an aggressive ‘try it’ and usually, the end of the relationship. It was his fantasy that one day his laboriously-contrived and testing remark would lead to a glorious acceptance of the imagined spanking; even thinking about it always made his penis twitch beneath his trousers, shorts, whatever he was wearing. In the fantasy the perfect girl would say something like ‘Oh. A -are you going to spank me?’ That would be ‘jackpot’ but of course it never happened and the moment of excited anticipation of the jackpot response was always destroyed by having to extricate himself. This time she'd argued with him sulkily only minutes back, making a perfect opportunity, so he said, mumbling a little as he always did, “Someone should have spanked you a long time ago,” and waited for the inevitable destruction of the fantasy.




She looked at him and actually grinned. “I was spanked a lot – a long time ago,” she said, ‘when I was a kid.’ None of them had ever given him an opening to take his fantasy further. It wasn't ‘jackpot’ but perhaps, perhaps he could get her to describe how, how often she'd been spanked; that would get his phallus stabbing at his trousers. Careful now, don't lose this chance.




“Should never have stopped,” he managed, mumbling even more, praying it wouldn't be the end of the exchange. There was time for some sort of exciting exchange to develop: back at the hotel she'd announced that she was going to walk up to Geysing, across the river and up the ‘jungle tracks’ and he'd immediately claimed, untruthfully, that he'd planned the same thing. “We could go together if you like.” Now they were only about a thousand feet above Jorethang with at least three hours to go, walking up through the dense bamboos side-by-side, already breathless. ‘Should never have stopped’ he'd said, visualising his very attractive trekking-companion in her pre-teens, being spanked.




“D'you think so?” she asked, plainly, as if it was a real question. Then “I'm sorry, I really was bad back there. Sulking like that. Never did learn to behave,” and then, after a pause, “It's not too late, you know.”




He'd lost the thread, concentrating on not sliding off the track into the precipitous undergrowth. “What's not too late?”




“For me to be spanked. Teach me to behave.” Alan very nearly did slide off the track, did his best not to even hesitate; the conversation was going down an avenue he'd only ever dreamed about, even if it would only lead to her ‘long time ago’ spankings. His next offering had to be exactly, exactly right, innocent.




“Mind these rocks, they're slippery. Good spanking's usually the best way. Hang onto this bamboo and step round the big boulder.”




“You going to do it then?” He almost missed it, his mind busy constructing different verbal ploys to keep the now sexually-exciting exchange alive. ‘You going to do it then?’ she'd said.




“What?” he mumbled, unthinking.




“Spank me.” She was behind him on the track now, panting a little with the exertion. “Only – only not back at the hotel. You going to do it now? Here I mean?”




Jackpot. Do it, say it, do it, do it, do it. His penis was thrusting very hard at his clothing. She had to be teasing him, play-acting. Of course she was teasing, play-acting. Get yourself together Alan Thomas. Play-act back; don't, don't lose this fantastic moment. He stopped, turned round, stood up very straight, did a schoolmaster voice and said.




“Very well Judith, put your pack down and stand there on that flat patch. Bend over and hold your ankles.” Even though he was saying the words in a play-act, he was saying them aloud to a real girl and his erection became stone-hard but now she'd giggle or something and it would be over and back to the climb to Geysing.




She was very pink-faced – and playing it for all it was worth, so that his excitement was almost too much. She actually stepped onto the little bare patch of track. Then the track, the bamboos, the jungle rotated about him and fell away as she began to unfasten her trek-trousers and as she said, “What're you going to use? I used to get the slipper. My sneakers – gymshoes really – are in my pack.” She meant it. She wasn't playing. His stone-hard penis was shoving at his pants, tenting. Numb, almost stammering, he managed to say.




“A gymshoe will do,” and held out a shaking hand, time stopping while she bent and fumbled with her pack, went even more red in her pretty, freckled face, turned and without looking at him, handed him a grimy, worn, cheap white canvas gymshoe. Stood, pushed her trek-trousers to her shins – and bent to grip her ankles, offering him a perfect bottom clad in taut yellow briefs. Her copper-coloured hair hung almost to her feet as she bent over. He swallowed hard, not believing any of it. Not the bent girl, not the canvas shoe in his hand, the worn rubber sole under his fingers.




“S-six, I th-think,” he rasped, hardly able to get the words out. “R-ready?” The small ‘yes’ he got back was hardly more than a whisper. He didn't know how to do it, he'd never done it, it would be all wrong.




Whopp! It was easy.




Whopp! He did it harder, much harder, the rubber sole impacting the yellow briefs precisely, precisely hard, precisely sexually. She swayed, mewed like a gull, stayed down.




Whopp! It was easy it was wonderful it was the Jackpot. ‘Oh’ she said, quietly.




Whopp! She mewed again, said ‘oh’, swayed forwards, fumbled at her ankles then thrust her yellow-clad bottom back for the next.




Whopp! Very hard on the right cheek of her bottom. His erection was leaking and his mind held nothing but the sounds, the feel, the sensations of beating a girl, the jackpot girl. The gymshoe was warm in his hand.




Whopp! “Oh-hh,” and she swayed again, her hands leaving her ankles; she was sniffing back tears. Simultaneously, as he tried to say ‘done’, as she rose and clasped both hands urgently to her bottom, sniffing tears, chin high, and he wanted to do it again at once as his semen flooded his underpants and he came violently. And as he waited for the explosion of rage, the undoing of it all, the assault charges the lawless local police she would summon somehow.




She looked at him with a tear-wet face, as she struggled to pull up her trek-trousers, a tear stained face he couldn't read at all. For something to do with his hands he offered her the warm gymshoe and mumbled something about her putting it back in her pack. He couldn't say anything about what had just happened, tried even to push away thinking about it, because he couldn't manage a fantasy that had suddenly become real. He was in the middle of a jungle-clad hillside in the Himalayas with a twenty-two year old girl he'd just had her touch her toes and had beaten her with a slipper. Now what? His pants were wet and cold under his trousers and he didn't know how to step back into reality. He saw her buckle the belt of her trek-trousers and knew it'd been real. Saw her fumble at the big pouch pocket of her trousers – and thrust the worn white gymshoe down into it.




“J-just to remind me to behave,” she said, and ‘in case I don't.' She said it clearly, looking at him, still with a flushed, lovely face, still with diamonds of tears at her eyes but with a slow, wry grin. “We'd better go on up.” She swung her pack onto her back and started off, saying, over her shoulder.




“I feel better. Funny. Like I used to feel after Mum gave me the slipper. I think the track goes this way.” but she had a hand tight to the seat of her trousers.







It took him a good twenty minutes of following her before his mind adjusted, worked properly. The Jackpot had happened and he found he wanted to do it again – and again. And didn't know how to go from here – none of his fantasies had ever extended beyond an imagined moment of being about to spank a grown young girl. He could see the bulge of the gymshoe in the pocket. They would get to Geysing, see the sights, go back to the hotel by hired-jeep and he was sure the subject of what had happened would never be mentioned, ever.







Four and a half hours later as they stood by the roadside in Geysing waiting for the jeep, just a nervous thirty-six year old male trekker and a twenty-two year old female companion she turned to him, her eyes on his.




“Are you going to spank me again?” That was when it happened, when it fell into place for him, when reality, the new reality coalesced.




“Yes” he said. “Whenever I decide you need it.” He hadn't thought out the words, they just came. All she said was “oh” and turned to look for the jeep.







At Jorethang, perhaps because it was later than they'd planned, he or she suggested that they stay there overnight and continue next day. They took two rooms and said goodnight to each other perfectly normally. At breakfast they said good-morning to each other perfectly normally.




“It's a beautiful day,” he said, munching toast. “Shall we walk up to Darjeeling? It's up all the way. Hard climb, good track.”




“Yes please.”




“Put the stuff in your pack into mine – it'll make sense. You won't need trekking stuff. Tee-shirt, jeans. Be too hot otherwise.”




She nodded absently, her copper-coloured hair brushing her pale cheeks.




“Wear your gymshoes please, Judith.”




“Not very suitable,” she began.




“Gymshoes please, Judith. When you're with me, no other shoes, please.”




“Oh. Can hardly go about in them in the hotel.” He didn't have to construct sentences any more, but there was still the risk of losing everything. No, there wasn't.




“That sounds like disobedience.”




She started a little, then after a moment, as if she'd made up her mind about something difficult, she said ‘Oh.’







The rest of the day was plain, hard, enjoyable walking, Alan following her, watching her small, slender figure padding silently ahead of him in tee shirt, jeans, scuffed white canvas shoes. A normal but exciting hill climb in the Himalayan foothills by two quiet and absorbed people. In the late evening, in the hotel, she knocked at his door, came into the room in a dressing-gown – presumably with nightclothes under it – and the grubby gymshoes. Said she just wanted to know if he had plans for the next day.




A new Alan said yes he had. “I'm going to shift from this hotel to a better one. Pack your things – we're shifting at ten. Also I shall take you to the bazaar and buy you some things. New, more suitable shoes for a start.”




There was a touch of resistance in the face she turned to him so he raised his eyebrows questioningly. “Do as I say, please.”




She seemed to melt as he said it, seemed to soften, yield. Closed her eyes for a brief moment, then looked at the floor. Said ‘yes’ very quietly. He walked to the bed and turned back the duvet.




“Please take off that dressing-gown and whatever's under it. Into bed, please.”




“But…




“In or by my bed is now where you sleep, Judith. Sleep. I will tell you if there's anything else.” He walked away to the bathroom feeling suddenly completely in control: at the door he turned his hand on the doorframe –




“You admitted yesterday that you needed to learn how to behave. I am going to teach you.” She lifted her head and looked at him, about to speak but he cut her short;




“Don't interrupt me, Judith. I am going to teach you, train you. The first step is obedience. I tell you to get into bed and you get into bed. You don't say ‘but’; that's disobedience. I punish disobedience, Judith,” and he walked into the bathroom, leaving her standing motionless and wide-eyed.







In the hotel bathroom he stood at the mirror, looking at himself but not seeing. The old, feeble ‘jackpot’ fantasy had gone, he could still see the taut, swaying backside in the bright briefs, feel the warm gymshoe in his hand, feel his erection burning, all as if it was now, not yesterday. Whatever was happening now, the real now, wasn't something he was consciously driving but he knew where it must go. But it couldn't be real, must be some protracted dream because – because – whatever else there was there was a pretty young girl out there, in his bedroom. A girl he'd spanked hard, on a hillside, a girl who'd accepted the spanking, even encouraged it. That meant that she was acquiescing in the dream, the fantasy. He pressed the palm of his hand to his forehead, eyes closed, in an attempt to reason, to discover if it was a dream. He was apprehensive, scared to go back into the bedroom. Either it would be all over or – or she would be in bed her clothes off, naked. Obedient to him – or…







She was in bed, on her face under the duvet and her dressing-gown and some sort of blue pyjamas were on the chair. Her face was turned away from him and she didn't move as he crossed the carpet. The new, exultant Alan found it easy.




“Good girl. But I have to punish you for hesitating when I told you to get into bed. That was disobedience, Judith.”




He pulled the duvet down from her shoulders, revealing a lovely, ivory-skinned and naked girl. Lying motionless in his bed. Revealing a pale, round, taut, delicious backside. “Where are your gymshoes? I need one.”




She waggled her feet under the soft cloth; “I'm wearing them. You – you said I was to take off my – my dressing-gown and p-pyjamas.” Nonplussed for a moment, he realised she was right and that she'd done what he'd told her to do. Literally. Again the next part of the fantasy just came easily.




“Stick your right foot out. I'll use the shoe from your right foot, please.” And a small foot clad in a worn, grubby white plimsoll emerged from under the duvet.




“Please,” she said, plaintively, “do you have to?”




“I think you know I do,” he responded quietly, reaching down and pulling the warm canvas shoe from her foot. “Spread you legs wide, Judith.”







This time it wasn't like the strange, confused, near play-acting of the previous day; this time it was clear, precise, natural, ‘proper’. She spread her legs slowly, her slender body obviously tense and he saw the hemispheres of her bottom part to reveal, first a small, pink rosebud and then, beneath a glimpse of copper-coloured maidenhair against the dark bedsheet. And to his faint surprise he didn't immediately think about fucking her, even though this was a naked, submissive girl in his bed; he thought ‘I have to give her a beating. She has to learn.’




Whapp! No briefs covering the yielding ivory bottom; interestedly, he realised that the sound of the rubber sole impacting it was different flatter, louder than the whopp sounds yesterday in the jungle.




Whapp! “Uh,” she gasped, shifting her hips.




Whapp! “Uhhh,” this time and two small hands went to either side of her head to clutch at the pillows.




Whapp! Now it was the mewing sound; his penis rose inside his trousers in exact timing to the way her hips rose off the sheet to offer her now pink-patterned bottom to the gymshoe again.




Whapp! Whapp! “Owwww!” and she jerked, rolled her body and lifted her head. He dropped the gymshoe onto the pillow.




“Good girl. I'm going for a pee then I'm coming to bed. Shift over, please.”




When he returned, pulling off his clothes, she was sitting up and he realised she was putting her gymshoe back on. Odd. His mind said ‘you didn't tell her to take them off’. Right. Quite right. Obedience.




So, only a little while later in the dim light of the bedroom and with her young body under him and his stone-hard shaft tunnelling into her, the slender legs rose to his shoulders, pressed plimsoll-clad feet to his heaving back. She reacted well to his penetration of her warm, wet slit, efficiently, in silence, her eyes closed, flickering open for only the briefest of moments when his erection nudged, stabbed at her cervix and semen rose hugely in him to fill her in one long drawn-out flood. Unwittingly he slid from her then and her hot, acrid body-smell was at once mingled with the flat odour of his semen-coated phallus. He remembered nothing more of that night: the sudden re-making of both of them over the previous thirty hours or so had induced in both, separately, an awakening to how things were to be. Both slept.







The next morning was as if they'd never been strangers, as if she had always been his. He merely took control of her, watching her do precisely as he told her, moving with him to a double room in the better hotel, watching her for disobedience that would mean he had to punish her. She was Judith and she was his. In the bazaar she was silent as he took her from stall to stall, choosing ‘things’ for her. She stood quietly while he bought denim dungarees for her – ‘for every day’. Bought black and white Converse AllStars canvas-and-rubber boots for her and cheap white lace-up plimsolls – ‘for best’.




Faintly 1960s ‘school’ plimsolls for her, black slip-ons with semi-glossy rubber toecaps; three pairs ‘for every day, Judith’. The gaggles of Indian schoolgirls en-route to class in their incongruously-English blazers and pleated skirts enticed, excited him so he searched and found the same for her – ‘for very best, my dear.’ There wasn't much choice, even though the stallholder sent a small boy quartering market for the big sizes of ‘school clothes’ she needed but he succeeded, sexually aroused by the whole business. A tan shirt-blouse, chocolate-coloured knickers – not briefs, knickers – a tie of sorts, a blazer, a bitter-chocolate multi-pleated and below-the-knee skirt, long tan socks.




The shoes were the most difficult. ‘Ought to be black Mary-Jane, of course’, with a strap and button fastening and inch-and a half heels but though she seemed at ease trying one on he wasn't satisfied. The thought was forming in him that all her shoes should be canvas-and-rubber. That she should learn only to wear such footwear. He indicated the smart leather Mary-Jane to the stallholder.




“Like this but canvas?”




“No Sir. You want canvas shoes like this?”




“Exact like this.”




“In Siliguri you get.”




“You try for me here.” The small boy was despatched to the twenty or so different shoe shops and stalls with the Mary-Jane sample. “Canvas, English size five. Ask.”




They came, costing two hundred rupees – about three UK pounds – and they were perfect. Khaki-brown canvas, edges piped in dark-brown, high ankle-straps, the soles, welts, toecaps, heels in bitter-chocolate-coloured soft rubber. English size five. “Try them, Judith, please.” Brown canvas Mary-Jane shoes to go with her tan and brown ‘school’ clothes. She would bend over in the brown school shoes and he'd lift the brown pleated skirt over her back to reveal the brown knickers and he'd beat her backside with a plimsoll. That thought, that exciting, sexual thought prompted him into one more purchase and prompted the only reaction from her in the long shopping spree.




“I want one pair cheap white canvas English size three. Laces.”




“Yes Sir.” Siddiq had never sold so many pair of shoes in one morning. The Englishman didn't ask the girl to try them on, just stood bending and flexing the green rubber soles, not even untying the factory-bundled laces. “Good soles,” he said.







On the way back to the hotel with their newspaper-wrapped packages carried behind them by a porter, she asked quietly – properly – “Who are the small white plimsolls for?”




“Oh, I only want one of them, the right one, with the laces out. Size three is small enough to go into the back pocket of your jeans you see. But big enough to spank you with.”




“What?” she asked, frowning a little not understanding.




“When you are out, Judith – when you're out alone or with me – you will always have a plimsoll with you please as a reminder to you. In the pocket of your jeans or somewhere similar, clear?” There was a silence as she digested that, then “Clear.”




There was no argument, no reluctance, no disobedience that afternoon when he sat down for two hours and re-arranged both his own and her flights back to the UK. She stood quietly beside him while he used the phone in the hotel room, quiet in her ‘everyday’ tee shirt, denim dungarees, black slip-on plimsolls. As there was no difficulty two days later, save for a very few and rare curious glances, at the casually dressed young foreigner and his younger female companion – the glances were at her but airports more than anywhere are filled with people in different attire. With no make-up and her hair in a ponytail, Judith was just a ‘big’ schoolgirl, college-girl perhaps; smart blazer, pleated skirt, long socks, Mary Jane shoes. Perhaps she was the man's young sister. She was very quiet and clearly guided by her ‘brother’ and properly obedient to him. Nice to see in these times. There




were more glances in London's Heathrow airport but not for long – Hertz lent him a car and she sat beside him on the long drive out into Wiltshire, speaking only once.




“Am – am I g-going to live with y-you?”




“For a while. You need to be trained to be a proper girl and I'm going to do that.”




“I c-can't just – just live with you just like th-that. Drop ev-everything.”




“Judith, do you want to claim I'm abducting you and all that means? Or do you want to be taught who you really are? I can stop at the next town and send you back to London in a car or you can stay where you are, live with me and become as a girl should be. Of course, when we get to the house, I shall have to punish you for this. I'm afraid I shall have to cane you.” A sharp thrust of reality in his mind told him that he was going to stop the car in Devizes, have a bad time finding her a hired-car to take her away. The countryside rolling past underlined reality, the reality that the wonderful dream was coming to an end. It was as if he'd known it was a dream all along but that now he couldn't fight its ending. There was no way forward, only an ending. Yet he believed that he loved the silent girl beside him. Loved her and ought to own, guide, train her.




As the lights of the outskirts of Devizes appeared he was still silent, driving, and she hadn't spoken again; she was leaning forward as if in abstracted thought, running one small pale thumb over the chocolate rubber toecap of one of her canvas ‘Mary Jane’ school shoes’.




“There's a big garage not far from here. I can probably get you a car there,” he said, turning to make a slow grin at her. It had to be done – car, farewells, even ‘thank you’. She was still with her head bent, not looking up.




“I -it's very difficult,” she said, confusingly.




“No Judith. It's not. Not really. We – you – just had a strange moment in your life. That's all. I'm sorry.”




“Is it a nice house?” He didn't reply, she wasn't sure he'd heard. Then “I'd be very s-scared about being caned.”




A silence again and he let the lights of the big garage pass before he said




“I love you. So – so I will have to cane you. You know that.” The silence was longer then, until she said, still not looking up, still feeling the toe of her shoe.




“Yes.”




“Yes what, Judith?”




Her response came out in a string of quiet words as if she were getting them out before her mind could stop her: “I-think-I-love-you-I-want-to-be-yours-want-you-to-teach-me-take-me-home-and-beat me. I'm sorry.” She sat up quickly, staring straight ahead and tears were running down her face.




Perfection hardly ever occurs, in any sphere of life, yet it was perfection that he recognised, wonderingly, as he ushered her into the so-familiar living room of his house.

A moment of complete satisfaction with perfection walking beside him. A beautiful girl, small, slender, a girl with a beautiful body which he knew in its nakedness, intelligent, submissive, her shoulder warm and unresisting under his hand. The stuff of dreams, for she knew he was going to cane her and he knew she would accept him caning her. A girl in school-uniform, her pleated skirt moving as she moved, slender legs in knee-high socks, feet on his carpet in canvas-and-rubber Mary-Jane shoes. A girl who was his to train, who would obey his every wish, who would bare her breasts for him, open her ivory thighs for him without hesitation – but who would accept the slipper, the cane if she knew she had hesitated. To whom he could say what he wished – as he began to say now. His own words gave him a sense of strength, of sexual arousal, of certainty.




“Let's get you caned, poppet then I'll explain everything to you.” He dropped his hand from her shoulder and stepped forwards to switch on a big table lamp. “I've got a cane upstairs, I'll get it,” and he moved again to pull forward, to reposition one of his low-backed armchairs. “I'll have you bent over the back of this; won't be a moment.” She said nothing but as he stepped past her he could feel she was trembling, could smell the Judith smell, young, apprehensive, as yet only faintly animal. Upstairs he hoped the cane was ‘right’ – it'd only been bought in a moment of fantasy, something to ‘hang in the wardrobe’. He'd never used it, never caned anything or anybody.




She was standing close against the back of the armchair, both hands on it and didn't look up when he came in.




“Bend right over the chair-back, poppet. Hands out on the arms. Spread your legs please.” Two small feet in Mary-Jane shoes shuffled apart on his carpet as she bent, awkwardly at first, reaching out to put her hands on the chair's arms. Long, widespread ivory legs in tan knee-high socks under the slightly raised hem of a pleated skirt. He put the cane on the chair-seat where she could only stare down at it, turned to lift the pleated skirt with both hands, raising it onto her back and exposing full-cut brown knickers above the ivory legs. Now she was trembling. Her long copper-coloured ponytail fell forwards to one side of her head but she let it fall.




“Up on your toes, please. If I see your heels on the floor I'll have to stop your caning and begin again.” He let his hand linger as he picked up the thin bamboo, so that she could see it was about to happen.




Phwakk! Another new sound, the quick breath of the cane through the air and the instant, thin, sharp impact as it curled round her knicker-clad bottom. She jerked her head up, dug fingernails into the upholstered arms of the chair and made a faint shriek at the unexpected pain. The cane delivers an excruciating, knife-like and savage kiss with no forgiveness, unlike the sour-sweet pain, the sexual osculation and the love-me sound delivered by the warm rubber sole of a plimsoll.




Phwakk! She shrieked thinly again, her bottom shifted quickly side to side and her tip-toed feet stabbed the carpet then relaxed. “On your toes, Judith.”




Phwakk! Phwakk! Phwakk! She was writhing over the chair-back now, crying out, gasping, sobbing, her knees alternately buckling and straightening as she struggled to remain on her toes.




“Ohhh I c-can't. Oh, please, pleeease. Pleeease st-stop …

Phwakk! “Owww. Oh. It h-hurts.” She half rose, a hand going back to her flaring, burning bottom, crying aloud.




“Six,” he said. “Not really enough, but you're a good girl. Up you get.” In his long past fantasies caning a knicker-clad bottom would lead straight into huge sex, with the girl as eager, as hungry as himself. Over the chair, from the back, straight into her as she shouted ‘oh’ and ‘do it’ and shouted his name. So he found himself momentarily without a script as she stood, turned to him, dancing a little dance and clutching the rumpled schoolgirl skirt to her bottom, her face streaming wet tears, her eyes wide and straight at him and, most astonishing, most exciting of all, a wry, quick smile for him. He found himself not knowing what to do with the cane in his hand, not knowing what to do with an erection that was like an iron bar inside his pants but which, confusingly, seemed not to be demanding sex. Involuntarily he looked down at his tented trousers – and saw her look too. Saw her look, heard her speak, falteringly, her words caught up with sniffing back tears.




“Why – why is – is it – is it a … Why is it a s-sex thing. T-the cane, the s-slipper?”




Stupidly he said, “Is it?”




“Mm. Yes. I – I need – I need the slipper. Need it.”




“Now? On top of the cane?”

“No. S-something first,” and she backed to the chair, leant against it, used a trembling hand to lift the pleated skirt to expose her brown knickers, used the other to clumsily drag down the elastic waistband so that copper maiden-hair and ivory skin was offered at him. Rose up on her toes in her brown Mary Jane shoes. “Do me,” she said, looking at him.

So he stepped to her, his mind not clearly functioning, and used both hands to thrust her knickers down while she reached for his trouser-front, found the zip, small warm hands finding him in there and pulling, pulling him out to her slit. It parted for him, swallowed him whole at once into sliding, tight, hot, wet darkness. “Do – do it. Do it quick” she whispered, “then beat me.”




He had her fetch one of her new black plimsolls, had her strip except for the socks and the Mary Jane shoes, then touch her toes on his carpet in his living room, this perfect girl and beat her striped, reddened bottom with the crisply-patterned rubber sole, the sound filling the room while she actually did call out ‘do it, oh do it’ and swayed, jerked, mewed, stamped her feet, spread her legs and thrust her red and purple printed backside repeatedly back for more. Whopp! Whopp! Whopp! Whopp – seven, eight, nine times he swung his arm until, suddenly, she stood up, rigid, naked, erect, both hands spread on the coloured globes behind her, hips spasming, head back, eyes closed as a violent, surging orgasm took her.




“Oh god oh god oh god not – supposed to – be – like – like t-this,” she whispered, fighting the urgent honey-sweet ravaging of her orgasm. Watching her, entranced, wondering, his thought was ‘yes, yes it is. It is. It's release. A beating is release. I love you.’ He watched her body strain, tense, shudder as she came violently, watched her tension subside until she was still, upright, naked, beautiful, her thighs glistening with her own fluids, head back, eyes closed.




“Good girl” he said quietly. “Gooood, good girl. Now let me show you upstairs – you can get dressed while I get some food.”







She came and found him in the kitchen. She came quietly but as if on springs, almost dancing into the bright room, full of some sort of suppressed excitement, her hair still in the swinging pony-tail, her face alight with a somehow nervous smile, eyes bright and seeing everything. In a tee shirt and the denim dungarees, in the high-laced Converse All Stars – which squeaked a little as she moved on the tiled floor. More perfection. She was his.




“I can't sit down,” she said, looking at his eyes and making the wry grin. “Bottom hurts. It's nice.”




He held onto reality again and said she should put some things on the table then. “Knives and things in this drawer.” As she almost skipped to the drawer, back to him, he saw the heel of the small white plimsoll sticking out of the back pocket of her dungarees, the ‘English size three’ with the ‘good sole’. Good girl. And over the scratch meal she asked him in a silly, sort of innocent way:




“Do you like me?”




“Yes.” He said, between mouthfuls, “But you have to learn. Obedience, love, the slipper and sex.”




“Hm. Teach me.”




“I shall.”




“What first? What will you teach me first?” He thought a little and the thoughts came easily:




“Toilet.”




“What?” in a surprised voice, looking at him.




“How to go to the toilet.”




“Oh. How do I go to the toilet?”




“You ask me to be allowed to go to the toilet. The toilet is in the bathroom. You go to the toilet naked. You sit on the toilet with the seat up, facing the wall. You clean yourself and then you wait until I come to inspect you. Coffee, please.”




She passed the coffee pot to him, staring at him, absorbing what he'd said. “What if I'm – we're – out somewhere. I can't take my clothes off. You couldn't ‘inspect’ me.”




He'd not thought it out but he did now, as she waited, grinning faintly. “Outside the house you don't go to the toilet. Not ever. You wait – or you wet yourself or whatever. Sugar please.”




“Oh,” and a silence, then “Oh” again, not grinning now but frowning.




“Do it.”




“Obedience?”




“To learn obedience, Judith.”




“And the next? Thing I must learn?”




He actually chuckled, so that she reflected his mood and smiled. “The next thing, even the first thing is not so much talk. Silence is golden and all that, especially in a girl. Finish eating, Judith, and I'll teach you golden silence. You can clear away and wash up, I shan't be a moment.”







When he came back into the kitchen she was at the sink, his property, his girl, washing up. His penis was erect again because of what he was about to do: no, not what he was about to do but after he'd done it.




“Know what this is?” She looked at the thing in his hand, genuinely puzzled, shook her head apprehensively.




“It's a penis gag. Stops little girls talking. It was a bundle of thick rubber straps with bright metal fittings, it was a cupped rubber mouth-and-chin pad and it was a short, fat, ribbed, soft rubber penis inside the cup and a longer, realistic rubber erection jutting. It was bright red. “Come here. Head back, open your mouth".




He felt her whole body quiver under his hand as he fed the short red dildo into her upturned open mouth, saw briefly as it slid over her wet tongue, felt it slide on her teeth.




“Mouth closed”. Her eyes opened to show fright as he cupped her chin in the red rubber, looped the straps behind and over her head, past her nose, adjusted the bright metal things until her head was encased in straps. Clicked the carriage-locks closed.




“Say ‘thank you’ Judith.”




“Umpf. Ufh Umph.” The wide eyes were brimming with tears again and the five inches of realistic penis jutted and bobbed. He could sense her frightened imprisonment, the fat, warming rubber filling her mouth, the bitter taste of it and the smell in her nostrils.




“Finish up in the kitchen now. I’ll be unpacking upstairs.” At the kitchen door he paused, taking it all in. At his sink was a small, subservient, lovely young girl, washing up, in denims and canvas-and-rubber basketball boots, gagged with a rubber penis-gag because he wanted it so and therefore she was trying to accept it. Because he’d said he was going to train her to be perfect. Perfect for him. And it was all real, the pouting wet slit between her legs, the round young breasts, the taut, quivering backside. She wanted to do what he told her to do, wanted to, but was scared. The scare would go; he wanted her neither scared nor willing just absolutely, completely obedient. That would be where her real pleasure lay, in being trained to obedience, in becoming unhesitatingly obedient.




“Going to put you to bed,” he said as his hesitant, beautiful possession came into the room in her denims and canvas boots and her jutting red rubber penis gag. “You’d better go to the toilet. Get your clothes off.” The tee shirt caught on the projecting gag and he stepped forwards to free it; there were still tears in her eyes and a gleam of saliva on her chin from the gag. “This stays,” he said, tapping the rubber penis. “Silence is golden.”







Some eight hours later she lay beside him flat on her back on the bed, naked and beautiful, a little red here and there from bruising. Her eyes were closed and her face relaxed, save for the faint impressions of the gag’s straps on her pale cheeks and the gleam of semen on her lips. Her legs were splayed wide and, propping himself on one elbow to look at her he could see the edges of reddened blotches curling round her where the kisses of the plimsoll on her rear had been misplaced because of her excited movements. One slender, pale arm was under her head, the other reached idly down to rest on the plimsoll, three inches of the heel-end of which projected from her distended slit. He gently rested his hand over hers and together they eased the canvas-and-rubber shoe a little deeper. Very quietly, her eyes still closed, she said




“Please can I stay with you? I mean stay.”




“Yes,” he said, equally quietly, leaning over her, his hand and her hand working the small plimsoll deep inside her. When she slept he offered the rubber toe of its pair to her parted lips to suck – she took it eagerly.













DAVID AND JANET




He’d been angling and working, wishing and lobbying for more than a year to get the promotion, to get shifted from field-work to a London-office job, so when he actually got it – and hared off back to Janet to tell her – both of them hugged and danced round the kitchen giggling like loons, mostly about the salary.




“No more everlasting moving from flat to flat – we can look for a house,” she said, nibbling his ear, wrapping arms round him. “A real house.”




“In London,” he said, then “well, outside London. Small, but ours.” and he kissed her quickly and a great deal, so that the rest of what he said – and what she said – was rather lost in kissing and hugging and giggling. The kissing and the hugging, with the excitement that he’d achieved the promotion and the staggering salary gave him a positive hard and the positive hard, jabbing at his trousers made her giggle more, for she was on an excited high too. They’d gravitated to the edge of the kitchen table where she sort of sat while he stood between her knees and peck, peck, pecked at her lovely mouth, a kiss for every word in the appointment letter – which he held out in a waving hand and re-read aloud.




“Ow!”




“Ow! What?” she asked.




“Bloody table.” He’d shoved himself at her crotch but had shoved his tented trousers at the hard wooden edge instead.




“Poor diddums. Here, make it better,” and in some sort of quick, giggly movement had lifted her bum off the table, shoved him away, sort of flicked her briefs off and was sitting again, legs wide and skirt up at her waist, offering her blonde bush to him. “Fuck me,” she said, so he did, wonderfully for the first time ever outside the bedroom. Being Janet she said, while he was just savouring the little internal racing-feeling that meant semen climbing his shaft, she said “we can h-have a f-fitted bed-bedroom,” and “slower, do it slower,” and then when he’d come into her in a big way she said “uhh” as she always did. Just “uhh.” He’d never known whether she had any sort of orgasm or not, had decided that Janet just had very small ones. She said she orgasmed but there was never any shouting or jerking or anything. But he’d done it on the kitchen table. First time ever outside the bedroom and as he hauled up his pants again because it was over, his mind said, ridiculously, ‘fitted kitchen’ – ‘new house’ – ‘money for things’ – ‘money for more things up there’. ‘Up there’ was the tiny loft-space above the flat where he kept his special things. But he told himself that they were going to have a new life and a new house and he’d stop buying his special things. Had to. It was all a stupid fantasy anyway.







But towards the end of the seven months that it took for everything to come true, the little house, the almost new car, the fitted kitchen, when Jan was spending on clothes for herself – because the bank statements were always black and not red – he did spend a little on himself. Well, on a ‘special thing’ from the Internet, paid for with his new Platinum card and delivered to the accommodation address he could afford to rent.




And the habit grew, for it was a habit, driven by the old, old fantasy. The house had a nice, boarded loft that she never went into because of the spiders so, over the months he cleaned it out and brought some stuff home, technical stuff, like that.




“Have to do some work at home Jan. Job like this. They expect you to. It’ll make a little study-sort-of-room. Anyway, you can have people round, Alison and the others, without me being in the way by working in the living room.” He always brought the stuff home, from the accommodation address, in one of the Company’s big red file-boxes.




“Not more work,” she’d say.




“ ‘Fraid so, sugar.”







He was always so careful and he wasn’t clumsy or forgetful, always locked everything in his study. Locked away his secret, private self. The self that never intruded or couldn’t intrude on his successful, happily married, loving-Jan not-secret self. So when he came home at eleven o’clock one morning because he felt ill, when he immediately saw the loft ladder down and knew Jan was up there, it wasn’t so much that she had discovered him but that she had unforgivably intruded on his secret, private self. It was as if she was deliberately destroying everything they were as a loving couple, destroying everything. Deliberately. So he didn’t call out to her, he became instantly, desperately enraged and flew clumsily up the loft-ladder and into the brightly lit room like a charging predator.







She was turning towards him as he thumped, shaking, into the room. Turning towards him in her ‘at home’ shirt and jeans, with his big box open and half his special things in a heap on the floor and with his most precious, most beautiful, most vitally important treasure in her hands. She was white-faced. She shook his most precious and most beautiful, vitally important treasure at him and in a sour, angry shout began




“What’s all this shit.”




That did it, that description of his things. His rage became a black, exploding fury. She was destroying everything and he leapt at her to stop it. Leapt at her with a rising growl that, in the few seconds she had, made her back away with – with his treasure to her lips in panic. He just hit her. He’d never, ever hit her. He never, ever, hit people. He hit her twice, frenziedly, hard, somewhere – thud, side of her head so that her blonde mop exploded, thud, over the brooch on her shirt so that it lacerated his knuckles. She crashed backwards over his box, rolled off it thump to the wooden floor and lay there in a heap, still with his treasure in her small hand. He jumped at her down there, took hold of her in his blind, despairing fury and shook her so that she flopped like a rag-doll and roared at her.




“Bitch, you bloody, bloody bitch,” because he loved her and because she had destroyed everything now. He was calming down but into an icily suppressed version of his hysterical, violent rage. Beneath him, her face upturned to his, eyes closed, blonde hair everywhere, her lips were parted, breath moving them. ‘Shit’ she’d called his things ‘Shit’ – and she’d had the beautiful thing in her hands. It was beside her head. His things were jumbled on the floor beside his box – where she’d dropped them.







In blind, cold, even fury Jack Palmer picked up his treasure – and thrust the rubber-covered silver bit between her parted lips, between her small white teeth. Spread the nest of thick black rubber straps and, thudding her head to the floor twice in the process, pulled and dragged and buckled the head-harness through and in her hair while her eyes flickered and her arms moved and her jean-clad legs shifted on the board-floor.




“No,” he said, clearly. He was cooler now, more deliberate. His life was drowning because of what she’d done. Not because of what he’d done but because of what she’d done. Opened his box. So he rolled her over, roughly, and picked up her small body in his arms, dumped her on the bed-thing he used for dreaming, hauled her arms wide and strapped her wrists to the wooden corners of the bed while she began to twist and shake and wave her legs and roll her head and explode-open her huge brown eyes and gurgle and rattle and clink in the rubber-and-silver head harness and gag. The bed shook, her hands above her strapped wrists turned white and she struggled like an animal to free herself; her head rolled, jaw working, cheeks working against the warm, wet rubber covered bit. He ignored her. He just fought against her, ignoring her panic and gagged hysteria. Ignored the clinking of the snaffle and silver curb-chain, ignored the harsh gurgling gasps of her breathing and the bubbles of saliva at her drawn-back mouth. She was screaming in her throat of course but his beautiful black-rubber-and-silver harness and bit were doing exactly what they were meant to do. Not gag her, not restrain her. Comfort her.




He fought her flailing legs until she suddenly seemed to give up, to lie there with her arms wide above her head and the lovely harness glinting and chinking at her mouth. Her eyes were wide staring at him, full of terror and disbelief but she merely jerked on the bed as he laboriously hauled off her jeans and her briefs. She quivered a little then, closed the great eyes, expecting him to climb onto her and rape her. But now it had become like a confident, expert surgeon operating on his sedated patient. Terror-sedated but still, just trembling a little. He had to have her jeans and briefs off of course; the first to slide the crotch-high, thick, unlined black rubber boots onto her legs, four hundred quid’s worth of pony boots. Getting her feet into the near-vertically moulded ballet-point toes of the boots was a real pain – one of the tiny aluminium horseshoes caught his palm and nicked it so that he sucked a bead of his own blood. When her pony boots were on she just seemed to flop there, staring at the low ceiling, still trembling, tense but her head unmoving save for her small mouth working at her bit. She looked beautiful, quite and absolutely beautiful, spread like that, partly harnessed, in her crotch-high moulded matt-black rubber pony boots. Pony-girl. So beautiful that he paused, looked again, leant over her and gently kissed her forehead. He really was calm now.




“In a little while, darling, it will all be done in a little while.” He wasn’t thinking about having to release her, having to fight her, having the police, her parents, everything falling on him. Didn’t have to because everything was now gone. She had destroyed his private self so there was no self left. He could do anything now until it had to stop and they came for him.







He had fumbling trouble with her shirt and had to cut it off, had to cut off her white bra. Had more trouble with the thick, heavy moulded rubber body-form, especially hauling her warm breasts through the cut outs so that they stood up as if on stalks, especially with the bloody row of silver clips underneath her back. Twenty two of them from just above the divide of her round bottom to into the hair at the back of her neck. The body-warm rubber smell was all about him, stimulating, relaxing, expected. Oh my, oh my how beautiful she looked, how ivory-white and black and beautiful. Now when he moved on the bed the silver fittings of her harness, the body-form jingled harness-music at him. Broad flat black rubber suspenders, six of them, stretched down from the body-form to clip with silver clips to the tops of her boots, taut black against her white skin. Her legs shifted a little, apart a little because of the tension of the suspenders, the bar taut rubber and her labia, under the nest of blonde curls there, her labia parted just slightly.




He was going to finish this. Beyond that there was nothing but black. She was still Jan. Beautiful, blonde, twenty-two year old Jan, his wife, his extrovert, clever, sexy-body, sumptuous breasted wife – it had been her breasts in a red bikini on the beach that had started it – her – for him. But now she was beautiful, now she was almost, almost perfect lying there for him. Harnessed, bitted, booted, shod. The Jan animal smell the harness-smell and the rubber-smell. How he’d fantasised, dreamt, agonised. Jan harnessed and despite her terror, despite the rigid tremors of her spread body, he imagined that she was accepting, discovering, immersing in his fantasy. He knew it wasn’t true, knew he was doing something that wasn’t him, that wasn’t his to do but she looked so beautiful.




And then she was very, very still, as if she had left him – or perhaps, said the sane corner of his mind, she had fainted.




She went so very still when he hauled the thick rubber crotch-strap from under her bottom and snapped – cluck – the great, soft, curved, ribbed black rubber dildo onto it. Then he wet the palm of his hand and gently, so gently eased the great thick thing into her, slowly, gently, interestedly. She was wet there but probably because something was at her slit and she was female. She absorbed all of it and was still motionless. All of it until the now slick, ribbed rubber base of it nestled in her blonde curls. Up with the strap, ease the silver-rimmed slots over the tiny silver hasps on the edge of the rubber body-form. Fiddle with the two tiny silver pad-locks. There. There, done, all correct, all proper. She still had her eyes closed.







He sat back on the edge of his box and looked at his Jan. He began to weep silently, hunched. Empty. It was over. After a lifetime, after twenty minutes a different, damaged, terminated David Lodge painfully rose, still with tears on his face. Summoned up whatever was left of him and unstrapped her wrists. She was staring up at him, white faced, the silver rings of the bit hanging on her white, saliva-gleaming cheeks. She didn’t react to being freed. Shock. Terror. Her life destroyed as his was now destroyed. Very gently he gather up her rubber-booted legs, swung them together to the floor. Not really knowing how to release her from the bit, the body-form the soft, thick thing inside her.




Lifted her, his arm round her rubber waist, stood her on the high, high, shod points of her boots. He would leave her now, leave her to free herself and fetch whatever was necessary to end his life. The attic-phone was there. She stood there, one hand supporting her lovely self against the foot-frame of the bed, looking at him. He said “I’m sorry Jan,” and, weeping again, shuffled to the loft-ladder, climbed down it like a man a hundred-years old. Waited like some mindless husk of a man, waited, hunched, in a corner of the living room, the familiar, finished living-room because he didn’t want to have to open the front door to whoever it was coming for him. Jan would do that. Jan in her shirt and jeans and her brushed hair. Have him put away. He heard her thumping slowly above him in the attic. His attic. He’d hurt her too. He heard her coming terribly slowly, terribly awkwardly down the ladder. Perhaps she hadn’t phoned them. Perhaps she was just going to walk out of the house. She could take the car. Go, forever. He closed his eyes because he couldn’t manage seeing her, not any more but she was going to make it worse. Of course she was. She was going to make him suffer. Die inside. She was in the living room he could sense her. She was close to him, he could sense her and he was terribly, terribly frightened about the endless, black future she was bringing to him.







“David,” she said, not a foot from his bent head. Not her voice. Of course the bit had gone so she could speak. Oddly. The bit had done that. Sorry, Jan.




“David. Kiss me. I – I took my bit out. S-so I b-brought t-this.”




He couldn’t look, but he had to look and he didn’t understand a word she’d said. He slowly opened his eyes, cringing. On two ballet-pointed, shod, matt black rubber feet, shins, thighs. Up, on white skin banded by wide black rubber suspenders. Up, on the thick crotch strap with a flatly gleaming pattern at its edges, wet, tacky. Up, on the twin Jan-breasts that stood out flushed, bulging from the thick black rubber. On wide blue eyes and tousled blonde hair, on a hand holding the black and silver harness and bit. Wet bit. She was holding out her other hand to him. She was holding out the silly leather handled cane he’d bought last month.




“C-can you do my bit f-first. P-please, Dave.”




“C-can’t,” he mumbled, not understanding anything.




“Please. Dave. I’m sorry. And ... and, and do-do this,” she lifted the silly cane an inch or two, into his blurred vision.







So he did it as if he was another being, an automaton. She tipped her head back and closed her eyes and opened her sweet, bruised mouth to the jingling silver and rubber thing and he saw her teeth and her warm, red, moist tongue. And then somehow her hand with the silly cane was in his vision again and, unknowing, he took it. And then she hung her glorious, blonde harnessed head and her shod feet went tud-tud-tud on the living room carpet as she teetered on her shod points. And they went tud-tud-tud-tak-tak-takkatakkatak as she stalked unsteadily off the carpet and onto the parquet floor and she went jingle, rattle, tak-tak as she leaned over the back of the big sofa.







Widespread, black matt rubber pony-boots on shod ballet points. Wide black rubber suspenders banding her white, white bottom. He unclipped two of them and thrust them under the tight warm rubber of her body-form. She jingled. Jan’s harness jingled. Her lovely, familiar bottom, divided wide by the thick black crotch-strap, lifted for him. He never hit Jan. But this wasn’t Jan. This was his pony-girl Jan. So he caned her. He’d never caned anyone, anything. He caned her and it went:




Slatt! Slatt! Slatt! Slatt! Slatt! Slatt on her jerking, weaving, red-striped bottom and she stood up suddenly at the fifth, at the searing kiss of the cane, she stood up and taktaktaktak ked a little dance and jingled and threw her head back and clutched her bottom in both hands and pulsed and spasmed her hips and her whole body, her whole harnessed, pony-girl perfection transformed under his wondering gaze as she exploded into orgasm, shuddered, trembled as gleaming, shining body-fluids oozed, bubbled from the edges of her rubber crotch-strap.




He eased the bit from her mouth again, the harness from her head. Some of it was wet with tears.




“I’m sorry,” he said. “I don’t know what to do now.”




Her voice was awkward because of the way the bit had left her soft, sweet mouth.




“C-can I wear the, the b-bells?” He didn’t understand.




“There are bells. F-for my – my breasts ... for my tits, upstairs,” and she was giggling. Giggling. The Jan giggled stand-ing there in black rubber and silver harness, in pony-girl gear, holding her caned bottom, hot, perspiring, wafting sex and rubber and pony at him. Jan. Giggling because she wanted her out-thrust, imprisoned breasts hung with the little silver bells in his Box.




She actually got them both some sort of scratch meal, tak-takking about on the kitchen’s tiled floor. She actually said, about the bells,




“I can get my tits pierced for them”.




She actually said, when they were in bed, David and his Pony-girl.




“But it’s enormous,” giggling, as she slowly eased the great, hot, wet, ribbed rubber dildo from her distended, very wet slit. And when he lay over her, with her cool, smooth black rubber-covered pony’s legs on his shoulders and he bit back because she wanted it; when he hesitantly slid his iron-bar erection into his pony-Jan they humped and bucked and he panted and gasped and she jingled and rattled and mouthed her rubber bit in a long, slow, rhythmic animal sexual dance on the broad bed until he had to shout as he hosed, pumped, flooded a lake of semen into her so that it jetted back along his shaft like a cool glove, so that it bubbled and danced at the edges of her slit. As she juddered, rattled, lifted her beautiful, harnessed, bitted blonde head, arched her jingling, rattling, harnessed body off the bed. Mewed, whinnied through her bit and as he came, wrapped his hot, tunnelling, semen pumping shaft in thick, honeyed, flowing fluids of her own, so that where his black curled, wet, matted hair met her blonde curled, wet, matted hair, where his shaft buried in her, his semen and her thick orgasmic fluids escaped to coat skin and rubber and bed.







Of course he has his job and they have their home and all the everyday things: those only changed for the better because everything was open now for both David and Jan. The people at work couldn’t make out what had happened to ‘Dave’ – the girls at work suddenly found him very interesting in a worrying way. “Maybe he’s getting it a lot or something,” said Margery Timms, who was always likely to come out with something like that. Janet’s friends wondered at the changes in her, the bright, extrovert happiness; all except Lucinda who had severe trouble with suddenly wanting to be seduced, sexually, by David’s blonde wife. David and Janet merely loved and laughed and excited vastly superior joint-orgasms for each other at night, in the daytime, in the bedroom, in the kitchen, the bathroom, even on the stairs. Except on Sundays. Sundays were sacrosanct. No visitors.







For on Sundays Jan got up first and dressed, then tak-tak-ked about in the kitchen, took him coffee, jingled and tak-takked, tud-tudded on her high, shod hooves about the house, her flushed, projecting breasts making music with the silver rings of bells which pierced her aureoles and her mouth working on the soft, restraining comfort of her bit. And on Sundays the gentle music of her harness and her bells sometimes, often really, rose to a rhythmic crescendo as David coupled with his pony-girl or caned her. Except for three weeks in the summer of the following year when David and Janet hired a camper van and went off for a holiday in the wilderness of Westmoreland. Out of sight in the middle of nowhere. And she trotted, knees-high in the black rubber pony-boots, shod toes stabbing wet turf, with her husband holding her long rubber reins, walking quickly behind her, urging her on with the long rattan, until the trot faltered and she came, shuddering, standing jingling in the open moorland. Whinnying through her warm saliva-wet, rubber sheathed bit, her blonde hair blowing in the wind. Behind her, watching Jan, his pony-girl wife, he called out “Good girl. Goooooood girl” as she came.













GIRL IN BROWN PLIMSOLLS




They’d been going together for more than a month and he was finding it difficult to imagine being without her. They’d met for the first time purely by chance – two strangers ex-changing sympathies over the dearth of taxis in Shaftesbury Avenue one gleaming wet evening; they’d both been going the same way so had shared. Then they’d collided with each other in Sainsbury’s supermarket. Then, he thought her bright, amusing, clever – she had to be clever, holding down, at barely twenty-three, a high level job with more than a thousand people at her command. Small women often had the assertiveness that long, lanky ones lacked, some sort of defence. She was barely five feet four, which made her even scarier. She was also stunningly attractive. Sometimes, he’d wondered how it had all progressed so rapidly to his bed, but then she treated the subject of sex with the delightful, amusing plainness with which she treated everything. And in bed had proved to be bright, exciting and clever too. There was no intent, on either side, for anything to get ‘serious’ – just for two successful, ‘bright’ people to enjoy each other. For no particular reason, although he’d drunk coffee and spent time in her very nice flat, he’d never been in her bed; always, for no particular reason it had been his flat and his bed.







That Saturday morning they’d gone together to Sainsbury’s again – both were busy people during the week and a joint shopping hit on Saturdays seemed logical, especially as she planned to ‘fill the freezer up’ and would need help with the multiple trolley-loads of stuff. She was her usual ‘off duty’ self, quietly dazzling in expensive West End casual clothes; less scary than the weekday power-dressing but still enough to suggest absolute control. Not that she was like that at all when she was with him, but it certainly kept the competi-tion away. It had never occurred to either of them that there could be more in their relationship than just the enjoyment of company, good sex and much laughter, more to be dis-covered that is.




So they’d brought back the shopping to her flat, he’d been less than helpful by gallantly filling the freezer in quite the wrong order, so that it all had to come out again for she liked things ‘just so’. His meagre shopping he left in the car, to take to his own place after a coffee. But coffee led to chat and as both he and she were always just a little turned-on by each others company, the chat led into her bed and long, gentle, friendly sex that lasted until way past ‘lunchtime’.







“Look, I’m going to have a shower,” she said. So he’d have to sit around while she did so – because Ellen liked to shower by herself if she was washing. A mutual shower for the purposes of sex was one thing, but Ellen liked to indulge her-self in soaps and creams and powders on her own. He got up and wandered idly round the unfamiliar bedroom, peer-ing at things here, things there. On the dressing table was a framed photo, rather blurry, of a school-group; six girls aged about 14 or so, arm in arm and with a silver prize-cup on a box in the foreground. The middle girl of the group was clearly Ellen, hair in a ponytail. All were in rather ‘prep-school’ PE kit, Aertex blouses, short dark skirts, white socks, that sort of thing. All were wearing black plimsolls. He picked up the photo and peered closely, pleasantly excited at the find. The slight blur didn’t hide the black slip-ons with their faintly glossy black rubber toecaps. That Ellen had once worn what were to him the arousing epitome of his sexual fantasies, cheap black canvas-and-rubber plimsolls came as an odd shock. He wanted the photo – or a copy of it – for in it was a girl he knew and the girl wore plimsolls.




“Harry?” Ellen was calling from the shower. “You fancy a drive out into the country this afternoon?” Quickly, a little worried that he was sexually aroused by the photo he moved across the bedroom.




“Dunno. Where to?” He peered into one of her three wardrobes – the doors were open and the scent of her engulfed him, so that he put his face into the expensive silks and cottons inside. There were at least ten pairs of her made-measure low-heeled shoes.




“Down near Gatwick Airport, about thirty miles. There’s a house I want to see.”




“House to buy? Gatwick? That’s almost in the sticks.” The wardrobe alongside the open one contained her ‘power dressing’ suits and things. The perfumes were much, much more expensive. The shoes were all with her ‘go-to-work’ three-inch spikes.




“It’s commutable. I want a place outside London. This one’s a falling-down farmhousey place. Real wreck. Coming?”




“Yes. Can’t have you disappearing through rotting floors with no gallant-white-knight standing by.”




“You’re a poppet. I won’t be long. Just find something rural to wear. We can eat on the way somewhere.” The third wardrobe was locked but there was a key in the door. To his utter surprise the third wardrobe contained neatly piled shelves of perfectly ordinary tee shirts, at least half-a-dozen pairs of worn-to-faded denim jeans, four or five equally faded denim jackets. No, two pairs of jeans were in fact two pairs of dungarees with hanging shoulder straps and big brass buttons on the bib-fronts. At first he thought they must be-long to someone else, but the Ellen skin-smell was there. The wardrobe, unlike the others, had a tall, narrow inner door with the word ‘shoes’ carved into it. Inside was a vertical, twin row of pigeon-holes each occupied by the shoes. The perfume from the shoe cupboard was very different, one that formed a part of his fantasies. Twelve pairs. Eight pairs well worn, four pairs brand new in their original polythene bags. Three pairs of worn, cheap, classic black plimsolls, slip-ons. Two pairs of worn, cheap, classic white lace-up plimsoll, a pair of blue-and-white canvas-and-rubber Mary Janes with inch-and-a-half heels and a pair of absolutely flat canvas-and-rubber ballet-like slippers, red canvas, white rubber, but with ankle straps. In the plastic bags, the new, unworn pairs: brand-new black slip-ons, brand new white lace-ups, a pair of utterly rare and completely unobtainable khaki-canvas-chocolate rubber slip-ons and, in the bottom two pigeon holes, new, Converse All Star basketball boots, one pair black and white, the other pale blue and white. He had trouble preventing his mind shooting off into sexual fantasies then and there. What the hell...?




“Five mins,” she called. “Just doing something with my hair.”




“OK. Done. Just coming. Take me ten minutes to dress. C’mon, I’ll turn the shower on again.” She sailed into the room, all vast white towels just as he closed the wardrobe, clutching his discarded shirt round his nakedness to hide his tumescent staff. Ellen plonked herself down at the dress-ing table, back to him and began to do things to her hair. He had to ask, had to. Must ask but how?




“W-what you going to wear for clambering about a col-lapsing house in the sticks? You could ruin your clothes.”




“Good God, you’re the first practical man I’ve ever met. Those probably ...” and she waved a hand clutching a hair-brush at a chair, over which hung a fashionable white go-to-the-races trouser suit. It seemed as if an age passed while he created and rejected responses and when he’d found one, contrived and awkward, even then he hadn’t the courage to stand there and say it. He headed for the shower and muttered out the words as he stepped inside.




“Be better off in jeans or something. Canvas shoes. You know, plimsolls.” He was shaking with something – apprehension, hope, something. He stood under the shower and cut the water right back so he could hear her response, if there was one. If there was one other than ‘don’t be silly Harry’. The response was a curiously long time in coming, then, not very loudly and in an odd voice, he heard “You’d not – not love me very much in – in jeans and – and p-plimsolls, would you?” He stepped from the shower, sluicing water, and stood in the doorway, naked. “Try me. Tee shirt, jeans and plimsolls. Sexiest thing since Creation.” It sounded OK and he managed a trembly grin. Very quietly, not looking at him, she said, “have you been looking in my wardrobe?” He was very nearly at the point where it would all end in anger – or it could, just could prove the impossible, that Ellen, his Ellen, still sometimes wore plimsolls. That was such an unbelievable, powerfully imagined thought that he had to catch hold of the doorframe.




“Yes. Sorry. Not intentional.”




“Oh.” Still not moving, still not looking at him. Then a forced giggle. “Me, in plimsolls and jeans? Tennis shoes, you mean?” But her head was down and he could see that her cheeks were flushed. Risk it.




“No. Not tennis shoes. Black slip-on plimsolls would be nicest. Sexiest.” Another long silence, so that he thought he’d be buried in sarcastic scorn and it would be over.




“I c-can’t go outside in plimsolls. Can I? I mean, even if I wanted to. Can I?” But it didn’t sound entirely rhetorical, the question. Not quite.




“But you’ve got lots of plimsolls in your wardrobe. So when do you wear them?”




“I d-don’t. Much. Really.” He mustn’t scare her, mustn’t say ‘but they’re worn, used plimsolls. You must wear them sometimes’. That would be aggressive. He made as if it didn’t matter – although it mattered more to him than anything else just then.




“Well, you can wear plimsolls any time for me, all day if you want. In bed if you want. I think they’re sexy. Turn me on if you want to know, they always have,” and he turned back to the shower, calling, “won’t be long,” in as steady a voice as he could manage. He had a massive erection.







When he’d summoned up enough courage to go back into the bedroom, the erection hidden by towels, she was sitting on the edge of the bed, head hung, staring at the carpet and her face, even her shoulders were blushing red. She was naked, except for a pair of the worn, cheap, lace-up white plimsolls. She was moving one grubby white rubber toecap against the other, like a bashful child.




“Ellen,” he said very quietly and when she didn’t move he went and knelt at her feet, looking up at her. She wouldn’t look at him. So he slid his hands, flat, under the two small feet, feeling the smooth-worn rubber soles. He squeezed them feeling the erotic mix of rubber and canvas and body warmth.




“Ellen?” She dropped her head lower and he realised she couldn’t speak about it, that it was to her some awful, unmentionable secret. He rose and gently eased her back-wards onto the bed – her eyes remained tight shut. Gently again he slipped his hands under her legs and lifted and then parted them, lifted her hips and put the tip of his erection into her. Reached back and took the two small, warm plimsolled feet in his hands and squeezed gently.







At some point, when he was deep inside her bucking, shuddering, naked body and she was mewing, mewing desperately as he thrust and thrust and thrust into her, she lifted her legs, doubled awkwardly between their bodies and planted the two small, warm, smooth-worn rubber soles against his chest. Still deep within her, he dragged one foot in its cheap white lace-up to his face, the rubber toecap to his lips – and ejaculated into her. At some point, his Ellen lay back spread-eagled on the same bed, arms wide, legs wide, her feet in the small, warm white lace-up plimsolls, her hands thrust into warm, worn black slip-on plimsolls, the immaculately new chocolate rubber toecap of a so-rare brown slip-on between her lips while he held apart her labia and teased her clit with the sole of a blue canvas-and-rubber Mary Jane. She was quivering, taut, rolling her head so that she cried out as another orgasm wrenched her, then wept, the wet brown plimsoll sliding from her mouth.




“It’s Ok, it’s Ok sweetheart, I know. Don’t fight it just let it all out for me. It’s Ok.”




The rest of that day and the night became a slow, faltering recounting of her ‘thing’. Her ‘thing’ about plimsolls, spaced out with long, slow, comforting sex. At one point he was wearing a black slip-on over a massive erection, nudging at her slit with it. At one point she was slowly masturbating him into a pair.







In the morning there was nothing said but they both discovered they had together and separately released something that made them completely at ease. There was just a little moment, the moment when she said she really had to go down to Sussex and began to pull the white go-to-the-races trouser suit from where it hung on the chair.




“No, poppet, wait.” He brought, from her other ward-robes, a plain white tee shirt and a denim jacket. Faded blue denim dungarees, white socks and when he’d helped her, in silence, into them, he turned a rising erection in his hand, and brought her the damp, semen and body fluid stained cheap white lace-ups. Knelt and slipped them onto her feet and tied them.




“Harry, I can’t. I can’t go out l-like this.”




“Yes you can, Ellen.”




“I c-can’t.”




He picked up one of the discarded black slip-ons, seeing the semen drying on its black rubber toe. “I shall spank you with this if you argue, Ellen.”




She made a wry, shy grin. “N-not really.”




“Really. But you want to go out in jeans and plimsolls, don’t you? You always have.”




“Yes,” very quietly.







In the car she was silent, hunched down, anxious that she wasn’t seen. It was half an hour into the exploration of the old cottage before she began to move about more easily, constantly looking down at her feet, turning to see the ribbed sole-patterns in the dust on the bare floors. They didn’t speak very much but sat on a broken down settee and ate from the take-away he’d bought on the way; he’d bought because she was too nervous to get out of the car. But then she put the foil-tray down and just reached up to take her blonde hair back and up into a ponytail. Shook it, looked at him, grinned at him shyly and stood up. Lifted herself on tiptoe in her plimsolls. He thought she was staggeringly lovely, staggeringly sexy in jeans and plimsolls. His Ellen. Then she said, brightly:




“Love you, Harry,” turned and danced away from him. He heard her actually running down the rickety stairs. Got up to peer through the dirt-grimed windows and saw her below him in the gravelly, weedy yard, a small denim-clad, blonde pony-tailed figure in plimsolls, just sitting on the low stone wall, one foot turned up into her lap, her fingers exploring the rubber sole, the grimy white rubber toe. Exploring the feel of it, the warmth, the gentle arousal within her. Then, in the yard, he went to sit beside her. Ellen moved to sit on top of the low wall so that she could stretch out her legs and put both her feet in his lap. So that he could hold her plimsolls, hold them under her hands and his.




“That was silly,” he said. “Running down those stairs. They’re dangerous. You know they are.”







Back in her flat he picked up the black slip-on again.




“Touch your toes. Ellen.”




“What?”




He held its ribbed orangey-tan sole up so that she could see it. “Bend down and touch your toes.”




“Oh. I-I’ve never. I’ve never been s-spanked.”




“Bend over, touch your toes, Ellen.”




She bent, nervously.




“Touch you toes. Stay there. Stay there – I’m going to beat you. You’ll feel better afterwards.”




The orangey-tan rubber sole of the black plimsoll was an extraordinarily pleasant thing to grip in his hand.




Whopp! She started, jerked, her fingertips left the grimy white toecaps of her plimsolls and she cried out ‘Harry! Just like that.




Whopp! “Fingers on your plimsolls, Ellen.” She jerked and mewed, lifting her fingers again, moving her feet.




“I-it h-hurts.”




Whopp! “Owwwww. Harreee. P-please. Pleeeease.”




Whopp! She started violently as the rubber sole again found the taut denim covering her bottom. Started, swayed, struggled to keep her fingers on her plimsolls. Mewed again.




Whopp! No crying out. She just thrust her bottom back-wards as if inviting the next, swaying a little.




Whopp! Ellen said “O”. Just ‘O’ and thrust her bottom backwards again.






Whopp! “Up, poppet. Good girl.” She stood quickly, her hands flying to her bottom as she did a little dance across the carpet to detract from the hot, sour-sweet pain there. She had tears on her cheeks though her eyes were squeezed shut.




“Kiss your plimsoll,” he said, holding it out to her. The eyes opened and she hesitated then kissed the black rubber toe. Gave him a startled look and a hand leapt from her bottom to her groin. Both hands. Instantly she was strain-ing up on highest tiptoe in her grubby white lace-ups, staring at him wide eyed, an expression something like fright on her tear-stained face. On tiptoe she quickly, in three small movements, jerked her hips, the hands still at the crotch of her jeans, staring at him as if he had done something unexpected to her.




“Here,” he said, and he moved to stand beside her, putting an arm round her tense and trembling body. Offer-ing the black slip-on’s rubber toe to her lips. Her eyes were closed again and her lips parted, so he fed it to her while she made the small, quick bucking movement of her hips again – and to her own complete astonishment, came fluidly and strongly into her briefs, the orgasm incredibly heightened by the sweet burn on her bottom, by the warm, soft, rubber Harry was feeding her and not least by the sudden awareness that he'd just beaten her with that plimsoll.







For both of them everything had changed of course, but not in a way either had expected. When Harry had first, disbelievingly, discovered that he had in Ellen a glorious, doting girl who had secretly and guiltily fantasised about the same fetish objects which had for so long seized his own sexuality, he imagined, exultantly that now he could bring his erotic images to reality. Sex, not only with a girl wearing plimsolls, but sex with a girl who adored him and who herself wanted to wear, hold, be stimulated by the unique mixture of rubber and canvas, the fetish and submission and even punishment that plimsolls represented to her. Bedroom activities only of course but possibly with her wearing the plimsolls around the flat. Heady enough and a dream come true. But the trip to the old house had wakened something in both of them that surfaced as an entirely new and inexplicably erotic factor. Shortly after Harry's quite rapid move to live with Ellen in her big flat, they took to going out together on foot in the late evenings, walking in the smaller parks or in quieter parts of town. For Harry, walking innocuously hand in hand with a pretty girl wearing denims and white plimsolls, denims and the long-laced Converse basketball-boots was a gentle, powerful thrill only just discovered. She paced beside him, footsteps silenced by her rubber soles, bright face smiling. It was as if an ordinary walk, threaded with gentle, loving conversation were a sexual act in itself – because of the constant awareness – in both of them – that she was a girl in plimsolls.




There followed two events, each a pinnacle in itself, which afterwards embellished their relationship.




He took her to the cinema. Pleasant enough, when the girl sitting beside you is young and blonde and desperately attractive and adores you. But sitting in the near-darkness, with her hand in his, amongst all those people, with the girl's unseen feet in cheap white lace-up plimsolls from Woolworth's. It was as if she wore them in submission to him. It was totally sexual and in the flat afterwards she lay and spread her legs for him with the plimsolls forming an active and engaged part of their lovemaking. Because he had been seen – felt he had been seen – with her dressed so.




And then the day when he had, just had to go to Terry whatsit’s homecoming party – homecoming from the Malaya project.




"Small quiet thing, old man, just half a dozen. Bit of booze, show the fancy photos – bit nice some of them so only old friends if you know what I mean. Bring your current lovely."




"Not best bib and tucker Terry."




"Goo' lor no. Anything. Come in wellies and a mac if you like though not just wellies and a mac. See you."




Harry and Ellen discussed it at some length because she wasn't 'ready' but he put his foot down or rather, spent twenty minutes in bed with her bare bottom and a plimsoll and they went. Harry wearing a nice silk shirt, navy moleskin trousers and Gucci loafers, Ellen, hair in a ponytail and wearing no makeup, in one of the plain white teeshirts, new denim dungarees and the irreplaceable khaki-and-chocolate slip-ons, the new gloss of their rubber toecaps nicely matt after a little scouring. She was most worried about the brown slip-ons. That she attracted a good deal of attention was obvious, but nobody actually said anything. Then. It was a good party, five men whom Harry knew fairly well, their four current lady-friends, strangers, and Ellen of course. The photos from Malaysia were the usual 'my trip abroad' stuff, save for a couple Harry suspected there were many more of naked Asian sirens. Curiously, Ellen, whose previous life had been packed with business-party-going, seemed as if she were discovering a social gathering for the first time and enjoying it. She became more relaxed and stopped trying to hide her feet. When the photos were being shown on Terry's big screen, she was actually sitting back in the big sofa with her denim-clad legs and her brown, schoolish slip-on plimsolls propped on the edge of the coffee table for all to see. The realisation that the perky, happy, cheerful girl in the brown canvas shoes was his hit Harry suddenly, wonderfully. But someone did remark on Ellen's footwear. Terry himself.




"Pretty girl, your Ellen old man. Don't want to pry but going strong is it? Out of touch, that's my prob'."




"Very strong thing going. Long time now. Share a flat, that sort of thing".




"She wear er little canvas shoes like that a lot, does she?"




"What?"




"She wear – er – plimsolls much?"




Now, either he got annoyed at such a crazy question. Or he said he didn't know and why had he been asked. But for the first time in his life he knew, from the tiny hesitation and the small, almost undetectable eagerness in Terry's face, that old Terry was a surfer of such sites as 'School Plimsolls' and 'Plimsoll World'. So he was really quite cruel because it seemed an arousing thing to do.




"Between you and me and the gatepost, she wears plimsolls all the time. Whenever she can. Whenever I let her. Says they turn her on. Quite like 'em myself in an odd sort of way."




Terry digested this with a face that said he was having trouble with whatever he wanted to say next. What he did manage to say was so obviously contrived that Harry couldn't suppress a grin.




"Goo' lor'. How very odd. Turn her on. Goo' lor'. You'll be telling me she goes to bed in them next."




"Oh she does, old sport. Amazing what you can do with plimsolls. Taught me a lot. Here, come chat to her. Er – lay off the plimsolls eh!"




In a minute, because Ellen is so very attractive and lively, there were four of them, Harry, Simon something-or-other who was trying to impress Ellen, a slender black girl who didn't seem to belong to anyone and Terry. Just a friendly chat group with Ellen jiggling about in her brown plimsolls and being bright and Terry managing the most artificial, forced and inept remarks believable while his eyes were glued to Ellen's shifting, dancing feet. Harry hoped he had a massive hard-on. So Harry jogged his Scotch, standing close to Ellen, accurately splashing one chocolate-brown rubber and khaki canvas shoe.




"Ellen. Sorry. Stupid. Here, hankie. Hope it doesn't stain the canvas. New plimsolls too, said you should wear ordinary shoes for a change," and he turned to the group always into plimsolls, is Ellen." Terry was floundering, trying to drag out a handkerchief, trying to get down to Ellen's feet to do whatever he wanted to do, the Simon-something-or-other, nicely polite because he was fishing for Ellen, said laboriously that a pretty young lady could wear anything. The tall, sensible-looking black girl said Harry shouldn't be into telling Ellen what to wear and that anyway she wished she could wear such 'young' shoes to parties.




Two days later, Terry phoned to invite him to what was obviously a hastily contrived drink-or-two. "Bring your little friend Ellen, old boy. I insist." Harry claimed another engagement for Ellen so Terry extricated himself from just Harry arriving alone. The same afternoon, the black girl phoned, having got the number from Terry.




"Harry. It's Leila you remember Terry's party-thing. Red dress, that's me. Good. I wonder if Ellen would like to come to an all-girl bash thing some of us are having. Just the usual gossip-and-shriek, or I expect that's how you men see it. She's such a live wire. Do some of us good. Yes? Brilliant. Absolutely no glad-rags come as she is."




What proved to be so amazing, so cathartic about Ellen's going to Leila's 'bash' was that nothing out of the ordinary happened at all, save that his glorious girl was a hit.




Harry, who saw 'plimsolls' in everything, just faintly wondered if there was another, female 'Terry' after Ellen but there wasn't.




"Not those, Ellen."




"Why not? I went to the peculiar Terry-person’s party in brown ones. I can go to this one in black ones. They're comfy and they keep me just nicely highish." So she went in a red tee shirt, very faded and slightly frayed dungarees, white socks and scuffed black slip-on plimsolls. Twenty six, vivacious, clever, amusing at a party in tee shirt, frayed dungarees and scuffed, worn, black, toe-capped schoolgirl plimsolls. And nobody said a thing, except 'how do you look so stunning in just those old things?" Not cattily but meaning it. Was it possible, just possible, that Ellen could be so easily accepted like that, when every moment she was in his sight his eyes dragged to her feet?




So for weeks an elegantly dressed young and assertive, professional Ellen left the flat every weekday, returned in the evening and before anything else, transformed herself into his silly, cheeky, jeans-and-plimsolls possession, or his silly, cheeky, sexy, plimsolls and nothing else possession. Often she came home with new plimsolls or basket-ball-boots. Harry shopped in obscure places for rarities. Then they took a holiday. Nowhere exotic. Expensive though, they went to Guernsey and rented a small cottage almost on the sands of a private cove. Where they could do what they liked.




"So what do we like?" he asked her, in fun.




"Lots of things. Sex mostly. I have 'A Plan', though".




"Give."




"Nope. You'll like it. I'll like it. Now shut up or I'll come to bed in pyjamas an' bare feet."







He went as any fit well-off, youngish male might go for a holiday on a private beach in the Channel Islands. She went in a red nylon jacket, white jeans and new white canvas basketball boots. Nice. Made her look even younger, so much so that the Island Immigration chap, looking at his Passport, said




"This your daughter, Mr Greenham, sir?"




"Golly, no. Here's her passport". The new one said Mrs Eleanor Greenham, which she was now. No pack drill – Registry Office three weeks earlier.




The cottage was perfect too: with a blue ocean fifty yards away and hot white sand almost to the door.




"Now, I'm going to change. If that's OK?"




"OK. But what's this Grand Plan of yours. Do I figure in it?"




"Wait and see."







He was still unpacking when she wandered into the bedroom, halting in the doorway to pose, leaning on the frame and with her head tilted to one side. She looked well, freshly scrubbed was the only phrase he could find. Her blonde hair was in bunches standing up from her head, tied with white ribbons and she wore a rather severe white cotton blouse which made her very my-word-nice-thank-you breasts stand out under it. Accentuated by the navy-and-gold striped tie. And she wore a rather short navy blue multi pleated skirt, beneath which nicely tanned legs descended, bare, to just below her knees, to the tops of startlingly long and white socks. She had one foot coyly placed on the other; feet in brand-new, crisp black slip-on plimsolls of the kind with half-moon rubber toecaps and orangey-tan, ridgey rubber soles. When she moved her feet the rubber soles chirped a little on the cool red tiles of the passage outside the bedroom. She was looking at him with a deliberately blank expression.




"Nice?" she asked. "Want to do it?" He didn't say 'yes' because it was obvious from his breathing and from the tent in his shorts. So she just pranced across to the bed with a giggle, swung herself up onto it, reached up and pulled off and flung away navy-blue knickers yes, knickers and lay back with her legs bent, knees wide, presenting him with, primarily, a triangle of curled blonde hair, a visibly pouting slit, wide, slightly tanned thighs, long white socks and the black plimsolls. Her tie came in handy later for fastening her wrists to the bedrail for the duration of his third 'do it', when her long white socks were on his shoulders and the black plimsolls caressing his back. She made quite a lot of the mewing noises that afternoon both on the bed and later when he put her across his knees, lifted the navy-blue pleated skirt onto her back and spanked her hard with one of her own warm plimsolls. Which of course meant that she had to pull her clothes off quite fast, replace the black plimsolls with her favourite cheap, white lace-ups her 'best bed plims' – and lie back all over again, naked. She had to do all this quite fast because she was already beginning to come as a result of the spanking and being poked in that condition was 'some-thing-else'.




In the morning she did it to him all over again. Not the sex, not straight away. A very tired Harry left his nymphomaniac Ellen in bed, took her coffee, enjoyed a moment putting back one white plimsoll on a small foot, and made his way on foot up the track for a mile, to introduce himself to the owner of the cottage. Glorious morning, sea sea-ing, gulls-gulling. It was as he was turning away from the landlords door that she did it.




"Hello," said landlord. "Someone looking for you?" He took one look and made tracks rather quickly towards her, for the landlord was a bit po-eyed already. "My wife," called Harry, over his shoulder. Very audibly, Ellen called out in her best 'bright and lovely' voice




"Harry darling. Wherever have you been? Ive been for a swim. Its glorious."




She was trotting up the track, clearly fresh from the sea for her golden skin was glittering with beads of water. She was wearing a red bikini. Almost a red bikini, for the bra part appeared to be not much more than two narrow slings from which very, very full, firm breasts were nestled if not squeezed together and attempting to escape. The other part of the bikini thing was a narrow red waistband with a vertical red strip down and between her legs and presumably up and between the cheeks of her bottom. It was so narrow that it was at risk of dividing her labia.




"You'll cut your feet on this track," he said, dumbly, mainly because he wasn’t able to decide what else to say.




"Beach shoes, silly," she said, lifting a foot. She wore small, red, slip-on, moulded, all-rubber slippers. Soft red rubber beaded with sea and dusted with sand. It was then that his senses alerted him to the fact that she swung a red rubber swim-cap from one hand. It was then that he decided, with a tweak of enjoyment, that his wife was wearing a red rubber bikini.







Ellen’s 'Grand Plan' was in fact an exploration of her 'liberation' as she called it. Mostly it consisted of appearing suddenly in different, new attire, things which turned her on completely and which therefore turned him on completely, the new appearance resulting in an immediate desire to fuck her on his part and the concomitant desire to be fucked on hers. Interestingly, in all the variations of costume, there was always something with which he could secure her wrists to the bedhead because she particularly liked that. The red rubber tit-sling which was ostensibly the bra of her bikini for instance. Her red-rubber beach shoes were fun, not only because they felt different and nice on his skin when she locked her legs behind his back, but because, being soft moulded rubber, one could be rolled-up along its heel-to-toe axis and eased deep into her slit, which she liked too. And not being partly composed of canvas, as were her plimsolls, its twin could be rolled tightly the other way to fill her mouth with a warm, soft red rubber shoe. Ellen wasn’t so sure about that because it had a tendency to unroll itself out of her mouth until he used the rubber crotch-strap-thing of her bikini to fasten it back in. That she liked, though of course she couldn’t say so at the time.







"How'd the hell you know it was going to piss with rain," he growled, the sole day when it did and when they set off for the village shop an hour away on foot.




"Girls gotta be prepared for anything," she replied. He was relying on his nylon golf jacket, with just a shirt and shorts underneath, sandals on his feet hardly sufficient when the rain was coming off a grey sea at thirty knots. Ellen was of course, sod the girl, ravishing in a rain-wet, hooded and wraparound, knee length yellow rubber mac and knee-high, flat soled yellow rubber boots. That there was nothing at all underneath the mac he didn't discover until on the way back, when he had given up being anything other than soaked: the wind lifted her yellow rubber mac so, as she was prancing along in front of him, he was presented for a short time with her naked bottom, its cheeks working nicely as she pranced, displaying and hiding her enjoyable rosebud. He spanked her rather hard for that, touching her toes in the boots and with the mac turned up and then shafted her thoroughly; in the yellow rubber boots and the yellow rubber mac, even before all the raindrops had run from either. The rustling and the aroma of the warmed rubber was a new pleasure altogether, something he added to his ever-growing mental 'Ellen-fetish' collection. She of course, wanted everything.




"Look. How about you do my bottom and I do my pussy with a plimsoll at the same time or you poke me and I do my bottom with a rubber beach shoe?" Or...




"Harry, I do so like rubber things for sex I mean. If you tie me up all tight in my rubber mac boots too hood and everything so I cant move and tape a plimsoll in my mouth, do you think I could sleep all night like that? Or you could just leave a bit of my bum bare, so you could sort of rape it all unexpected when I was asleep." Or just...




"Harry, I need a really good beating. Now. With one of my brown plimsolls please. Then I'll get lunch."




"Look, sweetheart, I decide when you need a beating".




"I know you do. Perhaps you just don’t decide often enough. I just do everything so much better when Ive been spanked. Don't I?"




"Brown plimsoll?"




"Yes please".




"Bare bottom then, touch your toes. I sometimes think you'd like you bottom whacked every two hours, every day."




"Golly. Wuh! I should say. Can you do that tomorrow? Say eight 'til ten, thats.




Whapp! "Ow. Thats fourteen hours, divide by."

Whapp! "Uh. Two, thats seven span..."

Whapp! "... kings. I dunno that was very hard Harry – I dunno."

Whapp! "Owwww ...if I can come seven times..."

Whapp! "Ahh. D-dont stop ... seven times in a day..."

Whapp! Oh. Ohhh. Need to stand up. Coming now ... Stick the plimsoll in me."




Harry and Eleanor Greenham have been together for some three years now, living somewhere in Sussex and commuting into Town most days. Even before they married, their friends remarked on the way Harry and Ellen seemed to gain from each other even more confidence and ability than they'd already had which had been enough for them to climb a very long way up their respective professional ladders anyway. Of course Ellen had always been exceptionally attractive and youthful but once they had met, she very quickly became simply stunning and almost ridiculously young. It was as if Harry had released something her that had been hidden, suppressed before. Harry too changed, the old rather serious, taciturn Harry evolving in a matter of weeks, into a man with a very positive glint in his eyes, as if he too had found, with Ellen, the key to some previously locked avenue in his life. They shared two lives really, each immiscible with the other: their thrusting, busy, successful, high level and completely different professional lives, there for all to see. And their private lives together, at a somewhere in Sussex where only a very few friends were reputed to call, those friends from outside the City professional circle.




Only Leila Sallah was known to spend time with the Greenhams in Sussex and to brush the periphery of the City set and Leila is about as gossipy as Stonehenge. Leila has always been a strangely composed, elegant woman, with a relaxed but impregnable front to life that perhaps accounted for her particularly deep friendship with Harry and Ellen; perhaps she too had a key to whatever ease they shared.




On a very late Saturday evening in a wintry Sussex, the three of them, Leila, Ellen and Harry sat before a log fire in the comfortable living room of a much restored timbered and tiled Wealden farmhouse. They sat or sprawled, according to their inclinations, in low light, much provided by the flames of the fire; a clock ticked but there was little other sound save for an occasional remark thrown into the group, often absorbed without response. They were utterly at ease with each other and with their environment.







Harry sat in a deep chair, with one leg up and resting on the other, a glass of something in his hand. He wore a big, rather crumpled but expensive plain cotton shirt, faded jeans and worn, cheap, lace-to-toe canvas tennis shoes. Leila sat back in the chair's twin, still, gazing into the fire; a Leila in a red, loose cotton jumpsuit, her feet bare, dark skin in the firelight, a glint of gold from a necklace. And Ellen Greenham lay on her back, full length in the settee, her feet propped up on one of its broad, upholstered arms. Ellen in a tan-coloured shirt-blouse under burnt-umber brown dungarees, one shoulder strap detached from its brass button and trailing. On her feet, propped on the settees arm, were high-laced boots. Found in a Chelsea boutique and a present from Leila. They too were brown, lace-to-toe, the uppers of canvas, khaki, seams and edges piped in a chocolate colour that matched the almond-shapes of the toecaps. The boots were almond-toed, not the round-toed shape of the canvas-and-rubber boots called All Stars. The rubber of Ellen’s boots was chocolate coloured. The high lacing followed a steep line because the boots had heels. Chocolate rubber heels five inches high so that, standing, Ellen appeared to be in high-laced, canvas and rubber 'ballet boots' as the leather equivalents are known in the fetish-wear trade. In them, she was considerably taller than in her usual flat soled plimsolls. For Harry they were the ultimate 'plimsolls', Ellen’s 'high browns'.




A log subsided in a shower of sparks in the fireplace and Leila started, then stretched out her long legs.




"People, I'm for bed. You planning to stay up all night?" No, they too would turn in. So Leila got up and moved across to Ellen, to unlace the brown canvas-and-rubber boots for her, and to pull them off. Harry watched a moment, then slowly rose, headed for the bathroom from whence he would stumble into the big bed, naked he always slept naked. In the living-room Leila said 'come on, lazybones,' to the recumbent girl and then, when Ellen struggled sleepily to her feet, Leila gently unfastened the dungarees, slid them down ivory legs with her ebony hands, peeling down Ellen’s brown latex briefs with them.




"Step out of them, honey, and let's have that shirt off." She kissed the top of Ellen’s head gently. "Cmon hun," and led the naked girl to the bedroom where Harry lay back, under the dark-blue duvet, eyes closed. Ellen sat on the edge of the bed while the tall, dark Leila knelt and slipped a pair of blue and white, flat, ankle-strap plimsolls onto the girls small pale feet, buttoning them.




"In you go, honey, into bed. I think we all need some sleep. Harry's away already." Harry was indeed away, sleeping, not dreaming. He had no need to dream. Perhaps he felt his Ellen slide in beside him perhaps he felt her soft lips on his for a fleeting moment. Then she lazily turned her back to him, pressing her warm skin to his, bending her legs beneath the duvet so that she could gently place the cool, white rubber soles of her plimsolls against his legs. Leila, long, dark, naked Leila slid carefully into bed beside her, propped herself on an elbow on the pillows.




"Here we go, poppet," she murmured and, as Ellen turned up her face, opened her soft mouth, Leila fed her the soft red rubber beach shoe. Ellen closed her warm mouth on the comforting rubber, turned her head to the pillow and closed her eyes. Leila looked at her for a moment, at the blonde hair spread on the pillow, at the gently moving rubber shoe, then laid down herself. There was no further thought about Ellen’s 'comforter' nor of the sleeping Harry: Leila did what her friends liked her to do because she was at ease with that, with them. Occasionally, she and Harry would make gentle love, plain, gentle love, for they too were at ease with each other. Occasionally she would lie and watch, interestedly, while Harry shafted a mewing Ellen, even perhaps bind the Ellen's wrists to the bed-head if she thought it would enhance her friend's pleasures. Once she had eased herself from the bed to bring a small, black, slip-on plimsoll to Harry, unasked.




"Harry, here, shall I?" Harry, beneath an Ellen with raised, spread legs, whose anus was transfixed by his burgeoning phallus, nodded, smiling up and Leila's hand had gently eased the small plimsoll between small, coral-pink labia and on into the moist dark, then had lain back to sleep to Ellen's mews. Leila was at ease with everything they did. Why be anything else? Perhaps she wanted to spank Ellen with one of the brown plimsolls, but that was only because it would give Ellen pleasure to be spanked by Leila and would give Harry pleasure to watch. That degree of ease amongst such close friends meant that whatever any of them liked, did, enjoyed, each of them enjoyed. Anything. Anywhere, any time they were together. Not just 'sex'. All three of them were totally sexual people in that narrow, common, inhibiting sense, but the three friends' 'ease' meant that everything, everything was sexual, the core, the fundament of life. There was nothing more and it was beautiful.













TWOSOME




They went to the Coq D'Or because it was quiet and because it had an exquisitely comfortable lounge where you could order a decent drink and relax before your meal was ready. Or rather, Vya went to the Coq D'Or so Elizabeth went too. Vya thought the place was good, trying for very good – Elizabeth thought it almost overpoweringly luxurious and expensive and that the food was impressive to look at as well as expensive. That evening Vya, all the fantastic five feet ten of her, wore the new Gaston dress, a perfect eighty-thousand dollar creation in plain Thai wild silk of the deepest viridian green and shoes with six inch heels, the colour of her shoes precisely matching that of her dress. Vya, in her six inch heels therefore stood six feet four. She didn't look that tall for Vya's twenty-six year old body was and always had been in perfect proportion, from her glorious ivory-white shoulders through her slender waist to her smoothly curved, understated hips and her glorious legs. Not to mention her breasts, which were full and round and, alone amongst her body's physical attributes, very much exaggerated. Cupped as they were – her whole body was wrapped caressingly in brief and provocative underwear made solely for her of an ivory and gossamer light version of silk from the same Thai looms as the dress. Vya has wide, faintly eastern eyes of the same viridian as her dress – she wouldn't go to Thailand so the silk merchant came from Thailand to match the dyes to her eyes. Vya's hair is deep Titian red. That evening at the Coq D'Or she wore her usual minimum of jewellery – round her slender, ivory neck a collar of nineteen great square-cut emeralds set in plain silver, in her ears smaller, matching square-cut emerald studs. No rings on her fingers. Perhaps you could count her very plain platinum Rolex watch as jewellery? Wherever Vya went would be, as if by some supernatural transportation, a discreet following of new and old admirers, mostly male, mostly men of power or great wealth or both, who, having seen her once and however briefly, were obsessed for life. Vya is beautiful, commanding, rich and knows that she projects a sexuality that first stuns and then arouses. At different intervals after Vya had taken Elizabeth to the Coq D'Or that evening, five or six of her admirers appeared, took solitary tables round the periphery of the dining room and although they ordered fine food and wine, little was eaten or drunk. All were waiting, as all of them had waited, in different locations and for different numbers of months or years, for Vya to be alone – even for five minutes. All wanted to own her, to bed her, to give her whatever it was she wanted. Most of them could afford to do just that, regardless of the cost of her wants. Some, a few, wanted to own her for the purpose of submitting her glorious body to less-then-gentle amatory activities but even those – perhaps especially those – were eager to spend vast sums were she to come to them. But that evening, as always, Vya was accompanied by her ubiquitous and ever-present companion, Elizabeth: nobody, male or female, wanted a twosome and nobody had ever been able to separate Elizabeth from Vya, though some laughably amateur and some incredibly expensive and professional ruses were tried.







So five men and one woman sat surreptitiously watching Vya and Elizabeth and watching each other, for they all knew each other by sight as questors for the Holy Grail of Vya Alexandrovna. Three of the men sat and fantasised of Vya reigning supreme in one or more of the vast great palaces and estates they owned, one wrote poems to her on the Coq D'Or's immaculate linen, one just fantasised about the principal bed in his seven-million dollar London flat and more particularly about activities involving Vya's breasts and himself in that bed. The solitary woman amongst that evening's admirers also pencilled on the Coq D'Or's table-linen while she watched, devoured Vaya's every movement, every gesture. Her drawings were detailed and practical, those of a gifted artist and designer: her designs were for a black-iron head-cage and a black-iron, tongue depressing scold's bridle for Vya. Curiously, the woman also wore some emerald jewellery – a small brooch, an uncoiled whip whose handle was of emeralds but there any coincidence ended, for the three spread lashes of the jewelled whip were of tiny, blood-red rubies.




Nobody really looked at Elizabeth; even Vya was known not to engage her young companion much in the way two friends dining together are wont to do... Vya had never been seen with any other escort, never, ever with a man. The latter was perhaps a good thing in a way, for the jealousy of the very rich and the very powerful is not a nice thing to invite. Elizabeth may well have gone about alone every day but none cared... Elizabeth is eighteen years old and a pretty girl in a quiet way. Not noticeably attractive, especially in Vya's shadow, and without Vya's extrovert gestures and body-language. She is exactly five feet four inches tall in her small bare feet and, on that same evening, was wearing what I'd commonly called a 'little black dress', flat black patent slippers and has a single-strand pearl necklace round her slender neck, matching single-pearls at her ears. Those who know such things would have rated the matched pearls as both natural and of very exceptional quality. Perhaps the only thing which provoked speculative thought about Elizabeth, apart from her demure appearance, was the fact that she had eyes of the exact-same green as those of Vya Alexandrovna and a tumbling, curling mane of Titian red even more – dare we say it – glorious than Vya's.




So Vya Alexandrovna was watched, with passion, with longing, with lust and Elizabeth was glanced at with irritation, with jealousy and, occasionally with quiet admiration as the two of them ate in the Coq D'Or slowly and expensively and sipped, rather than drank, even more expensively. The poet amongst Vya's admirers scribbled 'Ch.Talbot £450" at one point and 'Hennessy 1896' at another. Anger, desperation, resolution and despair were reactions when Vya tendered a Black credit-card and the two women left.







In Vya Alexandrovna's quite beautiful apartment overlooking Hyde Park, Elizabeth stood in her own fine, comfortable, expensively furnished bedroom and took off her pearls and her little black dress, took off her delicate lace underwear and stood there, her own fine breasts feeling the tiny breeze from the silent air-conditioning. Stepped out of her tiny black patent slippers and stood there. Vya came and unlocked Elizabeth's satin-steel and soft black rubber chastity-belt, leaving the girl to withdraw the soft, corrugated black rubber staff and the smooth, bulbous black rubber plug from herself while Vya crossed the room. No words were said. Vya returned and Elizabeth placed herself over the edge of the antique and valuable bed, placing her cool and bare breasts on the silk pashmina cover. She reached out her ivory arms, spread her slender legs wide, feet on tiptoe on the extremely old Aubusson carpet. Vya Alexandrovna stood close and beat Elizabeth's round, firm white bottom with a plain, modern brown rubber tawse until the girl quivered and gasped and mewed and hammered her white toes into the carpet. She was beaten until her firm white bottom was deep, deep crimson. Then Vya Alexandrovna replaced the tawse on its silver hook by the bedroom's door and went out, closing the door gently. Elizabeth, naked and quietly weeping, crawled slowly under the cool bedcovers and – eventually – slept. Not a word had been uttered. Vya Alexandrovna beat Elizabeth every night and never was a word uttered.













THREE ACTS AND AN EPILOGUE ONLY




ACT ONE




There was some sort of thing going on outside the Odeon, crowds of people making a great deal of noise and repeated stabs of white light from press cameras. There was always some sort of thing going on in Leicester Square and anyway the whole place was unpleasantly brilliantly lit and far too active, even in daylight; at seven o'clock on a wet evening all the thronging, bustling activity, all the traffic and people were too much. How she regretted leaving the car at Victoria. Not that Elizabeth liked driving in central London but just then she would have welcomed the protection from too much humanity and too much bustle. Too many 'people'. Elizabeth disliked 'people' in general, mainly because ninety-nine plus percent of them were of no interest to her whatever: probably she didn't like anybody really except for the very few who could further her career and even those, once they'd served her, she rapidly disliked again. What mattered to her were career-progression, money – well, more money really – and that 'people' simply accepted her superiority. After all, it was reasonable for them to do so – she was thirty-eight, wealthy – but not enough – clever, attractive, positive to the point of rudeness, successful. She hesitated at the curb to let a cab pass, irritated that the stupid driver hadn't seen her for what she was – an important, attractive woman in expensive clothes; the stupid man should have waited for her to cross. The damn cab was engaged, as they all were when she wanted one. She'd only agreed to act as some sort of junior-clerk creature, delivering Maurice Old's papers half way across London herself because Maurice Old was money and therefore power; he was also unpleasantly friendly. The stupid cab driver was of no concern but stupid, leering Maurice Old was very much so if she played it right. Elizabeth wanted membership of his club because that was where real money and influence resided. And now it was raining on her four-hundred pound hairstyle and on her nine-hundred pound 'power dressing' business suit; Elizabeth Fellowes, MA, DLitt, PhD (Oxon) wanted a cab to take her to her car, wanted to be back in the flat, wanted a stiff drink and wanted to use the Internet to check who was worth connecting with; and because she was being kept waiting for a vacant cab she was getting more and more angry. There ought to be a different, higher-level cab service for people like her. But an ordinary black one pulled in to her petulant wave and she blared her destination at the driver without a please or thank you. Please or thank you were for people who mattered. After a minute or so she blared again, through the open glass panel to the driver. "Where do you think you're going? I said," but then the glass panel slid shut with a thump and it was black glass. As, she suddenly realised, were the other windows beside and behind her.




ACT TWO




There was one hell of a to-do when they let her out of the cab in the gloomy, grimy yard behind Firman Buildings; she was scared – mainly, illogically, because her mobile phone hadn't worked so she'd not been able to call anyone – but she was also at her angry, imperious, conceited best, shouting, demanding, threatening; and a little dishevelled from banging about in the cab trying to find a way to stop it or to attract attention. Well, anyway, she was one big pain so Reg slapped her face one time and knocked her down into the mud-and-grease patch where Tinker's truck was usually parked.




"Bloody 'ell, look at 'er. Must be fifty if she's a bleeding day. You sure this is the one?" Tinker said yes it was, but that by St Patrick she'd looked better in the light. She was on her hands and knees in the grime, slowly getting up by then so they shoved her down again and she screamed. Only once because Reg leaned down and slapped her head again and then the two of them just taped her up – wrists together, ankles together, wrists to ankles – after taping her mouth, including a good deal of her blonde and four-hundred pound hairstyle. She jerked about a lot of course and Tinker didn't like her eyes wide-open like that so he taped them up too before he took the empty cab out and brought back his crash-truck. She fitted very nicely, doubled-up as she was, into the big steel crash-tool box under the hoist: Reg slid a spanner through the hasp to keep the lid down.




" Farhsan' quid," said Reg, as they drove the truck south to Gatwick. "Nice 'n easy. Wouldn' give yer ten for 'er." On the airport approach road Tink actually spoke;




"You'll be needing to look for a G-A-T soign. General Aviation Terminal. That's for private planes. Jaysus look at that bastard, that's one of them big Airbuses. Loved planes since I was a kid. Turn here..."




ACT THREE and CURTAIN




Elizabeth Fellowes wasn't actually going anywhere. Not by plane, private or otherwise. You can't fly a bound and gagged woman out of Gatwick or Heathrow or Stansted no mater how much money or clout you have – unless you can stuff a very small and unconscious woman into a Dip Bag – a diplomatic 'bag'. That was tried once, back in the 50s; Customs Waterguard opened the Dip Bag, there was one hell of a row right up to Whitehall because he'd done so, the woman was given refugee status and the Attach'e9 responsible was expelled, to be shot on the tarmac when he landed back home in the Middle East. Mark Stone didn't have much money or any clout and he didn't have access to Dip Bags but he did have access to a small, disused service hangar on the periphery of the GAT area and he did have enough money to do what he wanted to do. Kathie's money actually, but his wife shared the joint account so that was no problem. And he didn't want the place for longer than overnight.







What he did want was that much time alone with any toffee-nosed-looking, rich-looking, touch-me-not-looking female whose worst-ever life-experience had probably been spilling the strawberries-and-cream at Henley and the one he'd picked out of a crowd in London a week ago – one Elizabeth Fellowes, though he neither knew nor cared who she was – the one he'd picked was exactly a toffee-nosed-looking, rich-looking, touch-me-not-looking female whose worst-ever life-experience had probably been spilling the strawberries-and-cream at Henley. Reg and Tink deposited their tape-swathed and struggling bundle behind the trash-compound, extracted their thousand quid from the third-tyre down in a stack of aircraft tyres and drove back north. Mark Stone looped a strap through the bundle's hogtied wrists and ankles and dragged it through the wicket-door of the hangar's shutters. He never bothered to tear the three-inch parcel tape off her mouth – and out of her hair – and from her eyes, so she could neither see nor protest about anything. He especially liked it that way. Miss Toffee-Nose could only internalise about who she was in any free moments when he wasn't doping the 'anything'. He did hang her on a service-jig without much difficulty, although when he first tore the tapes from her wrists and ankles she'd struggled a bit. Not too long, for he'd given her the choice of having the rest of her ear cut off or staying quite still. He was surprised, more curious than really surprised, at the amount of blood half an ear can deliver. So he hung her up, legs and arms wide, face to the steelwork, and cut her clothes off with some bother, chuckled at the credit cards and the contents of her pockets, didn't even bother to take off the platinum Patek Philipe watch. Reached between her legs and had a good go at her pleasantly juicy slit so that she squirmed and sort of snorted through her nose. Stopped doing that, wiped his hand on the small of her naked back, stepped away and looked at one of the credit-cards again..




"Miss Elizabeth Aurora Fellowes. Super important are you? Degrees and all that? Clever as clever, brilliant, top of the tree. Got horses at home have you? Hunt, do you? Of course you do. Been given silver cups, gold cups even? Been fucked by the Honourable Pissballs but only by appointment. One thing missing, Miss Elizabeth Aurora Fellowes. One thing all little hoity-toity stuck-up, spoiled, ever-so-clever women like you need is a whipping, Miss Elizabeth Aurora Fellowes. Preferably regularly, of course, but you'll have to make do with just the one. This is your night, courtesy of me."




She heard him all right, despite the struggling, despite the constant roar of aircraft outside and despite the parcel tape round her face and in her hair, for he saw her pale and naked body suddenly freeze and her head start to roll desperately.







He'd once tried threatening Katie, just after they were married, with a 'spanking' in the hopes that it might lead to greater or at least regular things. Had struggled with her a bit but she'd flown home to mother and had made perfectly clear the terms on which she'd return. No spanking. For Mark Stone that was the equivalent to no sex life. So a long time later, when he'd worked on his fantasies and had spent some of Katie's money, here he was alone with a naked, trussed-up, toffee-nosed Elizabeth something-or-other in front of him, thirty-eight inches of thin, plaited-leather dog-whip in one hand and seven inches of stone-hard erection in the other. Of course, with a properly acquiescent, obedient wife it ought to have been regular spankings, the occasional caning then the whip probably would have been necessary only once or twice. He did so want to whip a woman who really needed it. Really needed it. So he was going to do this Elizabeth bitch a favour wasn't he? She'd be better afterwards.




Fittt! It was a silly, miserable sound the whip made, such a thin sound that it annoyed him. None of the swish and thwack of the Internet movies. Flittt! He should have bought a big rubber strap or something. But she shook ridiculously violently and her head went back, her throat made nicely sharp sounds and her shoulder blades writhed as a thin scarlet line crossed her white skin below them. Oh well.




Fittt! The lash did hiss in the air a bit, which was good and she was in all sorts of jerking, writhing states so maybe.




Fittt! Nice red lines, lovely red lines. Fittt! He experimented with a cut across her narrow white bottom and saw blood-beads grow from the scarlet line there. Come to the ass later.




Fittt! Now she was mmf-ing under the tape and straining backwards nicely, so he concentrated on using the miserably thin-sounding lash in neat parallel rows across her back. Fittt! Fittt! Fittt! Fittt! Fittt! Fittt! Fittt! Until the blood crept and spread down to trickle between the cheeks of her arse – he imagined it trickling round and into her slit. He'd expected her, as per the videos, to heave and jerk and then to suddenly fall slack but she kept right on struggling, straining backwards, meeting each kiss of the lash, jerking in her bonds, jerking her head.




Fittt! Fittt! Fittt! Fittt! Fittt! Fittt! There were spots of blood on her bottom now, sprayed from the lash, so he spent a little time attempting to join them with nice red lines. Fittt! Missed. Fittt! Missed. Concentrate. Fittt! Better, now the next two. Fittt!







He had to stop at that point, while she hung there still shrieking in a muffled way in her throat. Had to stop to walk up and thrust his violently burning staff between the cheeks of her arse and have an enormously enjoyable, flooding ejaculation there. Not that he got inside her. Didn't occur to him. Then, seeing her hanging there naked and striped, bloodied, actually dripping blood and his own semen, well that was sort of OK, but he'd done the whipping bit and, well ... On the grubby concrete floor, close to where he'd dropped the whip was a longish length of strap-like something. He kicked it idly while he fastened his trousers, a rubber strap. Hell. He should have seen it earlier. Never mind, just to see how different it felt in his hand and on her backside.




Flackkk! Hell, that was more like it.

Flackkk!

Flackkk!

Flackkk! But it obviously didn't hurt so much; she was rigidly still, hanging there. Boring.




"Byee, Elizabeth." Mark Timothy Stone walked out of the hangar into the early morning light and drove home, unaware that Miss Elizabeth Aurora Fellowes was still struggling to come down from the intense, shuddering, leaking orgasm that being beaten with a rubber strap had provoked in her. Airport Security found her late the following afternoon.




EPILOGUE




Exactly one year later, Mrs Elizabeth Aurora Letterby, married only three months and a quite, quite different person from her single-self, said a quiet 'yes' to her husband and walked upstairs to the big bedroom, feeling the now familiar sour-sweet wateriness in her legs. In the bedroom she kicked off her shoes, went to the wardrobe, brought out the wide rubber strap, laid it on the bed, reached up and pulled off her briefs, hoisted her dress up onto her back, unclipped her suspenders and, in the middle of the bedroom carpet, bent to hold her ankles and stare at her stockinged feet. She was going to be beaten again so the apprehension was mixed with the sweet anticipation of orgasm.















COME HOME




Come home to me. Come home.




The slow hours are done when you are away from me.




Your wife waits now for you.




The slow hours of people, shops, daily things.




Now you are coming to me and I am waiting,




Trembling, happy, anticipating




Though you forbid me anticipation, expectancy.




I am naked and my nakedness is for you.




I am naked because I am your wife




And you are returning to me.




I am beautiful for you: am I beautiful for you?




My breasts, my thighs, my lips, my eyes.




Waiting for you as each day I wait for you




As evening comes.




Trembling, happy, anticipating




What?




The honey of your staff as I kneel to greet you.




Your discovery of a mote of dust




And your cane.




Or will it be a kiss? A word?




So anticipation grows to more




Expectancy.




May I today kneel naked at your feet




While you watch a film?




Or will you chain me, bind me today, gag me




Because you have work to do?




Will I dress in silk, in leather, in latex today




So you can play with me?




And will you use the three mouths of me




To feed me?




Mouth, cunt, fundament,




To briefly satisfy my hunger?




So that tomorrow, dull, slow tomorrow




When you leave me




My sweetly bruised, enlivened body,




My three openings to you, as I go about your house alone,




Spill the sustenance which you have filled in me,




Spill your semen to perfume every room?




You have fed me, serviced me,




chained me, beaten me.




Tomorrow and tomorrow I must




wait again for you.




I will be here, naked, expectant,




trembling.




Because I love you.




Because I am your wife.
















BROSSOM




She was pert, very small, with a soft bob of jet-black hair, an oval, peaches-and-cream face with mischievous sloe-dark eyes and a tiny mouth within the compass of full, pouting ruby lips which were as soft as air. She was twenty-two years old, could look only a little more than half that, her name was, incongruously, Blossom – which was locally pronounced as 'Brossom' – and she was very, very expensive.




She was kneeling on the tatami flooring between his legs with both small, slender hands wrapped round his iron-hard phallus and the soft, ruby-red lips had engulfed its gleaming head and an inch of its shaft. Looking down, he could see only the tied-back bobbed black hair moving as she sucked on him, then an expanse of blue-bordered white sailor-collar, a little less of a navy-blue, fitted dress with a dozen pearl-buttons down her back. Below again the spread of her navy-blue pleated skirt, two slender legs in knee-high white socks and two small feet in the curious Japanese 'school-shoes' – slip-on gymshoes of bright red canvas and dark red rubber. For the equivalent of a thousand dollars she was to be a 'schoolgirl', she was to suck him off, not too fast, and then he was to make out he was dissatisfied and cane her. It was to be a thousand dollars because she was extremely special, because he wanted perfection but principally because he was going to cane her properly, hard, and she was to take it in silence, unmoving. There'd only been a little demurral at the last item and that from the madam. He had no idea of the girl's reaction but that was what he wanted, he was a perfectionist and it was all or nothing.




That the 'girl' too was a perfectionist became pleasantly apparent to him when he walked into her room, for she was sitting on the bed every inch the pretty Japanese schoolgirl, even to the school-satchel and the discarded, even actually wet, pale blue rubber rain-cape and short white button-up rubber boots which stood by the bed. It was really raining outside, raining hard, so she'd had the sense – or professionalism – to make it seem she'd just walked home from school. Seeing him, she hopped from the bed, genuflected and short-stepped away to bring him a completely genuine Scotch as he sat where she'd waited for him.




He took the glass from her and immediately, as if it were a daily ritual, she knelt close to his legs, reached a broad white ribbon from a pocket in her dress, raised her arms to her head and tied back the lovely bob of black hair, smoothed down her navy blue dress, reached up again and gently pushed his knees apart and pulled down the zip of his pants. Equally gently she eased his already iron-hard erection from his briefs, leant forwards, took it warmly in both small hands and began to suck him.




Eyes closed, he ceased to think about his thousand dollars, for this was perfection. Slowly he'd said and slowly she sucked him, holding him back by sheer expertise for a good seven minutes until he was hardly able to think at all except about the feel of her warm, moist mouth and the touch of her small pearls of teeth on his desperately sensitive erection. And when he came, vastly, hugely, she continued to suck at him, drawing semen from him, her head bobbing slightly with every clearly heard swallow. Eventually, not too soon, not too late, she lifted her head and reached into another pocket for a blue-bordered handkerchief, wiped him carefully, gently, eased him back into his briefs, zipped-up his trousers and lifted her pretty face a little further to look at him, her ruby lips very slightly parted, lined with the pale wetness of his semen. She licked her lips, patted them with the now very wet handkerchief, put it back in her pocket, untied her hair and stood up to take his whisky-glass for a refill. All without a word, a sound until he'd taken the refilled glass from her small hand.




"I good girl?" she asked. Oh bloody good is what he nearly said, but that wasn't in his script.




"Not good." He limited himself with difficulty to the few words of English he'd been told she might understand, and anyway she knew what was coming. "Not good. Bring cane."




She bowed to him. Bowed to him. Walked lightly to a rattan cupboard, brought out a straight bamboo cane, walked back to him, gave it to him, bowed, turned, bent forwards, lifted the back of her pleated navy-blue skirt onto her back, thumbed the waistband of her decidedly-schoolgirl white knickers, pulled them down to her ankles, put her fingers on the dark red rubber toes of her school shoes and waited. Already he was erect inside his trousers, almost near to coming again. He stood up and caned her. He caned her hard, so that the hiss and slikk noise of the cane filled the little room and so that bright scarlet lines exploded on her small round, white bottom. Five, six, seven, eight times he made the cane kiss her, three, four, five times she swayed. Just swayed: twice she mewed like a faintly heard seagull high over a beach. It must have hurt like seven hells and as the cane kissed her for the eighth time the first five weals were darkening, swelling, changing colour.




"Up," he said. Up she got, slowly, trembling, hauling her knickers up and letting her dress fall back into place. She turned to him and he saw that her eyes were liquid with glistening tears. She bowed to him again. Bowed to him, held out two hands to take the cane. Took it, put it back in the cupboard, returned, took his glass, refilled it yet again, bowed.




"I good girl now?" she asked, still trembling, still with brimming tears.




He was supposed to say 'yes'. But he said, from his inner self, "I should do that every day, then you good girl. Go now." Perfect. Unimaginably perfect, all his fantasies come to life.




Four days later he was back again, asking the madam if he could 'visit' Blossom for the same: it had to be very soon because his flight out left him less than a week. Another thousand dollars just didn't matter. But madam said 'No', just 'no'.




"Miss Brossom very sore. Much pain. I have to give medicine. Perhaps you wait one week, we see. Next time not cane. Use this," and she reached under her desk and produced one of the ubiquitous canvas and rubber school shoes, yellow and white this time. "This not keep girl away from work."




"I have to leave on Friday. My flight. 'Plane.'"




"Not possible visit Miss Brossom. But she say I fix time she talk with you. Is OK. She my best girl, I trust. You come tomorrow. Just talk her. No work. OK. Is free."







Of course he went, armed with an apology in the form of a ruby pendant the exact colour of her lips and, more practically, state of the art antiseptic gel for her backside. The latter was unnecessary, of course, the 'establishment' having an in-house doctor, but he had to do something. He was shown into a different room, up three flights of stairs and he sensed it must be the room in which she lived. Small, bare with sliding screens to a probable bathroom. Unusually, instead of tatami mats rolled up, a proper bed. She was sitting on the bed, her feet folded, cross-legged, under her, looking quite overwhelmingly stunning. For a second or two, seeing her, he thought he was to be allowed to 'work' her again, but then he realised that she was dressed just to meet him.




The black hair was tied up in two bunches with scarlet bows of ribbon, the dress, long socks and shoes had gone to be replaced by a brilliantly white shirt, a tie which matched her hair ribbons, a multi pleated and short skirt which matched both, white ankle socks and little red leather 'Mary Jane' shoes. He waited, puzzled but again aroused at her presence, waited until the door was slid shut behind him, then smiled and began to say 'hi' – or rather, tried to say ohiyu gasamasu but she had already bowed forwards from tiny waist, had risen and was speaking to him. Faultlessly.




"Sir. You think I am a good girl?"




"Yes. Yes. Very."




"You like me?" Where the hell was this leading? She wanted to borrow money? Wanted him to exert some influence to get her something?




"Yes, I like you very much. Specially much," he added, for he did.




"Are you married please, Sir?" What was she after?




"No," and he grinned a little. "Nobody will have me," his standard joking response.




She changed tack: "You say you would punish Brossom every day to make her a good girl?"




"That's what I said. Meant it." He had visions of the bared bottom, the folded back school skirt, her two hands extended to take away the cane. "Meant it. Look, I'm really sorry if I hurt you too much. I brought you this as an apology." The pendant was in a flat green shagreen box – he handed it to her and she bowed again at him, holding it as if it contained some dangerous animal, didn't open it




"Where do you live? You are American?"




"No, English, but I live in France. Paris. It's very beautiful."




"I think you are a rich man."




"No – again. Why do you ask? Is there something I can do for you?" He would, if he could. Then he thought that he would, if he could, whatever it was.




"You can make me a good girl. I will go to France with you and be your wife and you can make me a good girl." She said it just like that and he took a few seconds to digest what she'd said.




"Er – you want to marry me? Look, Miss Blossom..."




"What you name?"




"Er – David. David Grey. Look ..."




"My name is Blossom" – she said 'Brossom' – Matsui, my real name. You marry me and make me a good girl?"




"OK Blossom. Let's be sensible. What do you mean 'make you a good girl?"




"Like you said; you beat me every day so I am a good girl."




All he could say was "What?"




"I will be your wife, but I will be also this girl," and she got to her knees on the bed, transforming herself in his eyes into the Japanese schoolgirl again, displaying her neat, smart uniform. "You beat me."




It was some sort of scam, some sort of rip off but he couldn't see how: he had a momentary vision of her in his Paris house, actually there, dressed as she was and then a momentary vision of her bending to touch her shoes in his living room. David Grey visibly flinched at the strength of the image.




"Why – why do you want me to – to beat you?"




"Because I like to be beaten. You will take me?"




"No. I am sorry. No Look, it's just not possible."







At Orly airport it was raining, seriously raining and by the time the cab drew up at his house it was raining harder still. Nobody even glanced at the big Englishman holding a hastily bought umbrella and nobody even glanced at the small child like figure beside him in her pale blue rubber cape and button up white rubber boots. He was going to have a lot of explanations to make sometime soon because introducing her as Mrs Blossom Grey – which she was – would almost certainly cause all sorts of reactions between incomprehension, misunderstanding, disbelief and worse. Entering the house with him she was, under the rubber cape, a very small, business suited, very young looking Japanese woman – not particularly noticeable in Japan, but very noticeable in Paris, France. Frantic with nerves and with guilt for what he'd so rashly done, he did his best to show her the house, where everything was, left her, seemingly very happy, in the bathroom to 'freshen up a bit'




"Then we ought to think about something to eat. Er somehow." He was in no way ready to take her out with him and into a restaurant. "I'll go and unpack my stuff."




Twenty minutes later she came into the big bedroom. She'd found the Scotch and a glass and a tray to put them on and she'd changed her clothes. Completely. Her hair was in its big, black bob still, but she looked utterly different. Twenty two year old Blossom Grey looked like a Japanese girl in her earliest teens, one who'd lived in the West, perhaps in London, for years. She wore a white roll neck sweater, obviously new blue denim dungarees. Only the shoes were wrong, they were Japanese school shoes; flat slip ons of white canvas and navy blue rubber. While he stared she quietly put the tray on the coffee table, turned, bowed to him, poured him a Scotch, moved gracefully across to where he sat on the bed amidst his unpacking, bowed again, handed him the Scotch and said




"I like to be beaten first, please, David," and began to unfasten the shoulder straps of her dungarees.







Her very small school shoes proved to be too small, so a day or so later he bought a pair of very French school gym shoes, much too large for her feet but a better fit in his right hand. He didn't need the pair of course, so he dumped the left one in the garbage. Also it turned out that his new bride had preferences in addition to being beaten routinely with 'my jimshu' every evening. She liked and was spectacularly good at sucking him off, she liked and was even more spectacularly good at being fucked, but most of all, after her beating, she liked to climb onto the bed, kneel, present her newly reddened bottom to him and hold apart her round cheeks so that he could take her anally. Occasionally she asked him:




"Am I good girl now?" but he always said 'not yet, poppet'. Then she would bow and smile at him. After a month or so he began to beat her twice on Saturdays and Sundays when he didn't have to go to the office. Little Mrs Blossom Grey said it would maker her 'gooder'.




"Better, poppet. Better. Not 'gooder' " he said, as she handed him her 'jimshu' for the second time that Saturday.













TRUNDLING AMY ABOUT




Depends what you want, doesn't it? I mean, if you want a stunning blonde, all long legs, great tits, sexy voice, all that, to show off to the boys, to take to bed, to spend money on, fine. Or one to keep house, do what she's told, open her legs when you say but otherwise just be there, that's fine too. Me, I don't mind, don't even mind the keeping house bit, the cooking, the washing and everything. Any real man can do that. All I want is nice mouth, the great tits and a slit and a rosebud. Blonde hair or any coloured hair, long arms, long legs and all that – don't need 'em. Mouth, tits, slit and rosebud on the bed when I want 'em, that's all. Seems to take a lot of you a long time to find out that's all you really need. Not me. I messed about for a bit of course, trying all the different sorts, but then I decided on Amy because I guessed she had the essentials and she was small, which I like. I'd never touched her, just watched her in the Orchid Gym. Lifted her, took her down to the mortuary – I work in the mortuary – dispensed with the legs and arms, took her back home. Of course it wasn't as simple as that, you have to know what you're doing, specially afterwards until it all healed up. I mean, if you're fussy and want her to look as if she never had legs or arms the skin grafting and all that is tricky and makes it twice as long before she's done. And unless you've found a girl who likes the idea – not a lot of chance of that – there's a good deal of shock, hysterics, screaming when she comes out of it. Took a while for her to settle down, I can tell you. Well, about seven months. But persevere, that's my motto. It isn't as if I don't look after her, 'course I do.







Special bed with an electric blanket under the rubber sheet, I like rubber better than plastic: I change the colours regularly – red, white, brown, black. Her rubber straps match the sheets one just round her hips and another round and under her tits – simple fastenings as I don't have to worry about anything more. I mean, she's not going to undo anything. On the bed I usually have her backside propped up a couple of inches – it's easier that way unless I have her on her face, of course. Out of bed she's never any problem – either I tuck her under my arm – she weighs about twenty five pounds – to take her from room to room, like to the john or the bathroom, or I've got this thing like a baby walker on long legs; just stand her up in the thick rubber pocket thing I made and I can trundle her about anywhere, into the living room to watch TV or into the kitchen for grub. I read the paper to her quite a lot.




Like I said, I do everything in the house but that's no problem – I only need to work part-time anyway. Unexpected bonus; her people died way before I met her, they'd left her a house but it took two years for the lawyers to sell it and hand over the cash. Being Amy she'd not said anything until she got the papers and the cheque, by which time I was the opener of letters. Of course we discussed it properly and after buying some things to make life easier for her we stuck the rest away. Amy's lucky like that – the interest or whatever it is trebled my salary.




If you think about it, I'm lucky too. I've got my four essentials – mouth, tits, slit, rosebud all neatly packaged, all eager and I got a nice disposition and a good mind with 'em. One more thing too: when I lifted her she had quite nice blonde hair in a short, scruffy sort of style. Didn't need hair so I shaved it off, as I did between where her legs were. Her head hair grew back like her thatch, all curls! So now I've had to learn hairdressing too, to look after my curly blonde haired mouth tits slit rosebud package. Call her that sometimes, when I pick her up under my arm. "C'mon package, bed." I'll say. She doesn't have to open legs or anything like that.













GLORIOUS TECHNICOLOR




She wasn't screaming hysterically any more; not making much noise at all. Just rigid, stiff, tense, very slightly trembling like a spring on the verge of release, all of her, her whole body in a tremor. Probably her mind was the same way – not functioning on any proper level. But she really did look decidedly good – a big doll-like cloud of rather tousled blonde hair framing the oh so pale doll face, all wide and staring unseeing china blue eyes and peaches and cream cheeks even a retroussé nose. Her wide open mouth was hidden by the soft, thick brown rubber pad and straps of the gag but he could easily imagine her small, pearl teeth clenched on the wet, fat, warm rubber stub penis in there, in the moist red dark. The only noise now was a rather irregular and urgent bubbly hiss as her breath fought its way in and out through the gag's breather and the occasional tiny ptt sound as another little bubble of saliva escaped onto her cheek.




He had her head secured from rolling about by a broad brown rubber strap round her forehead, through two slots in the girl board and buckled tight underneath – a wisp or two of her blonde hair was caught under it. The same brown coloured rubber that formed the straps that held her nice white arms widespread above her head, straps at wrist and elbow; he'd been careful not to strap her arms down in any unnatural or painful position: don't damage the goods right at the beginning. Her body was pale ivory too, slender, almost girl like as he'd expected it to be; although she had very nicely shaped breasts they weren't large, only just full enough to rest a little on the four inch brown rubber strap that passed round her body below them. Like her head, the strap there stopped her rolling about.




Nice flat tummy, small neat navel and a really pretty gold blonde thicket of hair down there, really pretty. He'd had a good look at her slit as soon as he'd got her subdued and secure and it was neat and clean and just a little moist with unusually small, neat lips; her clit had risen under his rubber covered finger but not dramatically – not yet anyway. Pale legs wide on the board, a broad brown rubber strap at her hips, then around each leg at just below her crotch, just above her knees, round each ankle, neat and sensible. She had pretty feet. The stuff in her jacket pocket had been uninformative, except that her name was Stephanie something or other. You needed the real name so you could use it; scares them.




He stood staring at her for a moment, pleased that she was such a pretty thing and that lifting her, getting her here and getting her out of the stupid clothes so that she became a real girl had been quite easy: bit of a fight until he'd got her arms strapped and rather more high pitched squealing than he'd expected, but then suddenly she'd gone into this rigid tremor thing and the rest had been easy. Nice little thing. He felt quite tired after the afternoon's excitement – perhaps he'd just shove himself into that little slit – it was too good to leave – and then hit the sack until the big day. Yes, that would be nice.




He unlatched the two joined halves of the board below her strapped down hips and hauled them apart so that her legs made a much wider V.




'Don't want to hurt you darling, just making it easier for me to fuck you." He didn't bother to take his trousers and pants off, just pushed them down, wound the hand wheel of the board a little until the little blonde bush was at exactly the right height, took his hard erection in fingers and thumb and, because it was a nice idea, stepped into the V of her wide legs and straight, without hesitating, fed himself into it. She was very tight. My goodness. He braced his feet on the floor, grabbed the edges of the word and shoved, the tight resistance suddenly yielding so that he felt his staff tunnelling through muscle walls, nice, clasping, moist and warm. She jerked a couple of times as he did it and the breathing noises stopped, started, got harsher but nothing much more than that. He was already coming inside her. Premature ejaculation: well, almost. He could get it in all right but he always shot his load right away. So that was his business. This was probably another one who wanted a lot of shoving in and out with last minute comes, twenty bloody minutes of it. Or, he thought, feeling the tightness of her even on his collapsing erection, or perhaps this one's never had it. Could be. That would be what you wanted, a first timer, marry a first timer and teach her that you did it properly – straight in, one nice pump into her and straight out. What it was for, between their legs; hole you plug into when you want to.




He slid wetly from her and picked up her blouse from the chair to wipe himself, fastened his trousers and checked her over. The eyes had closed while he was poking her but now they were saucers, wide and blue, terrified. He didn't like that – he'd just shagged her so she should be looking all loving and grateful. Didn't matter really: He checked every buckle and strap, made sure the gag was secure, hauled the big red rubber sheet over her, buttoned it down tight so that she was just a dull red rubber mound with a gagged blonde head sticking out – and walked out upstairs for something to eat, a beer and some TV. Start on her at about ten next morning. On the way up he checked the shop door, made sure the electrics were off; he'd carry the gear down in the morning. On the shop door hung a card, showing through the glass. 'Annual Holiday' it read. 'Closed until the 30th.'




In the morning he spent more than an hour ferrying stuff down and making sure it was all neatly laid out around her before he unbuttoned the rubber sheet to expose her really very pretty self again. She's been aware that he was moving about around her but as she couldn't move her head she'd only caught glimpses. Her body was almost relaxed, or as relaxed as it could be in multiple straps and a gag, and had only tensed sharply when he'd first entered the room and when he'd taken the slightly sweaty rubber sheet off. Relaxed enough to have pissed herself in the night, but he'd had the foresight to put a big old tin bath under the bench. Ought to tip it into a jug and make her drink it, but 24 hours without food or drink was the rule, or the jab might just make her spew. He did thrust one rubber gloved finger into her but really just as a 'good morning darling' gesture than anything else. She jerked a bit.




Then he stepped back, put a nice clean working smock on and looked round, checking, while he changed his rubber gloves. She jerked again when he gave her the jab, but the saucer wide blue eyes got less wide and she went out in exactly fourteen seconds. She was supposed to count the seconds aloud of course. Bit difficult when your mouth's filled up with a rubber penis. He hooked her up to the monitor thingy – twelve hundred quid's worth of it – and set the alarm clock for the next jab time, hung the first drawing on the sheet holder, dragged up his fancy swivelling, castor rolling chair, closed his eyes, counted five, opened his eyes, picked up a pen and started to draw.




The drawing bit took four hours that day, four hours straight off because he did his best work straight off without breaks. Then he checked her, waited for jab time, jabbed her and went to eat. You need good hot food when you're concentrating or are going to concentrate very hard. By eight o'clock that evening he was shattered, cramped and the doll was into mild shock of course, but he was prepared for that and did all the right things. Of course she couldn't have the rubber sheet over her at night so he fetched an electric convector heater and left that with her, the thermostat turned well up. As he fell into bed after a scratch meal he felt pretty good about the day, more so because she wasn't too shocked and because, as he always insisted, he'd cleared up what little mess he – and the doll – had made. Next morning he would have to turn her over.




Again, in the morning all was as well as could be expected and he managed to unstrap her floppy body and fasten it down again. Nice even a lovely little rosebud between her cheeks. Mustn't poke it, though. Asepsis is a rule, young man. Only three hours of drawing today, five hours hard work after a quick meal. A long night's sleep and then the third day which was mostly the unpleasant business of anally feeding her which he was really very unsure about, despite the months of planning all this and all the worrying rest of making sure his work wasn't wasted. And bothering constantly about the end of it all – one slip there and everything would very definitely be over. He had to keep her captive for six whole weeks, which was the biggest risk, both to her and to him. She could come out of the drug thing in a day but she had to be heavily tranquillised to begin with. Only after a couple of weeks would she be back to the naked, strapped down on her back, gagged little blonde doll. Under the rubber sheet of course... Then just care for his handiwork and plan the Final Day again and again, get her some different clothes. She could wear her own of course, but completely different clothes would be a nice touch. He liked 'nice touches'.




But it went OK, almost all of it. Only one or two panics and those proved minor. It was actually only five and a half weeks to the day when he walked in, watched the big blue saucer eyes follow his movements – as far as they could. He bent over the pretty face and eased the gag a little so that the red stretch marks round her mouth would start to go.




"Not hurting today, sweetheart?" he asked. She made the tiny, tiny motion of her gagged jaw, sideways. No, she wasn't hurting today.




"Good. Then we're all finished," and he stuck the needle into her arm again, for the last time.




He was sweating like a pig when he'd finished the scary business of getting her back to her flat; it could have gone wrong at any second of the six hours it took: transporting a drugged, unconscious girl across London was more of a technical masterpiece than the work he'd just spent so long over. He laid her on her own bed, jabbed her again, kissed her small, full lips with genuine affection and went out without even a backward glance.




…………………………………………………..




Stephanie Browne woke in her own room, on her own bed, feeling sick, with a throbbing headache and, for a moment, terrified that the room and the bed were a dream and that she was strapped down, naked and in pain. Then that being strapped down, naked and in pain had been a terrible, terrible nightmare and that she'd been at home all the time. But she was wearing a tee shirt and a denim jacket and jeans and sneakers and she didn't have a denim jacket, or jeans like the ones on her legs, or sneakers like the ones on her feet. It was more than an hour before Stephanie Brown got herself even slightly together, decided that she smelt a bit odd, that she wanted her own clothes before she tried to do something about whatever it was had happened. So she headed for the bathroom and a nice hot shower.




She began screaming very soon afterwards and she kept on screaming and sobbing and calling out for a long time, even when she'd run the hot shower for ages and had soaped herself with everything in sight.




Stephanie is a pretty girl with lovely blonde hair and a very nice, petite figure under her clothes. She tends to wear roll neck tee shirts, sweaters, jeans, sneakers rather than dresses of skirts. Except for that of her face and her neck and her hands, Stephanie's skin isn't the nice, fresh ivory pink it should be.




Stephanie is tattooed. The work is so beautifully executed that it might have been done in Japan. Mostly she is tattooed a beautiful dark skin of shaded gold fish scales as a background, all over golden fish scales being, in some parts of the world very desirable – and is so even in some parts of the West. Then, where the delicately tinted fish scale pattern isn't, she has decorative features. For instance, at the top of each thigh, just between her legs, is an almost three dimensional, delicately shaded and fist sized testis, so that as the two round patterns merge into her pubic hair she appears to have a taut, deep carmine scrotum. Her tightly curled thatch of curly hair there hides the base of, but only the base of a beautifully executed, shaded rose to pink erect phallus, naturalistic in every way and shaded at the edges so that it appears to stand away from the fish scaling. Its deeply rose, divided head is just below her breasts and it is perhaps two and a half inches in apparent diameter. Her breasts are simply delicately executed, oval cat's eyes, huge, an iridescent deep green, nipples almost hidden by cat-like 'pupils' jet black vertical slits that are highlighted as if alive. Stephanie's tattooing on the front and sides of her body terminates neatly at her collar bones.




At her back, the shaded cold fish scales are interrupted only by another, perfect and apparently stiffly curving penis which disappears into her rectum, its upper visible end breaking into an oval of twining green flower stems and leaves, positively crowded with perfect pink and ivory magnolia flowers. That's all, except within the oval of flowers, across the small of her back where the gold fish scales turn to deep bronze, some elegantly curved lines of exquisite lettering in a bed of tiny white blossoms reads, very coarsely in the circumstances




I AM A SEX OBJECT




The whole of which astounded but then delighted everyone who, a long time later, Stephanie was compelled to display herself to on a frequent basis, there being only one activity that was possible for her. She was by then, of course, the most precious asset of a very, very expensive 'club' in London's Mayfair, where men and women alike paid very large sums indeed for time to enjoy a genuine Sex Object.













CHARLES' PERFECT WIFE




She was so shatteringly lovely – and so very young, shy, naive, quiet; perfect, submissive in the gentlest sense that he fell in love with her at once. And so much did she very obviously adore him that his ego was completely flattered. Despite his sworn to lifelong search for an attractive, extrovert, sexually demanding, sexually experimenting, rich and lustful submissive – submissive in the BDSM sense – he found himself courting Diana as if he were some Victorian romantic. He'd desperately wanted to kiss her small ruby lipped mouth but to his own astonishment he yielded, actually embarrassed, to her meek whisper that he shouldn't, really. He bought her flowers, for heaven's sake. Spent ages before his mirror making himself look immaculate before even spending ten minutes with her. Wore a suit and collar and tie and buttonhole for her. A suit!




She said her 'mum' didn't like her going out – her father was either long passed away or merely long gone. No, her mum didn't like her going out. Just 'going out', let alone with a man: in fact her mum kept turning up in the most unlikely places when he managed, rarely to buy her a coffee. Once, just once, he invited her to a cinema in London. 'Mum' apparently said it was OK. Terrific. Save that when he went with her to Brighton Railway Station, with First Class tickets in hand, Mum was there. Mum didn't want to pay for First Class. Her daughter was certainly not going to London, of all places, with a stranger, however gentlemanly Charles might be, unless she went with her. Please wait while she bought a Second Class ticket for herself, then they could all travel together. He walked off and left her there, Mum and Diana, seeing Di collapse into little girl tears as he went.




He felt indescribably guilty for three days. At the end of the three days he sat down and wrote a letter of apology to her mother; he also wrote that he loved Diana, loved her in a way and to an extent he was unable to express. That it was his most fervent wish to make her his wife. That he was financially secure and had an excellent senior executive job, completely reliable future prospects and a house of his own overlooking the sea in quite the best, most select part of town. He wrote all that without feeling in the least awkward about the ancient style and phrasing because he meant it. If they'd read the letter, any of his friends would have thought he had done it after too many snorts and with a copy of Dickens beside him.







Mother wrote back,




Dear Mr Fortescue




I am extremely gratified to have received your letter. Whilst I was disagreeably disturbed by the incident which you mention, I have accepted your apology as one made sincerely following a moment of lapse occasioned no doubt by your intense regard for Diana. I will go on to say that I was delighted to receive from yourself, a communication evincing sentiments towards my daughter of a nature and couched in such a manner. If you will permit me, I declare that only a true gentleman could and would approach such a matter as marriage to my daughter in such a way. It is my duty to shield her from any other, as it has been my duty to bring her up to be the proper young girl you so rightly and percipiently recognise.




I have questioned Diana as to her feelings towards you, as I have examined my own and I am able to agree to your request for her hand in marriage, subject to my satisfaction that you will, as her husband, continue to protect, teach and train her, young girl that she is, in all that is correct and right. Diana understands that this must be so of course; perhaps you will give me the assurance that I seek. I shall be plain, dear Mr Fortescue:




My daughter exhibits the best of behaviour and self discipline with few lapses, those lapses being perhaps more occasioned by her youth than by any omissions on my part to inculcate the essential traits for any girl of Humility, Submission and Obedience. As I have intimated, Diana occasionally exhibits unsatisfactory standards in respect of these three but responds well and willingly to Corrective Discipline. I expect you to undertake to continue disciplining her for transgressions. A simple beating with a slipper, quite the best way with girls, has always proved effective and Diana will appreciate such.




When the nature of her transgression does not immediately require correction by chastisement, it has been my practice to inculcate propriety by a means of 'Reflective Time', meaning the imposition of a period of quietness and stillness, confined to her room. I recommend that you consider periods of between half an hour and, in the extreme, some six hours, unclothed and suitably secured to her bed. If her transgression has been of a verbal nature, e.g., impertinence, 'cheek', then you should impose silence during 'Reflective Time'. I shall provide you with a suitable India rubber appliance for this purpose.




I am opposed to unnecessary and frivolous attire and ornament in a girl: Diana has of course been brought up strictly to be most moderate, perhaps even 'plain' in these matters. It is possible that you are surprised at this, for I have, I confess, relaxed her standards on some occasions when I had become more satisfied of your evidently honourable intentions. For instance, no doubt you, as I, consider the wearing of skirts and dresses by young single girls as indecorous and morally reprehensible. It is possible that I have erred in permitting Diana to wear such, but I assure you, Mr Fortescue, that any error was entirely mine, precipitated by my wish that she 'impress' a gentleman of the world! Diana should and I trust will, should her future be with you, continue to wear plain clothing and skirts or dresses only on occasions when you are both with her and consider it necessary.




I must not venture into those subjects which gentility prohibits. However, should our mutual discussions following this letter lead to the happy occasion of Diana becoming Mrs Fortescue, I shall of course ensure that, on that happy occasion, Diana is fully prepared for the consummation of her vows. You will I trust again forgive me if I explain that by her being prepared I intend physical preparation. Her nature already accommodates the necessary mental preparation, as you will no doubt concur from the preceding paragraphs.




Dear Mr Fortescue, it will please me if you will call on me on Tuesday next, the 23rd, so that we may, as I sincerely hope, satisfy each other concerning Diana's future.




Yours Sincerely




Mrs. Josephine Hayward







Three months, after the meeting of the 23rd between Josephine Hayward and Charles Fortescue, the new Mrs Diana Fortescue was escorted by her mother from her very quiet but 'traditional' wedding to Charles' small, fine house by the sea. Charles himself, as he had agreed with Mrs Hayward, was to follow when Diana had been prepared. There was to be no honeymoon elsewhere, both the mother and new husband agreeing that Diana would benefit most from a period of adjustment at home. On the day, Mrs Hayward did what was necessary and when Charles arrived, gave him her blessing and left. Charles found that everything was as both he and Josephine Hayward had wished.




In the quite opulent bedroom Diana lay quietly on the bed, undressed of course but demurely covered by a sheet save for her blonde tousled head and the face which had so attracted Charles – the emerald green eyes, freckled snub nose and her small, perfect ruby rosebud mouth. Very naturally she felt both trepidation and some excitement when she heard her husband enter; her obedient nature however did not cause her any regrets that she was unable, yet, to see him because of the white rubber posture collar that lifted her chin and prevented her moving her head. It was in any case, soft and comforting. If her position on the bed seemed novel to her, it was merely the novelty of inexperience. Her slender young arms were outstretched beside her and fastened so, in a gesture Diana thought 'romantic' and signifying greeting. Her hips were supported from the bed by a shaped and appropriately white rubber covered support which was designed to lift what she knew as her 'grace part' some six inches from the bed, a position aided by the fact that her legs were raised, bent at her wide apart knees and that her feet were secured, again by wedding white rubber straps, beneath her raised thighs. Her mother had seen to it that everything was white for her wedding girl.




Diana was aware of the fact that her marriage to Charles would introduce her to unfamiliar things, some of which would initially require obedience rather than happy acceptance so it was obedience which enabled her to endure the curious feeling caused by the – white of course – six small rubber clips with which her grace part was held open. She knew however that she was properly prepared for her husband and the thought gave her pleasure and, secretly, some pride. She was determined to be perfect for him, quiet, loving, obedient and perfect. When she was being prepared, that determination had led to excitement; now she did not want in any way to show such undisciplined behaviour. That she was prone to involuntary exclamation when so happily excited she knew: she was therefore quietly thankful that Charles would, if he wished, help her self control with the white rubber Quietener which lay with its straps and buckles and its big soft teat on the pillows beside her...




Her husband's house, what she had briefly seen of it, seemed richly luxurious to her – his bedroom most certainly was. Her own bedroom, a glimpse of which her mother had allowed her, was of course plainer and smaller but she looked forward to possessing it as hers. She heard her husband – her husband – moving in the big bedroom and felt just a twinge of apprehension. Soon she would be serviced, for the first time and although she now knew how it was done, she knew in theory and from simple tuitional drawings only. Diana determined to try very hard not to disgrace herself. Her apprehension was distracted by her husband's voice.




"Diana, I was really very pleased with you at the wedding ceremony. And you looked quite stunning of course." He was speaking whilst he was moving about in the room and with a quick awareness she realised he was removing his clothes. So she was to be serviced at once. The apprehension returned. Without speaking, her husband removed the sheet covering her.







He thought how very beautiful she was. Pale ivory-pink and with her crown of rich blonde hair, spread naked for him on his bed. He never would have thought of, imagined, that a girl in bondage could be simply beautiful; sexually stimulating yes, of course, his lifelong fantasies had pictured girls in bondage and the images had all been exciting, but this was his wife, this was Diana and she was a beautiful, an artistically beautiful blonde angel, not in bondage but opened for him like an exotic flower, her beauty only enhanced by the soft white rubber which held her for him. And, because he had always liked images of gagged women, his old desires had returned as soon as he'd heard that a 'Quietener' had been provided for his use. And yet, as she looked up at his face with her wide eyes, as she made a small, shy smile with her ruby mouth, he realised that it wasn't a desire to 'gag' her. It was a need to complete her.




“Diana, my dear, please open your mouth,” and as she did so, obediently, he slid the fat white rubber teat between her lips, between her pearl teeth. “Now I must just fasten your straps – I want you to be completely comfortable, sweetheart.” And she was, he could tell, for her eyes followed his, bright. Happy. He could see her pretty jaw and her peaches and cream cheeks move as her tongue moved under the gag's teat; she would be savouring the warming spicy sweetness of the rubber. It was a new white rubber Quietener of course but she would perhaps be at ease with the familiarity of soft rubber in her mouth. How would she react to being fucked for the first time? ‘Serviced’ as she’s been taught to call it? No hymen – that’d been removed – so perhaps it wouldn’t give her unnecessary pain, however small she was there. Afterwards he would have her dress only in the ‘plain things’ a wife should wear at home but as she was so, so beautiful, perhaps he would keep her – no, not naked; she would be even lovelier with just briefs. Yes, just briefs. A bra? Yes, and a bra, plain white rubber briefs and bra. She would love it and respond to him.




Charles climbed gently onto the bed between his wife’s widespread, doubled thighs and looked quite excitedly at her ivory-pink shaven sex. It was a small and graceful oval of sugar-pink lips drawn open by the little rubber clips. He would never of thought of such a delicate idea. Within was deepening pink – sugar-pink turning to rose to carmine, gleaming slightly, gently moist. He could feel its warmth and could smell its honey. His erection was hot, steady, hard, and his wife was properly still, quiet, open.




Of course she reacted with a little shudder as he entered her and he saw her small hands curl in their straps as he drove into the tightness of her. But her movements were short-lived and he realised with pleasure that she was suppressing any excessive reaction. Good girl. Settled in her, deep within her, the tightness clenching his phallus so that he felt it swelling further with the stimulation, he began to push, began to pump. To shove gently, to withdraw gently – one – and – two – and – one and. She made a most extraordinary sound through her Quieting gag, a mew, a mew like a gull flying high outside his seaward-facing windows. Again she mewed, a novel, sweet, attractive sound. And as he worked within her, so she mewed in time with him, each time he thrust into her – and each time the tightness became more but the movement became easier. She was delivering her own warm, thick lubricants for him, involuntarily of course, but copiously.




And then the quiet, gently moving, ivory-pink body which was his now, his property, and which he was gently fucking – for her first time – and then the body began to jerk. To lift, straining at white rubber straps, to thrust back at him, to arc against the bonds, to lift her captive hips from the rubber saddle and the mewing became intense, precisely timed with his thrusts. Her head was further back, even in her posture collar, her head moved from side to side, even in the posture collar and the soft white rubber mouth-pad of her Quietener – it was embossed with wedding-bells and a horseshoe motif – moved and bulged gently as her mouth worked on the saliva-wet teat. Surely she wasn’t in pain? Surely all the uncontrolled movement, the mewing didn’t mean she was in pain? A thin film of saliva edged from the mouth-pad. If it was merely indiscipline he would have to beat her but if she was in distress? Clumsily, without interrupting his steady thrusting into her and without interrupting her synchronous thrusting at him, he unclipped the Quietener’s straps, pushed the saliva-wet, warm teat from her open mouth.




She gasped, mewed loudly freed of the constraint and, breathlessly, in words broken by their combined movements, said




“... Oh. T-thank you. Th-thank you, oh thank you. Oh. Oh C-Ch-Charles. I’m – I’m s-sorry, s-sorry. Oh – thank – you. It – it’s – it’s wonderful...” He came into her, warmly, strongly, triumphantly and as he came she bucked upwards, seeming to draw him even deeper into the tight, moistness of her, seeming to drink from him down there, slowly. Subsiding, not jerking now but quivering, her blue eyes wide, fathomless, watching his face. Then she was still, but for the smallest of tremors in her pale, captured thighs and she smiled in wondering happiness at him. Opened her smile, her eyes pleading.




“P-please. Can I...?”




“The Quietener,” he said, not believing.




“J-just for a little w-while,” and when he held it to her she took it in eagerly, drawing on the rubber teat while he gently re-fastened the straps in her blonde hair.




She had responded to him. Not as a virginal bride. As a virginal, perfect bride discovering that her body was an instrument from which he – her husband – could arouse a triumphant symphony of sexual passion, sexual wonder. Diana was his perfect wife.




Under her husband’s guidance and training, Diana Fortescue gained in confidence, in self-discipline and in utter happiness. Later in that first year he allowed her to pen a letter to her mother.







‘... I am so very happy. I feel as if my life, wonderful as it was, is now entering a state of completion. Charles is, must be, every girl’s dream in every way. How foolish was I to entertain the slightest apprehensions those months ago when you said that I must submit to him. It cannot be indelicate for me to say that I am serviced every day and that being serviced has transformed me. Whatever – whatever – he decides that I need he provides without hesitation. I am cared for as his ‘pearl. He calls me ‘his pearl!’




I am beaten when it is for my welfare and happiness, without rancour or anger but with Love and my (forgive the word) body responds with love and gratitude. I have a cupboard full, yes full, of clothes and daily experience the wonder and delight of dressing to please him. I wear jeans! (Jeans are those blue-coloured linen-like trousers that are so much in evidence these days and which I remember you once, reluctantly, admitted were ‘agreeable enough’). I have perhaps as many as seven or eight soft, expensive, simple blouses! I have five pairs of shoes – elegantly plain canvas plimsolls – and a pair of white Wellingtons. Charles is, of course, so practical and sensible; I use a Quietener much of the time so that he is not disturbed. Imagine, he does not insist that I am quiet because he knows I will use a Quietener at precisely the right time and for as long as he needs. He seems to know – of course he knows – when I require Reflective Time and binds me with the softest rubber straps. Is it wicked to confess that I have found Reflective Time with my Quietener to be ‘a consummation devoutly to be wished?’ (I probably misquoted that!). Charles, always concerned for my happiness, experiments with binding me in order to find that which pleases him most!







If you could see me now! In his kitchen as I write! In my happiest house-clothes – a soft-as-soft twin-set of carmine-coloured latex bra and panties, matching moulded latex slippers. I’m so happy, and GOLD RINGS! (I should not perhaps describe where I wear my rings and the tiny, sweet gold padlock which accompanies them, but there are five rings and they are part of me!)







Diana’s letter has a subscript in Charles’ bold handwriting:




She is such a Good Girl. The Perfect Wife.













WAIST DOWN




Penny didn’t like him to go to car-boot sales by himself because, as she said several times ‘you come home with such stuff. We’re trying to furnish the house and things on the cheap, not start some sort of museum you know.’ She said it with a giggle, of course, being quite as much in love with him as he was with her. But she was right; being in love, married, with a mortgage pretty unrewarding jobs – and neither yet nineteen – tends to make doing things ‘on the cheap’ a priority. Each told the other that scouring yard and boot sales, often in drizzling rain, was ‘fun’ but both also looked rather straight-facedly into the glittering windows of real shops. But love was nice and the freedom to head for bed and escape into urgent and giggly sex was wonderful. Not that either Damien or Penny were hugely experienced or expert – rather they were like adolescent novices. No erotica, no Internet to provoke experiment, to uncover ‘likes’ or ‘dislikes’ so there came a time when instead of the sex taking most of the night – and much of the day – sleep took most of the night and the days were sometimes a little bit empty. They loved each other more, knew each other better and the small house was still full of laughter and much silly giggling but sex was becoming, as Penny put it ‘a bit backgroundish’. Until...







“Get anything?”




“Sort of,” he said, decanting a bulging and dripping black plastic bin-bag onto the kitchen floor and hunching himself over the radiator. “Freezing out there.”




“Well?”




He detached himself from the warmth, grabbed her slender waist, kissed her and whirled her round. “Coffee?”




“OK. So you got something weird. How much?”




“I got two Chinese rugs that’ll do exactly for the bedroom. Need cleaning. Four quid the pair.”




“And...?”




“It only cost a pound.”




“What did?”




“Promise not to...”




“OK. For a pound – if it really was only a quid. Show me.”







She liked the rugs because in spite of the dirt and wear they had once obviously been expensive and were very unusual.




“Mmm, so what cost the pound?”




“This.”




“What on earth is it? Looks like some sort of – well – like some sort of jacket thing. Damien, it’s a diver’s thing, like those divers with big round brass helmets. What on earth for? Is it a diver’s thing – it looks brand new. Why do we need a diver’s thing?”




It was new, it was thick white canvas; it was certainly a jacket. It was very small. He held it up sheepishly and said ‘it’s a straitjacket’ as if he was saying ‘it’s a toaster’. He also said he couldn’t resist it, not for a quid. But that he’d chuck it out and that she was right, he couldn’t be trusted at yard sales on his own.




“P'raps we can do something with the cloth, I mean it’s jolly good quality. So thick.” She was grinning at him impishly, trying to deflect his self-criticism into fun.




It was made of thick white canvas twill, had long, closed sleeves, seemingly endless tapes, it was short, had a press-studded flap that went between the wearer’s legs. Two inches of black rubber collar projected upwards at the neck and examination proved it to be lined with soft black latex.




“OK,” he said, one arm round her and one hand inside her jeans, “I can put you in it when you’re difficult. See? Disobey your husband and I can put you in our very own straitjacket.”




“Very loving, I’m sure. I shall go straight home to mother. Stop wanking me and drink the coffee you demanded.”




“Try it on.”




“No.”




“Go on. Just once.”




“You just want me to take my clothes off”.




“Now that’s a good idea.”







So she ‘tried it on’, pulling it over her bared breasts and pale shoulders, struggling with the clumsy sleeves and saying the rubber lining was freezing.




“Take your jeans off. Can’t do this flap thing.”




“Like I said, all you want is me to strip. Well, you’d better do something when I have,” she grinned, bending awkwardly to shed her jeans – and her tiny red briefs. “And if you do that strap thing up, you won’t be able to poke me.”




She stood still, a little flushed, as he pulled the rubber-lined crotch-flap between her legs and pushed the press-studs home, then drew her arms behind her and fastened the straps.




“Golly, I can’t do anything,” she said, fumbling her imprisoned arms, her face flushing more. Damien stepped back, looked at her standing there. Very quietly he said, meaning it




“T-that’s the s-sexiest thing I’ve e-ever seen.” Penny, his Penny, all bright blonde bob, peaches and cream face, shyly smiling red lips, standing there helpless, imprisoned, her slender legs beneath the white canvas jacket separated slightly by the wide strap between them. Helpless. He only had to unbutton that flap. And his penis was rising.




“Love you,” he said, for want of something better to say.




“Does feel sort of – well – funny. Just a little bit – well – sexy. Anyway, so there you are. Undo me. Supposed to be getting supper. Undo me and poke me, then I'll get food and you can play with your straitjacket."




“No.”







He took her by her canvas-covered shoulders, turned her, marched her up to the bedroom while she protested, stumbled, giggled, said ‘OK stop now,’ and tried to shrug her imprisoned arms free. But when he laid her on her back on the bed and began to take off his own clothes she became very quiet and still, captive, naked from the waist down, the rubber lined strap prominent at her crotch. He leant over her, a pleasantly hard erection waving, put his hands to the crotch-strap – and Penny closed her eyes, widened her legs for him just like that, lying there, captive, his to take. Close up she smelled of the white canvas twill and the warmed rubber lining of the thing, smelled of Penny in heat, so he just fucked her while she rolled her torso, her imprisoned arms in the straitjacket: he watched her firm full breasts shift under it, sliding on the now sweat-sliding rubber lining. Still her eyes were closed. He did it quickly, straight because he had a sudden urgent need to and, when he came into her she merely moved her golden head from side to side, didn’t cry out, didn’t call his name as she almost always did. She came with him but arching her hips high from the bed: Damien was sitting back between her widespread legs watching and saw that the orgasm held her long, long until she slowly subsided to the bed, imprisoned in her straitjacket, naked below her waist, gleaming with his semen and her own fluids below her waist.




After a little while he said he was sorry and that he’d unfasten her.




“That was very, very nice,” she said, and “I-I’ll stay like this a minute.”




“Was it the jacket thing? Made it nice?”




“Think so. Yes. D-do the strap thing up.”




“I’ll go round the corner, get a take-away. You want to stay like that? Fifteen minutes?”




“Yes.” Penny had her eyes closed. He would get Chinese, shove it in the microwave, undo her and lay the food out on the kitchen table while she put some clothes on. That was his plan. He did the first bit. The didn’t discuss what to do next, not at all, but her led her downstairs, still buckled and strapped into her rubber and canvas straitjacket, with the juicily-sliding rubber strap working between her legs. He sat her at the kitchen table and fed her while his penis rose again and while the chair-seat darkened with moisture from her captive slit. She hardly said a word except ‘oh’ when some inner thing trickled in her senses. And then it was as if they both knew exactly what to do. He stood her in the corner of the kitchen facing the wall in her straitjacket, naked below the waist.




“Stay there. I’ll be twenty-thirty minutes. You want a pee?” Back to him, naked, her bottom clenched, her arms and torso imprisoned in the jacket, she shook her head slightly. She couldn’t know what thoughts were in his head – even he didn’t really know.




As – for once – the car started first time – he had a thought of Penny standing there, silent. There was a word – submissive? Subject? Obedient? Waiting. Damien hurried into Little Preston Street where the sign said ‘Private Shop’ above shuttered windows. Parked the car. Amazed himself by walking through the blank door – he’d never...







He was back inside the twenty minutes, flushed of face. Excited in a controlled, steady, strange way. She was still there, standing there, imprisoned, naked from the waist.




“Sorry,” she said, not moving her head and he saw the pool or urine at her small feet. ‘Didn’t know what to do. Left – left it too late to make the loo. Sorry.”




His erection stabbed hard at his trousers as he approached her, emptying the brown paper bag onto the table as he passed, taking something into his hand.




“Chin up. Open your mouth Penny.”




There was a little, suppressed, gurgly ‘oh’ as he slid the rubber penis-gag over her small white teeth and he felt a small resistance from her head as he pulled the straps behind her, under her hair.




“Quite still,” he said.




Then it was as if they both knew exactly what to do. He buckled the new leather collar round her neck, clipped the lead to it and led her upstairs, leaving a pattern of small, urine-wet feet on the tiled floor of the kitchen. In the bedroom, beside the rumpled bed only he knew what was to be done next but he knew she would accept.




“You said you didn’t need to pee. To urinate.” Silence, as she stood there in the straitjacket, collared, on a lead, gagged.




“But you did. Urinate, Penny.”




He searched the wardrobe for something and she watched him, head hung, blonde hair brushing her cheeks, her arms pinioned, her bottom divided by the rubber-lined crotch strap: her expression was blank, didn’t change when he turned with one of her worn old tennis shoe in his hand, the smooth rubber sole already warm under his fingers. Then, again, it was as if they both knew. Exactly.




“Bend over the bed,” he said and she did, awkwardly, falling onto it. And spread her legs wide so that the hemispheres of her bottom were widely divided by the thick crotch strap. He beat her bottom with the rubber-soled tennis shoe, hard until her pale skin was an angry red but she didn’t choke or make sounds in the gag, didn’t strive to twist away, hardly moved except to jerk quickly as the regular sound filled the bedroom.




Whup!

Whup!

Whup!

Whup!

Whup!

Whup! … But she was crying silently as he dropped the warm canvas shoe and pulled the studs of the crotch-strap open. Perhaps she knew before he did, for she shifted her hips further onto the bed, clumsily then lifted her blonde head back as if anticipating. He’d never done it anally before, ever. Nor had she, but she knew, even before his hot tip touched her small pink rosebud. He took her there, Penny, captive in the rubber-lined straitjacket, gagged with the soft black rubber penis-gag. Penny, who wore pretty dresses, wore neat jeans and white roll-necks. He’d beaten her and now he was driving his shaft into the tight, hot, darkness of her. He came, hosed into her there and, inexperienced, slid out, smelling at once the acridity from inside her. Wiped himself on the rubber lining of the crotch strap, took the leash and hauled her upright.




She stood there, naked from the waist down, jacketed, imprisoned, captive, submissive, obedient – and her small body spasmed quickly, one – two – three, as another orgasm overtook her.







He doesn’t often put Penny into her straitjacket now, unless she wants it – or he wants it, but inside the house she does go about naked from the waist down, usually in a tee shirt and her old, worn tennis shoes. Inside the house and out her new wide, black leather collar looks simply like a fashionable choker. He doesn’t permit her to wear briefs or a bra of course but, out of doors, he does allow her to wear sensible clothes. Jeans, tee shirt, a jumper, a jacket and tennis shoes. Nothing else.




Always, Damien knows exactly what Penny wants. Needs. They have an incredibly rewarding sex life.













JENNIFER’S GAP YEAR PROJECT




She said, at the interview, that she wanted to ‘really’ live with the poor in India for a minimum of ten to twelve months. Not ‘stay’ with them but ‘be’ one of them. The Chairman of the Grant Board said she was perhaps being a little romantic. Yes, many young people did similar things but they were always, even when ‘living with a poor family’ in some third-world backwood, able to leave, usually had very quick access to modern communications etc, etc. Commendable idea if they subsequently drew attention to the conditions the ‘poor’ of the world live in though.




“No, but I want to really live with them. Through as much of a complete year of seasons as I can. No access to anything that they don’t have as part of their lives you see. I only need sufficient financial and practical assistance to get to and from wherever it is.”




“Won’t your family try to dissuade you? We see from your application that you’re not married. You’re suggesting that you’d be out of touch completely for a long time, you know. And you’re very young, Miss Baker. You seem to be determined but if you’ll forgive me, something like that needs both determination and perhaps some previous experience of – ah – the less pleasant corners of the world. You’ve actually never been into a Third World country except as a tourist – to ‘tourist’ areas.”




Grant Board ‘advisor’ Tim Walton-French liked her idea. He said. He liked her idea mainly because she was 18, naïve, very, very attractive and came from a comfortable, upper-middle-class-professional home. He knew a fair amount about the levels of poverty in India – in the different parts of India. He liked the idea because what he enjoyed most, in his private fantasies, was images of pretty young females in distress; preferably mental and physical distress combined, in inescapable captivity. He liked those fantasies because they gave him intense sexual excitement. Of course, if the pretty Jennifer Baker creature did actually do what she wanted and did actually get herself totally cut off somewhere – in an obscure village in Orissa for instance – he’d never see it, any of it – the mental and physical distress – but the mere thought of what she might endure gave him an erection right there in the Interview Room.




“Miss Baker,” he said, smiling at her pleasantly, “it seems to me that you are suggesting that you want to go somewhere that’s ‘unknown’ in the sense that little or nothing is known.”




“I think that’s right. I mean the poor of Calcutta, lots has been written and filmed there. I want to find somewhere untouched.”







So they let her have her grant, after Tim Walton-French had done some after-hours persuading. After the inevitable row with the Foundation’s lawyers who said she must have some protection, some ‘escape’. They overruled Jennifer Baker when she said ‘no, nothing’ but the contract they gave Walton-French to get her to sign didn’t actually get to her. He signed it himself, using her Application signatures as a guide.




He also was responsible for putting the name of a fictitious rural village in Rajasthan as her destination in the same contract. And arranged the journey for her, an expensive one involving a flight from London, a second flight from a small Indian domestic airport and yet two more flights from there on by scheduled helicopter and then by a hired-one. To make her isolation complete she wasn’t to know where she was to be ‘landed’.




“It’s going to be out of sight of the local people – say a few kilometres – but where you’re sure to find someone who will, as you want, ‘take you in’ and give you shelter. So I think you ought to wear these dark goggles. No hint of the landscape, you see.” He’d done his research pretty thoroughly: first he’d chosen an area about which very little indeed was known and then, within it, the very large area about which nothing seemed to be known at all.




…………………………………………………..




Two things happened when the little chopper deposited Jennifer Baker on a small patch of dry turf and both the crew and ‘Tim’ waved her goodbye – just like that.




Firstly, she shouted above the noise of the thud-thud of the rotors and above the air-rush “Why is it so cold?” She did that just as the chopper began to lift off, and she did it because the jeans and sweater she’d worn on the flight – the chopper was heated but they did fly quite high – suddenly seemed very thin and inadequate. Her fading shout of ‘thought this was India!’ was lost in the machine’s roaring departure. Secondly, as ‘Tim’ peered down at her visibly receding figure, just also as she pulled off the dark goggles, he came rather messily in his trousers at the thought of Jennifer Baker’s next few hours. Days. Months ... Oh, there were people not too far from her; a recce chopper the previous day had pinpointed them from high above, five people to be exact and only about four miles away from her. If she were lucky she would see the thin plume of smoke from their fire. It would be the only plume of smoke, of course. Very stimulating.







Where Jennifer stood, looking round her in utter surprise, was in bright but not-at-all-warming sunshine – on the floor of a valley at eleven-thousand feet above sea-level, in India. Admittedly a rather obscure part of India called Western Sikkim. It was cold partly because of the eleven thousand feet of elevation but mainly because the valley was entirely surrounded, walled-in, by mountains the like of which she and few other people have ever seen. Their average summit height was above twenty-two thousand feet, three were above twenty-five thousand and the scary one, the one that sealed off the valley to the West, rose as a wall of rock and ice to a good deal more. She was scared at what she’d done, sick in the stomach scared, but she summoned up her resolution and began to look round the totally empty landscape for signs of habitation.




She’d been crazy – so had the Foundation; in this place – wherever it was – she’d have to find shelter and warmth by nightfall – whenever that was and right now all she could see were rocks, poor turf, plants that looked stunted and bare, then more rock disappearing up cloudwards into glittering ice. Wherever there were ‘people’, though, there’d be shelter and she find some way to persuade them to let her stay.




She didn’t find the ‘people’ – the people found her, or rather Samduk did. He wasn’t at all what she’d expected from her previous ‘tourist’ introductions to ‘poor Indian farming people’“ and he looked at her totally blankly. She tried, in terrible Hindi, ‘please can you help me?’ but the blank look remained. She should have said ‘nga_ra rog chig” nang thukk-p”a n-ng rog” – Samduk might have understood that because he’d travelled a bit, over the border – which of course he knew nothing of – and even as far as the Domo Chamling once – they spoke that sort of fancy Tibetan there but he helped her anyway because she was some sort of female and S’f4nam had died so they needed another girl. What sort of female she was he had no idea – perhaps she came from some really far distant place – more than two month’s march even. She was a very peculiar colour but he liked the yellow hair. Perhaps she’d been brought by Garuda – they’d all heard the demon flying about, yesterday and today. The girl’s clothes were ridiculous. Take her back, get Charpa to give her some tea-and-honey and then fix her up with clothes and things. He meant tea-with-red-rhododendron-honey. They always kept some in case the girls got fractious.







When they got to the tent, which was very big and smelly and made of yak-hair cloth, three men came out and looked at her, laughed, called for Charpa. Charpa was smaller, very, very dirty, wrapped in an indescribable sheepskin thing black with dirt, smelled very bad indeed at ten paces and was laden with chunky silver jewellery adorned with uncut turquoise. She also had a near-black face while the men were just brown. Charpa sat Jennifer Baker on a rock inside a curtained-off corner of the dark, smelly tent and gave her tea. Tea made from hot water, soda, very old yak butter and Chinese brick-tea churned up into a greasy soup with rhododendron-honey.







And then, although the odd-‘foreign’ girl seemed inclined to resist, Charpa got Jennifer into some clothes. Jennifer wanted to resist because she wasn’t the sort of girl who’d ever exposed herself naked to anyone, especially a stranger and especially in somewhere so cold and filthy. But she also wanted to be ‘accepted’ at once into the ‘family’ so once again she summoned up her resolution … Charpa put Jennifer into an unpleasantly scratchy shift-sort of thing and then another and then into a dirtier, greasier, smellier version of the sheepskin robe-thing she wore herself. Greasy, heavy, thick-soled felt knee-boots. Jennifer thought ‘oh God’ when she smelt herself. Having her face smeared thoroughly with a mixture of soot and dung was nastier and not at all cosmetic. In fact it was both fashionable and practical, as a protection against being flayed by the high-altitude solar-radiation and the wind – which she’d not yet experienced. The soot-and-dung face cream very nearly caused the now soporific Jennifer to begin to fight some personal panic. Real panic ensued when, thus attired and made respectable, Charpa took her out into the main, dim, smelly part of the tent and helped to hold her down while the three men serially raped her very clumsily amidst a good deal of laughter and much tugging at her blonde but now wet and smelly pubic thatch. Her screaming was fairly ineffectual, partly because of the rhododendron-honey but mainly because one of the men delayed his turn in order to fetch a very-dried up yak-penis, liberally smeared with rancid yak butter, for Charpa to strap into her open mouth with some much less dried-up yak-hide straps. Nice hand-forged silver buckles, though. Of course Jennifer retched a good deal and made smaller, strangled screaming sounds, which made Charpa giggle. When they’d finished with her, signalled by a joint shout of a thing well-done, they at least pulled down her greasy, smelly clothes on top of her now equally greasy, smelly and semen smeared thighs. Charpa and one of the men then helpfully held her down a bit more while another began pounding a wrist-thick rhododendron stem into the packed-earth and dung floor of the tent with a largish rock before producing about ten feet of colossally heavy and rusty iron chain from somewhere and two equally heavy and very crude padlocks. One end of the chain went round the rhododendron post and the other round Jennifer’s neck. By that time the drug was wearing off so she felt extremely sick but, despite the softening, warming yak-pizzle strapped into her distended mouth she did manage a bit more screaming and flailing about. So Charpa, who seemed to be about twenty years old and who appeared to do all the work, was told to pacify the very-odd new girl with a whipping. Clearly a good idea – on the basis that if you’re female and someone starts to whip you, seriously, then you should work out what it is you’ve done wrong – and remember not to do it again. Though admittedly the basis was sometimes that the whipper just liked whipping girls.







Had Tim Walton-French known, as he sat in the Hyatt Regency Hotel in Delhi, that ‘his’ pretty little Jennifer was at the same time lying on her face with men sitting on her hands and legs – very dirty, semen smeared legs – gagged with a yaks tool, chained to a post and with her still-reasonably white bottom uncovered while a small and energetic but filthy, greasy woman whipped her he would have instantly flooded his trousers again. His level of fantasy-imagination wasn’t up to such a scene: and regrettably he didn’t know what was going on up there in the Eastern Himalaya’s but merely fantasised that she was cold, scared, hungry, possibly unwashed and churning butter or something. That just gave him a minor hard.







Jennifer of course had never been whipped before. Not had she been caned, slippered, spanked or even slapped. Clothed, naked or dressed in stinking, greasy, scratchy yak-hair and sheep’s wool clothes. Neither had she ever been gagged or serially raped. In her frenziedly tumbling middle-class-London-suburban mind all those things ran together into one black, hysterical whole, especially as the whipping began.




Flackkk! On her bared bottom. A dzo skin strap. A dzo is a cross between a yak and a cow and yields a more pliant skin. Jennifer’s particular strap-specimen was four feet long and two inches wide, a serious strap and at the first cut she not only jerked violently but produced a shrill though gurgly shriek through her gag. Her reasonably white bottom acquired a broad rose-pink stripe that turned crimson and then carmine.




Flackkk! A more violent jerk of her pinioned body, another and more urgent gurgly shriek through her gag and what had been a two-inch red stripe on her ass became a four inch red stripe, the earlier half of which was beginning to turn an odd green colour. The men gave a running commentary of approving grunts while Charpa was concentrating on her task and silent except for heavy breathing every time she swung the strap.




Flackkk!




Flackkk! Jerk, gurgle-scream. Pelvis rose off the dirt a little this time, thrusting the now discoloured bottom up to meet the next




Flackkk! Violent jerk her bottom in the air and an excellent scream considering the presence of her gag.




Flackkk! Charpa was breathing more heavily now and her aim seemed to be a little off – because she was anticipating having an orgasm any minute. Charpa had always wanted to whip a girl, convinced that she would come whilst doing so. S’f4nam, the girl who’d died – from an infected gash in her leg – had often said so, while she was herself whipping Charpa.




Flackkk! Jerk, scream an upthrust purple bottom the gag working in her salivated mouth, staring blue eyes welling with tears. Charpa suddenly says ‘digpa’ which means enough, the men, extraordinarily, promptly got up and walked away. Another job well done. Jennifer lay or rather rolled about weeping and gargling gagged-noises, her body under the stinking clothes trembling. Flackkk and she becomes rigidly still, just weeping.




Charpa added the extra cut with the strap because she was on the edge of orgasm and needed to trigger it; she stood there flexing her hips with little shuddering movements while thickish body fluids ran down her thighs under her foetid clothes, mingling with the grease and dirt on her skin and creeping into her felt boots very pleasantly. Then she knelt, covered Jennifer’s assaulted, crimson-black-and-green bottom with the girl’s skirts, took the neck chain and shook it, made the girl look, pointed at a black corner of the tent, indicating ‘crawl over there or we’ll do the whip thing again’.




The men were squatting round a dull and small fire in the middle of the tent and ignored both Jennifer’s weeping, chain-clinking crawling and Charpa’s shuffling: Charpa shoved the girl onto a dirty blanket which covered a bed made from piled juniper twigs and marched off out through the tent’s flap to pee. She returned, her thighs wetter than before because she was never very particular about how she peed, glanced at the men, clambered onto the bed, unbuckled and pulled out Jennifer’s gag, knelt above the weeping girl with much crackling of the bed’s juniper twigs, hoisted her sheepskin chuba and some disintegrating, black and greasy garments – and steadying the girl’s head with her hands, squatted her warm, slippery, noisome sex over Jennifer’s open mouth. Which was open because of the gag-induced cramp in her lower jaw and because of her gag-induced bruised and swollen lips, and because she was sobbing desperately at the time.







Tim Walton-French was as good as his word, at least in respect of Jennifer’s gap-year. Well, almost; it was actually seventeen months before he organised things to find her and it took the hired chopper another three weeks of looking to find her and to find the yak-hair tent. It wasn’t helped by the fact that it was July, the tent had moved over the passes and lower down, so the muck-brown of the tent blended too well with the rainy-season mucky green of the damn rhododendron-forest. But when he found it he landed, left the bored pilot sitting in his bright-red chopper and went looking.







She was sitting on the low, loose-rock wall that these people make as a sort of compound round the tent. He was sure it was her because she had a couple of gleams of yellow hair in amongst the ragged, greasy blackish mop. Her face he wasn’t at all sure about because of the grime and the yak-dung-grease paste. She smelt at twenty feet.




Black-with-dirt, greasy chuba – the sheepskin thing, nice chunky silver and turquoise necklace, big silver-and-turquoise earrings which must’ve weighed a pound each – they dragged her ears down so that the piercing were slits. Black hands. The most ragged, worn, filthy, cheap, laceless Chinese gymshoes he’d ever seen. Knee-high, bright coloured felt boots were not for her it seemed. He did the ‘tashi-delek’ bit – ‘hello Jennifer’. Nothing. Now he was closer, trying not to breathe because of the stench, he could see her eyes. Jennifer what’s-her-name alright. She just sat there, tongue-out. Well, she’d learnt that anyway – tongue-out, sign of respect.




Then another woman appeared, much the same, fouly dirty but ‘local’. Very surprisingly no tongue but an extended hand – black of course. The woman had obviously come into contact with a foreigner before somewhere. She was simpering and holding out her hand, clearly impressed.




Reluctantly he took it briefly.




“Tashi delek,” he said. ‘Hello’. Then, being cautious – and patient because the damn language too long to get anywhere, he added




“N’gay kayrâng-lka kayja-chig tina digiy rebay?” ‘Can I ask you something?’ He asked who the girl was.




The answer, in a positive long-story of difficult Tibetan, was that the girl was a girl they – the tent-family – used. She had no manners and was more trouble than she was worth she had been brought by Garuda who clearly had wanted to dump her. There was more, then the woman strode forwards and cuffed Jennifer Baker very hard about the head, shouting at her something about showing respect.




Jennifer Baker, stinking, greasy, filthy, knelt down on the sodden grass in front of Timothy Walton-French and fumbled at the front of his trousers, smearing them with grease. She had the zip open and was groping for his penis before he stopped her. The woman became suddenly apologetic, for she knew how peculiar ‘foreigners’ were about having grease and grime removed – for some odd religious reason probably. She cuffed the girl again and, without a word, dragged her off into the tent, Tim discovering to his surprise, from the chinking sounds, that Jennifer Baker was fettered.







The girl was brought back, chinking again, in a few minutes, blank-faced as if her mind was switched-off. That was how her eyes had been when he first thought he’d recognised her. The woman had scrubbed the girl’s hands and an oval patch round her mouth, so that pinkish-yellowish sunburned skin showed.




“Yang-kya,” the woman shouted. ‘Again!’ – and thrust the fettered girl onto her knees. Jennifer Baker knelt and carefully, respectfully extracted Tim’s penis and sucked until he surprised himself by coming very forcefully.




“OK,” he said. “I take.” The woman gave him tashi delek.




Back in Gangtok he took her to his room, to the bathroom, stripped her, scrubbed her with cold water and Lifebuoy, managed to get the rusty chains off her legs. Naked, silent, she knelt and sucked him. He sent out for 'Tibetan' dress from a tourist-shop and dressed her in a cheap chuba, cheap felt-boots and a quantity of silver-and-turquoise jewellery he hoped to get through customs unnoticed. In Delhi, when he had to scrub her again because the damn stench really wouldn't go away, she showed respect to the hotel manager by sticking out her tongue; fortunately he knew the gesture. Of course, she showed respect to Tim by sucking him as soon as they were inside the hotel room.







In London, in his flat, he had to scrub her again, though perhaps unnecessarily, for she was beginning to smell just of Lifebuoy, but having to do it again irritated him so he thrashed her with his belt. Thrashed her tits mainly, because he liked that. When he'd finished, Jennifer Baker knelt and sucked him off. Before long he began to teach her how to look after him, permanently in her chuba and the felt boots and some of the chunky silver-and-turquoise jewellery.




Fiona said, "I just love your maid. How good of you to help a real person from real poverty. What a sentimental old thing you are. Do they all have such extraordinary blonde hair?" and "Are you going to teach her English and things?"
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