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Author’s note

I am not a doctor and this is a fictional story. I have tried to make aspects of it realistic, but if you suffer from diabetes or think you do, or fancy lactating but don’t want to become pregnant, talk to a doctor.


Chapter One

A Change of Management

It was still early, six-fifteen on Tuesday 15th May 1935. Greg and Malcolm wouldn’t arrive for another ninety minutes to wash and set her up for the day, but she’d been in bed since nine the previous evening and was restless. She’d already opened the heavily-patterned chenille curtains and the bright sun was casting its low rays across the room, projecting the shadows of the window’s small panes as a checkerboard onto the bed and far wall. Several of the panes were hinged and these were ajar to allow the fresh morning air and birdsong to flood the room. It was the birds’ morning chorus that had initially woken her more than an hour before; now they just seemed to be singing because they were happy.

Despite the early hour, there was the sound of bare feet padding down the corridor outside her door and the hi-pitched giggling of young women. She sighed, placed the book she was reading – a Gothic horror with all the tension of a wet sponge – onto the bedside table and swung her legs out from beneath the covers. She’d never met any of the other girls and listening to them outside her locked door was as near as she ever got, although she had occasionally seen young women wandering among the trees beyond the garden who may have been residents. It was part of the conditions of her stay imposed by the Ministry of Defence that her contact with others should be minimised in order to protect the security of the project.

She smiled to herself when she thought about it all. It was her dream, a proper career with real responsibilities, and she’d achieved that: Katherine Fletcher, Senior Advisor to the Eaton RADAR development project. Twenty-one years old and already a key figure in a major defence project. Of course, the project wouldn’t exist without her; she was the one who designed and made the first prototypes on the hobby bench in her bedroom and it was her who demonstrated that a radio signal reflected from the metallic skin of aeroplanes could be detected while the craft were still more than forty miles away.

She stood, pausing briefly to accustom her body to the belt about her waist as it settled into its new orientation, and then walked over to the mirror hanging on the wall. Her familiar face stared back at her: a beguiling face with shoulder-length, dark hair cut in a low fringe over her eyes, full lips, and a finely-shaped chin above a slender neck.

The polished steel collar that encompassed that was an inch deep and shaped so that it wouldn’t drop or rotate, and she playfully flicked the ring riveted to its surface at her throat. She turned her head and felt a flush of pride as she could just make out the words engraving on the collar’s sides: ‘Katherine Fletcher, Property of His Majesty’s Government’; it marked her out as special.

She stepped back a pace and turned to the side, lifting her hands to cup her naked breasts as a wave of melancholy swept over her. They were pretty breasts, she thought; not so big as to be inconvenient, but large enough to be interesting. Her nipples were a little on the large size for someone who’d never breast-fed and their areolae were puffy, which only made them project further, but she didn’t mind that.

Yes… she had a good body. Several people had told her so, but there had been little opportunity for enjoying it since the start of the project. Partly, this was due to the ministry insisting that security was paramount; secrecy had to be maintained at all times and now the only people she could actually talk to apart from the residential staff at the home were the project engineers and technicians. That didn’t leave a lot of scope for forming any sort of social relationship, let alone a romantic one.

But there was a second reason that not only discouraged romantic liaisons, it made anything beyond the kissing stage physically impossible, and it was all to do with where she lives. The housing that the ministry specified was The Hasting’s Home for Single Women. It was run by a housing trust operated by a religious group called ‘The Guardians of Virtue’ and staffed predominantly by ex-military personnel, which was almost certainly why the ministry chose it, but from Kate’s point of view, their care fell some way short of her ideal.

The Guardians of Virtue were established in the early part of the last century to bring moral order to an increasingly chaotic world. Now, over a hundred years later, they believe it to be their religious duty to prevent Kate, and indeed all the other single women housed in the home, from engaging in fornication. It’s a doctrine not exclusive to their sect, but the Guardians of Virtue seemed to take the principle to extremes. Any form of pre-marital sex, day or night, is precluded, and that also includes any sort of solo activity, presumably as a result of the Bible demonising Onan for spilling his seed.

Kate had tried to argue with the house staff, telling them that the story of Onan in Genesis has nothing to do with masturbation and everything to do with Onan employing coitus interruptus when he slept with his brother’s widow to prevent her becoming pregnant, but her explanation fell on deaf ears. Their response was that their precept for this strict adherence is based upon the fact that self-gratification deliberately frustrates procreation, encourages lustful and sinful thoughts, and, whatever Kate may say, can be interpreted as proscribed by the Christian Bible. Furthermore, it can be seriously injurious to health – according to Victorian medical journals, it makes you go blind. The Guardians of Virtue, therefore, feel compelled to impose conditions on Kate that she feels are excessive, unjustified, and repressive, and she’s not happy about it.

After four months of denial, she should have reached the stage where hormonal inclinations begin to fade, but she hadn’t yet noticed; the stimuli resulting from the staff’s efforts at enforcing personal denial were just too strong.

Surely, there had to be more to life? When she reached twenty-one, she expected her world to open like the gates of a city to reveal opportunities and excitement. Instead, she got this…

It had all started well enough at the marriage bureau. She was snatched up by a lord, for heaven’s sake, but fate is a fickle master. The marriage failed and one thing led to another, until here she was, locked in a room waiting for her day to begin.

It was usual, of course, to impose some restrictions on women because, well… they were women and had to be kept in their place, but the degree that the Ministry of Defence considered necessary was, to her mind, unwarranted. It was all her own fault: she just had to be so fucking clever. It was because in a previous life, the one where she wasn’t married nor subsequently owned by a squadron leader in the RAF, she’d developed an interest in electronics.

To say such an interest was unusual for a young girl in 1930s England would have been an outrageous understatement. The country was run by men, while the women… well, to accept that they could conceivably be in possession of a scientific mind could upset the whole of society. But that was before Squadron Leader Wheatley witnessed her demonstration that fateful evening. She showed him her aeroplane detector and proved to him she could ‘see’ the planes landing at his airfield more than twenty miles away.

One thing led to another until the ministry considered the idea worthy of serious investigation and created a special laboratory to develop it. But it was the fact that the inventor of the device was a woman, and a young one at that, that presented the ministry with significant difficulties.

Her appointment as a project advisor was a compromise because, as a woman, she was excluded from the armed services and couldn’t be seen to directly participate in the project. It was just a historical prohibition: no woman could ever be enrolled in the armed services and, therefore, could not interact physically with any of the hardware or, in fact, the personnel, but an appointment as an advisor did allow the ministry to provide her with office space within the laboratory where the technicians can present their queries and problems and she can offer her advice. It’s not an ideal arrangement, but it was the best compromise that Group Captain Eaton could negotiate with the ministry and the best that Kate could reasonably expect.

She smiled to herself. Wing Commander Eaton had been promoted to Group Captain when she was confirmed Senior Project Advisor. Did that make her deputy to a group captain?

The technicians, for their part, were very understanding about having a woman in the laboratory and, in time, came to appreciate her input, but the concerns about ensuring the project remained secret led directly to the layers of security that now burdened Kate Fletcher.

Of course, girls and women are used to having their liberties constrained to some extent for the sake of their own security. All women throughout the ages have been considered to be the responsibility and, indeed, the property of their menfolk, whether they be fathers, husbands, or masters. As such, it has been only right and proper that men take precautions to secure their ownership and one of those precautions was to ensure that the girl was always controlled in some way when in public. In previous decades, was usual to use a leash for her menfolk to hang onto and shackles to inhibit her running, but modern times bring enlightenment and it would be unusual to see a woman leashed nowadays. Ankle shackles, on the other hand, are still pretty-much universal when the woman is out in public and for Kate, they’ve always been a fact of life, but now there’s so much more.

She heard a key turn in the lock and the door swung open. Greg and Malcolm had arrived to ensure that the group’s founding principles were upheld. They were there to bathe her and reseal her in preparation for another day and, as expected, they’d brought with them the wheeled bathing stool. It’s called a stool, but bears little resemblance to a low, wooden, three-legged seat. This one is made of metal: a frame that sits above a wheeled metal tray. It has two small pads that support her thighs when she sits and metal struts that position straps designed to hold her torso, wrists, and ankles. There was also a bar at the back that clipped to her identification collar and completed her immobilisation.

“Good morning, Kate,” says Malcolm brightly. “It’s a lovely day today; real summer weather.”

She smiled. She’d been watching the birds in the garden from her bedroom window for hours.

“I saw deer in the park on my way here this morning and there were fawns with them.”

“Really,” she said acting surprised. “I used to be able to watch them in the fields from my bedroom when I was at the estate, but they don’t come in the garden here.”

“Stags too?”

“Quite often. There was a large herd on the estate.”

“Aw, that must have been a grand sight.”

“Come on, you two,” said Greg. “We have a dozen more to do before breakfast.”

“I’m sorry,” murmured Kate and sat on the stool.

It had been a long time since she felt shy in their presence, but even now a keen observer might notice her nipples harden in anticipation of what’s about to come. She shuffled back until she was leaning against the rear bar and moved hands and ankles against their fixings. It was a ridiculous morning routine made necessary, so she was told, to prevent her interfering with their work, but a more likely reason was to ensure she was always unable to touch herself.

Within seconds, Malcolm had coupled up all the straps, including the one that crossed her chest just under her breasts, to hold her steady while Greg moves in front to unlock the belt at her waist. Sitting as she was on the bathing stool, there nothing below her crotch and the belt just dropped away below her once it was unfastened to fall into the metal tray and leave her ready for her sponge bath, but first there was one other function she needed to perform before she’s washed and the belt refitted, and it’s something she can’t imagine ever getting used to. Malcolm pushes a bucket beneath her and asked her if she wants a little help.

“I don’t think so… I am trying.”

He presses a finger against her anus and wiggles it to stimulate her into evacuating her bowels, and she closes her eyes. “I can give you an enema if you want.”

“No thank you,” she murmurs and tries harder.

It takes a few minutes, but finally she performs to their satisfaction and Malcolm removes the bucket to empty it into the toilet while Greg sponges her with warm soapy water, the suds falling from her into the tray. He doesn’t just wash her lower regions, but all of her except her face and hair, and she closes her eyes as she feels his hands sweeping back and forth under her, the only times in the last four months when she has felt any friction in that area, but, of course, it’s not enough to promote any real excitement.

He smiles and moves on to other parts of her body starting at her neck and washes her shoulders and arms. Then he turns his attention to her breasts and grins as his soapy hands massage and knead soft flesh which seems to ooze through his fingers. She’s rinsed and towelled dry, and then it’s time for the belt to be refitted, but that’s not so straightforward and it’s where the bathing stool really comes into its own.

The genital dish that encloses her crotch from anus to pubic mound includes a small catheter tube that needs to be carefully placed and for that, the bathing stool has a special feature: it tilts. Greg releases the latches and the whole frame rotates backwards, pivoting on spindles at waist height until she’s lying on her back with her legs and arms in the air and her genital area now readily accessible.

He carefully inspects her, spreading lips apart to reveal clitoris, urethra, and vagina. Apparently satisfied, he then spreads a lubricant throughout her vulva and around her anus before wrapping the newly washed belt around her waist so that its crotch strap hangs down below her. It’s the crotch strap that needs careful installation beginning with the anal peg. It’s not large, just about finger size and its purpose is just to position the strap correctly. It’s the presence of this peg and the fact that her anus is completely covered by the back strap of the belt that’s the reason for all the embarrassment with the bucket, and, from Kate’s point of view, it’s all so unnecessary. Anal sex isn’t and never was on her list of interesting fetishes.

Next is the vaginal plug and, again, it’s not massive, but considerably larger than what’s already in her bum. If she was menstruating, it would include a vaginal cup, but today it’s just a short post an inch-and-a-quarter thick intended to prevent her from sliding the crotch strap aside. She’d felt its presence for the last four months, day and night, but there had been no friction involved so she’d tried her best to ignore it. Finally, there’s the most delicate part of the device: a short, flexible tube that fitted into the mouth of her urethra to direct urine cleanly away through the belt’s crotch strap without the necessity of removing it each time. She could pee as normal and there’s no need to wipe afterwards, so she might even consider this a positive.

What is definitely not a positive and a source of daily surprises when she sits is the vulval cup. It’s dished to cover her pubic mound and finned to fit through her vaginal cleft. Its internal fin is not large, but it is always there. It spreads her lips and feels odd, and she particularly notices it when she sits and it presses against her clitoral hood. Its only purpose is, in conjunction with the vaginal plug, to prevent the crotch strap from being displaced, but its effect goes way beyond that.

She watched Greg’s face with an intensity that betrayed the strength of her various emotions as he pushes the front panel up to engage it into the underside of the belt’s waistband. He knows exactly what he’s doing as the slippery, intricately-shaped crotch panel slides into place, spreading, filling, and, most importantly, containing, and a soft click signifies her virtue is assured for yet another day.

“There, all done,” and he releases the latches on the pivots so that she swings upright with enough momentum to ensure her breasts can’t avoid rebounding when the frame hits the stops. And then they release her, relocking the bedroom door as they leave.

Kate washes her hair in the small washroom and towels it dry. It’ll be completely dry before she’s due to leave for the laboratory and by the time her breakfast arrives courtesy of another of the guards, she’s dressed, this time in a pleated wool skirt that reaches her knees and the silk blouse that Captain Eaton bought for her as a gift. A quick breakfast and a last look around her room, and it’s time to go.

Just like every day, there’s no sign of the other women in the entrance hall when she sits to have her shackles fitted. They're the same ones that the Captain fitted to her five months before and they’re not the ornate fashion style most of the girls wear. These are proper, ‘thou shall not remove them’ type shackles that the MoD supplied to ensure she remained unassailable.

There’s a knock on the external door and it’s opened to reveal the escort officer.

“Won’t be a moment,” says Greg and Kate opens her mouth to accept the rubber plug of the head harness that will ensure she can’t discuss her work with anyone but the engineers and technicians in the laboratory. She stands and turns so that her hands can be cuffed behind her back and then Greg clips a leash to her identity collar and hands it to the escort. He nods curtly to the staff and Kate follows him down the path to the security van, taking two small steps for each of his long strides. He helps her up into the back of the van, locks her shackle chain to a ring in the floor, and locks the door after her, and then they’re threading their way through the narrow, winding streets of the town before venturing up onto the hills to where the camp is located. She watches the morning crowds through her viewing grid as they make their way to their offices, the men in their grey suits with briefcases and the girls chatting and giggling with each other in their summer finery with their ankles banded by wide, silver cuffs and linked by light, silver chains that glint in the bright sunlight.

The van passes through the checkpoint in the perimeter fence of the camp and grinds slowly along the track to the laboratory-come-workshop, its wheels bumping each time they cross a seam in the concrete surface. They stop and the escort unlocks the door and helps her down onto terra firma. From the outside, the laboratory looks non-descript; a square, flat roofed building made of grey, corrugated steel sheets without windows, much like many of the other buildings on the station. There’s no sign outside, just a white number painted onto the door.

The door opens and the escort hands her leash to Captain Eaton who smiles and takes her to her office: a circular cage positioned in the dead-centre of the building.

She turns so that he can unlock the head harness and pull the rubber plug from her mouth. It reminded her of the head of a penis, but she thought that was incidental and only shaped that way to better fit in her mouth. Even so, it didn’t help to calm her burgeoning libido when she felt his hands on her neck. The Captain was married, she knew that for a fact, but she’s never met his wife and he never speaks about her. He knew about the chastity belt she was obliged to wear – she’d complained about it at length months ago – so she supposed he was deliberately avoiding the subject of married life so as not to further inflame raw wounds. It didn’t really help much; she’d still look at him hard each morning to see if she could tell whether or not he’d sampled marital bless the night before and her imagination would soar with all the erotic possibilities.

“Good morning, Katherine. How was your evening?”

He asks her that every morning and she glares at him because he knows the answer full well. Her evenings were always substantially the same, the only things distinguishing them from each other being the food she’s served, the books she reads, and, sometimes, the ideas she works through at the small writing desk in her room.

It had been weeks since there had been a variation to her evenings, but the occasion was still fresh in her mind. The Captain had arranged to collect her from the house at seven one evening and they attended an opera. He told her it had taken weeks to arrange and, in the end, she had only been granted leave from the house because the Captain had made such a nuisance of himself at the ministry. It was in recognition of the work she’d done on the project and its success to date, but even so, it was only allowed if Captain Eaton accepted full responsibility for her security and the need to retain project secrecy.

It started as a surreal occasion with Kate dressed in a long, maroon coloured, velvet ball gown with her hands cuffed and the head harness retaining her oral plug installed over her carefully coiffured hair. These impediments were a precondition whenever she left the house and she was supposed to keep them all evening, but Captain Eaton removed them as soon as they were out of sight. The opera house was within walking distance even allowing for the fact that her ankles were still shackled beneath the long gown. It was a wonderful evening, the memory of which had sustained her through many evenings since, but it has never been repeated; the ministry has claimed that the project has reached a critical stage and they daren’t risk compromising security.

“Sam tells me the readout’s much more stable when he uses the components from Edenfield Electronics rather than the ministry issued ones,” Eaton says refocusing her thoughts on the present.

“The ministry buys the cheapest ones they can,” she answers and turns her back to him so that he can remove her cuffs.

“I suppose so. I’ll write to Procurement about it. Andrew and Isaac want to talk to you about reconfiguring the mainboard. They think they can make the whole thing much smaller. I’ve scheduled a meeting with you at ten. Meanwhile, I’ll get someone to make you a cup of tea while you get settled in, but I might have to send out for some more milk because someone left last night’s out on the table; it doesn’t look good to me.”

She tells him her new pen’s not working again and can he get someone to bring her another one, and he smiles an acknowledgement as he locks the cage door. Her ankles are still shackled, but that’s not a surprise. He told her months ago that he dare not remove that chain in case one of their ministry overlords visits and, in any case, it’s not like she needs to go anywhere.

As cages go, this one was a palace with a thick pile carpet, a large oak desk, a small settee for when she wants to relax, and a small screened area for when she needs to pee. It was ten-foot across, with a wide access door and a smaller hatch so that plates of food can be passed through to her, but there was nothing compromising about the bars. They were blackened, one-inch-thick steel, close enough together that mugs of tea would only just fit between them, and encircling the whole cage to give her sight of everything that happens in the building. They rose to a height of eight-foot and then closed together above her head in a starburst pattern reminiscent of a giant bird cage.

The technicians, after an initial reluctance to accept her as anything more than a curiosity, were now her friends and, although they were all there to further the development of the detector equipment, they were happy to chat about virtually anything. It’s almost as if Kate transformed into some sort of oracle who can deliver advice and guidance on any aspect of their lives. She tried to deflect the more personal queries, but often found herself dispensing counsel on subjects as varied as ‘would earrings or a broach make the best present’, or ‘do girls like their nipples pinched’, or ‘what’s the best way to discipline a disobedient girlfriend’. In those instances, her answers were: a broach if it’s gold; some do, but it’s best to ask first; and she claimed she’d never met any disobedient girls. Of course, the last answer wasn’t true, but she wasn’t going to fall into that trap.

Her meeting came and went, the two guys sitting close to the bars and talking earnestly over each other in their efforts to press the benefits of their redesigned circuit board. Some of their ideas were good, but they mustn’t crowd the board too much because the heaters in the glass vacuum tubes could begin to affect the other components.

Captain Eaton brought her another mug of tea and sat in one of the recently vacated meeting chairs to drink his coffee and chat to her through the bars. He told her he’d been called to London, something about a reorganisation, and he thought it could result in more resources being directed at the project. It sounded hopeful, although she doubted it would result in providing her with a larger cage. When he left, she sat at the desk for a few minutes, but couldn’t concentrate, so moved to the settee and wondered if anyone would ever buy her even copper earrings.

The day progressed, lunch was provided, reports were passed to her to read, and she watched her technicians, her team, bend to their respective tasks. A large dished antenna was being assembled in an area not far from the cage and she called out to one of them to be careful of its cable. He grinned and made some comment about being a professional and that she shouldn’t worry, and he was right; they were all doing a good job.

The evening escort arrived at five and she was readied for the return journey in exactly the same configuration as the outward commute. Several of the team said goodnight and gave her half-hearted waves, but she could return neither farewell as she was led outside to the waiting security van. Back at the house, all her restraints were removed including the shackles, but except, of course, the chastity belt, and she was locked back into her room to await supper and reflect on her day.

✽    ✽    ✽

The following day, she was met at the door of the laboratory by Larry, Captain Eaton’s second in command. He didn’t have a rank because, like all the engineers and technicians, he was technically a civilian. She liked him. He was obviously uncomfortable with the security measures the ministry thought necessary to impose on her and removed the leash long before they reached the door of the cage. He unlocked the head harness and cuffs, and told her that Captain Eaton was in London for a day or two, something she already knew. They chatted for a short time, speculating about what was on the London agendum and how that might affect the project, and then he asked her about her living conditions at home. She told him she missed company in the evenings and the ability to go out, but he told her that shouldn’t last for long; once the radar is in-service, there will be no need to keep her so restricted. She knew very little about Larry and his family and he took the opportunity to talk about his own home life. He even had photographs of his wife in his wallet: a slim woman with long, fair hair and a fresh smile. He lived in one of the new semi-detached houses with a long garden and she was pleased to see that a photograph of the woman in the garden showed no shackles.

Eaton didn’t return to the laboratory for two days, a period when the technicians seemed more at ease chatting with Kate through the bars. They brought her chocolate and told her jokes, and even Larry joined in the relaxed atmosphere, surreptitiously passing her a small bottle of beer on the second afternoon.

And then Captain Eaton returned on the third day and everything changed.

“We’re being privatised,” he announced to the staff gathered near the cage. “To save money, the project has been sold to a private company called Dynal-Eastman Investments. Apparently, they specialise in developing weaponry and associated military equipment for the ministry. As far as you’re all concerned, the changes should be minimal; you will all still be employed, but now Dynal-Eastman will be paying you instead of the ministry.”

There was a general murmuring that quietened when Eaton began speaking again. “The change is effective immediately and, as I said, I have been promised that everyone’s job is safe except, of course, mine,” and he attempted to show a wry smile which bordered on pallid. “There will be a new management team and they will arrive here within the next few days.”

Larry asked if the Dynal team will be solely management staff or will they include engineers and Eaton told him that, to the best of his knowledge, they are only concerned with the administration of the project and not the technical aspects.

“These people are specialists. They should be able to supercharge the project and bring it into service much quicker than the ministry because they’re more commercially minded. They’ll be here to make a profit on the deal and money is a terrific incentive.”

With no further questions, the technicians dispersed to mutter amongst themselves and Kate called Captain Eaton nearer to the bars. “How is this going to affect me?” she asked.

“Your position is just as secure as everyone else; more so, because you’re essential to the success of the project.”

“But I’m not the same as everyone else, am I? Although I’m paid a salary into my account every week, I’m not actually employed; I’m owned. Presumably, my ownership has now passed to Dynal-Eastman along with everything else.”

Eaton looked pensive. “I’d not considered that. I suppose you’re right, but it shouldn’t make any difference. You’ll still be here under exactly the same conditions.”

“Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why do you assume that? On the one hand, I’m only locked in this cage because the ministry didn’t want me mixing too closely with project staff or the equipment. Dynal-Eastman is a private company and almost certainly employ women in their staff, so why would they still want to restrict me in a cage like this? And then, on the other hand, they will own me. I’ll be obliged to do whatever they wish and they won't even have to pay me for it.  Do they even know I exist?”

“I don’t think you need worry too much; they’ll want to keep you happy and content because you're so valuable to the project,” but Eaton had to admit that he wasn’t sure. He promised to try and find out, but worried that by the time he could clarify her position, the new management team will be in place and he will be leaving. She sighed. Interesting times were ahead.

✽    ✽    ✽

The weekend followed and, with the laboratory closed, she spent Saturday in her room as she usually did reading first a text book on capacitance theory and then, when she could absorb no more, a trashy paperback about a detective with a drink problem. She expected Sunday to be the same, but at ten, Greg told her that she was being collected at eleven to attend a church service. She dressed conservatively and waited in the lobby with her hands and ankles cuffed and the head harness complete with its oral plug in place. At eleven o’clock sharp, a knock on the door told her the escort had arrived. It was Captain Eaton.

He led her out to his car and she settled happily into the passenger seat, but they didn’t drive far. He stopped just around the corner and said, “I don’t think we need these,” and removed her head harness and hand cuffs, leaving just her ankles shackled. “I thought we might go to Dover. There’s a nice little pub there that does a good Sunday lunch.”

“Not to church, then?” she asked with feigned surprise.

They discussed Dynal-Eastman at length and the Captain listed the various companies they’d acquired and what the future might hold for the RADAR project. It was a mixed bag, some concerns folded and some thrived, but always Dynal-Eastman seemed to prosper.

“We won’t be able to do this again,” he said referring to their Sunday excursion. “Apart from the fact that this has not been officially authorised, the new management team are due to arrive tomorrow and that’s when I’m expected to leave.”

“I shall be sorry to see you go,” she told him and meant it; he’d not only saved her when it looked like she’d be working for their country’s potential enemies, but it was him who had arranged for her dream to come true. Her pet project was almost a reality and she could hardly believe how successful it seemed.

He took her back to the house by four, suitably muted and cuffed, and ceremonially passed her leash to Greg at the door. She wasn’t sure what Greg thought about a four-hour church service, he didn’t say, but she enjoyed it very much.

The next morning, the replacement management team arrived at the laboratory, all two of them. The new director of Dynal-Eastman Radar Limited was a small man of forty years of age wearing a brown, three-piece suit and, when he removed his bowler hat, he showed a bald crown fringed with thick, brown hair. His name was Earnest Blackney. The other member of his team was a woman, and a young woman at that. She was probably not much older than Kate and, in some ways, was strikingly handsome with long, fair hair, a narrow face with large eyes heavy with makeup, and a slim figure that looked unbalanced by a surprisingly large bosom. And she was tall, dwarfing Blackney in her four-inch heels. Her name was Emilia Bellgrove and she was introduced as the new company accountant.

Blackney called the staff together in the entrance lobby to introduce themselves properly and Kate received only a muffled version of the forty-minute presentation. And then, quite suddenly, the intervening door burst open and Earnest Blackney appeared flanked by Emilia with Eaton and the engineering staff following in their wake.

“Miss Fletcher, I believe,” exclaimed Blackney sidling up to the bars with a broad grin.

Kate stiffened and drew herself up to her full height to answer, “And you must be Mr Blackney. I am pleased to meet you.”

“Let me introduce to you my colleague Miss Bellgrove, the new company accountant.”

Emilia Bellgrove moved closer to the bars with a smile like a wolf. She was taller than Kate and looked slimmer, but it was probably only the knee-length pencil skirt she was wearing and her heels. Kate couldn’t fail to notice, however, that her ankles weren’t shackled.

“The company has its own little pet,” she cooed.

The voice of Captain Eaton reverberated from somewhere behind Blackney: “Miss Fletcher, as senior advisor to the project, is an integral and essential member of the staff.”

“I understand that she’s actually company property,” said Blackney. “She’s included in the assets that have been transferred.”

“Technically, that may be so, but, nevertheless, she was the original inventor of the device and her input has been invaluable.”

“Then why is she in a cage?” asked Emilia.

“That is a temporary compromise arrangement entirely due to ministry policy prohibiting women from engaging with developmental hardware. It need not apply now that the project is managed by a private company and is no longer a direct ministry responsibility. Indeed, I would deem it an honour to open her cage now so that she can take her rightful place among the staff.”

“But she’s not staff; she’s property,” restated Blackney. “Leave her where she is for the present and I will consider her future later.”

“Mr Blackney, I must protest,” gasped Eaton. “Miss Fletcher is a highly-qualified scientist and engineer, and without her, this project wouldn’t exist.”

“Captain Eaton, let me first remind you that it is now I who is responsible for running this project and not you; you are not in any position to protest my decisions. Furthermore, you say that the project wouldn’t exist without her input, but now it does exist and I am struggling to understand why we still need a project advisor, particularly one who costs so much money to keep and, on top of that, you have been paying her a salary. The situation beggars belief. No… Leave her where she is. Move on and show me the rest of the facilities.”

Eaton gave Kate a shocked look before following the others on their guided tour. Kate, for her part, was watching the tall figure of Emilia. She was presumably walking beside Blackney, but Kate could just see her head and he was lost among the crowd. The woman was looking back at her and she had the same supercilious smile on her face as before.

“I’m sorry,” said Eaton later that afternoon. “I’ve done my best for you, but he won’t budge.”

“I heard you arguing with him; I think the whole laboratory did.”

“The man’s not interested in refining the project, just in getting the device out the door as quickly as he can and for the cheapest possible price.”

“It’s now a commercial company. One can’t blame him.”

“Honestly, Katherine, I don’t know how this is going to go. The others seem quite happy because he’s told them there’ll be a bonus if the project delivers on cost and time, and they all heard what he was saying about how much you were costing, so don’t expect too much support from that direction, but my time is now up and I’ve got to leave. Do what you can to make the project a success and good luck.”

He moved closer to the bars and reached out with his hand, but Kate threaded her arms through the bars to enfold him in a last embrace. From the corner of her eye, she saw Blackney and Emilia watching them from Blackney’s new internal office. If she could but lip read, she would have read him saying, “Give me a breakdown of what she’s costing us. Well use it as an example to show the others.”


Chapter Two

A Change of Working

For the rest of that week, nothing changed. Each morning, Kate would go through the same routine beginning with the sponge bath and ending when she was locked into the cage in the centre of the laboratory, and each evening she’d end up back in her room, warm, comfortable, and well fed, but alone. The technicians seemed reluctant to approach her during the day, especially when they could see Blackney watching everything that was going on through the internal windows of his office.

The weekend came and went as it usually did with no visitors other than Greg and Malcolm, or at least most of it, but Sunday evening brought an unwelcome surprise. Her two carers came into her room to deliver bad news.

“Are you still doing the same job?” asked Greg.

“Of course,” she said. “Nothing has changed in the office.”

“I only ask because we’ve just been asked to move you.”

“Move me where?” she asked confused.

“Move you to one of our budget rooms. A Mr Blackney has just been speaking to me and he says the company needs to make budget cuts and can no longer justify the rent on this room.”

Clarity dawned… “The company’s been privatised. This is a cost cutting exercise.”

“Well, I’m sorry. I don’t think you’re going to like your new room, but there’s nothing I can do. We’ve even been asked to return the clothes in your wardrobe too. He said they also belong to the company.”

“My clothes? I don’t understand. I suppose everything that I have is now company property, but why would Blackney want my clothes? What am I supposed to wear?”

“Well, I have been asked if we could supply you with alternative garments and I said we could, but that… well, they’re not really suitable for an office worker. Charities often send us girls that they find on the streets. We try to rehabilitate them and over the years we’ve collected quite a few of the clothes they’ve discarded when they’ve renounced their profession, some of which we think will fit you.”

“You’re giving me second-hand clothes from prostitutes?”

“Sorry, miss, it’s the best we can do. Perhaps your company will reconsider when they see you in the morning.”

Greg insisted that she moved room straight away and she only had time to gather up the few books she had and her notes. Her new room was at the other end of the complex and it was tiny… There was a small window, but its view was compromised by the tall brick wall of the adjacent building so little light entered the room. It was furnished with a small bunk bed against one wall, a thin carpet that appeared to have been chosen solely because it looked so drab, and a tatty wardrobe.

“It’s horrible,” she exclaimed

Greg shrugged. “It’s cheap…”

“Do I still get the same food?” she asked, but he only laughed.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was an uncomfortable night and a poor breakfast. The food was watery and tasteless and the bed hard and lumpy, and now she had to face the laboratory staff dressed like a common prostitute wearing a tiny, black skirt and a thin cotton blouse that was cut so low at the front that it was open almost down to her waist. Of course, prostitutes don’t wear bras, but they do wear black, seamed stockings supported by garter straps that showed four inches of white thigh between the stockings and the hem of the skirt. She had different shoes, too, if she could only master how to balance wearing them.

“Ah… I see our senior advisor has arrived,” said Blackney as he greeted her in the lobby.

Emilia took her leash from the escorting officer and grinned at her. Shackled, cuffed, and muzzled, she was at a distinct disadvantage when it came to trying to retain her dignity, but she stared back with a cold intensity.

“I hadn’t realised you’d look so good in these clothes. I think we may have found you a new career. And your tits… Don’t you think they look attractive, Earnest?”

She was gazing down at the swelling of Kate’s breasts revealed by the open neck of the blouse and the tenting of the thin material where it just covered her nipples.

“Her teats look hard. She must be enjoying the attention,” commented Blackney.

Emilia flicked one and Kate gave a muted yelp. “Yep… Hard nips.” Then she reached down to grab the hem of the skirt to pull it up to her waist and Kate tried to twist away, but with her hands cuffed behind her back and Emilia holding the leash where it linked to her collar, there wasn’t much scope for twisting. “There…” exclaimed Emilia. “I told you that place locks up their girls’ cunnies so they can’t be fucked; they can't even finger themselves. I heard the prossies hate it when they’re sent there because they can’t work anymore.”

“Oh, you’re right. She’ll not defeat that in a hurry,” said Blackney moving closer. “And you say this belt has ancillary features that plug both her pussy and arse.”

“Location pegs they call them.”

His grin broadened and he patted the curved metal enclosing Kate’s pubic mound. “And she’s worn this every day for months? God… She must be cursing it.”

Emilia moved aside so Blackney could take her place and he grabbed Kate’s arm to steady her. “Well, Miss Fletcher. What do you think of our new cost-cutting measures? It may only be a small sum were saving in the grand scheme of things, but every penny counts and the cautionary spectacle you make for the other staff is priceless.”

“We’ll have to get the engraving on her collar changed to ‘Property of Dynal-Eastman Limited’,” said Emilia.

“Like yours?”

“Her collar’s not at all like mine; mine’s not steel.”

Blackney just smiled.

“What shall I do with her then?” asked Emilia.

“Oh, just put her in her cage.”

“Do you want me to remove cuffs and head harness.”

Now Kate stared at him. Surely, they weren’t going to leave her restrained and muted all day. How could she possibly work when she couldn’t speak or write? But then her worst fears were realised…

“No, just leave her as she is for a bit. Let’s see how much they really need her.”

Emilia tugged on the leash and she stumbled forward into the laboratory and towards the cage. It was completely empty apart from a small wooden stool. They’d even removed the carpet.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate sat on the stool in the centre of the cage feeling sorry for herself, conscious that all around her, eyes were watching her every move. It would have been the staff who had removed everything from the cage on Blackney’s orders and now they watched to see her response. There wasn’t much she could do but sit quietly and stare stoically back. She didn’t blame them for looking; they’d never seen her expose so much skin before.

No-one approached the cage all morning. There wasn’t much point; she couldn’t answer any of their queries. Blackney and Emilia entered the cage at one o’clock and Emilia removed the head harness and handcuffs so that Kate could eat and drink the food Emilia gave her: plain rice and water.

“Took you all week to dream this little scenario up…” she murmured.

Blackney ignored her barb.

“You pose us a difficult problem, Miss Fletcher. What I would like to do is to just sell you, but I have been advised I can’t do that because you would then pose a security risk to the project. On the other hand, you’re just a wasted asset sitting here with nothing to do.”

“I have things to do if you’d only allow me to do them.”

“I see the project continuing very well without your input. I’ve been given a schedule that shows the final ministerial demonstration in two months’ time, after which we move into the production stage and Dynal-Eastman will begin manufacture. So, you see, your technical skills, whatever they might be, are now surplus to requirements. What other skills do you have that may be of benefit to Dynal-Eastman Limited?”

She knew exactly what he was asking, but she wasn’t going to bite. “You’re nothing but a leech… You think the whole world just revolves around money?”

“Doesn’t it?”

“You’ll begin manufacturing without proper quality control or full testing and the result will be an unreliable system. Does it not bother you that lives may depend on this detector’s dependability and accuracy?”

Blackney laughed. “You’d never be a success in the commercial world, Miss Fletcher. We have been tasked to provide a unit that meets minimum requirements for minimum cost. If it proves unreliable in service, we’re quite prepared to accept a further contract to upgrade its performance.”

“You are a horrible man, Mr Blackney.” It wasn’t the words that impacted him, but the intensity with which they were delivered. She couldn’t help herself, but knew as soon as she’d spoken that it was a mistake. The smile fell from his face and he turned on his heel to stalk away like a spoilt child.

“You’ve done it now… You shouldn’t have upset him.” She replaced her cuffs and the leather cage about her head, and then flicked open the remaining buttons of her blouse so that it gaped even more. Then she too walked off, her slender body snaking coquettishly in her tight skirt and heels.

Greg said nothing to her that evening as he took her to her room, but she could tell he was not happy. She ate the evening meal, which she thought worse than the breakfast, and sat sulkily on the bed to watch the dusk descend and the shadows darken the brick wall outside the window. She had a bad feeling about what the morning would bring.

✽    ✽    ✽

Next morning, her trepidation increased further when the usual routine was broken by Malcolm bringing her in a breakfast tray before her bath and she asked him why, but he said he didn’t know.

Greg and Malcolm bathed her soon after she’d eaten, but then, instead of reinstalling the chastity belt before releasing her from the bathing stool, she found herself standing completely naked.

“What’s going on?” she asked Greg, but received an uncharacteristically vitriolic reply.

“Pull your stockings on, slut, and then that skirt,” he growled.

“But my belt…”

“No belt. Stockings and be quick; I have little time for you today.”

His tone was so angry, she hurried to comply, wrapping the garter belt around her waist and clipping its straps to the nylons as rapidly as she could. Then she paused and gazed down at her bare groin. She’d not seen it properly for months owing to the posture imposed by the bathing stool whenever the belt had been removed and unconsciously moved a hand to touch, but Greg slapped it away.

“Arms behind your back,” he growled and held up a leather armbinder.

“No…” she cried. “What about my shirt?”

“No shirt; it’s tits out today… What have you been doing? This house is supposed to reform wayward women, but here you are dressed for fornication. I don’t like it. I don’t like it at all and will be speaking to management. We don’t have sluts living here.”

“I’m not a slut. None of this is my choosing.”

“Well, whatever’s going on had better stop or else you’ll be needing new accommodation and it’s going to be difficult to find a place that offers this level of security.”

It wasn’t her that wanted the security, not the kind intended to keep details of the project secret and certainly not the security that insisted she’s locked into a chastity belt for months on end. On the other hand, it was now clear to her that she was destined to spend that day topless with her arms bound securely out the way behind her back. The staff at the laboratory were going to be treated to show by their senior advisor that she’ll be totally unable to conceal.

She sighed and felt him tightening the monoglove over her clenched hands and then close the laces up her back to pull her elbows together. Straps crossed her shoulders to prevent the device from slipping down her arms, and the effect not only left her breasts exposed, but actually forced them to the fore as if she was offering herself to all and sundry. There had been times when she’d been embarrassed by her breasts and their unusual nipples, and had been pleased with the privacy a good bra could provide. Without it, her breasts adopted the appearance of cone-shaped entities that refused to lie discreetly on her chest and instead projected forward to move fluidly with every step, and the fact that they were tipped by surprisingly large nipples on puffy areolae only added to the effect.

Greg looked at her with a sour expression and held up the head harness to her face with its rubber mouth plug touching her lips. She opened her mouth to engulf the fat plug and he closed the harness behind her neck to trap it in place. Kate hated it… Not only did it stop her speaking, but it felt so demeaning with her lips pursed around the plug’s shaft as if she was actually enjoying sucking on it. Of course, it didn’t really matter now; she could hardly feel any more humiliated than being sent to work bound and semi-naked.

Blackney was doing his best to humiliate her and she wondered whether he realised that if he persisted with his antagonism towards her disguised as a money-saving crusade, he was going to have to find her alternative housing.

Greg knelt to buckle the uncomfortable shoes onto her feet and lock the shackles to her nylon-clad ankles, and then left her in the lobby to await the arrival of her escort. She looked into the wall mirror beside the exit door. Below her waist, her short skirt barely concealed what was now a naked crotch without the protecting chastity belt and below it, black, seamed stockings supported by long garter straps, her usual heavy-duty shackles, and the ridiculous shoes. Above the waist, she was, of course, more sparsely covered with naked breasts, arms trapped behind her back in the leather armbinder, and her face patterned by the straps of the leather head harness that held the fat plug between her lips. She sat on the bench and then turned her knees to the side because the skirt was so short.

The escort officer looked surprised when he clipped the leash to her collar. Greg had draped a coat over her shoulders to offer a modicum of modesty and, as she was led her away towards the security van, she heard him mutter, “Trollop…” under his breath.

In the lobby of the laboratory, she was passed into the eager hands of Emilia who soon divested her of the coat and stood back and admire their planned mockery.

“Wow… What’s it feel like to finally be free of that belt?” and she curled fingers beneath Kate’s crotch. Kate felt her wiggling them slowly between her labia and her first thought was to run, but, of course, she couldn’t. Her second thought followed closely behind the first when she realised she was being stimulated for the first time in months. It was as if she was being transported to a place she used to know and she closed her eyes to revel in the sensations as Emilia delved deeper, twitching when fingertips slipped across the surface of her clitoris. “Oo, you like that, don’t you? I can tell because you’re getting so wet.”

Kate couldn’t speak with her mouth plugged, so didn’t even try. Then she heard Emilia giggling and realised that she was moving her hips across Emilia’s hand, a realisation that brought her abruptly to her senses and she recomposed herself.

“Oh, sweetie. You’re going to love today,” and she tugged on the leash to pull Kate into the laboratory. The cage was conspicuous by its absence…

Kate looked at Emilia in confusion, but received no explanation. The girl just pulled her to where the cage used to be and, when she looked up, she saw a hook hanging down on its winch cable from the overhead monorail crane. She tried to move away, but Emilia easily clipped the hook to the ring on the top of her head harness, and then it was all over. She could do nothing as her tormentor sauntered over to the control panel and pressed the winch button. The cable began to rise, pulling Kate towards the centre of the room and directly beneath the crane. Visions of swinging from the cable with her feet in the air flashed into her head, but Emilia stopped when the cable was still slack. Kate now found she had a metre diameter circle in which to roam or, alternatively, she could crouch by a few inches, although that felt very awkward and hurt her knees after a short while. She gazed about her between the straps of the head harness to see her erstwhile colleagues snatching glances from their desks or peeping over partitions to witness her predicament.

“So…” said Blackney’s voice behind her back and she swivelled around to face him. “So, my argumentative friend… Finally, we can see more of what we’re dealing with and, I must admit, you do have a pretty little body. Maybe a little light in the titty department compared with, say Emilia, but your nipples are large and they say that variety is the spice of life. How are we down here?” and he touched her like Emilia had done a little earlier. This time, she jumped and tried to turn away, but he was holding a nipple and she rapidly reconsidered.

“I’d say she wants to be fucked,” said Emilia beside him. “Can't say I blame her. She must be really desperate after so many weeks plugged up by that chastity belt. Those things aren't kind to a girl, especially the ones with integral plugs. They promise a lot and keep a girl eager, but spoil her chances and deliver very little.”

“She is very moist. Perhaps one of the lads will oblige her later. Meanwhile, she’s got an unobstructed view of everything that’s happening in the lab today. We can ask her opinions and advice later,” and he grinned just to be sure Kate knew he was being sarcastic.

✽    ✽    ✽

At eleven that morning, a young engineer called Andrew came up to Kate looking very sheepish. She’d already been standing for two hours and was beginning to feel weary. She looked directly into his eyes and, unable to meet her gaze, he dropped his only to find he was staring at her breasts.

“I’m sorry, Miss Fletcher,” he murmured. “None of us wanted this. It must be horrible for you.”

She made a humming noise and he suddenly remembered why he was there and unfastened the oral plug from the head harness. He pulled it free without actually disturbing the harness and Kate worked her jaw for a bit to remove the stiffness.

“I’ve got some water for you,” he said and she thanked him as he raised the bottle to her lips.

“Are you alright?”

“I’ve been better,” she replied in a hoarse whisper.

“Can I do anything for you?”

“You mean do I have an itch anywhere?” He looked embarrassed and she added with a smile, “I do, as it happens and I think our new master is waiting for you to touch it.”

He gave her a wry grin in return and then asked, “What are they going to do to you?”

“I don’t know, but Blackney’s a misogynist who wants to make a point. Things aren’t looking good.”

Andrew looked over his shoulder at Blackney peering through his office window and then held the bottle up to her lips again.

“Do you want us to sabotage the project so it won’t work?” he whispered.

“No, certainly not. Make it the best that you can.”

“That accountant, Emilia, has already cancelled an order for vacuum tubes and says we can get cheaper directly from the ministry.”

“Does Blackney know?”

“I told him they were lesser quality and unreliable, but he didn’t seem interested.”

Andrew looked over his shoulder again at Blackney and Kate saw he’d moved closer to his window.

“I'm sorry, Miss Fletcher, but you were right: he is waiting for me to touch you. He said I could, but I don’t want to.”

“You’d better do it or you might find yourself unpopular.”

“Do you think he might fire me?” Kate didn’t answer and, after a pause, he slowly raised a hand and cupped her left breast, gently trapping its nipple between his forefinger and thumb.

“You’re so soft,” he murmured and she felt his hand moving to roll her flesh in his palm.

“That’s as maybe, but I fear just touching up a tit is not going to satisfy the boss. Go for a crotch grab.”

“Really?” he asked with wide eyes and she nodded.

His hand released her breast and slipped down over her stomach. She held her breath as he did the same, and then she felt his hand lifting the hem of her skirt and his fingers closing under her.

“Oh God,” she murmured.

“Too tight?”

“No… No, it’s fine,” and his fingers slipped deeper and began moving inside her as his thumb pressed against her clit. She sighed and couldn’t avoid moving on his hand, but then Blackney’s voice broke through the dream and brought her back to her senses.

“That’s enough, Andrew. We don’t want her getting carried away. Stuff the plug back into her mouth and continue with your work.”

“I’m sorry,” he whispered for the second time and held up the rubber stopper on its short shaft. She opened her mouth and he pushed it through her lips and locked the latches.

✽    ✽    ✽

Lunch, if it could be called that, was served by Emilia herself and she took great delight in spooning mouthfuls of rice flavoured with a minute amount of cheese into Kate’s mouth. Kate told her she’d had enough, but then Emilia pinched a nipple until she opened her mouth again. The same thing happened with the bottle of water until she’d drunk the entire pint.

“There… All full up,” and she patted her belly. Kate could see the twinkle in her eye when she saw her breasts jog and, thinking that if she could strike up some sort of friendship, life might become a little easier, tried to deflect her by asking if she’d been with Blackney long.

“Four years,” she said, and then offered, “He’s a really clever man; always meets his programme targets. He’s very rich, too, because he earns such large bonuses.”

“Is he married?”

She laughed. “No, not married. That would be very awkward.”

Kate didn’t ask why because she suspected she already knew.

“He doesn’t come from round here though, does he?”

“Oh no, we’re both from London. He’s rented a really beautiful house up on the hill from the ministry; company expenses, of course, so the ministry is actually paying the rent to themselves,” and she giggled.

There was a pause and Kate sought desperately for a subject to prolong the conversation.

“How did you become a company accountant?” and then, “Isn’t it very difficult keeping track of all the company’s finances?”

“No, not difficult at all. I just have a big ledger and list everything we spend. Earnest never asks for more.”

“You haven’t actually been taught accountancy, then?”

“Self-taught. If you want to get on in the world, academic qualifications are not the most important things to have and accountancy is not the most important subject to learn,” and she grinned at Kate as if she’d just divulged the secret of life. Kate just stared at her somewhat stunned by her naivety, which was a mistake because it gave Emilia the opportunity to push the ball-ended plug back through her open lips. “Lesson one,” she murmured. “Never pass up an opportunity for physical exploration,” and she felt Emilia’s hand slide back beneath her.

Kate was instantly lost and the more Emilia’s hand explored, the more she squirmed. She knew that there were many pairs of eyes watching them, but very soon, she didn’t care and, in any case, there was nothing she could do about it all. She found herself balancing on one foot with the other raised to pull the shackle chain taut and her knee splayed to the side. She could hear Emilia giggling as she grabbed Kate’s right breast with her left hand to steady her while her right hand worked relentlessly beneath her.

Kate was twisting from side to side as she tried to screw herself deeper onto Emilia’s hand and she could feel herself edging closer to the first orgasm she’d had in over four months. It felt wonderful and she didn’t care that she was wrapped up tighter than a pork chipolata or suspended from above like a Christmas decoration; her mind was on another plane, one where all her senses were focused on the tiny nucleus of her being centred between her thighs. She felt like she was flying through clouds and about to be washed clean by an orgasmic rain storm, and then Emilia slapped her sharply between her legs and her eyes popped open as reality burst the bubble.

“Oh no… Not now. That would be much too easy and against company policy,” and Kate saw her glance back at Blackney’s office as she stepped back to leave Kate staring at her wide-eyed and trembling with frustration.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was four o’clock before anyone thought to give Kate another drink and by that time her legs were wobbly with standing all day. She’d tried squatting, but then with bent knees, all her weight was taken by the cable to her head and she couldn’t stand that for more than a few minutes. She tried moving towards the edge of her permitted circle and leaning forward until the cable was taut, but when she lost her balance, her body swung around in a half circle to tug painfully at her neck. Then she tried folding at the waist so that her upper body was partly supported by the cable, and that worked for a while, but her head was bent back and her neck began to ache again. In any case, the pose was somewhat eccentric with her bare bottom thrust out behind her and she thought of Emilia’s earlier comment that what she really wanted was for someone to fuck her…

Her most successful resting attitude was when she moved towards the edge of her allowable circle and leant backwards. If she kept her knees locked, she could rest in that position for a while, but it didn’t really remove much load from her legs and she still risked losing her balance and falling inwards.

Her assistant at four was another technician called Rafael and she stood upright on her wobbly legs when she saw him approaching. He was the youngest member of the team at eighteen and she’d often had conversations with him about electronic theory; he was studying for a diploma at night school. His parents were of Spanish heritage and he was academically very bright, but perhaps a little unworldly. She watched him slowly approach, place a bottle of water on the floor behind him, and then carefully examine her oral plug with his fingertips. He pulled the plug from her mouth and said, “Sorry, Miss Fletcher,” in his heavily accented English. “We do not like this… No-one likes this.”

“I don’t like it either,” she confessed. “Please mind where you step.”

He looked down at the puddle of urine on the floor slowly filtering into the concrete.

“It’s ok, Miss Fletcher. Here… I have water for you,” and he retrieved his bottle and held it up to her lips. “Are you hungry? I have a sandwich left over from lunch.”

“Better not,” she said. “Feeding me probably isn’t sanctioned.”

He looked disappointed and apologised again. Then his face brightened and he said, “I wanted to ask you why the C7 capacitor keeps blowing when I increase the phase frequency.”

“Rafael… Please, ask Larry. My mind is… well, let’s just say it’s otherwise preoccupied.”

“Yes, Miss Fletcher. Sorry Miss Fletcher.”

She shuffled round so that she could see Blackney’s office and, sure enough, he was staring at them again.

“Do you have a girlfriend, Rafael?”

“Oh, yes, Miss Fletcher, for nearly two years now. She’s very pretty and I love her.”

“Have you ever made love to her?”

“Oh no. She’s a Catholic just like I am,” he said as if that explained everything. “I kiss her,” he added.

“Have you ever seen her naked?”

“She’s showed me her boobies,” he said brightly.

“So, you’ve never seen a fully naked woman before.”

“No, Miss Fletcher.”

She looked back at Blackney. He was still standing by his window.

“Mr Blackney is expecting you to touch me,” and she nodded down below her breasts. “Down there between my legs.”

“Oh no, Miss Fletcher. I couldn’t do that. It wouldn’t be right.”

“You have to… If you don’t, I doubt that you’ll still have a job here in the morning. Show him you think I’m a waste of space who’s threatening your company bonus.”

“Miss Fletcher?”

“I’m being punished, Rafael. Mr Blackney wants you all to punish me and if you don’t, you’ll not survive long in this company. I don’t want you to lose your job, so I need you to smack me between my legs.”

“I don’t like this, Miss Fletcher.”

“Do it now… That’s an order.”

Rafael hesitated for two heartbeats and then slapped his palm up under her skirt and against her vulva.

“Harder. Much harder… Do it as if you really mean it.”

The next one was for real. There was a loud wet clap when his hand contacted that nearly lifted her off her feet and she shrieked.

“Oh, heavens… I’m sorry, Miss Fletcher.”

“Don’t be sorry; do it again… Three more times just as hard.”

Again, a short hesitation and then three more strikes in quick succession that made her shriek and jump. She felt her breasts moving energetically on her chest and her ankle shackle snap taut when she couldn’t avoid raising a knee as her reflex kicked in. The slaps brought tears to her eyes and a stricken look to Rafael’s, but when she glanced at Blackney’s window again, she thought she saw him smiling.

“Thank you…” she murmured. “You did well. Now push the plug back into my mouth and slap me one more time before you go.”

He did as she asked and then whispered, “Goodbye, Miss Fletcher.” Real tears were now running down her cheeks and she hoped to God she hadn’t spoilt his relationship with his girlfriend.

Fortunately, that was the last incident of the day and soon after five, Emilia unhooked the cable from her head harness and she crumpled to the floor.

“Come on. Your carriage awaits,” and she pulled her to her feet to stagger out to the security transport. By the time they got to the house, her legs had recovered some of their strength and she was able to walk unaided into the house where Greg and Malcolm were waiting.

“You’re not sleeping here unprotected.” Greg waved the chastity belt at her and before her arms were released, her sex had been sealed: the story of her life…

✽    ✽    ✽

The following day, a Wednesday, started much the same as the day before and refreshed after a good night’s sleep and a hearty breakfast… Of course not, and on top of the thin porridge, she felt sick thinking about what awaited her at the laboratory.

She arrived dressed just as before and when Emilia met her at the door, the sight of the grin breaking her face told Kate all she needed to know.

“You’re going to love it,” said Emilia taking her coat. “But before you get settled in, we thought we’d get rid of this silly skirt. It’s so short it’s not as if it does very much and, anyway, it’ll make it easier for all concerned.”

Her reasoning made no sense to Kate, but her intent was quite clear and while Kate tried spinning away to counter Emilia’s efforts to unfasten her skirt, Emilia was just giggling and treated it all as a game. Of course, it was a game that Kate couldn’t win and very soon the scant garment lay tangled about her feet with both her depilated pubic mound and the cheeks of her bottom laid bare for all to see. It left her pale skin decorated only by the black garter belt and the six long straps supporting her stockings; features that by their very nature served to emphasise her femininity and draw attention to the naked area between her legs.

“We thought of you struggling to support yourself all day yesterday and wishing someone would give you an orgasm; well today, you’ll be able to help yourself.”

Kate just stared at her totally confused. She had no misguided notions that either Emilia or Blackney had her best interests at heart, so once more feared the worst, but what met her on the floor of the laboratory even surpassed her expectations. Where she was destined to stand was a heavy metal disc on the floor supporting a telescopic post, and on the top of the post was a very detailed looking, seven-inch metal cock with an acorn-shaped tip and a thick, veined shaft.

“I’ve already greased it ready for you,” said Emilia and now she was giggling again. Kate made a groaning sound behind the gag and shook her head, but it was obvious to her that she wouldn’t be able to avoid it. She couldn’t… The law says that Blackney, in the guise of Dynal-Eastman Investments Limited, owned her. They’d bought her when they acquired the rights to the project and there was very little they couldn’t legally do to her. Merely standing her on a post all day was well within their remit.

She looked up above the post and there was the cable of the hoist with its hook waiting to clip to her head harness, but now there was something else above the hook: a spring…. They’d fitted a coil spring to the supporting cable. She wasn’t sure whether the Dynal-Eastman management team had a darker purpose to their latest restrictive design or whether it was really intended to assist her by providing additional partial support while she stood.

“Come on… You know what to do,” said Emilia and gave Kate a little push. Kate walked out onto the floor of the laboratory with her head held high, conscious that every face was turned towards her, but determined not to appear cowed by this latest humiliation. Rather than fight against it, she walked right up to the post, turned her back to it, and stared pointedly at Emilia.

Emilia connected the hook of the hoist to her head harness and then called to Rafael. “Some help here, please… Just hold her hips steady while I work the hoist.”

Rafael didn’t look happy at the prospect of assisting her, but stood in front of Kate staring directly into her eyes with his hands on her hips. Emilia was at the control panel and raised the cable. Kate felt it tighten and its pull increase until the high-heels of her shoes actually left the concrete and all her weight was taken by the straps of the head harness. Rafael began to panic and Kate could feel him trying to support her weight by gripping her waist as she swung over the intimidating-looking cock.

“I’ll lower her and you make sure the cock goes in the right hole,” said Emilia and Rafael eyes widened even more. Kate gave a small grunt of affirmation that she hoped no-one else heard, but he didn’t react.

“Look what you’re doing,” cried Emilia and Kate felt the tip of the cock pressing against her anal muscle. Rafael rapidly squatted and gripped her thighs tightly just below her cheeks so he could still support some of her weight. She could feel his breath on her as he leant in close to move her back in order to engage her correctly with the post. Then she felt herself filling as the cock’s mass slowly burrowed into her and her feet finally touched the floor, but Rafael stayed there long after it was no longer necessary to hold her in place, transfixed by the sight of the metal cock pressed into her just as much as she was transfixed by its presence.

Emilia said something to Rafael and he scuttled away, leaving Kate balanced on tiptoe. She dropped the cable another couple of inches and Kate sunk further onto the phallus until her heels were on the ground and she could feel its tip close to her cervix.

“There... How does that feel? Nice and full?”

Kate stood erect with her legs straight and stared at Emilia. The cock had impaled her to the extent that she couldn’t move at all in any direction other than upwards, and that involved pushing herself up onto her toes, but, assisted by the spring, she could then gain another couple of inches. She relaxed and sank back, and the thick, ribbed shaft refilled her again.

There… I told you you’d like it. Shall we give it a proper test?”

Kate didn’t understand what Emilia meant, but then she disappeared behind her. Five seconds later there was a loud clap and Kate made a muted squealing sound and jumped; Emilia had hit her bare cheeks with a thin wooden measuring rule. She jumped, but it was much higher than intended and seemed to occur in slow-motion. Her feet left the ground and she rose all of five inches, pulled up by the tension in the spring. She felt the cock sliding out of her until its head was only just in the mouth of her vagina, and then she slowly dropped back. The cock impaled her again and she slowed her descent with her toes until she was standing firm with equilibrium restored. That is, until Emilia struck again and the same thing happened.

Each time Emilia slapped, Kate jumped, her feet left the ground, and then she slowly dropped back onto the post with all the sensations that that entailed. Kate’s eyes were glazed and the entire laboratory staff could tell by her long sighs that the pain of the strikes was more than compensated by her slow-motion rise and descent on the phallus. It was clear too, that she hadn’t lost all composure because however hard Emilia struck, Kate never rose high enough to leave the phallus. If she ever did, there was no guarantee that she would return to earth with the cock in the same hole.

Seven times Emilia slapped her and seven times her reaction caused her to slide up the profiled shaft before slowly descending and refilling, each occasion marked by the bouncing and trembling of her jiggly breasts and each time it felt to Kate like she was being ravished by a particularly well-endowed suitor.

Emilia reappeared before her face grinning like the Cheshire Cat. “Have fun,” she said and walked away towards the offices. Kate looked around the laboratory and all about her were technicians suddenly engaged in frenetic activities that seemed to absorb all their attention.


Chapter Three

A Change of Residence

Although her mobility was now much more restricted, her weight was divided between her feet and the cable from her head, so her legs didn’t get so tired. She so wanted to orgasm and thought she might manage it if she bounced, but the thought of deliberately pogoing on that post was just too embarrassing with so many eyes watching her. However, it wasn’t her fault that every little movement she made was amplified by the cables spring, so her day was peppered by random twitches that, although they fell some way short of the climax she needed, did serve to make her day pass a little quicker.

Once during the morning and once during the afternoon, she was visited by technicians instructed to temporarily remove her oral plug and allow her to drink. Each was kind and considerate within the bounds of their instructions, but she didn’t feel the need to ask them to abuse her further in order to protect their positions; she was doing that herself.

Emilia fed her some sort of soup for lunch and amused herself by tapping the back of the spoon on her nipples.

“You know, you’re getting very sticky down below. So sticky, I’m reluctant to touch you today.”

“That’s ok. You don’t have to touch me,” Kate said as casually as she could.

“Oh, but wouldn’t you like me to try,” and she pushed the spoon under her to rub its smooth back through her labia. “Doesn’t that feel nice?” and she pushed it back under her again, but this time she’d turned it over and Kate felt its smooth edge scrape the length of her vulva to make her gasp.

“That does feel good, doesn’t it?” and she did it a third time. Kate almost asked her to do it again, but Emilia announced one can have too much of a good thing and turned her attention back to the soup. Kate watched Emilia pretend to dip the spoon into the soup. It was already half full of her own arousal fluid and she offered it up to her mouth. She was challenging her and Kate was not about to be beaten. She opened her mouth and, with her eyes never leaving Emilia’s, drank its contents, licking her lips afterwards with a wry smile. Apparently, she didn’t taste too bad…

✽    ✽    ✽

Greg was furious when he saw Kate that evening. “What have you been doing? Where’s your skirt? Just look at you. You're a slut; that’s what you are. Nothing but a wonton fornicator.”

Kate was taken aback by the tirade. It wasn’t her fault they'd taken her skirt, but then Greg pointed to her thighs: “Just look at you… You must have spent all day fornicating to get that messy. You’re a trollop, Miss Fletcher, and I won’t have it, d’you hear? You can stay one more night, but that’s it… This is a religious establishment for those who want to remain virtuous, but you have no shame. You’re a trollop and a strumpet and you can take your evil ways elsewhere. I warned you last night what would happen… We have ways of dealing with whores like you who reject all redemption,” and, instead of just refitting the chastity belt, he stormed off. Kate thought he was so upset he’d gone to fetch someone else to remove the head harness and armbinder, but that proved not to be the case when he reappeared clutching a glass jar of thick, white ointment. She had no idea what it was, but Greg was wearing a pair of rubber gloves, so she knew it was nothing good. She shook her head and backed away, but there was nowhere for her to go.

“This will sort you out, missy. My nan used to use this on my mum when she was a teenager over fifty years ago and it soon straightened ‘er out. She wouldn’t go pleasuring ‘erself after a dose of this, you mark my words… Them Victorians knew how to keep their kids straight,” and he scooped out a generous handful from the jar.

Kate turned and pressed herself into a corner, but that was possible the worse thing she could have done because now he just pushed her against the wall and slapped his hand up between her legs to work the ointment into the folds of her vulva. Kate was frantic and spun around with an alarmed look, but Greg had stepped back and was now just staring at her with a passive expression. She looked down at her crotch and could see it was glistening with the ointment, but it felt no different; the ointment was having no effect whatsoever. She thought, perhaps, that if it really was fifty years old, whatever it used to do, it didn’t do it anymore.

Calmly, Greg picked up the chastity belt and Kate stood equally calmly as he wrapped it around her waist and pulled the crotch strap through her legs. He knelt to ensure the catheter was correctly fitted and she even leaned back to assist him, watching as he pulled the strap tight to fully seat both plugs and slotted the locking tab into the underside of the waistband. She’d worn the belt for over four months and it felt the same as it always had, so she began to relax and turned around so he could unlock the head harness and armbinder, but he just pushed her towards the door.

“Nothing for you tonight; sluts aren’t fed around here,” and he pushed her again towards the dark little room that was now her bedroom.

Once he’d gone and locked the bedroom door, she rolled on the bed in an effort to stand with her arms still trapped behind her back. She was beginning to itch where he’d spread the ointment and wished she could rub herself, but even without the armbinder, there was no way she could get near her own vulva. An hour later and she was crying with the torment happening inside the belt.

✽    ✽    ✽

She couldn’t sleep with the incessant irritation, which, she supposed, was the point of the punishment. It made it one of the longest nights of her life; just as she thought the evil concoction was losing its potency and her eyelids began to close, a sharp prickle would cause here to suddenly thrash about on the bed to no effect whatsoever. She could neither calm the irritation, nor ignore it. She thought of all the girls and young women of just fifty years before who were subjected to the same Victorian moral and religious values that the Guardians of Virtue now harboured. The Victorians used the locking chastity belt as a cure for the sin of masturbation, but it was not their only available deterrent; they had also used irritants much worse than Greg’s. Carbolic acid or croton oil applied to the genital area were such cures and must have made the poor girls much too sore for any pleasurable self-gratification. Greg’s ointment wasn’t their worse deterrent by a long way and, in that respect, she considered herself lucky that she was being evicted before he got really serious.

Eventually, she must have slept because Malcolm roused her from sleep the next morning. She was cold because her bedcovers were on the floor where they’d fallen and she couldn’t retrieve them, and, although the itch had lessened, it hadn’t completely faded. She was still tired and her head was muzzy, but she was anxious to rise because it would herald the end of her suffering: she would be washed and the hated ointment would be gone.

The wash, when it came, was rudimentary in the extreme and conducted solely by Malcolm. He removed the belt without strapping Kate to the stool for a complete sponge bath, and directed her to use the toilet. She was still wearing the head harness and the armbinder, but persevered as best she could and, when she’d finished, Malcolm wiped a damp flannel between her legs. She was still left with a residual itch, but the rudimentary cleansing was better than nothing.

He left and she sat back on the bed, squirming gently to quell the last of the irritation, and a few minutes later he brought her a plate of scrambled eggs and unlocked the oral plug from her head harness.

“Thank you,” she said after she’d recovered the use of her jaw muscles.

“Greg didn’t think you ought to be fed at all.”

“Malcolm, none of this is my fault. I’m owned by a corporation and have no say in what happens to me.”

“Greg doesn’t believe that. He thinks you encourage immorality merely be flaunting your body.”

He was so wrong and she had so much to say on the subject, but Malcolm pushed a forkful of egg into her mouth.

“It’s no good you denying it. Greg has his own ideas and won’t be swayed.”

“It was a horrible thing he did with that ointment last night,” she murmured. His answer was another forkful of egg.

Once the food had gone and she’d drunk a glass of water, he said she wouldn’t be returning to the house again and that no doubt the restraints she was wearing would be returned in due course. Then he pushed the oral plug back into her mouth, wished her well for the future, and told her to wait in the lobby, this time without a skirt.

A toot on a horn at eight-thirty indicated that the transport had arrived and Kate stood to receive the coat that would be wrapped around her shoulders to provide her with a modicum of warmth and modesty. Malcolm reappeared with Greg looking sulky behind him and fastened the coat about her, but just as he was about to open the door, Greg called out to wait.

“No,” cried Malcolm. “That will only encourage her to seek further debauchery if only to quell the itch,” and Kate turned to see that Greg had a scoop of the white ointment in his gloved hand.

“What do I care about her virtue now. She’s a lost cause and more fornication will make no difference. Anyway, she’s no longer our responsibility. This ointment is for the benefit of those poor, deluded souls she encourages to copulate with her. It’s them I feel sorry for. They don’t realise the harm she’s doing to them, but they won’t forget today… The irritant will plague them long after they’d sampled her forbidden fruit.”

Kate began making bleating noises. She wanted to tell Greg that he was mistaken; there would be no third party involved in today’s trials and she wouldn’t be corrupting anyone. But then the full consequence of what he was proposing struck her: he wanted to replace the ointment over her vulva in the belief that it would be transferred to her supposed sexual partners and give them a nasty surprise to remember her by. Meanwhile, of course, she would be tormented for no good reason. She thrashed about frantically trying to stop Greg from approaching, but Malcolm had hold of her leash and pushed her, face first, against a wall.

“Steady girl. He has a point. Another day’s discomfort for you could save several of your male clients from future folly.”

Her demonic dance ended abruptly when she felt Greg’s hand slap up between her thighs and the thick ointment ooze over her labial lips and exude into her vagina. Her protests became a long, high-pitched whine and tears wetted her cheeks as he worked more of the hated grease into her and she could do nothing to stop him. The first signs of itching began before he’d even finished its application on her already irritated skin.

Malcolm wrapped the long coat over her shoulders, turned her around, and fastened the buttons whilst Greg opened the door to the escort officer.

“She’s ready for you now,” he growled and she heard him mutter, “Devil’s daughter,” as the man led her away for the last time.

✽    ✽    ✽

By the time they’d reached the laboratory, the irritation was reaching its peak effect and she was squirming in a feeble attempt to quell the itch. Emilia removed the coat and laughed when she saw how red she was down below.

“Had a busy night? Overdone your nocturnal fumblings. I didn’t think our little set-up had so much effect on you, but then again, you’re full of surprises. Well today, you can relive the thrills of yesterday,” and she pushed open the doors from the lobby to show Kate the cock post was still positioned under the sprung cable.

It was then that Kate knew what she must do and surprised Emilia by pushing past her to stand in front of the phallic post. Emilia just stared at her unable to believe her eyes, but all Kate wanted was some way to quell the itch inside her. Emilia clipped the cable’s hook to the top of the head harness and then moved over to the control panel to operate the winch motor. Kate felt the cable gradually apply a stronger lift as it was wound in and the spring stretched and then her heels left the floor. She sailed over the phallus and this time wriggled herself to seat its tip as she dropped and the blessed friction temporarily overrode the itch.

She looked around the room at the faces peering back at her, but she didn’t care. The most urgent thing in her life at that moment was to keep the itch subdued and for that, she would need the continuous application of friction from the phallus. Emilia had already lubricated it and from her fully impaled position with her heels on the floor, she rose onto tiptoe before dropping back to reseat herself. Then she did it again, this time with a little more impetus so that she rose higher and her toes left the floor.

Emilia couldn’t believe what she was seeing and burst out laughing; laughing that only increased when Kate repeatedly began to bob up and down on the thick cock, motion that was augmented by the spring until she was rising a full four-inches before gently sliding back to earth.

“Oh, sweetie. You just enjoy yourself.”

Kate closed her eyes so that she couldn’t see anybody’s astonished expressions, but she didn’t stop bouncing. The gentle friction was just what she needed to moderate the irritation of the ointment in her pussy, although it had little effect, of course, on her labia or clitoris. All the time she was moving, the internal itch was mollified, but it didn’t take long to return as soon as she stopped.

✽    ✽    ✽

“Are you alright, Miss Fletcher?”

She opened her eyes to see it was Andrew standing in front of her with her eleven o’clock drink of water. She’d been very slowly swivelling her hips with her eyes closed and the action was not only helping to suppress the itch, but also keeping her in mind of a climax she knew was never going to happen.

She stopped moving. Was she doing alright? She was doing a lot better than during the night. So well, in fact, that she was actually considering jumping again to try to complete the orgasm that was bubbling well below its ignition point. Then a sharp prickle caused her to twitch on the post and her feet did actually leave the floor. She shook her head; no, she was not alright.

Andrew unlocked the oral plug from its harness and pulled it from her lips, and once more it took more than a minute before she could move her jaw enough to create intelligible speech.

“They spread an irritant ointment on me before I left the house and it’s itching so much I need to keep moving.”

Instantly, Andrew understood and looked closely at her vaginal cleft to see her lips were red and swollen.

“That’s horrible,” he said.

“They thought I would spend my day fucking with men and it was intended to give them all a nasty surprise. As it is, it’s only me that’s affected.”

“Is there anything I can do?” he asked anxiously, but Kate shook her head.

“Only tell the others why I need to keep fucking myself.”

“Of course. And Mr Blackney and Miss Bellgrove?”

“You can tell them too, if you like, but it will only amuse them.”

He held up water for her to drink, but some was spilt when a reflex response caused her to jerk again. She noticed Blackney and Emilia standing side by side grinning in Blackney’s office and all too soon she told Andrew he should replace her oral plug and to not forget to give her a hard slap on the bum as he leaves. A broad smile at the management team as he passes wouldn’t go amiss either.

At lunchtime, it was once more Emilia who came to stand in front of Kate with a cheese sandwich and a bottle of water. She placed both on the floor and peered closely at the thick, white cream that had gathered around the base of the cock, a frothy paste concocted from the lubricant she’d used, Kate’s own secretions, and Greg’s thick ointment, the ingredients churned by her repetitive movements until they emulsified. She stood and removed her oral plug.

“You’ve have had a busy morning.”

“I expect you’ll be pleased to hear that the irritant is showing little signs of fading.”

“Irritant?” she repeated.

“Didn’t Andrew tell you? They thought that because I wasn’t protected with a chastity belt, I must be fucking people all day and wanted to leave my visitors an uncomfortable memento of the experience. They spread some sort of irritant cream over me before I left the house this morning.”

“I didn’t know,” she said. “I saw Andrew talking to Mr Blackney, but nothing was said to me.”

She looked again at the white paste around the base of the phallus. “All that lady-juice you’ve been making would have diluted and washed away some of the ointment.”

Kate looked at her curiously wondering if her concerned tone was genuine. “Perhaps it is a little better, but it’s far from gone. My labia still feels like it’s on fire.”

Emilia pushed a finger under her mound to touch her over-sensitised clitoris and Kate’s scream shocked everyone.

“I’m sorry,” she said quietly. “I didn’t know. That wasn’t at all a nice thing for them to do,” and she looked at her finger to see if it would start itching too.

Emilia suddenly walked off towards Blackney’s office without a word and Kate could see them having an animated conversation. Emilia was gesticulating with her arms whilst Blackney stood behind his desk with his arms folded before pointing at Kate and beginning what looked like a fierce invective. The exchange went on for a couple of minutes before Blackney threw up his hands and plonked himself back in his chair. Emilia returned to Kate and she was smiling.

“They shouldn’t have done that to you. They could cause a skin reaction that might be difficult to cure and you should be properly washed as soon as possible. Mr Blackney has agreed that I should take you to the house straight away; it’s where you’ll be staying from now on…”

“Oh!” said Kate, for want of anything else to say.

“I’ve ordered a taxi for us,” and she moved to the hoist control panel, but instead of using the hoist to remove her from the phallus, merely lowered the cable to release the hook before kneeling between Kate’s legs with a wrench and releasing the post’s extension clamp. The phallus dropped from her to leave her with a sudden sense of loss and she followed Emilia into the lobby, looking around at the blank stares from the engineering team and not realising that she may never see any of them again.

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate was left standing in the lobby by herself when Emilia went back into Blackney’s office and it was several minutes before the taxi arrived and tooted its horn. Emilia reappeared holding Kate’s coat that she wrapped around her shoulders. She was already wearing a long rabbit-fur coat and her own ankles were now shackled together. She grinned when she saw Kate looking, clipped the leash to Kate’s collar, and together they left the building and climbed into the back of the cab. Emilia didn’t say much, partly because she’d relocked the oral plug back into Kate’s mouth, so the conversation would be very one-sided. She did, however volunteer that the house was up in the wooded hillsides above the town.

They entered the house and she took the plug from Kate’s mouth again, this time removing the entire head harness, then removed the armbinder. Kate had worn it for so long it took several minutes before she could attain full mobility in her arms, but full mobility wasn’t to last for long because Emilia then cuffed her wrists together behind her back.

“You mustn’t touch. You’ll make yourself sore. In any case, Mr Blackney wouldn’t like it.”

“This is his house?” Kate asked.

“Didn’t I tell you. It’s the house he’s renting. It’s where you’ll be staying for the foreseeable future.” And then she exclaimed: “Oil…”

“Oil?”

“Vegetable oil. It will dissolve that horrible ointment. We should clean you up straight away, so come into the kitchen.”

Emilia fetched a face cloth from the laundry cupboard and soaked it with vegetable oil from a bottle that she took from the pantry. Then she knelt and began wiping it through Kate’s labia and immediately Kate felt the irritation ease, but Emilia wasn’t satisfied.

“This isn’t good enough. I can’t wash your pussy like this.”

They both stood with neither of them speaking, until Emilia suddenly exclaimed, “I’ve got it,” and rushed from the room. When she returned, she was holding a short length of twine and told Kate to lie on her back on the tiled floor with her head beneath the edge of the heavy pine kitchen table. By this time, Kate could see that Emilia was actually trying to do her best for her, so complied even though she wasn’t sure what the girl had in mind. Emilia tied the end of the twine to the centre link of Kate’s shackle chain and then told her to lift her legs up above her head. Meanwhile, she crawled under the table from the other side and grabbed the end of the twine to pull Kate’s legs over her head and tied the free end of the twine to the wooden bar running the length of the table at floor level. Then she reappeared gazing down at Kate from above her hips with a big grin.

Kate gazed back up at her between her crooked knees that were now almost touching the floor either side of her chest. Her hands were down below her bum and helping to support her hips and lower back which were now subjected to a tight fold and not actually touching the floor. Kate’s red, swollen vulva was now uppermost and the dark mouth of her vaginal passage gaped open.

“Perfect,” she said and upended the bottle of oil so that it poured directly into her vagina to fill her up. “Don’t squeeze,” she warned.

Kate must have lain like that for at least half an hour with Emilia occasionally spreading her lips and stroking the oily face cloth the length of her vulva. Her body was curled in such a tight angle that she could plainly see her sex and over the course of the thirty minutes, could see the raw redness slowly darken as the tenderness was replaced by a healthier, blush-red colour that indicated that her labia were becoming infused with blood, and with Emilia stroking the flannel across the surface of her clit, that was not surprising.

Emilia disappeared for a few minutes and returned carrying a bath towel and a bottle brush, and Kate froze, not that she could move much anyway.

“It’s ok… It’s very soft,” and she proved it by stroking it the length of her vulva so its furry surface tickled and Kate shivered. Then she spread the towel under Kate’s hips and asked, “Ready?” before pushing the brush into her to her full depth without waiting for an answer. Oil spilled out and run over her bum and down the crack between her cheeks to be absorbed by the towel while meanwhile, Emilia began pumping the brush in and out like a miniature steam engine. Kate shrieked and Emilia giggled, and the brush began to move ever faster.

Kate knew this was it as soon as Emilia combined the reciprocating brush with her oily fingers on Kate’s clit. It had been months, but now, after so many false starts, it was finally going to happen and she was to have no say in the matter. She quickly slipped into shallow breathing and involuntary moaning that progressed to leg trembling and frenzied but fruitless wriggling. Then the orgasm finally hit and she began screaming. Her clitoris was instantly much too sensitive to a touch, but that didn’t seem to bother Emilia because, if anything, her movements became even more frenetic. Kate stopped breathing altogether and just stared silent and open-mouthed like a marble statue, afraid to even blink as the orgasmic waves rolled over her without dissipating.

It was more than a minute before the spasms begun to fade and she felt as if she might survive after all. Emilia saw the change and stopped rubbing and pumping, but continued with the giggling.

“I think you’ve finally beaten the irritant cream,” she said and withdrew the bottle brush.

“Thank you.” Kate really meant it… Not only had she washed away the last vestiges of the hateful ointment, but she’d gifted her the only orgasm she’d had in over four months, and it was a doozy.

Emilia crawled back under the table to release the ankle tie and Kate unfolded over the towel.

“Better just stay there for a bit while you drain,” she suggested. And then, “Cup of tea?”

Kate smiled and nodded. “What’s going to happen now?” she asked squatting over the towel.

“Now, you’ll be living here, at least while we’re in the area.”

“And you live here with Mr Blackney?”

“Didn’t I tell you that?”

“You’re his girlfriend?”

She laughed. “Not exactly. I’m just like you, really. He owns me by proxy”, and she showed Kate her silver collar with the company name engraved upon it. “The act we play at the laboratory is just that: an act. Here, he’s my dom and I’m his sub.”

Kate noticed then that she was still wearing the shackles. She expected her to have her own key or at least have a second key in the house. Many girls do, reducing the shackles to little more than show for the sake of convention, but Emilia didn’t seem to have a way to remove hers any more than Kate did.

Emilia glanced at the clock on the wall. Two o’clock. “Earnest won’t be home until six… What would you like to do?”

“What are my choices?”

“Let’s go for a walk around the garden. It’s huge.”

“Really?” Kate could hardly believe her ears.

“Walking will give you a chance to work some more of the vegetable oil out of you,” and she fetched a long overcoat to drape around Kate’s shoulders and button at the waist.

The garden really was huge with woodland paths through sunny glades and around a pond. There was no sign of other habitation, although the sound of distant motor vehicles was ever present.

“This place is like a dream,” Kate murmured.

“It costs a fortune to rent, but, of course, that’s irrelevant to Earnest because he just claims it all back.”

“Mr Blackney must employ a team of gardeners.”

“No gardeners… The woodland is all wild apart from the paths and we keep those mown.”

As time passed, they wandered back to the house and Emilia made sandwiches and another cup of tea for both of them, and then switched Kate’s cuffs from her back to her front. They consumed their late lunch under sun shades on the terrace, but all too soon, Emilia announced it was five o’clock and that they should think about preparing for Blackney’s return.

“He’ll expect to see you a bit more restricted than what you are; after all, he doesn’t know you well yet.”

“What do you suggest?”

“Well, I don’t think we need be bothered with the head harness or your armbinder, but let's move your cuffs back behind and then probably the best thing is that I lend you my immobiliser.”

“Er… Ok.” Kate wasn’t at all sure what she meant, but it couldn’t be so bad if she used it.

She sat back down at the table while Emilia set off to collect the immobiliser and a few minutes later she came bustling through the door pushing a two-wheeled sack truck upon which was another heavy metal base plate and penis post just like the one Kate was occupying not five hours previous. She just stared at it not believing that Emilia would submit to such an undignified humiliation, but here it was.

“We bought the second one just for you to use at the laboratory,” she said brightly. “Company expenses, of course… These things are perfect for when you want to keep a girl in one place, but also want to keep her interest peaked. She’s not going to forget what her cunny’s for while it’s stuck on the phallus; equally, she can’t really orgasm if she can’t use her hands because nothing’s touching her clit however much she jumps about. But most importantly, she’s not going to be going anywhere even when there no other restraints.”

Kate didn’t really need the explanation; she was fully aware of the benefits and disadvantages of the device and, had she been given a choice, would not have chosen to subject herself to it again. But now it seemed like the best option available.

“At least you don’t need lubrication,” said Emilia and grinned.


Chapter Four

A Revision of Friendships

They heard the car crunching on the gravel drive just after six and Emilia rose from her chair and looked at Kate.

“Show time…” she said and walked through the external door. Kate heard voices and then Emilia reappeared with Blackney right behind her.

“Oh good. You’ve got her installed on the post.”

He walked right up to Kate to stand looking up into her face. With her heels, she was almost as tall as Emilia and they were both much taller than him.

“Have you had fun this afternoon?”

“We had to wash away that awful ointment they spread on her at the home. You know they actually thought we were hiring her out and wanted to contaminate her supposed clients with the stuff so they wouldn’t want her again.”

“She’s clean now though?”

“Oh yes. No trace left now. You can see for yourself. She’s dark red and swollen down there because she’s excited with that cock stuck up inside her, but she’s not sore anymore.”

“Has she climaxed?”

“Once since she’s been here when I was washing her out.”

“She’s responsive then?”

“She didn’t need a lot of encouragement.”

“And what about you? Do you still feel sore?” he asked addressing Kate directly and, despite what she said at the laboratory, she thought it best to be respectful now her situation had changed.

“No, sir.”

He grinned back over his shoulder at Emilia when she said ‘sir’. Then Kate saw his eyes drop to her breasts. She couldn’t cover herself because Emilia still had her hands cuffed behind her back, but it wouldn’t have been a good idea in any case.

“So, my argumentative little friend… Your time at the laboratory is over now; you’ll be here from now on and I suppose we’d best find ways to amuse you. How did you used to pass your time?”

“I had a hobby. I used to make aeroplane detection equipment.”

“Very funny. A girl with a sense of humour,” he said looking at Emilia over his shoulder. “Well, the name on your collar says you effectively belong to me and I expect you to do my bidding happily and without dissent. Is that going to be a problem for you?”

“No, sir.”

“Good. At present, my bidding is that you’ll stand there with that cock trapped up inside your cunny; are you happy about that?”

She hesitated. She almost hesitated too long because she could see his smile fade and hurriedly said, “I am happy to stand here for a while if that’s what you wish, but I will become tired and then I won’t be so happy.”

He grunted to let her know he understood and then said, “Tell me about yourself.”

“Umm… I was born in surrey and I have a younger brother and sister.”

“No, no, no… Tell me about your experiences. For instance, have you had sex in bondage?”

“I’ve only ever experienced full sex with men while I’ve been in bondage, so yes, sir.”

“And with women? Have you had sex with women?”

She nodded and then added yet another, “Yes, sir.”

She noticed he didn’t ask whether she enjoyed her experiences; she supposed it didn’t really matter to him.

“And you’re responsive.” He confirmed it by touching her with his forefinger and she jumped on the phallus with a short squeal. “You’ll do,” he said and turned back to Emilia to hand her a key. “Sort yourself out and then cook us some supper,” and Emilia squatted to remove her shackles.

Emilia disappeared and Blackney made himself a coffee and then sat at the table to watch Kate. He didn’t say anything, but she suddenly felt very exposed, which was silly really after everything she’d recently gone through. His face was about on level with her midriff and she could see him peering at the metal phallus where it rose up into her and the way it spread her labia. She’d been trapped on it for well over an hour and knew its base must be thick with her secretions.

He flicked his finger at her; a tiny gesture like he was beckoning to her, but its meaning couldn’t really be misconstrued. She rose up on tiptoe, feeling the phallus begin to slip from her and its wrinkled shaft energising the nerves in the mouth of her vagina until there couldn’t have been more than three-inches left within her. Blackney was watching her carefully as she balanced unsteadily and then he dropped his hand and she gratefully sank back, refilling herself until her heels once more touched the floor and she felt her core steadying into immobility.

“Again,” he said and again she rose onto tiptoes. A count of three and then she dropped back onto the phallus to renew its tenacious hold. He watched her rise five times, each time telling her to move faster, and then held up his palm to tell her to stop.

“Do you like that?” he asked.

“Um…”

“You can’t lie to me. I see how your body is reacting. I see how your minora tries to grip the shaft. It wants more.” She stared at him trembling slightly. “Turn around.”

Slowly, Kate rotated on the post a few degrees at a time until she had her bum towards him. She didn’t look back at him, but heard him stand and approach. Then she felt his hand under a cheek, his palm squeezing her gently as if he was gauging its weight, its malleability, and then his fingertip touched the flower of her anal muscle.

“Up,” he said and she rose with his fingers now against the shaft as it left her. “And down…” and he felt her metal lover re-entering her core with her low, wistful moan revealing the lie she was trying to conceal.

He sat down at the table again and told her to keep moving, and she did her best, but it was hard. Without the spring assisting her movements, she soon tired and asked if I could stop.

“I could keep her moving,” said Emilia’s voice on her blind side.

“No, let her rest. Your job is to cook our supper.”

Without seeking permission, Kate swivelled around until she was facing the room again and watched Emilia move to the sink without complaint, dropping a small bunch of keys on the table next to Blackney as she passed, and Kate had to catch her breath to prevent an audible gasp. She’d changed out of her business outfit, and the change couldn’t have been more different. Instead of the silk blouse and tight pencil skirt she’d worn all day, she was now bound in a dark brown, leather harness that criss-crossed her naked body from neck to thighs. Straps crossed her shoulders and descended either side of her breasts as well centrally from throat to belly, and down her back in twin lines from her shoulders. These were linked by metal rings to others that encircled her torso both above and below her breasts, her waist, around the tops of her thighs, and, most intriguingly, encircling each breast around its base. They all matched the leather bands strapped around her wrists, upper arms, and ankles.

With the exception of the bands around her breasts, each adjustable strap was buckled up tightly and sealed with a small padlock, as were the ones around her limbs although those weren’t actually attached to anything. The unusual breast bands seemed to exaggerate the size of breasts that already far exceeded a ‘D’ cup. She’d adjusted the bands just tight enough to offer support, but not to constrict, and the effect was that she projected enticingly. As if that wasn’t enough, each nipple was adorned with a silver ring and from each ring hung a silver mounted pearl. Kate had heard of such eccentric jewellery before, but had never actually seen it.

She turned to face Kate and grinned as she displayed her naked groin and bare breasts. Her belly was taut and her pubic mound completely hairless. It must have been recently depilated because it looked smooth and Kate could see the fleshy fringe of her minora visible between her legs.

Blackney noticed Emilia posing for Kate’s benefit and barked, “Supper.” She grinned and turned her back, bending with deliberate intent to collect vegetables from a box beneath the counter and, in so doing, giving Kate a further surprise when she saw similar rings piercing her labia.

She didn’t know what to say, but no words were necessary. She just watched Emilia clean and dice the vegetables and fry minced beef and onions while Blackney ignored both of them. She’d got Emilia all wrong: what she saw at the laboratory was just for show; an act for the benefit of the engineers and herself to convince them that she was determined and forceful, when in reality, her real nature was not only that of a submissive, but a bondage slave; one who enjoys the constriction of a body harness, the limitations imposed by the locks, and the directives of her master, Mr Earnest Blackney. And where did that leave Kate? She wasn’t altogether sure how many masters she now had.

It took forty minutes for the meal to cook and she wondered what would happen when it became time to eat. From odd comments that Emilia made, she was sure she would be included and not just made to watch them eat alone, but was she going to be freed or would Emilia feed her like a small child? She thought the second option more likely when Emilia fetched a small table the same height as the kitchen counter, but then she unlocked and removed Kate’s cuffs so that she could reach the table. While both Emilia and Blackney were otherwise distracted, she pushed down on the table’s surface and found she could rise up on the phallus; she might even be able to lift herself from it completely, but then what? It would be a pointless and confrontational exercise and she sank back to smile at Blackney when he suddenly looked up at her.

Emilia placed a plate of food in front of her and she ate with relish. It was by far the best meal she’d had in days and it was followed by a small glass of ale before Emilia took the table away to leave Kate stranded again, but now with more options. She felt between her legs to touch the metal phallus and, at the same time, to press against her clit. Then she reached behind her back to explore the possibility of pushing down on the post from two directions, but it wasn’t a real option as Blackney well knew. He just allowed her to investigate her restriction and ignored the fact she seemed overly-engrossed with touching herself.

“Emilia,” he said at last. “Will your walking boots fit Kate?”

“Size 6,” Kate said trying to be helpful, although a little confused.

“They wouldn’t,” she said apologetically. And then, “Should I dress her?”

“No, that won’t be necessary. Just remove what she’s now wearing and then find me in the bedroom.”

Emilia smiled and knelt to remove her shackle, and then her shoes and stockings while Blackney poured himself another glass of wine and wandered absently from the room.

“Can I have my shoes back?” she asked balancing on tiptoes because the phallus was now much too high for bare feet, but Emilia smiled and shook her head. “Earnest said to remove what you’re wearing,” and then she, too, left the room to leave Kate moving unsteadily from toe to toe.

✽    ✽    ✽

She was alone for fifteen minutes and then it was Blackney who entered the kitchen.

“Time for bed,” he said and she gave a sigh of relief because it meant she was about to be released. “Do you know where Emilia put the wrench?” he asked.

“Top drawer of the sideboard,” Kate told him and sighed a second time when he began loosening the extension clamp. She followed the phallus down until her heels were firmly on the floor and then shrieked when he unexpectedly dropped it another foot, but now she was free and stepped gratefully from the base disc. She wasn’t even shackled and couldn’t remember the last time she was so unencumbered.

She followed him to the master bedroom to find that Emilia was already there waiting for them. She was roped to the bed in such a way she couldn’t possibly object to whatever Blackney had in mind, but her broad grin told Kate that she harboured no such objections. She was lying down the centreline of the bed with her hands loosely tied the bed’s side rails so that she could move them to within a few inches of her body on either side, but not close enough to touch. A cord from the back of her collar had been tied to the bed head and a second cord from her harness somewhere on her lower back was anchored to the bed’s base rail, the two ties effectively fixing her position on the bed. But it was the position of her legs that made Kate gasp. Her ankles had been tied to the bed’s side rails so that her thighs were spread wide open; so open that her legs stretched in a single straight line that crossed the bed from side to side. Kate hardly believed it was possible to actually do that with a human body, and then saw that the extreme pose forced Emilia to tilt her hips upwards in such a way that her vulva was projected obscenely towards the ceiling.

“What can I say?” asked Emilia lifting her hands in a gesture of hopeless acceptance. “He likes me to be ready for him.”

“She’s a good girl, is Emilia,” he murmured and rested a hand on her engorged labia that were spread open by her outrageous posture, her soft flesh seeming to ooze between his fingers. Kate saw her close her eyes and try to wriggle beneath his touch, but she had very little scope for movement.

“I think Emilia might appreciate some attention. Perhaps a little kiss here,” and he lifted his hand.

Kate could barely believe her change in circumstances. After being controlled in everything she did from solitary confinement in her bedroom and caging her throughout her working day, to locking her out of her own body with the chastity device, and more recently increasing her bondage until she was trapped naked on a single prison bar… Now, she was entirely free of confinements and had been offered her own sub to play with. She was even free of the ubiquitous shackles. To say she was surprised to be asked to service Emilia while the girl was helpless to resist didn’t begin to describe her reaction. Emilia had taunted and frustrated her and now she was invited to return the courtesy. She grinned wolfishly and knelt on the bed below her spread legs.

“Ooo… My very own lapdog,” giggled Emilia, but as soon as Kate touched her with her tongue, she gave a short gasp and went very quiet. Kate eased Emilia’s vulval lips even further apart and then sealed them with her own lips to push her tongue as deep into the mouth of her vagina as she could reach. Emilia was sopping wet and her arousal fluid came with a heady, musky perfume, but seemed to have no taste. Kate curled her tongue inside her to collect as much syrup as she could and then used it like a dam to push the fluid through her labia. The instant she reached her clitoris, Emilia became animated as she tried to move under Kate’s tongue, but Kate was quite capable of providing all the motile ability necessary when she began circling the hard little bud to cause it to engorge further and enlarge.

With her thumbs pulling Emilia’s labia apart to leave her clitoris exposed as a hard bud on taut skin, Kate was happily settling into a rhythm of four circles followed by a full-on suck. By this time, Emilia was making unintelligible moaning sounds, her thighs were trembling, and she was doing her best to squirm under Kate’s unrelenting attention. Then Kate felt Blackney’s touch. He pressed three fingers into her and she momentarily lost focus as his thumb sought and found her clit. She closed her eyes and gave a long sigh – all her presents were coming at once.

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate rolled over onto Blackney’s shoulder. Blackney had been surprisingly agile during their lovemaking and, despite his smaller stature, his penis was more than adequate to sequentially fill both her mouth and her pussy, a sequence that was repeated three times over the course of a couple of hours. She turned her head towards his face and smiled as she stroked his bald pate, and he grinned at her in return.

“I always suspected you have other gifts apart from your grasp of electronics,” he murmured.

She didn’t reply, but slipped her hand down over his chest until she was holding his flaccid cock. He spread his legs a little and she cupped his testes, giving them the merest hint of a squeeze.

“You can sleep here tonight with me.”

“Thank you,” she said. “I’d like that,” and she looked across at Emilia staring at them silently through the bars of her sleeping cage.

“You’ll need a tether chain. There’s one in the drawer beside you.” Kate’s smile faded, but only for an instant. “I can’t risk you wandering off in the night.”

“I wouldn’t do that,” she said with wide-eyed innocence. Blackney didn’t respond so she pushed herself up on one elbow and leaned over to open the drawer. It was a fairly light chain about eight feet long and lay beside two open padlocks.

“Use the bathroom if you need to first; I don’t want you waking me in the night if we can avoid it.”

Kate nodded and made use of the conveniences before locking one end of the chain around the bed frame and then hooked the second open lock through the ring of her collar. Blackney nodded, so she closed the lock and carefully coiled enough of the chain beside her on the bed so it wouldn’t pull in the night. Then she rolled back against Blackney and laid a hand on his chest.

“Good night,” he whispered and kissed her lips before clicking off the bedside lamp.

The last thing Kate saw before the light vanished were Emilia’s bright eyes staring at them through the bars. Her cage was deliberately small: six feet long, twenty inches wide, and no more than twelve inches high. It was lifted off the floor on trestles to raise it above any draughts and she’d had a grandstand view as they’d made love not more than a few feet from her, but she stayed silent throughout. She’d had her fun earlier, but then Blackney wanted to use all the bed with Kate, so Emilia had been put in the cage earlier than usual. She’d made the mistake of complaining and Blackney had added to her discomfort by clipping her arms, legs, and several points of her body harness to the side bars using snap links. She could turn her head to look at her companions, but that was now about the extent of her mobility and it left her quite unable to mollify her own arousal despite the visual stimuli.

✽    ✽    ✽

Blackney rose early the next morning, a Saturday, leaving the two young women still in the bedroom. Kate slipped from the bed and looked down at Emilia through the barred lid of the cage. She looked comfortable enough. There was a mattress fitted to the floor of the cage and she was partially covered by a blanket.

“I can’t open the cage. I don’t have the key,” said Kate.

“I know.”

“I could unclip you from the bars.”

“I don’t recommend it. Earnest will release me when he’s ready. Did you enjoy last night?”

Kate grinned. “Very much. I didn’t expect him to be so passionate.”

“I’m surprised he let you sleep with him like that. He usually likes his women more controlled. It’s why he likes me to wear this harness. It doesn’t do much except add a certain visual piquancy and provide convenient anchor points if he wants to attach me to anything.”

“What about the bands around your breasts?” asked Kate referring to the leather straps that encircled each substantial breast. They weren’t adjusted to be overly tight, but did support her so that she projected enticingly against the lid of the cage.

“Yes, there are those, but he only tightens them when he’s cross with me.” She paused and a smile creased her face, “Or when I deliberately annoy him.”

Blackney re-entered the bedroom and dropped some clothes on the bed. “You can wear those today,” he said to Kate before unlocking the tether from her collar and then he moved over to Emilia’s sleeping cage to unlock the top and lift it open. He reached in and removed the snap links. “Kate can cook breakfast this morning,” he added glancing back at her and she nodded. “Eggs and bacon will be nice.”

Kate dressed in the clothes provided: a t-shirt, skirt, and flats. He’d also included her shackle chain that she locked between her ankles before venturing first to the bathroom and then the kitchen. Emilia and Blackney were already there, Blackney thumbing through some notes at the table and Emilia making coffees. Kate fetched eggs, bacon, and onions from the pantry and joined her, feeling a little uneasy. Quite apart from spending the night next to her lover whilst Emilia was locked in the tiny cage, Kate was now clothed whilst Emilia was naked and harnessed, but on the other hand, Emilia now towered over Kate in her heels and wasn’t shackled as Kate was. She was finding their respective circumstances confusing and didn’t know where she stood.

“Pans are in that cupboard and knives in the second drawer,” said Emilia. “Do you like your coffee black?”

“Milk please, no sugar.”

“I’m just going for a paper,” said Blackney and left by the back door.

“What’s going to happen today?” asked Kate quietly.

“I don’t know… Earnest is going to do what he wants and we’re going to do what he tells us. If he doesn’t want us to do anything in particular, I’ve got plants in the greenhouse to repot and some sunbathing to catch up on.”

“Will I be allowed to sunbathe?”

“Who knows? You scored well last night, but don’t let it go to your head. Earnest can be a fickle master.”

✽    ✽    ✽

As it turned out, Earnest was in a placid mood that day and allowed the girls free rein to do as they wished. Kate chose a novel from the bookcase and sat in a deckchair whilst Emilia busied herself in the garden with the harness beginning to make curious tan lines across her body.

Emilia made a light lunch and it was the afternoon before Blackney’s plans impacted anyone else. He and Emilia needed to go food shopping and, for obvious reasons, he told Kate she would need to stay at the house by herself.

Kate didn’t really understand these obvious reasons and Blackney had to spell them out. Basically, it all revolved around secrecy and security; no-one must know where she is, otherwise, he said, they would need to move her and take extra precautions that Kate would find much more restrictive.

“But all the staff at the laboratory knows Emilia brought me here.”

“They don’t… They know she took you somewhere and I’ve laid a false trail leading back to the London offices and beyond. Lots of people have been half-expecting you and will assume others dealt with you instead; Friday afternoon was a busy time for me,” he said with a wry grin.

“So, no-one else knows I’m here?”

He shook his head. “And it must stay that way which means you cannot leave this property while the project is still live. And that, in turn, means I have to ensure that you remain here in our absence. I presume you’d rather be tethered in the garden or sitting room rather than being left in Emilia’s cage?”

“Yes, please,” replied Kate and nodded vigorously to ensure there was no doubt. As a result, when Blackney and Emilia left for their shopping trip in Blackney’s Rover, Kate was left in the garden with a twenty-foot length of chain between her shackles and a wall staple in the kitchen that was long enough to allow her to visit both the bathroom and most of the sitting room.

Emilia, of course, was dressed in conventional daywear instead of the leather harness and upon their return, Kate was released and the household took on the appearance of normality. This illusion lasted well into the evening when Blackney suggested that the girls might benefit from getting to know each other better and said they could have the spare room for the night. He said he had a book to read and would himself benefit from an undisturbed night’s sleep.

Both girls readily agreed, Emilia because she knew what was coming and Kate because she thought a little lesbian activity followed by a long girly chat would indeed be beneficial. They each bathed and met in the spare bedroom at nine, each looking fresh and smelling of perfume, and each devoid of all forms of restraint except for the metal collars they always wore. It was a large double room still lit by the fading sunlight and containing a sturdy oak double bed. Emilia sat on the edge and patted the mattress next her to attract Kate.

“Mr Blackney attached me to the bed last night in case I wandered away during the night,” said Kate.

“That won’t be necessary tonight.”

“Because you’d know if I decided to leave?”

“Because you won’t be able to. Earnest is planning to lock us together using a couple of toys we brought down from London.”

“Oh…” was Kate’s reaction. “I thought…”

“You’re going to love it. My friends and I often play these little games. I’m sure you’re going to find tonight very entertaining, but I doubt that you’re going to get much sleep.”

“Are you two ready?” asked Blackney entering the room. He was carrying a cardboard box that he put on the dressing table and lifted from it a ‘T’ shaped metal bracket eighteen inches wide with a twelve-inch branch. It had wrist straps on both sides of the longer arm and rings on both sides of the shorter branch.

He moved in front of Kate. “Hold your hands up, palms facing me,” and he placed the ‘T’ with the branch sticking up behind her hands so that when he connected the straps about her wrists, her hands were trapped like she was about to push him away. “Now you have to climb onto the centre of the bed and kneel.”

Emilia grinned at her confused expression and climbed up after her to kneel facing her.

“That’s good,” said Blackney. “Now you both have to hold your hands up above your heads.”

Now Kate was really confused but did as he asked. Emilia threaded her hands around Kate’s arms and against the steel with the backs of her hands also against the metal bracket. Blackney now strapped her wrists to the metal three inches to the left of each of Kate’s but, of course, on the other side of the metal.

“This is the fun part,” whispered Emilia when Blackney told them they can lower their arms now.

“And lean towards each other,” he added before using snap links to connect the rings on the top of the ‘T’s branch to the rings on the girls’ collars, Emilia’s ring being four inches to the right of Kate’s.

Suddenly, it all began to make sense. Kate and Emilia were now leaning in towards each other with their cheeks side-by-side and their palms held such that it was virtually impossible not to cup the other’s breasts.

“And shuffle towards each other,” directed Blackney and Emilia, who knew all along what was happening, was quick to comply, moving so that their bellies touched and their palms were pressed harder against the other’s tits.

Blackney pulled a heavy leather belt from his box and wrapped it about both their waists, pulling them tightly together and buckling them up.

“Oh,” murmured Kate. “Have we got to sleep like this?”

“Earnest hasn’t finished yet,” said Emilia into her new friend’s ear.

“No, indeed,” said Blackney climbing on the bed behind Kate. “Open your mouth,” and he pressed a ring gag behind her teeth to hold her mouth open and buckled its strap behind her neck. Then he moved behind Emilia and she knew exactly what to do. She tilted her head at a right angle to Kate’s and took the same ring behind her own teeth so that their mouths interlocked, their heads were clamped together, and their lips sealed against each other, and then Blackney buckled the second pair of straps together behind Emilia’s neck.

The expression on Kate’s face was comical to see. She was making a muffled bleating sound that stopped and her eyes opened wide as soon as Emilia pushed her tongue through the hoop to flick against hers. Their heads were moving slowly, a little one way and then a little the other, but always together.

“Ah… It’s good to see such good friends,” said Blackney. “Nearly ready now, as I’m sure Emilia knows, and then you can both settle for the night.”

He climbed from the bed, smiled at them, and gave them a little push. Both girls tumbled to the side so they were lying side-by-side along the centreline of the bed. Then he pulled Kate up on top of Emilia who had spread her legs to stop them rolling further.

“The missing link…” he said holding the twin phalli where Kate could just see them. They were joined by a short, tubular slider to make an angular ‘U’ shape, and when Blackney looked down between the girls’ legs, he saw their twin housings just waiting to be filled…

“Legs a little wider, Kate, and tilt your hips to press yourselves together…”

This final instruction wasn’t strictly necessary because the slider linking the phalli meant the device could accommodate any vaginal positional discrepancies. He slipped both probes into their respective holes and pressed them fully home until the tubular link was against both vulvas and, with a repeated request to press themselves together, he squeezed the sliding link with one hand while tightening the knurled thumbscrew with the other to lock the sliding feature.

A quiet moan escaped from Kate while Emilia remained resolutely silent. But then Blackney removed the final component from the box: a length of rubber cord with a small hook on either end. The hooks clipped onto either side of the belt about their waists leaving the rubber stretched down between their bodies and under the metal tube linking the dildos. It pulled on both dildos equally to ensure both were fully embedded and pressed their linking tube firmly through both pairs of labia and against both clitorises.

“Goodnight, ladies,” and he covered them with a light sheet and silently left the room. Kate gave a quiet moan and felt Emilia’s tongue touch against hers as the girl tightened her grip to squeeze Kate’s tits. She tried to change position only to remember that she was holding Emilia’s tits; large, conically shaped tits that were pressed tightly against her palms. She could feel herself crushing the girl’s hard nipples while her fingers pressed around the soft flesh, but couldn’t let go. Meanwhile, her own tits were being kneaded like dough by Emilia.

Emilia raised her knees either side of Kate’s waist and pushed against the mattress, lifting both bodies and disturbing their phalli. She felt the tubular link slide across the surface of her clit and knew Emilia must feel exactly the same thing as their bodies adjusted to the new position. Then Emilia dropped one knee and they both toppled to the side, their bodies moving as one with the intimate connections holding them close and causing both to momentarily convulse with the sudden stimuli.

Kate lay still beside Emilia, moaning quietly as her new intimate friend gently manipulated her breasts and tickled the tip of her tongue. This was it for the night now… Every little movement either made would be felt as a squeeze or a stroke to their tits, or a jolt to their conjoined sex that jogged the embedded dildos and twitched the tubular link against their clits. A nighttime of imposed torment …

‘Sod it,’ thought Kate and pushed her tongue forcibly through their joint oral ring at the same time that she squeezed Emilia’s ample breasts and began wriggling as energetically as she could manage. Emilia gave a muted shriek and went limp like a rag doll, one who was being masturbated well beyond her point of no return.


Chapter Five

Garden Life

Neither girl slept much that night. Blackney entered the next morning to find them side-by-side with their faces still locked together, Kate staring up at him while Emilia’s view was blocked by the bedding. He unbuckled the straps from their necks and pulled away their joint oral ring to allow both to look up into his smiling face.

“Thank you,” said Kate while Emilia just grinned.

Next to be released was the rubber cord from their communal belt and then the belt itself, but they still couldn’t actually move much because the linked dildos remained lodged inside them. He asked them to raise their legs and, with a single pull, unsheathed both. The girls fell apart with girly squeals and scrabbled to kneel on the mattress.

“Enjoy yourselves?” he asked and was answered by Kate who wanted to know if he was going to leave them holding each other’s titties all day.

“I need to go to the bathroom,” said Emilia, but Blackney just shrugged. “Come on,” she said to Kate and they both shuffled sideways until they could stand and Emilia backed out of the room, pulling Kate behind her.

It was only ten minutes later when they both shuffled into the kitchen that Blackney relented and removed the last of their encumbrances so that they could release each other’s breasts. Emilia asked what they should wear for the day and he told her whatever they wanted, although Kate must be shackled. They disappeared again and when they next re-entered the kitchen, Emilia had chosen a leather mini-skirt and matching bra whilst Kate had opted for a more conventional outfit of T-shirt and a floor-length summer skirt from Emilia’s wardrobe.

A lazy summer’s Sunday drifted past in a haze of buzzing insects and birdsong, and the evening passed equally agreeably with a play on the radio and a bottle of red wine. As far as Kate was concerned, the only regrettable episode occurred when they retired to bed. Blackney felt too tired to engage in any sexual pursuits and his bed wasn’t really large enough to accommodate three, so someone had to sleep either in the spare room, or in the cage beside Blackney’s bed. Emilia solved the dilemma by volunteering Kate for the cage because, she said, she was in the cage last time.

Kate couldn’t really argue with the logic, although she did suggest that she could just as easily occupy the spare bed. Emilia was the more insistent and her suggestion won. The result was that Kate was first to use the bathroom before climbing up naked to sit in the open cage next to the bed, but before she laid down, Emilia suggested she should have her hands cuffed to her collar.

“Why?”

“I was attached everywhere… Surely it’s not too much to ask that you just have your hands restrained,” and, once she was cuffed, Emilia added, “And she needs her head harness.”

“No… I don’t need that.”

“I don’t want her disturbing us,” she told Blackney and Kate’s increasing protestations only served to strengthen Emilia’s argument until she pressed the open harness against Kate’s face and the penis-shaped plug into her mouth. “Now you can lie down,” she said and closed the lid.

Blackney went into the bathroom and Emilia took the opportunity to tease Kate further. The cage was too narrow for her to curl up, so when Emilia reached through the bars to push her hand between Kate’s legs, all Kate could do was to squirm and by the time Blackney returned, she was juicy and overexcited. “Look and learn,” whispered Emilia before climbing into bed beside her naked master.

Blackney picked up a reading book and Emilia snuggled down at his side, pretending to feel tired, but Kate could see the light bedcovers moving as her hand crept surreptitiously over his thigh. It didn’t take long for Blackney to abandon his book and just lie back staring at the ceiling. That’s when Emilia moved to stage 2 and turned around under the cover so that her head was now in his lap.

Gradually, the covers slipped from her entirely and Kate had a grandstand view of Emilia’s vulva pushed towards her and, above her back, her head pumping above Blackney’s lap. Slowly, she moved around until her hips were beside his head and Kate’s view became more explicit. She could now watch Emilia consume Blackney’s entire shaft, withdraw, give his glans a lick and a suck, and then sink back down to press him back into her throat. The cycle seemed to be repeating endlessly while, trapped in her cage beside them, Kate writhed and fidgeted in her quest for illusive satisfaction.

Stage 3 occurred when, at some secret signal, Emilia lifted her leg over Blackney’s head and gently settled back onto him. Thirty more seconds and Emilia lifted her head from his cock. She still had him gripped in both hands, but her efforts were now directed towards little movements against his face. Slowly, she rose up on his face and her hips began to rock like a metronome, moving her sex across his mouth until she was sitting upright and looked like she was riding a pony. She grinned at Kate who just gazed back as if hypnotised. How had Emilia achieved this seemingly impossible feat after Blackney had declared himself too tired for sex? Truly a virtuoso of manipulation…

✽    ✽    ✽

Monday morning and both Emilia and Blackney were to leave for the laboratory. Kate, of course, would have liked to go too, but that was obviously not possible. Blackney had ejected her from there and, although his motives weren’t entirely clear, there was no going back.

She watched them dress in their business suits and, in the absence of any instructions to the contrary, Kate dressed in the casual clothes of the day before. Nobody had given her any indication about how she would spend her day, but she was fairly sure they weren’t just going to leave her at liberty and alone. Her answer came at the last possible moment just before they left. Blackney took her through to the kitchen and used the same chain as Saturday when they went shopping and Kate gave a great sigh of relief. He could have done anything, maybe even left her in Emilia’s cage, so being able to sit out in the garden with a book was almost ideal from her point of view.

“He’s worried about the postman,” whispered Emilia. “He delivers in the morning, but only to the post box by the gate. You won’t be able to see him from here…”

Sitting alone in the garden, relaxing in a deck chair, gave Kate plenty of time to think and there was much to think about. Why had Blackney been so cruel and argumentative at the laboratory, but here at the house, he appeared relatively kind and considerate? She also wondered how her technicians were getting on without her. She would have very much liked to visit the laboratory, but Blackney seemed so set against it. She had no answer to any of her questions and decided to just accept the situation so as not to risk upsetting her new owner.

That day, she had everything she needed – books and sunshine in the garden, food in the kitchen, and access to the bathroom when needed – and she showed her appreciation by having an evening meal prepared for when the Dynal-Eastman management team returned. It proved to be a good idea and was repeated frequently in the subsequent days and weeks. In fact, that day was typical of much of the next month, or at least the week days: comfortable and relaxed, but with a brooding sense that something wasn’t as it seemed.

Blackney’s choice of pastimes was fickle to say the least and each evening was different and unpredictable. Sometimes, evenings would progress quietly and orderly with the girls either otherwise occupied with their own activities and leaving Blackney listening to the radio or with the day’s newspaper; at other times, the trio might be playing together. And it was not always sex that occupied them as they spent much of the time playing board games or cards. Blackney spent a lot of time listening to the news broadcasts, sighing heavily when news of Germany’s new Fuhrer was broadcast. At such times, Emilia tried to ease the atmosphere by claiming that Adolf Hitler was good for the country and, indeed, Germany’s economy did seem to be thriving, but Blackney seemed preoccupied with the darker side of the country’s policies.

Kate once ventured that the radar project may prove even more important to Britain if hostilities broke out, but all Blackney said was that what they were doing would be good for humanity in general.

Inevitably, given Emilia’s high drive and submissive predisposition, sex did play an important part in their lives and her fantasies tended to spill over to effect Kate’s life. When Kate found herself to be the gooseberry for the evening and put to bed in the spare room, muffled sounds indicated some of what was happening in the adjoining room. At such times, Emilia would usually insist that Kate’s nocturnal tethering also limited her ability to stimulate herself, claiming that would increase her passion when they were together. It was an argument that Kate couldn’t dispute when lying in her bed alone and listening to their happy slaps and giggles. Unable to induce her own orgasm however much she squirmed and wriggled in her restraints, her frustration would soar and she would long to be part of the evening’s activities.

At other times, Blackney would impose the opposite situation and Emilia would have to endure a solitary night with all that entailed whilst it was Kate who enjoyed Blackney’s attentions and more convivial surroundings. Blackney showed himself to be a generous and attentive lover despite his short stature and portly build, and their sexual encounters were pleasant if not explosive. He seemed to appreciate the change of pace Kate offered compared with Emilia’s more fetish-based passions.

And then there was the cage next to Blackney’s bed. Once locked into that, as happened once in a while, there was little scope to move and all its occupant could do would be to observe others while they themselves were unable to participate, particularly when auxiliary bindings isolated their arms and legs.

So it was that the warm days seemed to roll by with little change to distinguish one from another other than the occasional fetish-based highlight, such as the use of Emilia’s linked dildos when Blackney wanted a break from his female companions. Kate didn’t mind. It’s true that the girls could get very little sleep when they were so intimately attached to each other, but as far as Kate was concerned, that mattered little – she had the whole of the next day to catch up on sleep.

Spurred on by Kate’s enthusiastic reaction the first time they were conjoined, Emilia once sought to expand the experience. She wriggled and pulled them both to the edge of the bed and then attempted to stand. Unsurprisingly, their first attempt ended in dismal failure with both girls falling to the floor, but perseverance eventually won the day and they struggled, by degrees, to their feet. If there had been music playing, they could have been mistaken for romantic dancers as they moved across the floor perfectly in step with their hips and shoulders moving as one. Of course, with their vaginas and collars clamped together, and their open mouths attached to the same oral ring, they had no real option, but there were compensations: every tiny step resulted in nudges to the dildos and their linking bar, and their swaying arms as they tried to retain their balance necessarily involved moving their partner’s tits in random patterns on their chest.

Kate’s second Sunday at the residence involved a new fetish; new to Kate anyway. It started that morning when Emilia dressed herself in her body harness. Whether that was just her being mischievous or whether she’d planned the day in more detail, Kate couldn’t be sure, but Emilia announced that she was going to do some gardening and donned a pair of heavy walking boots. The disparity between the boots and her naked body criss-crossed by the straps was startling, which was almost certainly her intention. It was then that Blackney said that if she wanted to garden, she’d be best employed mowing the grass. Emilia began complaining, but Kate saw her secret grin and knew better…

It was Blackney that fetched the mowing machine from a wooden shed next to the house and parked it outside the kitchen door. From there, the grass paths wound their way past flower borders and into the woodland beyond, snaking around the taller trees and thicker vegetation until they circumnavigated the pond and returned via higher ground. In all, the paths probably amounted to about a quarter-mile of grassy track three-foot wide.

It was a quite beautiful example of a mowing machine: a manual, push-along model in dark green with ornate transfers on the side panel and long, curved handles for the operative to push. Only Emilia wouldn’t be pushing it.

“Stand still, girl,” barked Blackney as he clipped Emilia’s elbows to her sides and her wrists to her thighs. Kate watched entranced as he then fetched more leather strapping from the shed and dropped it on the ground beside her.

“If she’s going to pull this mower about the woods, she needs to be properly harnessed and that includes a bridle,” and he lifted up a network of straps. Emilia didn’t say anything, just stood passively waiting while Blackney pulled the bridle over her head and adjusted the buckles on her cheeks and around her forehead to remove all slack. Her face was soon patterned by the leather that included blinker flaps either side of her eyes so she could only see what was directly in front of her and a chromed ‘bit’ that was fastened to the bridle either side of her mouth and held a black, rubber ball between her teeth. The final part of the bridle was a heavy leather collar that looked more like a neck brace and, once it was fitted and adjusted, ensured Emilia couldn’t move her head on her shoulders.

“Good,” pronounced Blackney inspecting his handiwork. “Let’s get her attached,” and he picked up the leather ‘traces’ that would enable her to pull the machine. They were about six feet long and clipped to the mower either side of the cutting bar, the two traces linking together to leave a single two-foot-long leather ‘tug’ that attached to Emilia’s body harness. And that ‘tug’ was the whole crux of the assembly as far as Emilia was concerned. It was attached to her harness at her belly and dropped back between her legs before being lifted by a roller mechanism that was, in turn, attached by a short strap to the back of her harness. Pulling on the ‘tug’ pulled it over the roller and tightened it between her legs.

“Put shackles on her; you don’t want her running off,” said Blackney to Kate.

“Am I driving her,” asked Kate innocently.

“Of course.”

He threaded the ends of two reins through the rings either end of her mouth bit even though she was incapable of moving her head on her shoulders, but that’s not where the reins were terminated. On the end of each rein was a little clip and these he attached to the rings through her nipples. Now, pulling on a rein would lift its respective tit by its nipple to instruct Emilia which way she should turn.

“You wanted this,” Blackney whispered in Emilia’s ear. “I hope you enjoy it.” And then, in a louder voice to Kate, “Don’t take any nonsense from her. If she’s not doing what you want, shake both reins; that usually works. Now… take a rein in each hand and steady the mower by holding the handles, but leave her to pull it. You’ll need to pass over each track twice to mow the full width.”

Kate stepped behind the mowing machine and took hold of reins and handles, but before she could do more, Blackney said, “Hold on a moment. I nearly forgot…” and he picked up a length of chain, locked it around Kate’s waist, and then locked its free end to the back of the mower. “You’re not shackled and I don’t want you wandering off.”

Kate made no comment; she was too intrigued by the leather strap dropping down between the cheeks of Emilia’s bottom. She flicked the reins followed immediately by Emilia’s surprised squeal and Kate said, “Walk on…” And then to Blackney, “Might as well enter into the spirit of the occasion.” Emilia stirred and Kate flicked the reins again before pulling on the left rein to steer her onto the grass track. Emilia now gave a sharp gasp as she leant forward to pull the tug tighter between her cheeks and over her sex, and the mower began to move with its cutting bar spinning and doing precisely what it was designed to do, although without the grass collecting bin, it sent a cascade of cuttings out the back of the cutting bar and over Kate’s legs.

✽    ✽    ✽

It took the girls an hour to mow all the paths to Blackney’s satisfaction and, although Kate felt tired afterwards, Emilia just felt aroused.

“She likes the sensations that the traces and the reins give her,” explained Blackney, “So perhaps we shouldn’t deprive her so soon in the day.” He was actually disconnecting the traces from the mower as he spoke, so it was unclear what was on his mind. It didn’t help much when he took Emilia over to a nearby large oak with low, spreading branches and locked the traces together behind the trunk at waist height, adjusting them so that they were tight about the trunk. Emilia stood there looking at him with just the short length of the tug between her harness and the trunk. She couldn’t actually see what he’d done because the blinkers of her bridle were still restricting her field of view, but it wasn’t difficult to guess and she was more irritated than anything else. If she wanted to pull, she could, and she’d feel the strap tightening between her legs, but there was no compelling inclination to do so.

“Not enough stimulation for you?” he asked her and she answered with an annoyed grunt. “Never mind. I can help you there,” and he picked up one of the reins and tied it around a branch high up to her left and a few paces in front of her. When he picked up the second rein, Emilia began shaking her head and stamping a shackled foot, but Blackney ignored her and wrapped the rein around another branch to her right. Then he began tensioning the rein. Emilia was forced forward as he took up the slack through her mouth bit and began lifting her nipples until the ‘tug’ behind her waist was once more pulling at her. If she leant forward a little, her nipples weren’t too stretched, but if she tried to stand erect, everything tightened and the reins pulled at her tits. A similar thing happened if she stuck out her bum to relieve the tension on the tug; her head dropped and the reins tightened again. In fact, the smallest careless movement would inevitably result in some mammary-related disturbance.

“Would you like a cup of tea, dear?” Blackney asked Kate.

✽    ✽    ✽

“She’s a strange creature,” mused Blackney as he sat together with Kate under the shade of the garden awning watching Emilia fidgeting twenty-foot away. She couldn’t quite see them because to turn her shoulders enough would overstretch the reins and instead, she was left gazing at the shed where the mower was housed. Even as Kate and Blackney watched, small adjustments to her balance were causing her nipples to twitch.

After half-an-hour, Blackney relented and released her from the tree, but she was still hampered by the bridle until it was time to eat lunch.

That morning’s episode – stimulation without orgasm – together with wearing the body harness all day left Emilia’s arousal soaring into the evening and it became apparent that Blackney would need to do something if either of them were to sleep that night. As a consequence, Kate was left in the spare room listening to their nocturnal adventures well into the early hours. Her tether was eventually disconnected just before nine the next morning by Emilia just as the two of them were about to leave for work.

The contrast in her dress and demeanour of the day before was startling: her hair was pinned neatly to her head, her makeup was impeccable, and her choice of clothes, white blouse and dark pencil skirt, conservatively businesslike.

“Hurry up,” she said. “We’re late. Just grab some clothes and come into the kitchen so I can reconnect your chain; you can make your breakfast and dress later.”

It was only after they’d left that Kate realised she’d be unable to fit her skirt because Emilia had attached the retention chain to her shackles, but the day was warm and, in any case, no-one ever comes into the back garden, so sunbathing ‘au naturel’ with her shirt discarded seemed to be the order of the day. Kate washed, brushed her teeth, made herself some toast and a cup of tea, and settled down on a sun lounger with a novel, and within half-an-hour, she was once more asleep. It was mid-morning when she was awoken by children’s voices in the wood and a little girl of about four-years-old came running out into the garden completely oblivious to Kate’s presence.

“Dorothy, come back,” called a boy’s voice from the trees, but the girl was inspecting something next to the path and took no notice.

“I’ve found a frog,” said the girl and the boy reluctantly broke cover and looked sheepishly at Kate not forty feet away.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “We didn’t think anyone would be here.”

“That’s ok,” replied Kate, “But shouldn’t you be at school?”

He ignored her question and ran over to his companion to try and pull her away, but Dorothy was too intrigued with her find to be easy to shift. “Come on… We’re in that lady’s garden. We have to go.”

“No, I don’t mind that you’re here. Come and talk to me.”

It was then that the little girl became aware of Kate. “I’ve found a frog. Come and see.”

“I can’t, I’m afraid. Is it a big frog?”

“It’s a toad,” said the boy. “Do you really want to see it?”

“Of course,” said Kate and he carefully picked it up in his hands to carry it up to the house. The girl followed and they got within a few feet before the toad jumped from his hands into the flower border. The girl squealed and Kate stirred from her lounger and joined the pair staring down at the creature as it slowly moved into more cover.

“You’ve got no clothes on,” said the boy.

Kate shrugged. “I wasn’t expecting company.”

“Why do you have that chain attached to your feet?” asked the girl looking at Kate’s tether chain now stretched taut to the house.

“It’s so you can’t run away, isn’t it?” said the boy.

“Mummy’s not chained up like that. Daddy doesn’t even chain her feet together when we’re at home.”

“It’s ok. I don’t mind,” lied Kate. “Mr Blackney, who lives here, just doesn’t want me to go anywhere without him.”

Dorothy looked thoughtful. “Is he your husband?” she asked.

“No. He’s not married.”

“You must be his girlfriend, then,” announced the boy. “That’s why you’re not wearing any clothes.”

“It’s complicated,” said Kate and smiled at his innocence. “My name’s Kate. What’s yours?”

“Brian. Mummy says I have to look after Dorothy this morning while she’s at the hospital.”

“Nothing serious, I hope.”

“She says she’ll be home again later this afternoon.”

“And that’s why you’re not at school.”

He nodded.

The children stayed for about an hour before leaving just as they’d arrived, through the wood. They were brother and sister and lived in a cottage by the farm just down the track where their father worked as a herdsman. Brian announced that he was eight, but would be nine next October and Dorothy would be starting school next September. He said again that he was sorry that they were in Kate’s garden, but gave the excuse that they often played in the wood during the day and there’s never been anyone in the house before. Kate smiled at his logic and asked if he’ll be visiting her again in the future.

“I’m usually at school all day and I don’t get home until after three,” he said.

“Mr Blackney doesn’t come home until six every evening,” replied Kate and watched a smile of understanding creep across his face.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was the Thursday before Brian again visited the house and this time, he was alone. Kate was sitting under the awning sipping a cup of tea when she saw him peeping around the trunk of tree.

“You can come up. There’s no-one else here.”

“I’ve brought you some cake,” he said and proudly offered her a slice of Victoria sponge in a paper bag.

“That’s very kind of you. Would you like some lemonade?”

Soon, they were seated either side of an ornate iron table, each with a drink and half a slice of sponge cake.

“You’ve got clothes on today,” observed Brian between mouthfuls.

“Do you like it?” she asked referring to Emilia’s summer frock that she’d borrowed.

“It’s ok, but I think you look nicer without clothes.”

“Well, that’s as maybe, but sometimes a girl’s just got to wear something.”

“Doesn’t your boyfriend like you anymore?”

Kate felt the conversation descending into murky waters and wasn’t sure she was correctly following his train of thought. “Sometimes he likes me to wear clothes and sometimes he doesn’t.”

The answer seemed to satisfy Brian who said that daddy sometimes likes mummy without her clothes.

“Does your mummy know where you are?”

Brian shook his head.

“It will probably be best not to tell her because Mr Blackney doesn’t want anyone to know I’m here.”

“You’re his secret girlfriend,” he said, pleased with his deduction, and Kate nodded.

✽    ✽    ✽

Brian’s visits helped to relieve the boredom of the long summer days and for the next three weeks became more regular, occurring every Tuesday and Thursday even when it was raining, but he was always gone well before five in case Blackney arrived home early. He brought with him anything and everything he thought might interest Kate from curious artifacts he’d picked up from the wayside to comic books he found entertaining and drawings that he’d produced himself. Kate found herself to be the subject of most of his artwork and, although the subject figure itself was difficult to recognise, its identity was readily distinguished by the chains trailing back into the cube shaped houses. Kate always looked forward to his visits, not least because he was a reliable source of treats from cake to chocolate.

It was a period in her life that Kate thought of as ‘time out’. Nothing much happened, nothing was achieved, and the time she was alone in the house wasn’t leading to anything. It was comfortable and relaxing, but was in essence, time wasted, and that led to a feeling of impotence in the face of ever more threatening news reports.

The worsening situation on the continent wasn’t the only circumstance causing Kate to feel unsettled. As the weeks passed, her relationship with Blackney and Emilia developed and matured. The change was almost imperceptible day to day, but its cumulative effects were beginning to be noticed. The fact the Blackney would often choose to spend his nights with Kate whereas before, those periods were almost exclusively Emilia’s began to rankle after a while. That’s not to say he preferred Kate’s slow and gentle love-making over Emilia’s passion, but even once or twice a week was proving to be too often for Emilia when she was left alone in the spare bed or, even worse, in the bedside cage.

Emilia, in turn, was becoming quick to find fault with Kate when she inadvertently slighted her or appeared to be disrespectful, and was less forgiving with her afterwards, insisting that she should be punished by solitary periods in the spare room. It may have only been the ‘two women in the same kitchen’ syndrome, but it was real and had potential to cause more serious problems.

The situation came to a head one evening while Blackney and Kate were chatting together. He asked her what she thought about living in London. Kate didn’t immediately recognise the question for what it was and replied casually that she was raised in the suburbs of a large town.

“I’ve always liked London,” said Blackney. “I have a property near Hampstead Heath and hope it won’t be long before I can return.”

“How’s the radar project going?” asked Kate quickly, wondering if his imminent return meant a breakthrough. “Is it nearly ready to enter production?”

“It’s a little slow,” he said, and then stood leaving Kate with several unanswered questions.

When she spoke to Emilia about this later that evening, Emilia was equally unforthcoming and Kate could almost see the shadows develop as a black mood overtook her. She, too, was quick to leave and the next thing Kate heard was muffled voices coming from the next room. Neither Blackney nor Emilia sounded happy.

It was a couple of days later, on a Friday, that Kate had another unexpected visitor, and this one was a man. She’d been sunbathing. She’d removed her t-shirt and her skirt was a few feet away trapped on the retention chain that was trailing back into the kitchen. She shrunk back onto the blanket she’d laid on the only strip of lawn she could reach when she heard footsteps rounding the side of the house and pulled up its edge to cover herself. He appeared in the garden carrying a small suitcase and smiled, unfazed to find a naked girl.

“You must be Kate,” he said as he approached, his eyes flicking from her face to her legs protruding from the bottom of the blanket with chains linking her ankles and trailing back into the kitchen. “I’m Kenneth. Did Earnest not mention me?”

Kate shook her head. He was a handsome man of about forty, tall with fair, wavy hair, and twinkling grey eyes.

“I thought he might have done.” He placed his case down by the back door. “He knows I’m coming, although I didn’t expect to get here before this evening.”

“You’re a friend of his?”

“You could say that. We go back a long way, but I’ve been abroad. Just arrived today on the Callais boat. Does Earnest have anything to drink in this place?”

“I believe there’s alcohol in the sitting room cabinet, but I’m afraid I can’t fetch it for you.”

“Can I fetch you one?” he asked with a grin, but Kate shook her head.

Kate reached for her shirt, but Kenneth scooped it up as he passed on his way into the house, returning a few minutes later with a large whisky and stood looking down at her.

“Aren’t you going to invite me to sit?”

Reluctantly, she unfolded the blanket beside her, revealing herself to him. He reached out to touch her collar and read its inscription: ‘Kate Fletcher. Property of Dynal-Eastman Limited’.

“Ah…” he said. “A corporate asset,” and lowered his hand to rest it on her right breast. “A service girl.”

✽    ✽    ✽

That evening, the four of them ate a dinner prepared by the two women and worked their way through three bottles of rich, red wine. The atmosphere was light and good humoured, and Kate was surprised when Blackney suggested it was bedtime for the girls. She washed and brushed her teeth, and then was even more surprised when she was told to follow Emilia into the spare room.

“We’re being put to bed together,” whispered Emilia, and so it turned out. Locked to the same single bed, they listened to the two men return to the sitting room and, in due course, to Blackney’s bedroom.

“They’ve been lovers for longer than I’ve known Earnest,” said Emilia. Soft, low voices permeated the quiet of the house, interspersed by the occasional laughter until, quite suddenly, the atmosphere changed. Blackney’s voice turned hard and course and, although his words were indecipherable, their tone was not.

“A lover’s tiff,” murmured Kate.

“Did you let Kenneth fuck you this afternoon?” asked Emilia.

“I couldn’t stop him.”

“Where?”

“In the garden.”

“No. I mean how did he fuck you?”

“He said he preferred the backdoor.”

Emilia groaned. “That’s not going to be well received,” she said. “Sometimes Earnest can be very jealous and he likes to reserve that activity for himself.”


Chapter Six

An Unexpected Journey

Kenneth left early the next morning before the girls were released from their bed and it was apparent that Blackney was in a very dark mood. Emilia made no attempt to dress, so Kate took her lead and they cooked breakfast together in the kitchen.

“She’s not tethered,” said Blackney and Emilia reconnected the chain to Kate’s shackles. Then, looking at Kate he announced, “I’ve changed my mind about London. You’re not coming with us.”

Emilia grinned; this was just what she’d been pushing for; she’d decided that there was really only room for one girlfriend in Blackney’s life.

“Are you sending me back to the laboratory then?” Kate asked, but Blackney just laughed.

“There would be no point. The project is over.”

“In production now?”

“Sunk,” he replied. “It’s all finished. The ministry has accepted that it was never a good idea from the start. Its results were disappointing with the echo signals lost in the general clutter from the landscape. What’s more, the electronics were delicate and unreliable and the project’s costs were skyrocketing. They’ve decided that the money could be much better spent investigating alternative early warning projects like the sound amplifiers to be built on the cliffs along the South Coast.”

“But that’s not right. I was getting clear signals from as far as forty miles away. You need to let me look at what’s happened.”

“And that’s never going to happen.”

“But I could see what’s gone wrong.”

“Nothing has gone wrong, you stupid bitch,” said Emilia. “Our takeover of this project was never about developing it for production or capitalising on its value. Earnest has enough money, but very strong principles. He’s a pacifist and he sees the radar as a potential weapon that needs to be smothered. It’s why the first thing he did was to remove the project’s driving force; that’s you. Without you there, he’s been able to compromise the performance and reliability of the system and, when supported by doctored test results and a rapidly escalating budget, the ministry has decided that its money would be better spent elsewhere.”

“But that’s just not right. It’s not an offensive weapon. It’s not really a weapon at all. It will bring all sorts of advantages to commercial flight. Even if you must think of it as a weapon, it can only be purely defensive.”

“Earnest says it will give a country confidence in times of war and make a conflict more likely. His overriding aim is to save lives and destroying this project could save thousands.”

Kate turned to Blackney. “You’ve been lying to me all along. You’ve deliberately sabotaged the project.”

“Of course. You, my dear, for all your good intentions, are a warmonger and I’ve had no compunction doing what I had to do; I’ve helped to prevent a war by removing a technology that could unbalance military power. I’m sorry your pet-project has had to be consigned to the scrap heap, but I consider my efforts rewarded a hundred-fold. You're a kind girl, but your misguided efforts were risking the lives of thousands of men and you had to be stopped.”

“I was working to save lives.”

“You were not,” he exploded. “And thank God we caught this folly in time. But now you present us with another problem. I had thought the best answer would be to integrate into my London household where I could control the flow of information, but not only has Emilia convinced me that would be a mistake and couldn’t be sustained, now you have corrupted Kenneth. You have encroached into an area that was solely my preserve and I cannot abide that.”

“What are you saying? I’m not a danger to you.”

“Of course, you are – to me and to the project. We can’t just release you back into society; you’d find a way to reignite the project and all this would be for nought.”

“What are you going to do?” Kate’s eyes opened as wide as saucers. “You’re going to murder me…”

“Believe me when I say I sincerely hope that will not be necessary. It is not a solution a pacifist would choose to take, but I am also a realist and when weighing one life against thousands, hundreds of thousands, the conclusion is a given.”

Kate’s heart was beating fast as she looked from Blackney to Emilia, searching for the merest sign of compassion.

“This changes everything,” said Emilia, stating the obvious. “We can’t leave you to wander around at will anymore in case you find a way to abscond.”

“Emilia’s right. We’re going to have to impose further limits. We’ll need to stay here in Hastings for another couple of weeks to close everything up and that means leaving you alone again, but you can’t expect the same conditions. Meanwhile, I’ll try to resolve your future.”

✽    ✽    ✽

For the next few days, Kate was locked into Emilia’s cage during the daytime hampered by even more metal restraints in the form of the collar to shackles chain. Stretched out in the narrow cage, that chain now retained her cuffed hands at her waist so she remained helpless even when the cage was opened. Blackney had moved the cage into the spare bedroom and she spent her day lying on her back gazing at the ceiling with all forms of terrible thoughts flitting through her mind. First thing in the morning and in the evening, Emilia would open the cage and she’d climb gingerly out to use the bathroom and eat something, and then back into the cage for the day or to sleep at night.

On Thursday evening when Blackney and Emilia returned from the laboratory, things became even worse. Blackney entered Kate’s bedroom just after six in an agitated rage and waving a bar of chocolate. From the look on his face, it was obvious he hadn’t bought it for her.

“What’s this? It was on the table outside the back door?”

Kate just shook her head, but he was having none of it.

“Tell me the truth or I’ll beat it out of you.”

“It’s from Brian,” she admitted. “Sometimes he comes to talk to me after school.”

“After school!”

“He’s only eight. He came wandering through the garden one day and we got to talking.”

“And you didn’t think it was worth mentioning that to me? Talking… What about?”

“You don’t need to worry; he knows nothing about the project.”

“Is he likely to come looking for you again?”

Kate tensed. “I don’t know. He’s never come into the house.”

Blackney was quiet for a long time after that, pacing up and down beside the cage and occasionally stopping to stare at Kate through the bars. Eventually, he just turned on his heel and walked off without another word.”

Later, Emilia first took her to the bathroom to use the facilities, an operation just about manageable for Kate when seated because the chain slackened, and then to the kitchen for something to eat before being escorted back to the cage. It was a routine that both girls were now used to and one that Kate hated. It left her lying immobile on her back for twenty-two hours out of every twenty-four.

The next morning, after her bathroom break and the usual awkward breakfast where she could just reach her mouth with slices of toast whilst seated, Kate had successfully climbed back into her cage and was sitting, but before she could lie down, Blackney entered the room.

“Stay where you are. I need to fit this,” and he held out her head harness and oral plug. Arguments were pointless and, in any case, she was half expecting it.

“If your young visitor comes today, I don’t want you shouting to him.”

Kate sighed. Even if Brian pressed his ear to the kitchen door, he’d be unlikely to hear her through three internal doors, but it would be useless pointing that out to Blackney. She opened her mouth to accept the plug and he closed the metal straps together behind her head. Then she lay back and watched as Emilia closed the cage lid and smiled down at her through the bars. To Kate’s surprise, it was a smile that conveyed sympathy rather than humour and Kate wondered if she knew what the future held.

✽    ✽    ✽

Nothing changed with her new routine until Saturday. Kate had just finished eating breakfast and wasn’t yet sure whether she’d be locked back into the cage for the day. Surely it wasn’t necessary with both Blackney and Emilia in the house. Blackney waited until Emilia left the room and then sat down at the same table and looked at her with a serious expression.

“I’ve arrived at a solution that I hope you’ll find acceptable even if you don’t find it agreeable. I’ve decided to sell you on and I’ve found you a new master, a Mr Hodge, who’s prepared to look after you. Obviously, my main concern is that you’ll not be able to resume your career developing weapons of war, but I think I’ve finally solved it. Mr Hodge has a fisheries business in Cumbria and you’ll be helping him with harvesting the seafood, but there is a catch… Mr Hodge knows very little of your history. He’s been told that you have limited intelligence, you sometimes have violent episodes and must be controlled at all times, and you’re incapable of speaking.”

“Incapable of speaking…”

“I know this is going to come as a big disappointment to you, but it does resolve our problems without resorting to the ultimate solution.”

“Will I have to be gagged all the time?”

Blackney laughed. “No. That wouldn’t work at all. I’m afraid we have no option but to use a more permanent solution. I know you’re not going to like it, but it shouldn’t be painful and I’m sure you’ll still be able to live a long and fulfilling life up in Cumbria even if you’re unable to use your obvious intelligence as you’ve done in the past.”

“What are you going to do? You have to tell me.”

“There’s nothing to get excited about. You’ve just drunk a sleeping draught. In a few minutes, you’re going to start feeling drowsy, and when you wake up, things will be different.”

“No… You mustn’t. Please… Whatever it is, you mustn’t…”

Kate fought the drug for almost fifteen minutes before she succumbed and laid her head on the table’s surface. Blackney eased her from the chair and laid her full-length on the table top. Then he opened her mouth and attached a small clamp to her tongue.

✽    ✽    ✽

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” said Emilia. “How do you feel? D’you know you’ve been asleep for more than three days. Earnest thought it best to keep you under and give your tongue time to heal.”

Kate’s eyes were flickering, but she wasn’t really awake. Three days she heard Emilia say; she’d been asleep for three days. She looked at Emilia. The cage was open and the girl was smiling down at her. Her head felt as if it was full of cotton wool and her tongue felt swollen.

“What day is it?” she asked. At least, that was what she tried to ask, but she couldn’t form the words; they came out as unintelligible sounds like an animal might make. She tried again with the same result and then she began to panic.

“No no no…” cried Emilia. “It’s not that bad. I’m sorry that you won’t be able to speak anymore, but Earnest hasn’t done so much and you’ll still be able to eat properly.”

Kate tried again, urgent sounds that tended to run into each other until it sounded like she was trying to sing without any tune.

“Be quiet now… Stop making that noise and I’ll tell you what he’s done.”

Kate was immediately silent and stared up at Emilia with large, frightened eyes.

“He’s given you a tongue stud, sort of… But instead of going through your tongue from top to bottom, it’s a silver bar that goes from side to side through the middle with a ball on each end to stop it breaking through your skin. That’s why your tongue feels swollen and why you can now only flap it and not curl it to form words. The balls don’t help either; they’re now sewn into each side and will keep your tongue swollen. Earnest says that the tongue is the fastest part of the human body to heal and it will take about a week before it doesn’t hurt anymore and he can take the stitches out. Kate, I’m sorry, really I am, but he couldn’t allow you to speak to people and this is the best option he could come up with. He’s a good man, Kate, and he’s tried so hard not to harm you… At first, I thought he was going to nick your vocal cords so you couldn’t make any sound, but he said you'd still be able to whisper. This way, you’ll still be able to make sounds; it’s just that nobody’s going to be able to really understand what you say.”

Kate now lay still with her mouth open. Emilia was right: she could move her tongue in her mouth, but not only did it feel uncomfortably swollen, it felt stiff; a flap of inflexible flesh that she could still lift in her mouth, and even a little side-to-side to feel the prickle of the stitches against her gums, but as for forming words, she had no chance.

Tears flooded her eyes and her vision blurred, Emilia’s face losing contrast and merging with the ceiling.

“I’ll leave you to rest for a while,” she said to her erstwhile lover and lowered the cage lid back down with a quiet click.

Later, Emilia helped her to the bathroom and fed her: warm, thick soup spooned carefully into her mouth and cool drinks through a straw. All through the day, Kate was trying to form individual words without any real success until Emilia could stand it no more and closed her bedroom door so she couldn’t hear her pitiful efforts.

Blackney was home just after six and stood beside the cage looking down at Kate.

“How do you feel? No pain?”

She looked up at him through the bars, gripping them with both hands and making a mewing sound with her tongue flapping uselessly in her half-open mouth.

“I tried to avoid this… I wanted to take you with us back to London, but then you had to go and mess with Kenneth. Emilia was right too: it would never have worked out. You’d have soon found out what was really going on and that would have been the end of everything. I’d be accused of being a traitor even though I’m only trying to make the world a safer place and you’d soon resume the radar project to the detriment of all. So you see, it’s much better this way even though it seems to you now that I’ve messed up the rest of your life, but you’ll soon settle and make new friends. Perhaps even start a family.”

Emilia joined them to stand beside Blackney, the two of them now gazing down, Blackney with faux compassion, but Emilia’s concern looked genuine. She reached out to touch Kate’s fingers wrapped around the bars, but then turned to Blackney. “This came for you today. I think it’s from Kate’s new owner,” and she handed him a small package.

Blackney unwrapped it and extracted a leaf of paper. “Best you don’t know,” he murmured to Emilia and she scowled as she left the room.

“He thanks me very much for the sale and says that he hopes Daisy May will be a big help with his seafood business. That’s your new name, by the way: Daisy May,” he said and gave Kate a sickly-sweet smile. “I thought it sounded pretty. I see he’s also returned a signed copy of the contract for the sale. Where was I? Seafood business. Ah yes. He writes, ‘I thought it might help if you told Daisy May a little about her new family before she arrives so she’ll feel more at home straight away. My name is Dennis and Mrs Hodge is called Irene. We have two children; Albert is nineteen and his younger sister Lydia is seventeen. It’ll be Lydia who will look after Daisy May and she’s very good because we used to have a donkey that she cared for, but he died.’ I don’t think I quite understand that bit,” admitted Blackney. “But I'm sure he doesn’t mean Lydia killed the donkey. He continues: ‘We live on the north shore of Morecambe Bay and make our living harvesting cockles on the sands. It’s a beautiful place and a healthy place to work, so I hope Daisy May loves it as much as we do. Morecambe Sands are, of course, tidal and cover about 120 square miles. It’s possible to walk out on the sands about eight miles, so it can be a peaceful place between tides, but there’s several rivers crossing the sands and what with the fast tides and quicksand, you have to know where to go. Fortunately, my family has been working the sands for more than a hundred years, so she’ll be quite safe.’ He then says, ‘I should be grateful if you could list the items you’ll be sending up with Daisy May so I know what I need to provide,’ and he’s enclosed a bottle of something here that looks like cold gravy. He says will help you prepare for life up in Cumbria - two spoonfuls mixed in with every evening meal. They’re a bit isolated up there and have their own ideas and customs, so I suppose it’s some sort of tonic he thinks will be beneficial. Well, you’re his now, so we should do as he asks. Transport has been arranged for a week tomorrow and it’s going to be a long journey of at least twelve hours, so they’ll be collecting you early. Shouldn’t be too bad for you, though. You’ll be able to sleep through most of it.”

Blackney left Kate to digest the information she’d just learnt about who had bought her and what she’ll be doing and moved to sit in the kitchen to watch Emilia finish preparing the evening meal.

“What did you tell her new owner about Kate,” asked Emilia.

Blackney sat back in the chair and composed himself as if he was facing an enquiry where he had to justify his actions. “I’ve told him enough to ensure she has a quiet, peaceful life in the North untroubled by thoughts of war or how she should plan her life. Her new family believe she had a bad birth that has resulted in her limited intelligence and inability to speak. I also warned her new master that she’s prone to sudden violent episodes where she can bite and scratch, so he must keep the special mittens I have for her hands on her at all times even though that will make her less dextrous. I’ve acquired this pair that she’ll be wearing when she leaves,” and he showed Emilia a pair of thumbless mittens made from interlinked metal like chainmail. “They are a little flexible and will allow air and water to circulate, but will stop her holding anything smaller than a mug.”

“You mean like a pen, so it will stop her being able to write.”

Blackney smiled. “They’ll certainly make it difficult for her… I’ve also recommended he uses something to stop her biting. Perhaps I’ll send her up with some of your toys. You can buy yourself new replacements when we get to London.”

“Why did you tell him that? It won't make any difference if they gag her; they won't be able to understand her anyway.”

“You're right, of course… I was still cross with her about Kenneth when I said that, but at least it will keep her more docile.”

Emilia saw regret in Blackney’s face and tried to lighten the mood. “I’m looking forward to seeing the lights again; Hastings is so dull. Can we go to that special shop in Mayfair?”

“Of course. What do you have in mind?”

“Something long and thick and challenging.” She was thoughtful for several more seconds before adding, “You know, even though I know she was risking all those lives, I feel sorry for her. She’s got kind of a kinky streak in her, but now she’s going to spend the rest of her life up in the rural North with a normal family and she’s going to miss all the fetish sex, especially as you’ve told her new master to keep those mittens on her hands.”

Blackney looked serious. “She shouldn’t have taken advantage of Kenneth.”

“I don’t think it was entirely her fault.”

“No, probably not, but it’s too late now.”

“About the gag?”

“Well, not only about the gag… I've also told him she had a bad experience and now hates any physical intimacy that involves putting anything in her cunny.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate could barely believe how fast her fortunes had swung from comfortable and relaxed to the horrendous situation she now found herself in. There seemed to be no way out. Already, it was too late: her speech had been stolen from her and with it, the likelihood of being able to influence her future. In a matter of weeks, her career seems to have swung from a successful electronics developer to a novice cockle picker working hundreds of miles away with a new identity and for people she’d yet to meet.

Four days after she awoke to discover she was now a mute, it was once more a Saturday and Blackney used the time to remove the stitches from her tongue. The flesh had healed along either side and the hardware he’d installed inside it was now made permanent. It no longer hurt except when she accidentally bit herself because she was still unfamiliar with its revised profile, but any pain paled into insignificance compared with her loss of speech. Her tongue would no longer flex to conform to the shapes of words, choosing instead to mangle vowels and slur consonants beyond recognition. And, if that wasn’t enough, the metal balls now sewn inside it had caused it to swell to further muffle and distort. The end result of Blackney’s operation was that Kate was now limited to the very simplest of vowel sounds devoid of all articulation and meaning.

“Have you ever considered going blonde?” asked Emilia the next morning after breakfast. “And perhaps a little shorter?”

“They’re rhetorical questions,” said Blackney. “Go with Emilia to the bathroom because she wants to restyle your hair.”

Two hours later, when Kate looked into a mirror, she hardly recognised herself. Her hair had been roughly cut to a little shorter than shoulder length, bleached, and permed so that it formed a mist of white hair over her scalp. It couldn’t have been any more different to the long, dark tresses that she used to have. Of course, it would eventually grow out, but by then her new future would be assured.

Emilia led her back into the kitchen to seek Blackney’s approval and he’d got another surprise for her: a new metal collar engraved with the name ‘Daisy May Hodge’.

Lying back in her cage, she closed her eyes and tried to remember happier times: in the back garden of her family home playing with her younger siblings or when she was able to show Captain Eaton the faint traces of incoming aeroplanes still thirty miles distant. She smiled with that memory; he was like a boy with a new toy, but the smile didn’t last. Her present situation came crowding back to crush her with its painful intensity. Even her breasts were beginning to feel uncomfortable. They weren’t exactly painful, but they didn’t feel right. With her wrists locked at her waist to her body chain, she could just about reach her chest and she gently massaged herself. It helped a little, but she still felt the whole world was conspiring against her, tormenting her with trivia to supplement the bigger tragedies.  She assumed that Emilia was dosing her meals with the tonic that Hodge had sent in the package and thought that could be the source of the discomfort. Perhaps there was something in it to which she was allergic, but with no speech, she couldn’t ask any questions.

And then, one morning she ate breakfast as usual with her tormentors, but then began to feel sleepy once more. She remembered Emilia's feeble smile when she looked up at her face and Emilia said, “It’s moving day today,” and they helped her to stand and took her through the back door into the garden. “We have something special for you today; a sort of leaving present,” and Kate watched as Emilia lifted her right hand and pulled on a metal mitten. It felt a little tight and held her thumb against her palm, and then Blackney took hold of her hand, closed the glove’s cuff around her wrist, and held her wrist on top of a granite stone block at the head of the garden steps.

“It’s an exciting day today,” said Emilia and Kate turned her sleepy eyes up to her face. “You're going to the seaside.” A mental fog had descended in her head as Emilia’s singsong voice vied with the early-morning birdsong.

Tap… tap, tap, tap… She looked back down at her hand. Blackney was hitting the head of a rivet that went through the cuff and she watched with detached curiosity as he gave it two much harder strikes.

“Next one,” she heard him say and Emilia slipped a similar mitten onto her left hand and repositioned her to place that hand onto the same granite block.

She must have dozed then, because the next thing Kate remembered was Emilia rousing her gently and telling her that two gentlemen were going to help her. She struggled to her feet and men she’d never seen before took her arms and steered her back through the house. She didn’t resist; just moved one foot after the other, passing the sitting room and bedrooms to the front entrance door, and then once more out into the sunshine. She could hear their voices droning in the background like a distant radio broadcast as their hands steered her toward a small truck. It was painted a pretty shade of blue and there was a picture of a bird painted on its side.


Chapter Seven

A Change of Owner

The world was now quiet. They'd drugged her before the journey, but she was now awake although her head still felt muzzy. She remembered the last two or three hours – the thundering roar of the engine and the tyres on the road amplified by the drumming of the truck’s load deck and the occasional crash of other crates as the truck negotiated the less-than smooth road surface. Emilia had told her the journey was almost four hundred miles, and then drugged her so she had slept through three-quarters of it.

She supposed they’d now reached their destination. All movement had stopped twenty-minutes ago when the engine fell silent, but no-one had come for her. She was still crated in the coffin-sized box and could see nothing but darkness through the narrow ventilation slots in each side of the crate. She had some vague memories of her departure from Hastings when she was fighting to stay awake. This time, the drug they'd given her was more than a sleeping draught and she remembered the feeling of euphoria that had swept over her. She felt like she wanted to laugh, but then they gagged her and she found she couldn’t. A ‘transport muffle’ the driver had called it; a hard rubber plug intended to keep her silent for the journey. Emilia had told her it was something she could suck for the journey and she’d eagerly drawn it into her mouth and pressed it with her swollen tongue.

And she remembered the other plug. They laid her on her back on the board and a man told her to shuffle down a little. She could still hear the birds singing in the garden and stared up at him feeling a deep sense of contentment as she wiggled along the board, but then she felt something pressing on her bottom.

“A little lower, sweetie,” said Emilia in her ear and she’d tried. “It’s so you don’t soil the crate during the journey.”

She’d tried again and felt the top of a slippery post wiggling into her. She looked up into Emilia’s smiling face thinking that Emilia was playing with her. The plug felt funny, sort of ticklish, and she liked it. The men were talking at her feet and the next thing she felt was when they pulled her ankles and the post went right up inside her so she couldn’t wriggle anymore.

That was when they'd strapped her down. They’d tried to supply some padding before installing her on the crate’s baseboard, but the long journey had still left virtually all of her body aching. The straps were to stop her rolling around and damaging herself as the truck lurched and bucked; body and limbs comprehensively secured until she could barely twitch. Even her head was strapped between padded timber shuttering.

Then they’d fitted a catheter into her. She didn’t understand what it was at the time, just that someone was touching her, spreading her labia and tapping against her clit. Now she was fully awake she could feel its flexible tube between her legs ducting urine to a rubber container between her feet.

She remembered Emilia leaning over her and kissing her once she’d been fixed down; kissing her cheek and then spreading her mouth around the oral plug so that their lips touched. She’d then wiped away the tears pooling in her own eyes with a handkerchief and gave her a pallid smile before clambering to her feet and standing beside Blackney to stare down at her nakedness.

“She’ll be fine,” murmured Blackney and Emilia nodded as if she believed him.

Finally, the driver and his mate completed her packaging by lowering the top section of the crate over her and snapping the catches down to lock it to the base board, leaving her with just the thin light filtering through the ventilation slots either side of her head. More strapping was applied to the crate to lash it down onto the truck’s load deck before the rear doors were slammed shut, silencing the fading voices of Emilia and Blackney and leaving her in total darkness.

Ten-minutes after that, the truck’s engine had roared into life and the truck lunged forward. Kate remembered that because, despite all the straps, she felt herself move on the anal plug, but then nothing… The drug that Emilia had administered had finally overwhelmed her and she’d slept for the next nine hours.

Now, here she was, waiting expectantly. Perhaps they’d just stopped for a break and a cup of tea. She had no way of knowing, but her hunger pangs told her it was getting late. Then the rear door latch clanged and a dim light shone through the ventilation slots.

“We’re here, missy. Time to get you unloaded,” said a man’s voice and she heard the tiedown straps being released. The truck moved when more people climbed up onto the load deck and the crate’s locking clips were released both sides. The top of the crate was lifted clear and Kate, aka Daisy May, came face-to-face with her new master.

He reached out with a calloused hand to touch her cheek and the plug between her lips, and then his hand slipped down her neck, pausing at her collar to read the engraved name before moving down further to her breasts. He wasn’t a tall man, five foot four perhaps, and thin with a gaunt, weatherbeaten face and thick, mousy-coloured hair and Kate tried to wriggle to evade his touch as he lifted a nipple to draw the tit into a long cone, but her straps were too tight to allow any meaningful movement and he probably didn’t even notice.

“Oh aye. You’ll do…” and he looked back over his shoulder to grin at a woman Kate took to be Mrs Hodge.

“Her legs look to be too long to have much strength,” observed the woman.

“Nay, not at all. Just cos she’s not carrying much weight doesn’t mean she’s weak.”

“She looks to ‘ave good bubbies. That’s a boon,” said Mrs Hodge, and she should know being the owner of a substantial pair of ‘bubbies’ herself. In fact, her matronly figure was substantial in all directions and she looked like she could easily smother her smaller husband with a careless movement in bed. “But you say she canna speak?”

“Not got the mind for it, says Mr Blackney. It’s no matter so long as she can understand what she’s told, and if she can’t, well I can soon teach ‘er.”

“Oh wow!” exclaimed a youth peering around his mother. “Oh, wow… She’s beautiful.”

“There’ll be no tupping ‘er. I’ll not have this family overrun by imbeciles.”

“Just cos she’s a moron doesn’t mean her children will be.”

“I’ll not risk it.”

“If you’ve all quite finished, can we unload ‘er so we can get off?” said the truck’s driver and knelt at Kate’s feet to begin unstrapping her ankles. He and his mate slowly worked up her legs removing the straps from knees and thighs until the driver unfastened her hips and waist and she began to move, rotating her lower body on the anal plug to work some feeling back into her limbs.

“Stop,” cried Hodge. “Don’t remove any more straps until I have her chains refitted. Don’t want ‘er causing a fuss.” He dropped to her feet where her shackles still linked her ankles together and added the chain from the shackles to her collar. “Now, carefully… One at a time, I need to unstrap her arms and reclip those attachment rings on ‘er mittens to the chain at ‘er belly.”

Kate didn’t struggle, but allowed Hodge to reconfigure her restraints without resistance. He seemed pleased with himself and told the driver he could unbuckle the remaining straps. Last to be removed was the one that held her head steady between the wooden panels and when that shuttering was removed, Kate lifted her head to properly see her new family for the first time.

“Hello, dearie,” said Mrs Hodge. “You can get up now.”

“Not so fast,” said the truck’s driver. “First, I need to pull that catheter out of ‘er and then slide ‘er off the anal post.” The catheter was easily removed once he’d clamped off the tube to stop the bag leaking, and then he moved to her head and pulled her by her shoulders. She gave one last little wriggle before popping free of the post and the driver lifted her to her feet. She stood unsteadily on the load deck, naked and frightened, gazing at the strangers gathered around her and feeling very vulnerable.

“My, you are tall, aren’t you. My name’s Irene, this is my son Albert, and, of course, that’s Mr Hodge. His name is Dennis. We have a daughter too who you’ll meet later and her name is Lydia, although I suppose you won’t be able to repeat any of those names. Such a pity your brain can’t cope with speech, but perhaps you’re clever in other ways.”

“Don’t hold your breath,” muttered Dennis. “Mr Blackney told me that she can’t be left alone unless she’s properly restrained because she’ll do something silly and hurt herself. We’re to keep those mittens on her because if her hands are free, she has a tendency to become violent, but that won’t be a problem ‘cos I see they’re riveted in place. Pity really; it means Lydia will have to feed ‘er and it will limit ‘er usefulness. I see her shackles are riveted too, so she’ll not be running anywhere. It’s why Mr Blackney let me ‘ave ‘er so cheap, but I suppose we’ll just ‘ave to work with what we’ve got; there’ll still be plenty for ‘er to do.”

Irene turned back to Kate with a smile. “That’s all right, dearie. We’ll look after you. There’s no need for you to worry about anything. Come along now and I’ll show you where you’ll be sleeping. Do you have her leash?” she asked Hodge and he clipped a short chain lead to Kate’s collar.

The truck driver lifted her to the ground and the first thing she did was to examine the metal-mesh gloves that she was now wearing. Hodge had clipped the rings at their tips to the chain using simple snap connectors, but with her new limited dexterity, they may as well have been padlocks. She pulled at the link, but the cuffs were closed tightly around each wrist.

“Aw look, Dennis… She doesn’t like having her hands linked to the chain.”

Kate heard what she said and shook her hands as if trying to shake herself free, but Hodge was unmoved. “She should be used to them by now. Mr Blackney says she’s had those gloves long enough. I think she’s just trying it on,” and he walked away to talk to the driver.

“This is where you live now,” said Irene to distract her and Kate gazed about her, her first sight of Cumbria. They were standing at the junction of a narrow lane and a rough farm track on the lower slopes of a hillside. The lane disappeared from view in both directions, obscured by hedges as it wound away through the landscape, whereas the track leading up the slope passed a low, white-washed cottage about a hundred feet away. It was nestled among and partially obscured by a well-stocked garden with several mature trees and pink and white roses covering the stone garden wall. There were other buildings too, white weatherboarded storerooms and workshops on the opposite side of the track. They were all a little ramshackled, but still serviceable.

She looked behind her. The far side of the lane behind the truck was delineated by a low bank with a field of wheat beyond, yellowing under the low evening sun and sloping gently downwards towards a vast area of sand with little rivulets of water patterning its surface. The sand morphed into a patch of green sea and then, in the distance, she could just make out buildings on the far shore and more green hills.

“Morecambe Bay,” said Irene. “The tides on its way out. Soon, there’ll be sand as far as you can see. That’s Morecambe on the horizon. It’s ten miles away across the sands at low tide, but you can’t really walk to it because there’s rivers running through the sands. Do you like the seaside?”

The question caught Kate off-guard and she just stared at the woman, who smiled and said, “Never mind. This way,” and she gave the leash a little tug.

She led Kate up the track with Kate picking her way carefully across the stony ground in bare feet, and they entered the cottage through a low oak door knurled and twisted with age. Inside, the building was dark with a stained red carpet and floral wallpaper, peeling in places and discoloured near the skirting boards. There was a musty smell that the woman didn’t seem to notice, possibly from the row of coats hanging from hooks or the boots lined up beneath. To the left was a narrow staircase, but Irene led Kate through a doorway on the right and into a small sitting room furnished with an old, leather settee and matching armchairs. The room looked overburdened with a tall, dark dresser holding rows of ornately decorated crockery on four long shelves, a small, dark wood dining table and chairs, and, on the opposite wall, a long oak sideboard that looked old enough to be medieval. The arm chairs and settee were grouped around an open fireplace decorated with glossy brown Victorian tiles.

Kate gazed at the framed sepia photographs hanging from the walls and lined up across the sideboard on a white lace table runner. All of them depicted family members: austere adults and babies in long, white gowns.

“This is our sitting room, dearie. You’ll be able to sit with us here in the evenings. And through here is the kitchen.”

The kitchen had a black iron range for cooking, a large, lead-lined sink with a single cold water tap above it, a row of low cupboards along one wall, and a huge farmhouse table taking centre stage. A door next to the sink led into a pantry where food was stored, but Irene now led the way through another door on the room’s opposite wall and into a small, dark area that Kate took to be a storeroom with bare, stone walls and floor. Irene slid aside a grey curtain to allow light through a tiny window with four dusty glass panes.

“This is your bedroom, Daisy. I’m afraid there’s no electricity or gas for lighting, so you’ll have to use a candle in the winter.”

Kate looked over her shoulder to see that the light from the window had revealed a low bunk against the back wall with a plain bedside table against its head. There was no other furniture; in fact, nothing but a bucket under the table.

“This door leads outside,” and she indicated a second door next to the window, “And I’ll get Dennis to hammer some nails into the wall so there'll be somewhere to hang things. You should be comfortable enough here. It’s cool in summer and we can give you extra blankets in the winter. And Dennis has bought you a new chain,” she added proudly, pointing to the shiny steel chain locked to a wall staple at the head of the bed. “Here… I’ll connect it now so you can rest after your long journey while I make you something to eat,” and she used a new padlock to attach the free end of the eight-foot chain to Kate’s collar even though she must have known that Kate had slept through much of the day.

The door to the kitchen closed and Kate sank down onto the edge of the bunk to stare despondently through the window at the sky beyond. It could only have been about seven o’clock and the sky was still bright blue beyond the window with little indication of the approaching dusk.

Mr Hodge was the next person to enter Kate’s new room. He’d concluded his business with the truckers and was keen to meet his new girl. Kate was still seated on the edge of the bunk and stared up at him, the slack chain from her ankles allowing her to lift her wrists high enough to cover her breasts. Hodge indicated that she should stand and, when she did so, the chain pulled her hands back down.

Hodge reached out to touch her and she swung away, but his surprised reaction caused her to reconsider and she shyly turned back towards him. He tried again, this time holding her left breast to squeeze it gently as if assessing its malleability and mass. “You have nice, plump titties. Yes… Very nice. Did Mr Blackney give you the medication I sent him?”

He must have meant the tonic and Kate nodded.

“I thought so. They’re developing well. Won’t be long now.”

Kate looked confused, but Hodge didn’t seem to notice and instead turned his attention to her restraints, looking at the chain linking the shackles to her collar. “You won’t need that in here,” and he began removing it, allowing her freedom to move her hands away from her belly, although the tips of the mittens were still clipped together. Then he looked at the fat oral plug that was still distorting her lips. “If I remove that, you’re not going to try and bite people, are you?”

Kate shook her head vigorously.

“Well, make sure you don’t. First sign of biting and it goes back in again.”

He unbuckled the strap behind her neck that held the plug in place, something Kate was incapable of doing whilst wearing the mittens, and pulled it from her mouth.

“Ah arrh,” she said and Hodge smiled.

“You’re welcome, Daisy. It’s nice to hear your voice even if we can’t understand you. Turn around; let’s ‘ave a good look at you. Not much fat on you, is there?” and he patted her bum. “We’ll have to feed you up a bit, but you look like a good, strong lass.”

Kate turned back to face him with her mittened hands once more covering her chest. Hodge chuckled. “Bit shy, are we? You’ll soon get over that.” He paused for a few seconds and then called his wife. Irene appeared in the doorway and he said, “Show ‘er yer bubbies.”

Without a moment’s hesitation, Irene unfastened a large button on each shoulder of her dress and the front panel fell down to her waist. She wore nothing under the dress and smiled as Kate gazed at her naked bosom. It was enormous and flaunted two huge, dark brown nipples on puffy areolae. They were the same size as her thumbs and were folded flat onto her fleshy breasts, but when she tickled them with her forefingers, they erected and stuck out like two corks.

“Very productive is Irene,” said Hodge and Irene demonstrated by squeezing her nipples about their base and giving them a gentle pull. Milk sprayed from both; ejected from a myriad of tiny ducts it jetted like a white mist. “We’ll soon ‘ave you doing the same. I can tell the medicine’s working well cos yer tits are a darker colour than the rest of yer chest.”

Kate dropped her hands and stared at her breasts. He was right, they were a darker shade and definitely larger than they were a week ago. Her gaze flicked between Hodge, Irene’s bosom, and her own breasts before starting again with Hodge. The tonic was preparing her to lactate and she hadn’t realised.

“I can see you weren’t expecting that. I expect nobody told you?”

Kate shook her head.

“It’s sort of a tradition around these parts. Not everyone keeps cows or goats, or can get to the shops every day or two. Irene’s good for about two to three pints a day now and in another three weeks, you’ll be ready to start too. That brown medication you’ve been having is something I made myself from ground bovine ovaries I get from the butchers. It’s concentrated female hormones, oestrogen they call it, and it’s the same as the stuff your body makes, although of course, in much larger quantities. It’s good stuff. Turns anyone into a supergirl by switching on all the little milk glands in their titties. I could even give it to Albert and he’d grow tits too, but I don’t think he’d be much pleased.”

Kate’s face just registered shock, but Hodge either didn’t notice or didn’t care.

“It’s kick starting your milk production just as if you were pregnant, although it will be sometime before your yield rivals Irene’s or your titties grow as big. Takes about four weeks in all to start a woman, a little longer than it takes to turn on a cow, and then once we get you going, you’ll keep producing milk for as long as we keep milking you.”

Kate was appalled. She never thought for a moment such a thing could happen and she spun around to drop onto the bunk and hide her face.

“Aw… The poor thing’s frightened now,” said Irene. “It’s alright, dearie. It doesn’t hurt. In fact, it’s actually quite nice. Lydia will be milking you and she’s very gentle.”


Chapter Eight

A New Family

It wasn’t long after Mr and Mrs Hodge left Kate curled up on the bunk that she heard the latch opening again and peeped over her shoulder to see a young girl outlined in the doorway. She was a pretty girl with curling, mousy-coloured hair, and seemed to take after her father more than her mother, being small for her age with spindly arms and legs.

“Hello…”

Kate composed herself and pushed herself up until she was sitting on the edge of the bunk. The chain from her collar was hanging down her chest and she moved it to drop down her back so it was less obtrusive.

“I’m Lydia. Can I come in?”

Kate nodded and patted the bunk next to her with her linked hands, but Lydia hesitated.

“You’re not going to bite me, are you?”

Kate dropped her head to look down at her knees. Of course, she won’t bite, but all she could do to convince the girl was to shake her head and try to smile, but it seemed to be enough and the girl sat beside her, although still a little tense. She had on a yellow summer, button-up frock that seemed to make her face glow in the dim light.

“You’re much taller than I imagined and very pretty. Mummy says you can’t talk. That must be very difficult.”

“Arh…”

“She says I’ve got to look after you; feed you and stuff cos you can’t look after yourself,” and she looked at Kate’s metal-mesh mittens clipped together in her lap. “I don’t mind. When I was little, I had to look after our goat and then mummy started giving us milk and we didn’t need the goat anymore, so daddy swopped it for a donkey to pull the cockle cart. He was a lovely donkey. We called him Wonkey and he was really friendly, but then he died last winter and we’ve had to pull the cart ourselves since. Mummy says that now you’re going to help us harvest the cockles from the sands, so that’s going to make it much easier.”

She smiled at Kate and the tension between the two seemed to ease by degrees.

“I hope you like it down on the sands. There’s nowhere else like it…  Sometimes, it’s lovely out there when the sun’s shining, but not so good when it’s dark and raining. We don’t work in the dark, of course, that would be dangerous, but we have to work with the tides so it’s often late when we return.”

Lydia showed no embarrassment as she peered down at Kate’s chest.

“You’ve got lovely titties; much nicer than mine. Mine are flat with tiny pink nipples, but daddy says they’ll soon look much nicer once I start being milked.”

Kate glanced at the girl’s chest to confirm it was, indeed, flat, and then quickly looked away.

“I don’t really want to start yet because it means doing it four or five times a day, but at least it’ll make me bigger and that’s important; mummy says boys only like big titties. Anyway, we’ve agreed I’ll start in October when I’ll be seventeen-and-a-half. Yours are already quite big and daddy says you’ve only been taking the medicine for a week, so they haven’t even started to swell yet with the milk. They’re going to be huge….”

Kate slapped her hands back over her chest again and started shaking her head, but Lydia just laughed.

“Daddy said you’d be like this, but it’ll be alright. I’m going to be the one milking you and I’m very good at it. I learnt when I was eight on Bella the goat. In some ways, I’m quite looking forward to being milked myself. Life can be boring around here at times and new experiences are good, aren’t they? Mummy likes it because she says it makes her feel amorous.”

Kate had heard that too, but was not at all keen to find out.

“I’m still a virgin,” said the girl suddenly. “You're not though, are you?”

Kate waited a few heartbeats before shaking her head.

“No, I thought not. Mr Blackney said that you were used for entertaining men, but that something happened and now you don’t want anyone to put anything inside your pussy. That must be why he sold you. Well, you don’t need to worry anymore; nobody’s going to go doing that around here.”

‘What?’ Another misleading snippet of information from Blackney.

Lydia gazed at the metal mittens riveted to her wrists and all sorts of scenarios passed through her mind; were they a feature of her last occupation, a restraint used to make her more compliant, or were they a consequence? Did something terrible happen that caused her to fight and was she really so violent that she needed her hands locked away like that? There was no way of knowing now. The mittens were riveted in place and now it was very unlikely that they’d ever be cut off.

Kate was staring at her. What she’d just said was all totally fictitious. Blackney had made up all sorts of lies just to justify her restraints so she’d never be allowed to write, but there were other ways of getting her message across apart from pencil and paper… And the bit about not wanting sex… That was certainly news to Kate, but what should she make of it? For a start, there was certainly no truth in it. She didn’t consider herself to be promiscuous, but she certainly wasn’t frigid either, so why would Blackney say that? All she could think of was that it was some kind of revenge for seducing his lover. Kate had no inclination at present to disabuse her new family of the fallacy, but what of the future… Blackney’s lies could have significant consequences and she filed the thought away in her head.

Blackney had also told them that her lack of speech resulted from a difficult birth that had left her a simpleton, and now, with her hands made useless, she was going to find it difficult to enlighten them. She shook her head and held up her hands as if to show Lydia how useless they were, but Lydia misinterpreted the gesture.

“I’m sorry. Please calm down… Whatever happened must have been very traumatic. Was it to do with your Mr Eaton?”

Kate was suddenly as still as a statue.

“You must try to forget him. You have a new life now here in Cumbria and everything that happened in Sussex has now finished; it’s over…”

Blackney had told them about Eaton… So, they already knew everything.

“You must have been very fond of him and I'm sorry you won't be able to see him anymore. He wasn’t the one that hurt you though, was he?”

Kate’s mind was working fast trying to keep up… No, it wasn’t Eaton, it was Blackney and she shook her head.

“Then you must miss him. I expect he was very nice and I wish you could tell me about him. It must have been a really big deal for you. I’ve got a boyfriend. He’s called Frank and he lives in the farm up the lane and I love him, but I’ve told him he’s not allowed to hump me until after we’re married.” She looked at Kate with a conspiratorial glint in her eyes; “But that doesn’t stop him fingering me or me sucking on his dick.”

Kate met her grin with a surprised expression and the girl asked, “Have you ever sucked a man’s cock?”

Again, Kate hesitated before answering, but then decided that letting the girl know she was not the simple imbecile they took her to be couldn’t be a bad thing. She nodded and emphasised her answer with the hint of a smile.

“More than one?”

She thought of the security team at the aerodrome before Captain Eaton had set up the laboratory. There had been a dozen of them and she nodded again.

“You must have liked it then. I like it, although sometimes Frank does taste a little fishy.”

She sat for a while in silence, no doubt reviewing recent trysts with Frank in her mind, and then rose to her feet. “You must be hungry. Mummy’s made some potato soup; I’ll fetch you some,” and she re-entered the kitchen.  There were voices in the kitchen and Kate thought it would be good if she could join them. The sooner she could dispel some of their misconceptions, the better, but the chain from her collar was nowhere near long enough to reach the door, so she sat back on the bunk and waited.

Lydia returned with a bowl of thick soup and sat beside her to lift spoonfuls of the thick broth up to her mouth. The soup tasted good and was filling, especially when combined with crusty, homemade bread. It was only once the bowl was empty that Lydia told her she’d added her father’s lactation inducing potion to the soup, but by that time Kate was philosophical and knew there was no way she was going to avoid the inevitable.

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate didn’t leave her little bedroom that evening. Lydia gave her some bedding, a water jug, and some torn up pieces of newspaper that she could use as toilet paper, although using them would be virtually impossible with her hands trapped inside the mittens. She’d also given her a small pile of books to read, but they were children’s books and more suited to a six-year-old. Kate glanced at them, smiled, and pushed them back with a shake of her head, and once more her actions were misinterpreted as Lydia now assumed she couldn’t read.

She lay on the bunk staring at the pale light fade from the small, square window as the night descended and the house went quiet. She had to show them that she was not the simpleton they supposed, but that may not be easy. Then she looked at the stone wall beside her bunk and at her steel-clad hands. A message… It was the obvious solution and she set about scratching the stone with her mitten, but it took no more than seconds for her to realise the endeavour was doomed from the start: the stone was rough granite and she could make no impression on it at all. This could be it now… Fifty more years in that small room, harvesting cockles while the tide’s out and being milked by a family who thought she was an imbecile with limited intelligence.

The house stirred early the following morning with Lydia entering the room and announcing it was six o’clock. She brought with her a small bowl of cold water and a face cloth that she placed on the table. Kate looked at it and then held up her mittened hands still linked together and Lydia giggled.

“Sorry. I didn’t think,” and she wrung out the cloth and looked to Kate to stand. It was a very superficial wash with Lydia first wiping her face and neck, and then her arms and torso. She took particular care when it came to her breasts with the wash providing the perfect excuse to more closely inspect her new charge. Kate was expecting it and just stood with her hands over her belly and her eyes closed while Lydia tweaked and fondled. Then Lydia placed the bowl on the floor and knelt at Kate’s feet.

“You haven’t used the bucket yet. Do you want to before I wash you?”

It wasn’t true; there was urine in the bucket. Kate shook her head and Lydia shrugged as she dipped the cloth into the bowl and wrung it out.

“I’ve never touched another girl here,” she said grinning up into Kate’s impassive face. Kate’s reaction seemed to embolden her and she pressed the cloth harder between her legs, moving it in a little circular pattern to see if she could elicit a more positive reaction. It worked when Kate’s self-control suddenly broke and she pushed Lydia’s hands away with a shrill shriek to make Lydia fall back on her haunches giggling.

“Breakfast,” she announced, still chuckling to herself as she took the water bowl back into the kitchen and soon returned with a dish of scrambled eggs that she spooned into Kate’s mouth.

“Do you like sweets?” and she held out a paper bag of humbugs. “I do. I get really tired sometimes, but just one of these is all I need.”

Kate peered into the bag at the black and white boiled sweets and shook her head.

“I thought I’d give you a little tour this morning. Can’t really do much else because the tide’s on its way in. It’ll be after two this afternoon before anyone can go out on the sands and then it’ll be daddy and Albert today. First, though, daddy says you ought to be properly dressed if you're going out.”

This was excellent news as far as Kate was concerned. The weather was warm for that time of year, but that wasn’t really the point. Even the prostitutes in Hastings were always fully dressed in public and she nodded in agreement.

Hodge, Irene, and their son Albert all crowded into the little room thirty minutes later with Kate and Lydia, Hodge holding a small suitcase.

“Good morning, Daisy. Did you sleep well? I hope so; we stuffed the mattress with fresh straw only yesterday.”

She found the mattress thin and prickly, but her new family were looking at her with high expectations and she didn’t want to disappoint them, so she nodded and said, “Ahh.”

Hodge popped open the suitcase, but there was barely anything in it: some leather strapping and a pair of heavy black boots. “I’ve got you some boots,” said Irene. “They’re no good on the sands, but you’ll need them to walk around here; the gravel will be rough on soft feet. You won’t be working today, but Lydia wants to show you around the area, so you may as well have them now.” She laced them up around her ankles just below the shackles and they were a little large, but otherwise surprisingly comfortable.

“When the weather breaks, we’ll have to get you something warm to wear, but meantime, we thought you’d prefer to wear this instead of a body chain,” and Hodge lifted a broad leather belt from the case. ‘A Body Chain…’ Hodge was considering refitting the shackles to collar chain she’d worn the night before. She was going to be kept chained in public… Kate looked at the belt he was holding, not quite sure what he had in mind. It was certainly better than the body chain, but a poor substitute for real clothes and she backed away.

“Daisy… What are you doing?” Kate continued to shake her head and Hodge’s tone became less than congenial. “We’re certainly not letting you out to just roam about as you please, now just stand still or I’ll get my stick.”

“Dennis, please. You’re frighten the poor girl.”

“Dad’s right,” said Albert gazing at Kate from behind his mother. “You bought yourself a mentally retarded girl to work on the sands. We know she’s not right in the head and will need to be properly controlled. She can’t expect to just walk about like a normal, sane person? You can’t take that risk. What if she hurts someone, it’ll be your fault.”

“Daisy, dearie. Come on now. We know you’ve worn this before so it can’t be that uncomfortable.”

It wasn’t true, of course. She’d never seen that belt before. She was expecting to be given real clothes and here she was being offered something intended solely to control rather than to clothe, but after her initial rebellion, Kate calmed and reconsidered. Hodge now owned her and she was legally obliged to comply with his wishes so long as they weren’t actually injurious and, humiliating and embarrassing as his intention was, it hardly met that criterion. She dropped her arms and stepped slowly forward towards him.

“There, that’s better. At least she understands what a stick can do,” and he passed the belt about her waist and buckled it up tightly behind her back to leave ‘D’ rings riveted to the leather at her belly, back, and on each hip. She remained unresisting when he moved her hands to her waist and used their existing snap connector to include the D ring at her belly.

In sheer frustration, she gave a short screech and shook her hands, but Hodge just shrugged. “I can see you have a bit of a temper and I can't risk you hurting anyone.”

“What about the bridle?” asked Albert.

“That won’t be necessary today either,” said Hodge.

“It’ll stop her biting.”

“She won’t bite,” said Lydia. “I was sitting next to her for ages last night and she didn’t try to bite me once.”

Kate agreed with her and began nodding earnestly while making a sound like a seal.

“That’s as maybe, but if you’re going to take ‘er outside, it’s best to be sure. In any case, we don’t need to resort to the bridle for that. There’s a simple oral plug here that do that job,” and he picked up the device from the suitcase. Kate groaned again and opened her mouth, but was surprised when Hodge inserted a ring gag between her teeth and buckled it behind her neck.

“That’s not a plug,” said Albert, but Hodge held up a finger to indicate that he should wait and then lifted an expanding ball from the case. He pushed it through the ring and pressed its plunger to expand it within her mouth and remove any possibility of Kate expelling it or, indeed, actually biting anyone.

Irene studied her new girl, particularly her pubic mound looking very prominent with its vaginal cleft devoid of hair. “You don’t think she’s a bit, well… exposed?”

“My dear, we bought ‘er to work; she’s not a family member. She was one of those special service girls and those sort of girls are very rarely clothed unless the weather’s cold,” said Hodge in a knowledgeable tone of voice. “Mr Blackney confirmed it. He told me he never allowed her to have clothes.”

“I suppose it’s ok if she’s used to it,” said Irene after a moment’s reflection. “It’s odd that she doesn’t want to associate with men anymore. Something horrible must have happened.”

At this, Lydia suddenly perked up. “She told me last night that she likes sucking men’s cocks,” and when Irene looked at her daughter curiously, added, “I asked her and she nodded.”

“You seem to have bought yourself a little nymphomaniac, but I'm not putting anything in her mouth,” said Albert, barely able to conceal his mirth.

“She may be wantonly extrovert in some ways, but remember: she doesn’t like her cunny being touched, so we’ve all got to be careful with ‘er.”

Hodge and his wife filed back into the kitchen leaving Lydia and her big brother still staring at Kate.

“Pity she’s not got more wits… She’s pretty enough to be a wife, or will be once her titties grow.” He spent a few more moments considering her attributes and then asked, “What are you going to do with her today?”

“I thought we’d just walk up the lane. She can get a better view of the sea from up there.”

“She’ll see that soon enough. You want to show ‘er off to Frank, don’t you? Just cos they can’t afford their own girl… You’ll be giving him ideas showing Daisy to him like that; you might soon find yourself with a chain tether on your collar.”

“He wouldn’t do that to me,” said Lydia touching her own steel collar. “We’re going to have an equal marriage.”

Albert burst out laughing. “Since when have husbands and wives ever been equal? You just count yourself lucky that father doesn’t make you wear your shackles all the time around the house; I hope Frank feels the same.”

“Course he does,” but she turned away so that her brother didn’t see the flicker of doubt cross her face.

Meanwhile, Albert reached out and grabbed Kate’s breast in his fingers and she made a whimpering noise. She couldn’t stop him now that Hodge had clipped her hands to the belt, but made no attempt to pull away.

“God, she’s a dull ‘un. Mind like mushy peas,” and he left through the kitchen chuckling to himself.

Lydia heard her mother in the kitchen and shouted, “I’m just taking Kate for a walk up the lane.”

“Don’t forget your shackles.”

“Aw, mum… Do I have to?”

“It’s a public road.”

“But there’s only Pennyworth Farm up there and they’re almost family.”

“Well, it’ll be your fault if someone steals you.”

Lydia laughed at her mother’s joke. The chance of meeting anyone other than Frank’s family up the lane was so remote as to be insignificant, and they didn’t really count. She collected the key to Kate’s tether chain and a leash from the kitchen and they exited from the door directly into the garden, Kate walking stiffly beside Lydia with her hands still clipped to her waist, but happier now she was out of the small, dark room and into the sunshine.

It was a fine, warm day for a walk and the views across the bay were astonishing: an expanse of blue water fifteen miles wide in places sparkling in the bright sunshine beneath a cloudless blue sky. There were no boats visible anywhere in the bay because the tide was on its way out and soon, as far as the eye can see, would be sand. Across the bay, on the far shore below low, green hills, was the resort town of Morecambe with the sun lighting up a row of white-painted hotels. Further south, the land receded until it was no more than a thin line above the blue sea.

The track wound around the hillside and they’d only gone a short distance before all trace of the Hodge cottage and outbuildings were concealed by the hedgerows and stone boundary walls that skirted the flower-covered verges. Kate felt like an alien in another world, one where all earthly troubles were lost amongst the birdsong and the buzzing of insects, although the toll for inhabiting that world was far too costly.

“Frank…” shouted Lydia and waved. Two-hundred paces up the lane, her greeting was answered by a young lad little taller than her accompanied by a sheepdog. His heavy corduroys and a blue checked shirt marked him out as a farm worker, and his wellington boots made his gait awkward and cumbersome as he tried to hurry towards them. His dog was much more agile and was amongst the girls in moments.

“She won’t bite,” said Lydia as the dog explored Kate.

“I thought I might see you,” said Frank jogging down the track towards them. “And here you are as good as your word.” He was smiling at Kate as he spoke and his eyes inspected her from shackled ankles to the plug strapped into her mouth and everything in between.

“I promised I’d bring her to meet you.”

“She’s cool,” he exclaimed, “But I didn’t expect…” His eyes started at her feet again and slowly moved up until he was looking at her trapped hands. “Are you worried she’s going to run away?”

“Not really, but daddy says we have to be careful in case she hurts someone.”

“But she’s gagged and can’t use her hands.”

“She can’t talk. She’s dumb, so it doesn’t matter if she’s gagged. She’s not very clever. Daddy says she had a difficult birth and it’s left her re-tarded.” She pronounced the word as if being ‘tarded’ wasn’t bad enough. “She doesn’t understand a lot and she’s gagged and wearing those mittens because she and gets panicky and the man who sold her warned daddy that she sometimes bites and scratches. She’s not always like it, though. I was sitting with her last night and she was very calm and didn’t try to bite me at all.”

“Isn’t it going to be difficult if she can’t use her hands; she’s not going to be very useful.”

Lydia shook her head. “It won’t matter. She can still help us on the sands.”

“I sort of expected her to be wearing more,” he said looking at her heavy work boots.

Lydia giggled. “She’s a service girl, silly. Daddy says they never wear clothes unless the weather’s cold.”

Kate didn’t agree and shook her head, but Lydia just ignored her.

“Even out on the sands?”

“Daddy has some protective gear for when it’s wet or windy, but she’s used to cold weather.”

“She’s very pretty. Lovely titties.”

“They’re going to be better still once we start milking her.”

“Dad’s started milking the twins,” mused Frank. “They're a little young, but since mum left we haven't been getting any milk.”

Lydia adopted a sympathetic expression. The Pennyworths had been going through a tough time since Mrs Pennyworth ran off with a butcher from Windermere more than a year ago. Lydia remembered her as a fine-looking woman, but her bosom wasn’t as big as her own mother’s so she wasn’t as lacteally productive. Hopefully, Frank’s younger sisters will now make up for that deficiency.

“Their nipples are growing huge,” he added.

“It has that effect,” said Lydia knowingly. “Are you going to like it when I start?”

“Of course, I will. I’m looking forward to it cos yours are almost flat.”

Lydia’s smile faded. It was true, but he didn’t need to say it.

Frank was now staring at Kate’s vaginal cleft. Emilia had depilated it just days before and it was smooth, hairless, and particularly inviting between her long, white thighs. “Is your dad or Albert going to start humping ‘er?” he asked. “People do that with service girls, don’t they?”

“I don’t know. Daddy says Daisy May won’t like it and, anyway, nobody should ‘impregnate’ her because he doesn’t want any re-tarded babies about the place.”

“How are you going to stop it? I bet Albert’s going to have a go when nobody’s watching. And what about anal or head jobs? They wouldn’t make her pregnant.”

“That’s true. I suppose they’ll be ok and she did tell me she likes sucking on men’s cocks.”

“I wouldn’t put my cock anywhere near her mouth if there’s a chance she might bite.”

“Oh, you don’t need to worry about that. Look…” and she pulled on the oral plug’s plunger. The plug collapsed in her mouth and slipped from the ring gag.

Frank’s interest suddenly rocketed as he watched Kate’s tongue flicking behind the ring gag and there was definite movement in his trousers as his cock involuntarily expanded.

“Frank…” cried Lydia. “You can’t do her. You’re my boyfriend.”

“Of course, I am, but it’s not the same with a service girl; they don’t count. Anyway, I’m curious to see if she’s as you good as you are.”

“What? Like a competition, you mean?”

“Yeah. That’s right. You might be able to teach her some things.”

Lydia looked up and down the empty lane. “Alright,” but Kate was shaking her head.

Frank was quick to explain her reaction: “She doesn’t want to kneel on this stony surface. Let’s go into that field,” and he nodded to an open field gate into a pasture. It didn’t work; Kate was still shaking her head and now pulled on her leash like a stubborn puppy.

“Oh, daddy warned me she might be like this. It’s like a panicky reaction to anything new. We might have to do this another day.”

“What…” exclaimed Frank obviously disappointed.

“Daddy says that Mr Blackley warned him that Daisy might get agitated if she thinks she’s about to get impregnated. I can ask daddy if there’s something he could do so she feels safer. Perhaps fit her with a chastity belt or even close her up if he’s serious about not wanting to hump her.”

Kate stopped pulling. She’d already experienced several chastity belts. They were common enough appliances fathers and husbands had been using for hundreds of years to control access to their women and Kate didn’t like any of them. And then there was Lydia’s other suggestion. It didn’t bear thinking about and she immediately blanked it from her mind as she began pulling Lydia towards the field gate.

“Will you look at that…” exclaimed Frank watching Kate move towards the field. “She’s just realised what we were planning and decided she likes it after all.”

Relieved, Lydia followed Kate and Frank into the field and stopped on a grassy bank.

“You need to get down like this,” she said to Kate and knelt on the grass with her mouth open wide. Committed now, Kate knelt beside her, both girls facing Frank who could scarcely believe his luck. He unfastened his trousers and pushed them down to his knees along with his underpants to stand before the contestants in this most unusual of competitions with his erect penis bobbing before them.

“Who’s first, then?”

“Do me first,” said a giggling Lydia and reached out a hand to guide him to her mouth while her other held his testes in her palm. She pulled him close and consumed him with a single lunge that pushed his glans across her tongue and deep into her mouth.

“Unfair…” cried Frank and withdrew to leave Lydia peering up in dismay. “Daisy May can’t use her hands. You should clasp yours together at your waist just like her.”

Lydia looked at Kate kneeling up beside her and shrugged, linked her fingers together, and leaned forward again with her mouth open wide. Frank held her head with both hands and fed himself into her throat. With Lydia looking up into his grinning face, he began pumping slowly in and out, pulling her head onto him with every thrust and each time plunging a little further until she began spluttering and he withdrew.

“That’s too deep…”

“Sorry,” and he took a step sideways to stand before Kate. She remained totally passive as he pulled her towards him and threaded his erection through the ring and over her swollen tongue. Now he had a new competitor gazing up at him. Her tongue was pressing against him harder than Lydia’s and its internal spheres produced a curious massaging effect beneath his penis as he withdrew and then plunged forward. His glans burrowed between her tonsils and deep into her throat until her lips were against his belly. He wriggled to feel himself filling her and her throat constricting, and he gave a long groan. He was rapidly approaching the point of no return when he glanced down at Lydia and saw her blue eyes piercing him like meteor trails in the night. He disengaged from Kate and, stepping smartly to the side again, pressed himself back into Lydia in time to give a shudder and a more theatrical groan as he unloaded his seed into her mouth.

“Oh God, Lydia, you’re so good… sooo good,” and he stroked her hair. Lydia didn’t say anything because his cock was still filling her mouth and her cheeks were full of semen, but she looked pleased.

“You went much deeper into Daisy,” she managed at last.

“Not much deeper. She’s probably got a bigger mouth than you because she’s older, but you felt much better and sucked harder.”

“Was that because of the ring in her mouth? She couldn’t really suck at all with that there because her lips wouldn’t seal.”

“Well, that’s true, but it doesn’t alter the fact that you were better.”

“Ahh,” said Kate and nodded.

“See. Even she thinks you were better.”

Lydia smiled and pushed the expanding ball back through Kate’s ring gag. “You’ll have to help me lift her back up. She won’t be able to do that by herself with the shackles and no hands.”

“Will I see you later?”

“This evening… Once I feed and put Daisy to bed I’ll come up.”

“And tomorrow morning too with Daisy; we could have another competition.”

“But you already know who’s best.”

“No, I don’t mean that… If you lie side by side on your bellies, I could see who feels best at anal.”


Chapter Nine

Fishing Begins

Lydia took Kate back down to the cottage and parked her in the tiny sitting room on the settee, removed the ring gag, and locked her leash to the furniture, but left her hands clipped to her waist. After an hour, Kate managed to attract Irene’s attention and, with a series of indelicate gestures, indicated that she’d like to use the toilet. To her great relief, Irene took her into the back garden to the outside privy instead of the bucket in her bedroom before returning her to the settee.

Lunch was early at midday, potato soup with fresh bread again, and then it was time for Hodge and Albert to leave on the day’s cockle foraging expedition. It was a good opportunity to introduce Kate to the cockling cart and Lydia took her outside to see them leave, but before they’d even pulled the cart out of the storeroom, Kate looked behind her over the bay and saw not water, but the strangest landscape she’d ever seen: a vast expanse of exposed sandy islands with narrow water channels flowing between to form a jigsaw pattern as far as the eye could see.

Irene stopped at her shoulder. “The tide’s well on its way now. Another hour and they’ll be able to walk out there.”

The handcart, when they pulled it from the storeroom, was small and lightweight with wickerwork sides, an open back, and two large, five-foot diameter spoked wheels. A draw shaft extended from the front of the cart with a cross piece at its end to form a ‘T’ shape behind which two persons standing side-by-side could push. Hodge and Albert appeared dressed in shorts and T shirts with open, rubber-soled sandals on their feet and loaded a number of empty wicker baskets along with buckets, racks, spades, and sieves into the back of the cart. Then, with a nod of farewell, they picked up the draw shaft and set off down the lane.

The women returned to the cottage, Kate to resume her place on the settee with her tether reconnected and Lydia and her mother disappearing up the narrow staircase. When they emerged half-an-hour later, Lydia was carrying a small jug of warm milk. After that, Lydia busied herself with household chores and Irene sat in an armchair near Kate and knitted.

The men returned about four and by then Irene had cooked a plain meal of shepherd’s pie which they all ate together around the small dining table, the four family members on dining chairs and Kate on an upturned crate next to Lydia so she could feed her.

There was some excitement at six when a small van crawled up the lane to park outside the storeroom opposite the cottage gate and Kate watched through the window as the men unloaded empty baskets from the back of the van and then replaced them with baskets full of the cockles that were harvested that afternoon.

Then, apparently, it was Kate’s bedtime. Lydia allowed her to use the outside privy again before giving her a sponge bath outside in the back garden, taking her to her bedroom, and attaching her nighttime retention chain to her collar. Kate rattled the links between hands and belt and Lydia looked at the heavy chain linking her to the wall, and then smiled as she disconnected her conjoined hands from her waist. “You be a good girl, then. No noise while I'm out.”

Once the kitchen door was closed, Kate was alone but she could still hear much of the conversation. Hodge asked how ‘Daisy’ had been all day and Lydia said she’d mostly been very good, reporting that she’d not tried to bite or kick anyone all day and had only once refused to obey a command. She was, of course, referring to her reluctance to follow Lydia and Frank into the field.

“Was she playing up?” asked Hodge.

“Only a little, but she settled as soon as she realised what we wanted.”

“And what was that?”

“Only to follow us. She was just being a bit stubborn, that’s all.”

“Was she getting agitated?” Hodge asked pointedly, as if seeking a problem for which he had a solution.

Kate froze as she waited for Lydia’s reply.

“A wee bit, but she soon calmed.”

“Hmm…” he said sounding unconvinced, but Lydia had other things on her mind.

“I thought I’d just pop up the lane to talk to Frank.”

“Well, don’t be late. It’ll be dark in a couple of hours.”

“Bye,” Kate heard her say, and then Hodge called out: “Put your shackles on,” but she’d already gone.

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate heard Lydia returning well after the world outside her window had turned completely black and she was humming to herself. In her mind, she imagined Lydia lying naked in the field head to toe on top of Frank. Frank was, of course, also naked and had one arm wrapped around her hips to hold her steady while he licked and sucked, and the other hand was grasping a tiny tit firmly about its base. The vision became evermore detailed: Lydia was gripping his cock in her fist as her head bobbed to push its glans deep into her mouth, each movement inadvertently giving her tit a gentle tug.

Kate closed her eyes to shut out the night so she could better concentrate on the images in her head and saw Lydia begin to struggle as Franks relentless attentions took her to orgasm and beyond. Her imagination added words and she heard Lydia interrupt her repetitive moans to cry out that it was too much, but Frank just told her not to stop and his grip tightened to hold her sex harder against his mouth while her legs flailed uselessly either side of his head. Lydia hesitated a moment as the spasms wracked her body and then, with her orgasm fading just enough to allow her to continue, she returned to the task of sucking Frank’s cock. It was only when she spluttered and lifted her head with her cheeks full of semen for the second time that day that Frank relented and released her, and, strangely enough, that moment coincided with Kate’s own self-induced orgasm with her conjoined mittened hands lodged between her thighs. A chainmail mitten was not a subtle implement to use against her delicate skin, but effective.

The experience achieved its primary aim of temporarily subduing Kate’s hormonal drive by providing a much-needed orgasm, but then left her feeling jealous of her young carer and exasperated with the unfairness of it all. Later, as she lay still and silent in her bunk, she just felt alone and empty in the darkness.

✽    ✽    ✽

Morning brought the light and another warm day.

“First time on the sands this afternoon,” was the first thing Lydia said when she entered Kate’s room. “The tide should be right about half-one. Are you excited?”

Kate had so many mixed emotions at that point, she didn’t know how to react, but Lydia just smiled at her indecision.

“You’ll love it and it’ll be so warm out there today. What would you like for breakfast? You can have scrambled eggs or cheese on toast. Eggs?”

Kate shook her head.

“Cheesy toast then?” and Kate nodded with a definitive, “Ahh.”

A visit to the outside privy and a sponge wash was followed by breakfast, this time sitting at the table in the kitchen next to Lydia with Mrs Hodge fussing around them. Albert and Mr Hodge were nowhere to be seen and Lydia said they were working in the workshop.

“I’m taking Daisy for another walk this morning,” said Lydia.

“Well not too far,” said Irene. “She’s got work to do this afternoon.”

“Just up the track,” and Irene smiled, knowing full well what the attraction was up there. “Come on,” added Lydia impatiently pulling Kate by the arm back into her room to complete the day’s restrictions by clipping her mittens to her waist and holding up the ring gag. Kate shook her head.

“Now don’t play up. You know you have to wear this when you leave the house because daddy doesn’t trust you yet. If you don’t let me fit it whenever I need to, daddy will just fit it before he leaves each morning.”

Kate immediately saw the wisdom of complying and opened her mouth for the ring followed immediately by the expanding plug.

“Perfect,” said Lydia and clipped the leash to her collar. “We must hurry; Frank will be waiting.”

It was later that morning when Albert trudged up the track looking for his younger sister that he heard conversation coming from behind the hedge.

“She is very good, isn’t she? I’ve been giving her tips…”

“Uhh… Yes… good,” said Frank struggling on his back to respond to Lydia while Kate had his cock through the oral ring and deep in her throat. Kate, too, was struggling to concentrate because whilst kneeling beside Frank’s hips, he had one hand entwined in her hair to control the movements of her head and the other wrapped around the underside of a cheek with several fingers playing tunes over her clitoris.

“Hi Al,” said Lydia when she saw him.

“Hi Al…” parroted Frank distractedly as he pulled Kate’s head down until her forehead touched his thigh.

“She’s very good… You ought to try her.”

“Are you sure you ought to be doing this?” asked Albert.

“Frank’s not putting his dick in her cunny.”

“Even so, I’m not sure father would approve.”

“Oh, fuck…” cried Frank and held Kate tight against his groin as his body locked with orgasmic spasms. Fifteen long seconds later, he released her head and she lifted spluttering and breathing hard with tendrils of semen dribbling from her open mouth.

“Daddy won’t mind. Ask him.”

“Well, you need to bring Daisy back. It’s lunch time and then we need to prepare the cart.”

✽    ✽    ✽

“I don’t think that’s a problem,” said Hodge to Albert. “Not so long as she’s not impregnated. Mr Blackney said that although she doesn’t much like people putting things inside her cunt, she has a complicated reaction to sexual stimulation and she’s told Lydia she likes sucking on cocks. Anyway, the poor girl’s got to have some fun; there’s not much else round here to amuse her.”

He turned his attention back to the cockle cart. “I’ve taken off our drawbar and reinstalled the donkey shafts. She should be able to manage it ok; it’s not very heavy.”

“It’s heavier when it’s laden with cockles, but we’ll see this afternoon how she gets on.”

Kate was led from the house on her leash with her hands still attached to her waist, but her mouth unencumbered.

“You don’t want to use the bridle Mr Blackney supplied then?” asked Albert.

“I don’t think that will be necessary. She won’t bite anyone out on the sands. Back ‘er up to the shafts…”

It was the simplest harnessing possible with the twin shafts passing either side of her waist and clipped to the belt’s D rings and her mittens repositioned so that her arms reached out before her and were clipped to rings on the ends of the shafts. Now, wherever Kate walked, the cart would follow. Lydia took up her leash and led the way down the lane towards the sea with Hodge and Albert walking either side of the cart. A short path led down a shallow bank and onto a boardwalk that crossed low dunes before they reached the firmer wet sand below the high-tide mark. They’d fitted Kate with the same rubber shoes that Hodge and his family wore and she strode out between her guides with the cart bouncing along behind her, her eyes cautiously on the expanse of sand before her and the sparkling rivulets patterning its surface.

They walked for perhaps an hour moving ever further from the land, paddling through wide, shallow pools and fording stretches of shallow running water. Lydia told her that was where the sand was still draining with the outgoing tide.

Eventually, with the hills now a distant chequerboard pattern of fields and small copses, the party stopped on an island of sand looking no different from a thousand similar sites, unloaded baskets and rakes, and began filtering the sand for the hidden sea life beneath it. Each pull of a rake uncovered half a dozen of the small, white, scallop-shaped shells that were then dropped into sieves. Once a sieve was full, it was taken to the water’s edge and the shells washed to remove the sand before they were emptied into a basket.

This was the chance Kate had been waiting for. While everyone was occupied racking up the shellfish, Kate started drawing a toe through the sand, but no sooner had she drawn a line, than the wet sand settled back and the image faded. She dug her toe in deeper to form a larger letter, but it was little better: the channel that she made filled with water and then disappeared altogether to leave faint ridges that were barely still visible. Then she tried scraping the side of her foot across the sand to make really big letters, but they disappeared even quicker.

“Daisy…” cried out Hodge. “Where d’you think you're going. Come back here,” and she looked round to see she was a good forty feet from where they'd left her. “I don’t know where the stupid girl thought she was going,” she heard him murmur.

After a couple of hours, Hodge called out and the party started back towards the land, Kate now pulling a much heavier burden with five full baskets stacked in the cart. They walked for half an hour and then stopped again to rake another area. Here the sand was dryer and her sand marks lasted longer, but not long enough to attract anyone’s attention and again she was criticized for wandering.

When the incoming tide was visible as an advancing small wave five hundred feet away, they packed up their tools and began walking again. By this time, the land was gratifyingly close, but separated from them by an expanse of sea three hundred feet wide.

“It’s only very shallow,” said Lydia. “We can just walk straight across,” and this they did with the water only inches deep, but running with a fast current to fill areas further into the bay. Kate could feel the water washing over her feet and sense the movement of the cart’s wheels pushed sideways by the flow; it was unnerving if uneventful, but she was relieved when they finally reached the sloping beach leading up to the boardwalk and the dunes. Hodge and Albert helped to push the cart up the steeper inclines and as they broached the top of the dunes, she looked back over her shoulder to see the bay. An hour before they’d been walking out there, but now the seaward side was an unbroken sweep of brown water where the rush of the incoming tide was stirring up the sand.

✽    ✽    ✽

The cart was heavy with six full baskets loaded onto its open back and Kate needed assistance all the way up the track to the cottage, but Hodge seemed pleased with her effort and patted her on the shoulder when they unloaded. Finally, Albert unclipped the shafts from her belt and pushed the cart into its garage while Lydia brushed the sand from Kate’s legs and feet, and led her inside for a well-earned cup of tea.

“Well, that was easier,” said Hodge as the five of them were seated around the kitchen table. “You did well, Daisy.”

“She couldn’t manage the lane, though,” noted Albert.

“I didn’t expect her to. She’s never going to be as strong as Wonkey Donkey, but she’ll get stronger with time. We’ll soon build up those thigh muscles,” and he patted her leg as she sat silently beside him. She wasn’t really thinking about the cart anymore. She now knew what to expect and what her days would likely entail, and, although she didn’t relish being miles out on the sands with an incoming tide, she knew that this family had safely negotiated the sands for generations.

Now, she had three more important things on her mind while she sat at the table and sipped the tea each time Lydia lifted the cup. The first was the radar project. Had it really folded completely and could it ever be regenerated again. Surely Captain Eaton wouldn’t just give up quite so easily once he found out? And what was he doing now? Studying the trials reports? The budget data? Was he actually looking for her and what was the chance he could find her?

The second and third things on her mind were her breasts. They were still aching as the hormonal bursts tricked them into preparing to lactate. They seemed bigger with every passing day, filling out into plump rounded globes that were beginning to swell from her chest like ripe fruit and sway when she walked. Nipples and areolae were turning a rich, nutty brown colour with her areolae puffing up to form extra tiered discs beneath nipples that were already the size of her fingertips and seemed permanently perky. All the family members were constantly touching her and congratulating her on her development: hefting her breasts to feel their weight, squeezing her to determine their malleability, and pinching her areolae and teats to see if they could encourage any milk. She could do little with her hands clipped to her waist and at first began to swing away when she saw a hand reaching for her, but this invariably resulted in a sharp word and, in any case, as her breasts gained mass, moving rapidly hurt. So, she smiled and watched them fondle her.

✽    ✽    ✽

The news the next morning was all about the German chancellor introducing national measures that seemed overly aggressive and as certain British cabinet members began calling for Britain to rearm, Kate again felt the urgent need to right the wrong that Blackney had imposed on the radar project. She tried to tell Lydia that she needed to write a message by awkwardly rubbing her linked hands on the surface of her bedcovers, but Lydia just seemed amused and she heard her telling Albert that she wanted to draw pictures. Albert just laughed. It seemed hopeless, and then Lydia led Kate outside to the privy.

She peered over the top of the low door. Lydia had returned to the cottage and the garden was empty. What’s more, she still had her hands relatively free. On an impulse, she pushed open the privy door, crept out, and closed it behind her before hobbling around the side of the cottage as fast as her shackled legs would carry her. It was no good heading off down the lane; they’d soon catch her up on its long, straight stretches with tall hedges, so instead she turned up the lane. If she could pass Pennyworth Farm without being seen, she could lose herself in a copse or the patchwork of small fields and perhaps reach someone who would understand her urgency.

She didn’t get very far. As she was approaching the farm, Frank appeared suddenly from a field and grinned when he saw her.

“You looking for me?”

Kate shook her head and managed, “Oh…” but Frank either didn’t believe her or didn’t want to. He took her by the arm and pulled her into the field.

“You sexy little bitch… Couldn’t stay away, could you? But I’m afraid you’re going to be a little disappointed. I’m not putting my cock anywhere near your mouth if you’ve not got that ring gag fitted. But, then again, that’s not really why you’ve come up here, is it?”

Kate was shaking her head and making ‘Oh oh,’ noises, and the sounds only confirmed his suspicions. He grabbed her hands and forced them down to her waist. She fought back, but he was a strong boy and clipped them to her belt with surprising ease.

“Ok, girly… There’s no need to struggle. I’ll give you what you want, but then I’m going to have to take you back. Can’t have you wandering around… Anything might happen.”

It was a few minutes later when Lydia and Albert came stumbling into the field out of breath to see Kate lying on her back with Frank sitting on her knees and pinning them open. They’d been attracted by Kate’s urgent moans and now stood panting as they stared down at the couple, Frank with his left-hand gripping tenaciously onto her right nipple and the fingers of right-hand waggling across her clit as if he was strumming a guitar.

“We thought we’d find her up here,” gasped Albert.

“She couldn’t stay away.” Frank was grinning as he looked up at his friends. “You should take more care of your pet.”

“I only looked away for a moment.”

“Well. No harm done,” said Frank. “I’d have brought her back as soon as she’s had her fix.”

By this time, Kate was staring up at new arrivals with an open mouth and fixed expression as the rest of her rigid body began to vibrate. She couldn’t move in any meaningful way, pinned as she was by Frank’s weight, but she was shaking as wave after wave of spasms rippled through her.

“I see her titties are growing,” noted Frank conversationally as he continued with his strumming.

“She’ll be milking within a week or two,” said Albert.

All three of them were now watching Kate’s breasts; unable to keep up with the trembling of the rest of her torso, they were rolling hypnotically from side to side, the free one more than the one Frank was now stretching.

“Dad says milking the twins is taking up too much time and he’s thinking of buying a milking machine for them.”

“Aren’t they expensive?” asked Albert.

“They are, but then he could just leave them attached while he gets on with other stuff and he reckons it will pay for itself in a few months in terms of the time it would save.”

“Daisy’s just about played out,” said Albert looking at her eyelids as they began to flutter. “Thanks for seeing to ‘er, Frank.”

“No problem, mate,” and he disengaged from Kate to stand leaving her panting on the ground.

“Come on, you… That was very naughty running off like that,” and Albert pulled Kate to her feet and clipped a leash to her collar. “We’ll have to come to some arrangement… Can’t have ‘er sneaking off up here by herself for a quicky every day.”

“I don’t mind,” said Frank. “But leave her ring in next time so she can suck me.”

✽    ✽    ✽

It was still early. They’d put Kate back in her room and she could hear them discussing her in the kitchen.

Lydia was speaking: “She wasn’t trying to run away. She only wanted to see Frank again so he could diddle her.”

“You’ll just have to be more careful with her, Lydia. We just can’t have ‘er wandering free like that.”

“It’s all very well for you to say that, daddy, but you know what Mr Blackney told you: she’s got a high sex drive and will always be trying to get some attention for ‘erself. Isn’t there some way we can make ‘er more normal? Some sort of operation, perhaps?”

“Just sewing ‘er up wouldn’t work. You’d ‘ave to remove her ovaries if you wanted to reduce her sex drive and we can’t afford an operation like that.”

“Well, perhaps if we removed ‘er incentive,” suggested Albert. “Made it plain that she couldn’t get any benefit from sneaking away.”

“Now, that’s a much better idea,” said Hodge. “And I’ve got something in the workshop that we could use.”

That something turned out to be a piece of rusting ironwork left over from a bygone age. It used to be part of a lady’s chastity device from the Victorian era, but was now no more than a shaped, cast-iron crotch plate with chain links hanging from either end. It did, however, have a decorative metallic flower welded to the front of the plate designed to embellish the pubic mound. Hodge cleaned the device with a wire brush and sandpaper to remove the worse of the rust and showed it to Kate.

“We’ve been talking,” he said to the horrified girl. “We don’t want you wandering off looking for sex treats and we’ve decided that during the day, you’ll wear this. It’ll prevent Frank and anyone else touching you, so there will be no reason for you to go looking for him.”

Kate still had fresh memories of the belt imposed by the Guardians of Virtue in the home for single women; it had caused her weeks of relentless frustration and she twisted on her bunk, curling into the corner to make it impossible for Hodge to fit it.

“Now come on… You’re going to wear this whether you like it or not.”

“Tell her about the rest of it, daddy,” suggested Lydia.

“We won’t make you wear it during the night, just during the day so you don’t go off looking for Frank. And Lydia and Albert have agreed to take it in turns to relieve any sexual tension you may have every evening once you’re in bed. We know you have, um… special needs in that area and we don’t want you to feel you’re being neglected.”

Kate could see that this was another argument she wasn’t going to win. Hodge and his family had totally misinterpreted her intentions and come up with a solution to a problem that didn’t exist. But she could see that it was her own fault for trying to run off and now there were consequences. She uncurled and stood beside her bunk.

“There’s a good girl,” said Hodge. “You hold the back in place,” he said to Albert, “And I’ll mark the links at the front.”

Between the two of them, they pulled up on the chain links front and back until Kate squeaked and marked the length of chain necessary to attach the plate to Kate’s belt. Ten minutes later, Hodge had trimmed off the surplus links and was back with a couple of padlocks. It was tight and Kate could feel it pulling at the belt and pressing against her vulva to squeeze her inner lips through the narrow slot intended to allow urination.

It was like this that Kate was attached to the cart’s shafts for her second excursion out onto the sands and she surprised herself by not minding it at all. The chastity belt didn’t have the phalli of the others and now at least she was partially covered even if her breasts were still naked and swinging as she walked. If they were true to their word and removed it every night, she could live with it.

The expedition was uneventful, although it was now quite late when they finally left the sand and eight o’clock before they unloaded the cart and released Kate from the shafts. They assembled together in the kitchen for the usual cup of tea, this time accompanied by a fish supper, and dusk was falling by the time they thought about Kate’s bed. After her aborted escape attempt, Lydia took the precaution of clipping her mittens to her waist before removing the new guard and taking her out to the privy, and it was like that that she led Kate back into her room now lit by a candle to find that Albert was waiting for them.

“It’s his turn tonight,” said Lydia and Kate remembered what Hodge had promised.

Hodge had squeezed into the small room behind them and his voice had surprised her as she stared at Albert. “We don’t want you running off looking for sexual partners, so tonight Albert is going to do you. As I promised, Lydia has removed the metal guard plate and that won’t be refitted until the morning, but we have decided that it will be best if we stop you playing with yourself during the night, so we’ll keep your hands clipped as they are. It’ll stop you damaging yourself with those rough mittens and, in any case, it won’t be necessary now that Albert is going to treat you instead.” He paused for a few seconds and then added, “You probably won’t understand, but we want to condition you to only look to Albert and Lydia for sexual relief and if we stop you playing with yourself, it will make you all the more loyal.”

“Like a little puppy,” Lydia added and her father gave her a warning look.

Kate looked at the three expectant faces staring back at her and felt this was all wrong. Of course, she didn’t want to spend weeks or months being sexually frustrated, but to have prearranged sex session with Hodge’s teenage children couldn’t possibly be the answer. She made a ‘Oh, oh’” noise and shock her head, but Albert for one seemed unperturbed.

“I anticipated this,” he told his father. “It’s something new and retarded people don’t cope with new situations well, so I’ve already fixed some rope to the bed frame,” and he pushed Kate so she fell back onto her bunk. She wriggled, but couldn’t stop him wrapping the end of a prefixed cord around her leg and tying it loosely to hold her knee against the wall side of the bunk. When he did the same with the nearside knee and tied it to the nearside of the bedframe, she stopped moving. There was no point… She couldn’t now close her knees and couldn’t even sit up.

“Ok,” said Hodge. “That works well.” He looked at Kate now meekly gazing up at him. “We’re only trying to help you, so I don’t want you making a fuss. You have to let Albert or Lydia attach you like this every night so they can do what they have to do, and then they’ll release your knees and you can have a proper night’s sleep.”

His stare was so intense that Kate found herself nodding. Hodge smiled and left with Lydia giving Kate a kiss on her forehead before wishing her a goodnight and following. Albert looked down at Kate’s spread knees and exposed sex, grinned like a wolf, and sat on the edge of the bunk to place his palm firmly over her damp crotch.

✽    ✽    ✽

The next day was Sunday, and that was unusual. Not that it was a Sunday, but that it was a Sunday when the tides were too early for a morning expedition and too late to make an afternoon expedition safe. It gave the family the rare opportunity to attend the Sunday morning service at the local church. They were all up and about early and by nine, ready to leave the house with Hodge and Albert wearing crisp shirts and ties with dark, three-piece suits. Irene and Lydia had chosen belted, calf-length dresses in bright, floral patterns with high collars and long, cuffed sleeves.

Kate had watched Albert polishing everyone’s shoes, toecap Oxfords for the men and conservative, black leather lace-ups with modest heels for the women, and hoped she wasn’t to be included, but that hope was shown to be forlorn when he began to brush polish onto Kate’s black boots.

Lydia fitted the chastity guard, clipped her hands to her waist, and strapped the oral plug into her mouth just as if she was going up to Pennyworth farm to meet Frank. Kate couldn’t believe it: they were going to take her to church almost naked with the only nod to decency being the chastity guard between her legs and that had her labia minora poking through its urination slot. Behind her back, there was just the chain pulled tight between her bare cheeks and at the front, her breasts were not only exposed, but their areolae and nipples were now a rich, nut-brown colour and looking particularly perky.

That’s not to say that the Hodge family were completely insensitive to the conventions of the church because they had made an effort to smarten their girl’s appearance. Albert had painted the chastity guard the previous evening and the decorative flower adorning Kate’s pubic mound was now bright yellow with a red centre.

“Come on ladies; we’re going to be late.”

“It’s alright for you; you don’t have to wear these stupid things,” complained Irene struggling to reach her foot with the cuffs of her shackles.

“Here, let me,” said Lydia and closed the cuffs around her mother ankles just like her own before handing both sets of keys to Hodge.

He pulled out his pocket watch to read the time and then twirled it on its chain so that it slipped neatly back into his waistcoat pocket before he opened the door and Lydia picked up Kate’s leash, but then Irene suddenly began calling… “Wait, wait, wait. We can't go like this,” and she rushed back into the hall to sort through the coats on the rack She reappeared moments later with a triumphant grin and a broad-brimmed hat with a garland of paper flowers stuck in its headband. “Kate can't go to church without a hat.”

The church was in the village and, walking briskly, they got there while the bells were still ringing, joined the procession entering through the vestibule, and took pews at the back of the congregation. Reverend Barrowclough was the presiding cleric and spent much of the service talking about the theological necessity of decency in behaviour and modesty in dress, so much so that Kate wanted to crawl down between the pews.

Convention dictated that those in the front pews should leave first, so the whole congregation filed past the Hodge family and all, virtually without exception, nodded to Dennis Hodge, smiled at Irene, and grinned at Kate.

The Pennyworths were there too: Harold, Frank, and the twins, all looking smart and stylish in their Sunday best. Kate had never seen Frank looking so tidy before and it was the first time she’d seen his twin younger sisters. The girls were dressed up too with red bows in their hair and in the necks of their starched white shirts just below their steel ID collars. Below their waists they were clothed as conservatively as above with full skirts in a heavy, dark material that reached below their knees, white ankle socks, and clumpy black brogues. They looked uncomfortable, particularly as their ankles were linked by brightly polished shackles, but smiled in recognition at Kate as they passed.

Hodge stood and led his little party from the church. They were the last to leave and paused at the door to acknowledge the reverend’s greeting.

“We don’t see you often enough, Mr Hodge,” said Reverend Barrowclough and held out his hand. Hodge smiled and used the excuse of the tides to justify his erratic presence while he shook the proffered hand. “And your lovely wife, Irene…”

Irene smiled and almost curtsied as she introduced Albert and Lydia, in case the reverend had forgotten their names. “And this is our new girl, Daisy May.”

“Daisy May… Such a pretty name. I hope you're settling in nicely,” he said gazing at the plug in her mouth and then at her bare tits looking particularly prominent and bountiful. Hodge made no effort to explain either feature.

“We have ‘er to pull the cockle cart… She’s a bit simple, but she tries hard to be a good Christian.”

“I'm glad to hear it. And I notice, Mr Hodge, that I don’t have to teach you anything about morals or indecent behaviour,” he said peering down at Kate’s restrained hands. “I see you keep her well under control and you're even protecting her chastity.”

“I can't abide loose morals, Reverend Barrowclough. Keep ‘em true and pure, that’s what I always say. She’ll not be entertaining anyone with that cunt.”

“Indeed. Well, I wish you and your family well and I hope your new girl lives up to your high standards and can repay the care you're giving her,” and he watched Hodge lead the way through the cemetery with Kate bringing up the rear. Without the use of her arms for balance, her broad hips were swaying more than expected with each bare cheek rising and falling as her weight shifted. It was unusual to see such a girl working in the area, unique even, but not entirely unexpected. Hodge had been struggling since they lost the donkey and the girl was obviously ideal for their needs. The reverend had no doubts about Kate’s care. Hodge was a Godly man and would ensure she’s treated just as the Bible ordained for such girls. In any case, if they weren’t looking after her out in the fresh air, she’d be institutionalised in some stuffy asylum. She was one of the lucky ones; she’d found her calling in life.

✽    ✽    ✽

By one that afternoon, they were back at the cottage and had eaten a light lunch. Hodge and Albert had withdrawn to the workshop, Irene was busy in the kitchen, and Lydia was in the sitting room chatting with Kate and she was in high spirits. Lydia was usually garrulous, but that afternoon seemed exceptional. She started by chatting about the new dress Frank had bought for her and wondered whether it would fit Kate.

“You’d look nice in a pretty frock. It’s pink with a floating skirt and buttons all the way down the front. I think Frank chose it just for the buttons; he likes to undo them slowly one at a time. Have you ever worn clothes? It’s got long, puffy sleeves with tight cuffs. I don’t know whether you'd be able to get those gloves through the cuffs,” and she pulled Kate’s linked hands towards her. “It’s these tabs sticking out the side of the cuffs for the rivets.” She uncoupled the mittens from each other and turned one over in her hand to inspect it more closely. “I don’t know why you have to wear these. It must be very difficult for you.”

Her show of compassion didn’t last long when her mind flitted back to Frank. “He’s got a pair of handcuffs he keeps wanting me to try, but they're very old and rusty. I'm worried he wouldn’t be able to unlock them again…”

Once her mind had zeroed in on Frank again, she went on to describe him in more detail than Kate thought necessary. It was easy to follow her chain of thought as she then asked whether Kate had enjoyed Albert’s attention the previous night. Kate interpreted the question as, “Did you climax?” and when she nodded, Lydia went on to enquire whether she expected to enjoy Albert more than her. Kate just lifted both hands in a gesture that suggested, “I don’t know,” and Lydia giggled.

“I think it’s Albert you like best because I think you like boys better than girls.”

Kate remained still.

“I like boys better too,” she said. “It just sort of feels better if a boy’s doing it, although I have to admit, I've not been with many girls. Just one, really, and that was Susan Biddleston from school. She was ok… She knew where my clit was, which not all boys do, but when it came to licking her, well… I prefer to suck on a cock. What do you think? Cocks…?”

Kate stayed neutral.

“Clits then? Would you like to lick mine?”

Again, a blank stare…

“You'd have to if I told you to, wouldn’t you?”

This time, Lydia did get a reaction: a slight nod to acknowledge what she said was true.

“Have you licked any clits?”

Kate nodded.

“Many?”

There were only the girls at the estate, so no, and she shook her head.

That was the point when Kate decided that while Lydia was being so chatty, she’d try to get her to see she was more than a mute simpleton. She’d been thinking about Captain Eaton and perhaps Lydia didn’t really know the full story. She put a hand on Lydia’s arm to get her attention and then pretended to write on her left palm with her right mitten, but Lydia just giggled.

“Don’t be silly. You can't draw because I can't take your glove off,” but Kate cried out, “Oh…” and her scribbling got faster.

“Now, stop it, Daisy. I haven't got time for this.”

Kate now grabbed Lydia’s arm between both mittens and began crying out with strange, animal-like sounds as Lydia struggled to free herself.

“What’s going on,” asked Irene bustling through from the kitchen. “What’s she doing?”

Kate and Lydia now appeared to be fighting with Kate thrashing about with flailing arms while Lydia, the weaker of the two, tried to catch them and return them to her waist. Irene waded in and cried out when she got kicked on her shin for her trouble. Kate hadn’t even noticed.

Irene hobbled back into the kitchen, only to reappear with a cane and whacked it down on the seat cushion beside Kate’s bare hip. Kate stopped moving and stared at Irene.

“I'm sorry,” said Lydia. “We were just talking and the subject strayed onto sex and Daisy’s got all excited.”

“Oh…” cried Kate and began shaking her head anew.

“Now stop your nonsense.” Irene was normally quiet and composed, but Kate saw she was trembling and her voice was shaky. “Look what you’ve done,” she said to Kate and lifted a foot to show Kate the red mark on her shin where the steel ankle cuff had struck.

“I have to go; Frank will be waiting.”

“Well, you can't leave her like this. Clip her hands down, she shouldn’t be able to hurt anyone, and you'd best clip her shackles together too so she can't kick anymore.”

There was nothing more to be done… Kate sat upright on the settee with her mittens linked to her waist and her ankles now joined with a snap connector through the chain links.

“Now you be quiet or we’ll have to use a gag,” warned Irene and Kate suddenly realised how out of control the situation had become. “That’s better. You'd better go, Lydia. You might miss your bus.”

Lydia looked at the mantle clock and hurried away to change. Meanwhile, Irene gave Kate a scathing look. “She’s going to Morecambe with Frank this afternoon. She’s been looking forward to it for days and if they miss the bus, it'll be your fault,” and she limped back into the kitchen.

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate spent the afternoon listening to Sunday radio by herself and most of the evening in her bunk waiting for Lydia. Albert had settled her early and spread her knees in preparation for Lydia attentions, but Lydia was late and didn’t seem happy to find that her chores were not yet complete. She cursed when she saw what Albert had left her, sat resignedly on the edge of the bunk with her back to Kate’s head, and attacked Kate’s clitoris with a frenzied action devoid of empathy but heavy on determination.


Chapter Ten

The Womanhood Experience

Monday morning and the atmosphere seemed back to normal with the previous day’s discontent forgotten. It was an early start. The tide had receded enough by six to allow them out on the sands and that meant an early breakfast. Even so, they didn’t get to the sands before seven and decided not to venture too far. This was good news as far as Kate was concerned. Not so good was what Lydia did next… While Albert and Hodge were unloading their tools onto the sand, Lydia squatted beside Kate’s ankles and clipped a snap connector to the first link of her shackle chain. Then she tapped her leg and murmured, “Feet together.”

Kate looked down and cried out, “Oh…”

“You’ve got mummy to thank for this. When she got cross with you for kicking her and we clipped your ankles together, she accidentally solved the problem of you wandering off while we’re working. You're not going to able to go far with your ankles linked together. Now, feet together like a good girl. Do it now, or I’ll tell daddy,” she threatened and Kate reluctantly complied, rendering herself immobile until Lydia chose to release her. This was indeed bad, not because it stopped her roaming – where would she go? – but because it effectively curtailed any attempt she might make to leave a message in the sand.

They were back by ten and the cart was unloaded and everything stowed away by eleven. The cart was lighter than before with only four baskets, but Kate was finding it difficult to pull and Hodge saw her wince when she moved away from the shafts.

Tuesday was even worse. They set off at seven and went right out into the bay to collect a full load and by ten when it was time to head back, Kate was struggling. Of course, it didn’t help that she’d been standing in the same spot for so long. Her back ached and she plodded on with her head hanging low, not really concentrating on where she was going. Lydia was walking beside her holding her leash and chatting to Albert, and Kate walked straight on into an area of glistening damp sand. It was quicksand and before anyone realised, both her feet were stuck.

“Don’t move; stay still,” called Hodge behind her. “Albert… Can you reach her legs without getting stuck yourself?”

“I think so if I lie flat on the sand…”

“Then do that. Try to work one leg free at a time while Lydia and I pull back on the cart.”

Kate felt herself leaning backwards while Albert wiggled one of her feet to break the suction. It wasn’t a quick job and she was lucky not to lose her shoes, but after ten minutes she’d moved back onto firmer sand.

“See that?” said Hodge. “That’s how you can tell quicksand. It’s an area of wet sand when all around it is dry.”

Kate looked at the differences in the sand and saw that the quicksand extended perhaps fifty feet in front of her. If she’d been moving faster, she could have walked right out to the middle of the area before stopping and slowly sinking up to her chest. She wouldn’t have disappeared beneath the sand; that’s a myth. The human body is lighter than the sand and, to a certain extent, she would float, but that would be little consolation if no-one could pull her out before the tide returned. From then on, Lydia walked in front of Kate and both were careful to avoid suspicious areas. It was a sobering lesson and Kate was trembling even after walking another hour.

“It’s not good. These shafts are all wrong. They’re making her pull from her waist instead of her hips and it’s making her back sore.”

Kate heard Albert and nodded in agreement.

“It wouldn’t hurt to have a more positive method of guiding her too,” suggested Hodge. “Perhaps we can use the bridle that Mr Blackney provided to steer her?”

“Leave it with me,” said Albert. “I have an idea.

Albert worked all afternoon on his idea while Kate rested on the settee. They could see she was in some distress and allowed her to lie in relative comfort with her arms free, although Hodge had reconnected her leash to the furniture leg. High water precluded any more cockling trips that day, so Kate just watched Irene fussing around her while Hodge and Albert were in the workshop and Lydia was missing, presumed to be at Pennyworth Farm.

That evening, Albert proved just as proficient as before by ensuring Kate didn’t lack physical stimulation and by further encouraging an emotional bond to develop intended to dissuade her from running away. Kate could see he was doing his best to be considerate and responsive to her reactions, but the whole thing was just too mechanical to engender any devotion even if it did result in an orgasm that left her trembling for some minutes afterwards.

On Wednesday, it rained. It rained so hard that nobody wanted to leave the house and it wasn’t till the afternoon when the sun finally made an appearance that Albert and Hodge moved to the workshop to make the final adjustments to the cockling cart. Kate spent most of the day in the sitting room listening to the radio and feeling both bored and restless at the same time. The news from the continent was no better and that only made her more agitated.

So, it was Thursday morning that the family next ventured onto the sands and Kate could experience the new drawbar that Albert had constructed, and it came with an immediate surprise even before Kate left her bedroom. Albert told her that she’d have a backplate strapped to her back and that would spread the load when she pulled the cart. What’s more, the backplate could be fitted whilst she was still in her room and then a simple connection would link it to the cart. The other interesting point he made was that she wouldn’t be needing the chastity guard that Hodge had found in the workshop whilst connected to the cart.

Albert showed her the two-foot-long backplate and explained it to Kate in simple terms, showing her the twin padded, metal hooks at the top of the device that will curl over her shoulders and enable her to lean forward and push when the going gets tough. Further down the backplate, there were straps designed to hold her body firmly whilst leaving her legs free to do all the work. The connection to the cart was via a hinged connector at hip height that wouldn’t put any strain directly on her waist and will enable her to walk upright when, say, she’s going downhill, but lean forward when she needs to apply more pressure.

“Ready?” asked Albert and Kate replied, “Ahh…” and nodded. He lifted the backplate behind her, dropping the twin hooks over her shoulders and feeding a leather strap under one armpit, through slots in the shoulder hooks that were now positioned directly above each breast, and then under the other armpit. Then he buckled the strap together behind the backplate to pull Kate’s shoulders tight against the wood. There was a short wooden crossbar fixed to the plate at waist height and that fitted neatly into the small of her back to ease her belly forward and provide the correct curvature for her spine, and a long leather belt that encircled her waist twice, once above and once below the crossbar, to hold her midriff firmly in place.

“You need to wrap your arms behind this bar,” said Albert and, once she’d complied, he clipped her mittens back to her belt at her belly. Now, not only did the straps hold her firmly, but her with her elbows trapped behind the crossbar, she’d lost any trace of mobility she thought she had in her arms. This also had the effect of pulling her shoulders back to exaggerate the projection of her breasts and he took a moment to reflect on their development.

“I think you’re almost ready,” he announced lifting both breasts in his palms and giving them a little bounce to better assess their mass. “These teats are going to be even better than mothers,” and he pinched her areolae to give them both a sharp tug. No milk was ejected, but he seemed pleased nevertheless.

Then came the last strap. It was in the form of a ‘Y’ shape with the ends of the two short branches clipping to hooks on the wooden crossbar that went behind her back and the longer strap dropping down her abdomen to hang in front of her legs. Albert reached between her thighs and hooked the end of the strap onto the backplate that was now behind the cheeks of her bottom. Then he pulled the strap tight through its buckle and Kate squealed…

“There… Comfortable?” he asked. Kate didn’t answer; she was too occupied trying to wriggle in the new harness only to find it wasn’t possible. “Come this way,” said Albert and led her through the door to where the cart was waiting. She stood where he placed her looking down across the narrow track towards the sea beyond the wheat field, back steadfastly straight and the crotch strap pulled so tight over her vulva that she could plainly feel the pressure against her clitoris. The tide was well on its way out and vast tracts of muddy-coloured sand were visible between glittering veins of water. She felt movement behind her as Albert positioned the short drawbar of the cart against the backplate between twin location lugs and pushed home a long bolt that formed the hinge between the two components. Rather than the shafts attaching to her waist, the short drawbar was now connected directly to the backplate much lower than before with the hinged connector behind her hips.

“Done,” he said and Kate tried to turn to see what had actually been done, but that, too, was now impossible. Her body was fixed rigidly to the cart and to change direction now required her to move sideways.

“You can still lean forward and back to help with pulling,” said Albert, inordinately pleased with his creation. Kate tried it and he was right: The backplate rotated at the drawbar connector and she could lean forward when necessary to dig her toes into the ground for more pulling power.

“Just need the bridle now to steer you. We don’t want you wandering into quicksand again”

She gave a cry and shook her head, but Albert just laughed and fetched the bridle Blackney had supplied. She backed away, but a sharp rebuke stopped her in her tracks and she stood still while Albert fitted and adjusted the straps about her head, tensioning them where they dropped down her cheeks to ensure her jaw was tightly clenched about the ball in her mouth.

There were differences between what Kate now wore and Emilia’s version, most notable of which was the absence of the heavy collar that prevented Emilia from turning her head. The other change was with the mouth bit; gone were the side extensions that guided the reins to Emilia’s nipple rings and instead, a snap link hung from the front of the plug that now filled Kate’s mouth. All things considered, if she had to wear the bridle, she considered the changes to be improvements, but wished Albert had removed the blinkers either side of her eyes that limited her peripheral vision.

“Come on then; time we were off,” and he clipped the leash to her collar, but now also snapped it through the link on the oral plug so that when someone pulled on the leash, Kate was obliged to turn her head in the direction she was pulled.

Kate felt even more humiliated with this latest harness because it removed all her personal choice to leave her solely as the motive power for the cart. The ties were so unyielding that she could really only move her legs and they were permanently shackled together with riveted cuffs. She had to admit, however, that it did make it much easier to pull the cart and there was no more stress on her waist.

Lydia took the leash and they set off down the lane towards the beach with Hodge and Albert walking either side of the cart. She knew they were there even though she couldn’t turn her head to look at them while Lydia had the leash taut.

They crossed the boardwalk over the dunes in single file and stepped onto the beach with the light cart bouncing almost effortlessly across the hard sand. “Come,” said Lydia and pulled on the leash to move Kate forward towards the first obstacle: the wide stretch of water still a foot deep that was continuing to drain the sands of the inner bay with a current that felt strong enough to sweep a person out to sea. Kate leant into her task, splashing forward with her shoulders taking most of the strain.

Once out in the bay, Lydia linked her ankles as before and she stood still watching the family’s morning expedition yielding a generous haul of cockles without incident, and three hours later it was time to retreat from the incoming tide.

Lydia released the link holding her ankles together and Albert, standing beside her but beyond her line of sight, said, “Now the work really begins. Lean forward…”

Kate folded at her hips preparing to pull hard on the cart.

“More than that,” said Lydia and pulled down on the leash to lower her head further.

“Done,” said Albert and Lydia eased the tension in the leash, but Kate found she could no longer stand erect; Albert had pushed a second bolt through the connection lugs to lock the angle. Despite her limited mobility and the strange angle with which she now faced the world, Kate found she could pull the cart laden with six full baskets of cockles relatively easily and plodded on behind Lydia with her breasts now swinging freely from side to side beneath her in time with her steps.

It wasn’t until they stopped outside the storeroom and Albert had kicked a brick behind the cart’s wheel, that he removed the second peg from the drawbar. She stood erect, glowering at him, but he just grinned and began unbuckling her bridle.

“You did well… Didn’t she do well, father?”

“Excellent. How do you feel?” He paused and then rephrased his question. “Is your back aching?”

“Ah err a,” she said shaking her head.

“Good. That’s very good. And your tits are looking good too. I think we’ll give them another day or two and then trigger your milk.”

Kate made no comment.

Albert took her into her room and removed the backplate, gifting Kate the ability to move again, and then, after a toilet break, reinstalled her chastity guard. Kate remained stoical, accepting food and drink when it was offered and settling quietly on the settee with mittens clipped but ankles free to listen to the radio. The news was as dismal as before and just served to remind her that Blackney had won – the radar project was dead in the water and there didn’t seem anything she could do about it.

✽    ✽    ✽

For the next few days, the family worked feverishly while the good weather held, even to the extent of working through Sunday, and Kate found herself pulled blindly across the sands as the weather slowly deteriorated. Despite the occasional sun, a wind from the sea cooled the air and she began to shiver out on the exposed sands. Hodge noticed, covered her with a blanket whilst she stood still, and promised her warm clothing for the next excursion.

She remembered the last time she was promised clothing and that turned out to be nothing more than shoes and a belt, so she didn’t have high hopes this time. She was, therefore, pleasantly surprised when Hodge entered her room early the next day carrying what appeared to be a rubber wetsuit.

“It’s just the top because I didn’t know how to get the bottom half on you when you have those fixed shackles, but at least it will keep the chill at bay and it’s even waterproof for when it rains.”

She slipped out from under the bedcovers and stood smiling beside the bed, ready to accept the first clothes she’d worn in weeks.

Hodge uncoupled her hands, removed the belt completely, and moved behind her, holding the rubber jacket open for her to slide in her arms. The jacket had zippers from elbows to cuffs so they slipped easily over the metal mittens and could be closed tightly on her arms, but it was only when Hodge closed the front of the jacket over her chest that she realised what he’d done.

“You’ll be ready for milking soon, so I thought this would make it easier and wouldn’t constrict you so much,” and he zipped together the front panels right up to her collar. They formed a tight bodice around her chest, waist, and over her broad hips, but not over her breasts which protruded through the two circular holes he’d cut in the rubber. Hodge looked pleased and re-buckled the belt about her waist over the rubber so he could reattach her hands, but Kate just looked stunned. They heard sniggering behind Hodge’s back and he stepped aside to see both Albert and Lydia peeping around the kitchen door jamb.

“That’s lovely, father. Very stylish.”

Kate didn’t see the funny side. All she saw was more humiliation, but what could she do without a voice to complain or hands to affect?

“It'll save her getting a chill,” and he gazed at his girl; at her breasts squeezing through holes that were already slightly too small. “I'm changing her hormones tomorrow, so you can expect to be milking these tomorrow evening.”

That was it, then… The final humiliation: being milked like an animal by a seventeen-year-old girl, but that would be tomorrow; she still had that day to get through, but now at least she’d be warmer. Out on the sands with a stiff breeze whipping up the dry sand to sting her legs, tomorrow was forgotten and she was pleased with the warmth and protection Hodge had provided. But not all was well. After the first hour, Lydia seemed listless and worked sluggishly. Albert noticed, but didn’t say anything and she trudged back to the cottage leading Kate in a strangely reticent mood, disappearing inside at the earliest opportunity to leave Albert to release Kate and refit her chastity guard.

An hour later, Lydia seemed fully recovered and was talking about going up to Pennyworth farm to see Frank. This time, she went without Kate.

✽    ✽    ✽

The next morning, Kate was confused. It wouldn’t be safe to venture out onto the sands until after ten, but it was still well before nine and not only had Albert fitted her jacket and strapped her to the backplate unnecessarily early, but he’d also bridled her for no good reason. Then he confounded her confusion by pulling her outside and attaching her to the cart. It took moments to push home the metal bolt between her backplate and the cart’s drawbar and suddenly she was once more an integral part of the machine, a motive unit for the cart and little else.

“Oh good… You have her ready,” said Hodge leaving the cottage by its main entrance. “Do you have the tourniquet straps?”

Albert held up the two short straps that used to comprise part of Emilia’s harness and were used to bind her breasts. “Should I fit them now?”

“May as well, but don’t have them too tight; she’ll enlarge during the day.”

Albert grinned when he saw Kate’s reaction and the realisation of what was about to happen, but with her arms already pinioned behind the crossbar, she could only watch as he first pulled down her head by its leash to angle the backplate and then inserted the second locking pin. Her breasts now hung heavily beneath her chest and he took full advantage of her posture to encircle each breast with a leather strap.

“They’re for later, to help with the milking…” he said as he tightened the buckles just enough to grip the already protuberant breasts. Then he removed the second locking bolt and Kate stood erect again to stare down at her breasts projecting through the black rubber jacket and cinched by the belts to make them look like some strange type of shock-absorbing mechanism in case she bumped into anything.

Hodge then confirmed her fears when he held up a hypodermic needle and sent a thin jet of liquid squirting into the air. “Where do you want it? Shoulder or bum?”

“Don’t be daft, father. How do you expect her to understand, let alone answer?”

Kate began to struggle, but only her feet moved in an agitated dance as the strap between her legs clamped her hips resolutely to the backplate. Hodge shrugged and pressed the needle into the fleshy cheek of her bottom and depressed the plunger.

“Just in case you do understand, it’s called prolactin. The vet gave it to me and it’s really meant to bring on the milk in cows, but it works just as well on women and girls. You’ve had the oestrogen that’s developed your milk glands and now this one starts your milk production proper as if you’ve just given birth. By this afternoon, you should be ready for your first milking.”

She’d known from the very first day with Hodge that this would happen, but now it was imminent it left her emotions in turmoil. On the plus side, even after the artificial way Hodge had manipulated her hormones, lactation was still a natural process for a woman, one of the gender’s defining features, and the idea brought with it a degree of excitement as well as a certain amount of anticipation. After all, people say it’s pleasant for the woman, even inciting as it stimulates oxytocin; the same hormone that’s released during sex, a hormone known to promote affection and sexual arousal.

On the other hand, this new phase of her life could come with an ocean of humiliation as others are about to manipulate her breasts to express the milk. Will they milk her by hand like a cow or suckle direct from her teats? Is she about to start breastfeeding Lydia? Albert? Hodge? She stared down at her distorted breasts, half expecting to see them slowly swelling as they filled with milk and began to leak.

Once on the sand, they inserted the second peg straight away to lock her in the angled position and Lydia led her over the uncertain ground, steering by her oral plug with her breasts swaying more than ever, although they did ease the linkage to allow her to stand erect while they worked. It was worse still on the way back three hours later. As the prolactin galvanised her milk production, her breasts did swell further and gained more weight, so the ancillary straps binding them became tighter and further distorted their shape. This all made pulling the now loaded cart even more of a trial of which her accompanying carers seemed to be completely oblivious.

Albert, as before, kept her linkage to the cart in the locked position all the way back up the incline to the cottage and it was only after he’d chocked the cart’s wheels and wrapped her leash around the rail outside the storeroom that anyone noticed her revised profile.

“My God, just look at her titties… They’re huge,” gasped Lydia.

Lydia was, of course, exaggerating, but they were certainly larger than they were earlier that morning. “Yep… They’re ready,” proclaimed Hodge squeezing a nipple to eject a few drops of milk. Kate felt the milk move inside her, felt it trickle through her milk ducts as it drained towards her teats and its slow ejection through their tips even though she couldn’t drop her head enough to see the spectacle.

“I could milk her now. She’s in the perfect position,” exclaimed Lydia. “I’ll fetch a jug.”

Albert and Hodge squatted down beside Kate’s head to peer under her chest at her tits dangling through their constricting straps and were soon joined by Irene and Lydia, the latter carrying a milking stool and the jug.

“Tighten the straps first,” suggested Hodge and Lydia pulled the buckles up another hole to make her breasts look like strange mushrooms bulging through their strictures with her nipples now extruded out into long points. Kate was still impeded by the oral plug and with the leash pulled tight around the rail, could barely move. She made no sound other than an urgent hum, but made her discomfort felt by stamping a foot.

Lydia placed the stool beside her and sat with one hand holding the jug under her breast and the other gripping a teat just behind its areola. She squeezed and pulled, allowing the fat nipple to slide between her thumb and finger to draw a dribble of thick, yellow milk from its tip.

“That’s colostrum, that is,” said Irene. “That’s really good stuff. You look after it because she’ll soon just be giving us just plain milk.”

“Lydia managed to coax only an egg cupful of the rich cream from Kate before no amount of squeezing and pulling would yield more and she took her treasure into the kitchen to leave Kate panting hard outside with a maelstrom of different emotions circulating in her brain. In due course, Albert uncoupled the cart and removed her encumbrances, but left the jacket in place, her hands reclipped to her waist, and the chastity guard refitted, so all Kate could do was to gaze down at her abused breasts.

By this time, it was almost three o’clock and the family sat together in the small kitchen feasting on bread and cheese, after which Albert moved Kate to the settee and she sat by herself listening to a dreary play on the radio and watching her teats in case they did something interesting. Nobody paid her further attention as they busied themselves with household chores or sorted through the baskets of cockles in the storeroom ready for when the evening transport came to collect them.

They had a more substantial meal at six and then Lydia announced she was taking Kate up to Pennyworth farm for exercise. “We’ll be back before ten and I’ll milk her again then,” she called as she pulled Kate through the door. Her ward was less than comfortable. She still had her mittens clipped to her waist and Lydia had refitted the oral ring and plug just as before, but now her constraints were still augmented by the ridiculous jacket and the breast-constricting straps she’d endured all day.

The evening air was chilly. It gave her goosebumps on her bare legs and caused her nipples to harden. As expected, Frank was hovering up the lane waiting for them, but this time he wasn’t alone. Lydia gave Frank a quick greeting peck on his cheek and then turned to his sisters.

“Hi, you two. I saw you at church the other day; I liked the ankle socks.”

“Yeah, very funny,” said the dark-haired girl. “Daddy thinks we should dress-up like eight-year-olds to see the vicar – as if those fucking shackles weren’t bad enough… I thought we’d finished with them when we left Lancaster.”

“Ignore her. We’ve been with Auntie Bess in Lancaster and had to wear them virtually all the time,” said her sister. “So, this is your new girl. She’s very tall.”

The two girls looked similar, but not identical. Both were skinny like Frank, but taller with longer legs. They looked at Kate with grinning, cherub-like faces, one with mousy-coloured hair and brown eyes whilst her twin sister was quite fair with grey eyes. They wore similar dresses too, but in different colours; light summer frocks that buttoned from hem to neck with wide belts around their narrow waists and twin peaks where the material was stretched over their nipples.

“She’s called Daisy May, but she can’t speak.”

“Of course not. You’ve plugged her mouth…”

“No, that’s just so she doesn’t bite. She can’t talk cos ‘er brain is addled. It’s left her retarded so we have to be especially careful with her or else she gets ‘erself into trouble.” Lydia pulled Kate closer by the leash to her collar. “This is Eveline and Frances, Daisy. Eveline is the fair one,” she said to Kate.

“I love her jacket, very Avant-Garde,” said Frances.

“Daddy cut the holes. It’s so we can milk her easier without undressing her.”

“And you keep her hands locked up like that?” she asked looking at Kate’s mittens clipped together at her waist.

“Those metal gloves are riveted onto her cos her last owner said she can become violent if they’re ever removed. I think he means she might grab things and attack people. Perhaps it’s something to do with her mental problems. I’ve not seen her get really violent yet, but then again, I’ve never seen her without her gloves.”

“Oo, spooky,” said Frances. “And you keep her locked in a chastity belt.”

Lydia giggled at Frank. “That’s so Frank can’t fuck ‘er. Daddy doesn’t want any baby imbeciles.”

“I think her tits are lovely,” said Eveline. “They’re much bigger than ours, but don’t you think those straps might hurt her?”

Lydia shrugged. “Albert did it, not me. Frank told me your dad’s started milking you.”

“Yeah. Dad says seventeen is plenty old enough.” Lydia looked a little bashful; she was actually older being seventeen several months back. “He started over a month ago, but his hands are a bit rough, so now we’re milking each other.”

“What? At the same time? How’s that working out?”

“It’s fun, but it’s easy to get carried away when we’re pulling at each other’s nips.”

“It makes us feel all giddy and dad’s caught us messing about a couple of times,” said Frances. “He says he’s going to buy us a milking machine to do the job properly.”

“She means that when they’re gripping each other by the tits, it’s hard to know when to stop,” explained Frank, “Dad’s going to buy a milker that holds them in place until it’s finished so they can’t over-stimulate each other.”

“We’ve started milking Daisy now,” said Lydia.

“Is that why you’ve strapped up her titties.”

“It helps.”

“Tighten them up then.”

“She won’t be milked for hours yet.”

“So? I want to see what they look like,” said Eveline.

“Let them see,” said Frank. “Then I’ll tell dad and he’ll strap theirs up like it.”

“In your dreams, big bro,” said Frances, but then she pushed past Lydia and tightened the strap about Kate’s left breast just the same.

“Hey…” said Lydia, but Frank told her to let them have their fun and Kate just stood there and watched the girl constrict her right breast too.

“It makes her nipples stand out.”

“I want a taste,” said Frances gazing at the drop of colostrum forced from Kate left teat.

“Me too,” said Eveline and, to Kate’s consternation, the twins latched onto a teat each.

Lydia stepped forward to reassert control, but Frank stopped her and pulled her in for a kiss before whispering in her ear that he was looking forward to tasting her milk. Lydia grinned and said she’d like that too.

✽    ✽    ✽

All the way back down the lane, Kate’s breasts were dribbling drops of the thick, yellow gold with every onerous step. They were engorged and as hard as cricket balls with fat areolae and projecting nipples on their tips. And they hurt like hell. When Hodge saw them, he was cross and shouted at Lydia, telling her how stupid she was to buckle the straps so tightly.

“How long ago did you do this?”

“About two hours,” she said, but resisted the temptation to tell him it wasn’t her, but Frank’s twin sisters who were the culprits.

“Once she’s engorged like this, her milk production stops. It’s all very well tightening the straps just before you milk ‘er, but all you’ve done now is to stop ‘er producing more milk just when we’re trying to encourage ‘er.”

“I’m sorry, daddy. I didn’t know.”

“Well don’t tighten ‘em again until you’re ready to milk ‘er. Now, take ‘er into ‘er room and get the job done.”

Kate couldn’t have agreed with him more… at least until the bit when he told her to constrict her breasts just before milking her. Lydia scooped up the jug and followed Kate through to her bedroom, connecting her nighttime tether before unclipping her coupled hands from her belt and telling her to lean on the bunk. Then she sat beside her and began pulling at her teats now hanging below her chest. Both teats began leaking as her anticipatory milk ‘letdown’ affected both equally and Lydia had to hold the jug under one while squeezing the other closed to stifle the flow. Once both had stopped the inadvertent dribbling, she carefully eased the straps to reduce the internal pressure and control was restored.


Chapter Eleven

Persuasion

It took a week for Kate’s milk to become properly established and at the end of the period, Lydia could induce thin jets of milk amounting to over half a cup per session by judiciously squeezing and tugging on her teats. It wasn’t altogether a happy arrangement from Kate’s point of view because sometimes Lydia’s enthusiasm led to painful episodes. More than once, Kate had dropped down onto the bunk to thwart Lydia’s attempts and, on one occasion, caused Lydia to spill all that was so arduously collected.

Kate was finding the experience both demeaning and stimulating in equal measure and couldn’t decide whether to encourage or discourage Lydia. On the whole, she tended towards discouragement because the stimulation could never lead anywhere, not least because she was always sealed by the chastity guard, but that discouragement itself came with a cost. Lydia could only work her magic while Kate stayed cooperative and that relied on Lydia working with a degree of empathy, a characteristic she was generally lacking. She didn’t appreciate having to negotiate a milking session with a girl she considered to be so intellectually challenged and this led, more often than not, to a tense encounter and the exasperation of both parties.

✽    ✽    ✽

There followed five days of calm weather when the tides were right for cockling and the Hodge family took full advantage with lazy mornings and the afternoon excursions getting progressively later as the low tide times progressed. Each evening, Lydia would excuse herself and walk up the track to meet Frank and it was on the third evening after supper, that she suggested Kate might like to join her.

“Well don’t keep her out too long,” said Hodge. “She’s only got that jacket and the evening are getting cooler. And keep an eye on ‘er; I don’t want ‘er wandering off. Are you using her gag?”

“Of course.”

“Yes, of course you are. Well, don’t let Frank try and remove her chastity guard. Oral’s alright, but no tupping.”

“Albert has all her keys, not me.”

Kate listened to everything Hodge had to say, but agreed with very little of it. Even so, she soon found herself trailing after Lydia up the lane as the daylight began to fade. As expected, Frank was waiting for them and seemed pleased that Lydia had brought Kate up that evening.

“Her titties are looking really good.”

“Mine will be like that soon enough. You’ve just got to be a little patient.”

“Not everyone looks the same once they start milking. Eveline and Frances don’t have teats that size and they’ve been milking for longer. Oh look… Talk of the devil.”

“Hi, you two,” called out Lydia. “We were just talking about you.”

The twins emerged from the barn not looking at all like they lived on a farm. From their chunky leather shoes with block heels to their multi-coloured t-shirts with long, puffy sleeves, they looked more like they were intending to go to a dance.

“You’ve got makeup on,” exclaimed Lydia.

“We’re going to the Wrecking Ball in Morecambe Saturday night, so we've been practising.”

“Oh, can I come?”

“Sure, if your father will let you,” said Frances. “I see you have your pet with you again, but she’s not got her titties strapped up like before.”

“Daddy says she doesn’t need them now her milk is flowing.”

“How’s that working out then?”

“Pretty well. She’s well over a pint a day already.”

“Daddy gets nearly half a gallon each day from us now we’re using the pump.”

“And it’s such fun,” added Eveline. “Do you want to see? We have a session coming up.”

“May as well,” said Frank. “I have to be there anyway to connect them up.”

“Of course,” agreed Lydia. “And Daisy would like to see too.”

The little group walked up past the barn to a small brick-built building. “This used to be the dairy when the farm had real cows. Now it doubles as a milking shed,” explained Frank flicking on the lights.

“Daddy says he’s going to put a heater in here in the winter. This is the milking machine and those are the milking stands,” said Frances.

Lydia inspected the new stainless steel milking pump with its small collecting vessel and the teat cups on the ends of rubber tubing hooked over a rail. Frances lifted one of the small teat cups from its hook. “It’s made for women and not cows or goats, and Daddy had to pay extra to get four teat cups so we can use it together.”

“It’s so I don’t have to hang around watching them for so long,” said Frank. “And he made the milking stand, too.”

Lydia and Kate both stared at the dual milking stand. It was constructed of timber; a seven-foot beam at waist height with semi-circular recesses cut into its top surface for two necks and four wrists, and a lower, seven-foot wooden rail a couple of feet behind it. The mating halves of the pillory, the head boards, were hinged open ready to receive the two lactating girls.

“Come on then, you two. Let’s get this over with,” and the twins almost skipped with glee. They moved to stand behind the rail and Frank followed them around to connect straps just above their knees that held their legs against the rail. “The whole point of this is that they can't interfere with either the machine or with each other while they're being milked. The pump’s on a timer, so there’s none of the previous nonsense when they didn’t know when to stop.”

Like a pair of synchronised athletes, both girls pulled their t-shirts over their heads with a single, swift movement to leave their breasts gently bobbing and then leaned forwards so that their torsos were horizontal and their necks and wrists were in the open recesses. Frank closed the two hinged head boards and, with simple latches, the girls were securely locked in place until he chose to release them; they didn’t seem to mind at all. Frank, Lydia, and Kate all knelt to peer under the beam at the two pairs of tits now dangling beneath their chests and the girls responded by giggling some more and making them bounce.

Frank fetched a small bowl of cold water and a cloth, and with the girls squirming like maniacs, wiped beneath them, taking care to ensure that both pairs of tits were not only scrupulously clean, but also cooled.

“Makes their nipples stand out so it’s easier for the teat cups to latch on,” he explained. Then he turned on the pump positioned between them and lifted the first pair of teat cups from their park position. “The cups open to the vacuum pump when you flick this lever,” and he moved a small latch beneath one of the cups to demonstrate and it started to hiss. “Ready?” he said to Frances and held both cups against her nipples. Then, without waiting for her response, opened the latches and the cups jumped upwards to grab onto her nipples and draw them deep into the glass bores. Frances gave a squeal that morphed into more laughter as she rocked her chest from side to side in a half-hearted attempt to dislodge the cups. Seconds later, Eveline was doing the same.

“They don’t just suck,” said Frank. “They suck the nipples into the bores which draws down the milk and then they squeeze them. It has the effect of actually pumping the milk out.”

“That’s what I do to Daisy, although it’s not so much sucking as pulling the milk out.”

“Yeah, well this is much more effective. All I have to do is switch it over to pulse mode…” and he flicked another switch on the pump. The effect was immediate and spectacular. Both girls screamed as their right breasts were drawn deeper into the cups, lifting both righthand cups in unison. Then, a second later, those cups went from sucking to squeezing as internal donut-shaped rings pressurised around the base of each teat, and the lefthand cups rose as they sucked. The result was the cups began rhythmically bobbing up and down below their chests, first the righthand pair and then the left, and the consequence was strong jets of milk pulsing into the glass bores.

After a few seconds, the girls’ screams abated until only the clicking of the pump and their heavy breathing could be heard. That is until Eveline began murmuring, “Oh my God… Oh my God…”

“Frankie, please… It’s happening again,” moaned Frances.

“And what do you expect me to do about it? I'm your brother, not one of those Morecambe boys. I don’t do that sort of thing… least not with you.”

“What’s she want?” asked Lydia.

“That’s the only problem with this pump. They seem to have a direct nerve that links their tits to their clits and when they were milking each other, it turned them both on and they'd end up fingering each other. With this pump, the stimulation’s many times greater and, because father wanted to stop them from messing with each other and wasting time, their frustration levels soar and they keep mithering me to touch them.”

“Please, Frankie,” whined Frances with a pitiful pleading expression on a head that appeared to be growing out of the surface of the wooden head board. “I’ll bring you tea in bed every morning forever.”

“Yeah, right…” was Frank’s response.

“I could do that,” said Lydia. “I do Daisy every other night. And Daisy could do Eveline.”

“But she’s got no fingers.”

“No silly… We won't be using fingers.”

The suggestion caused a cacophony of sound to erupt from the twin bifurcated heads in the form of dire entreaties that described in detail what would happen to the girls if Lydia and Kate didn’t oblige. Kate was still staring at their bobbing tits when Lydia stood and pulled her to her feet with the leash. “Come on, Daisy. We have work to do,” and she pulled her behind the rail to where twin pairs of legs rose up beneath short, summer skirts covering sharply folded hips.

Lydia pulled the expanding ball from Kate’s ring gag and led her to kneel behind Eveline before carefully folding Eveline’s skirt up over her back. Unsurprisingly, she wore nothing beneath. The practice was virtually universal whenever underclothes could be avoided because it was inconvenient with the shackles, and this has led to women and girls generally going ‘commando’ even when their ankles are free. Eveline was already crying out with heretical pleas to God while her tits bounced relentlessly and the slot between her labia was flooding with slippery arousal fluid.

“Lap it up, sweetie,” said Lydia easing Kate’s head forward. “And don’t stop before the pump or else you’ll get nothing from me tonight.”

Eveline gave another scream as Kate buried her face in her glistening sex and Lydia turned her attention to Frances to selectively adjust her skirt too. The girls both climaxed for the first time within a minute; the pump stopped after ten.

Later that evening while Kate leaned on her bunk and Lydia squeezed her teats to encourage a meagre flow of milk, both girls were unusually preoccupied. Both had their thoughts focused on the twins’ milking machine with Lydia, in particular, thinking what a good idea the milking stands were.

✽    ✽    ✽

Each subsequent day had a later tide. The fifth day after Kate started milking looked threatening with blustery winds and grey skies. It was also the last day they could undertake an afternoon session before the low tide occurred too late in the day to be safe. Kate spent the morning of that day listening to the news on the radio and it was not good. The Home Secretary was suggesting, not for the first time, that Britain ought to urgently rearm, but few people were listening to him, although the defence minister did announce a new type of light aircraft that could rival the performance of those built by the German Messerschmitt company.

After lunch, Kate was milked before being strapped to the cart’s backplate and at three o'clock, she set off with the usual family group to the sands.

From Lydia’s point of the view, the cockling periods that week had mostly been efficient, but Kate was finding them traumatic. With her head pulled low and blinkers limiting her sideways field of view, she was stumbling across the sands with restricted vision and more than once, she knocked the cart on half-buried rocks or stumbled into quicksand. Fortunately, those incidents were minor and she was easily pulled out backwards with no harm done. Lydia, who was supposed to be steering her, put the incidents down to Kate not paying attention or being deliberately rebellious, although there was no evidence for either accusation, and Hodge was slowly losing patience. The real reason was that Lydia was not at her best. She felt excessively tired, but didn’t want to admit it in case Hodge stopped her evening visits to Frank.

Then, on that blustery September day, something happened that would affect Kate way beyond its real significance: she got a piece of broken cockle shell trapped in the side of her shoe and it was so painful, she couldn’t put any weight on it. She stopped just before they were about to paddle through a shallow trough of standing water. Lydia swore at her and tugged at her leash, but Kate stood her ground with one foot raised above the water. Hodge, who was beside the cart, shouted and slapped her bum, but each time she put her foot down, the pain was unbearable. Then Lydia lost patience altogether and gave the leash a sharp pull and Kate splashed forward. She wasn’t sure if it was the sudden lunge forward or the splashing water that displaced the shell, but it didn’t really matter. Suddenly, she was pain-free and splashed on more or less happy through the water.

“This isn’t working so well,” said Hodge to Albert once they were back at the cottage. “She’s getting too uncooperative and needs to be reminded who’s in charge.”

“You could use a crop. A sharp swipe across her bum would soon remind her.”

“But we can’t just keep whipping her all the time. All she needs is a little more encouragement to do what she’s told.”

“I once saw a service girl being led around by a leash attached to her nipple rings; she was behaving well.”

“Daisy hasn’t got nipple rings and can’t have them if we want to keep milking ‘er.”

“Hmm…” said Albert and one could almost see an idea develop inside his head.

✽    ✽    ✽

The tide times had once again got too late for an evening expedition and too early for the next morning, so the Hodge womenfolk got a day off. Not so Albert and his father who spent hours in the workshop working on Kate’s backplate. The following morning was a seven-thirty start on the sands, and that meant Kate was roused at six. She was washed, toileted, and dressed, experienced her first milking session of the day, and then a breakfast of eggs and bacon. After that, it was time for her backplate to be fitted and she waited expectantly in her room. Surprisingly, that day the fitting started with Hodge fitting her bridle before Albert entered carrying the backplate, but it had been altered: now the two-foot-tall backplate had another narrow, two-foot-long extension attached below it. There were other features too: a pair of three-inch metal hoops screwed to the extension, one above the other, neither of which seemed to have a purpose.

Hodge lifted the backplate onto Kate’s shoulders and connected up the straps that encircled chest and waist before clipping her mittens together just as before. When she gazed down between her breasts, she couldn’t quite see the extension now hanging down behind her legs although its top-most hoop was just below her crotch. She was expecting that the next fitting would be a crotch strap to hold her hips against the backplate, but instead Hodge held up a short, wooden pole with a rounded end and told her that would do the job instead. At first, she wondered whether he was going to beat her with it, but when its true purpose became evident, it didn’t seem much better. She watched with trepidation as he spread thick, white lard over the end of the pole and then knelt before her to push it up behind the hoops until it was nudging the puckered muscle of her bottom.

“Deep breath,” he said and eased it higher. She made a muffled squealing sound and wriggled, but it made no difference; the pole slid up through her anal muscle and into her rectum just the same. She stared at Hodge, an accusatory look that asked ‘why?’ What he hoping to achieve? It certainly wasn’t the first time she’d had that particular orifice plugged, but there was usually a reason. Was it a punishment of some sort? If so, it wasn’t very effective; it wasn’t thick enough to be painful, but it did feel a little weird.

Hodge pushed a bolt through a hole in the pole just below her bum and then through another hole in the backplate. She could feel what he was doing even if she couldn’t actually see, and then his intent became obvious when he began winding a nut onto its threads. The more he turned the nut, the tighter her bottom was pulled back against the surface of the backplate until her ability to wriggle was completely eliminated. She was held just as tightly against the wood as she’d been using the crotch straps, although the physical sensations were now completely different.

“If you’d only listened to what you were told and behaved yourself, none of this would have been necessary. As it is, you’ve forced us to invent a new system to keep you focused on the task in hand; a persuader Albert calls it...” He stared at Kate’s wide eyes as they bored into him devoid of understanding. “It’s no good you looking at me like that. Perhaps if you’re good for the next few weeks, we can go back to how things were, but you’re risking others by your inattention and inconsiderate behaviour. You won’t like this and you’re not meant to…” He stared at her for a few more moments and then added, “I’ll let Irene tell you what’s happening. She’s more familiar with your anatomy,” and Irene entered the small room as Hodge and Albert left.

“Don’t pay too much attention to them, dearie. If you’re careful and behave yourself and don’t pull on the leash, this device won’t affect you at all. We don’t want to hurt you, really we don’t, but you’ve been a little careless lately and Dennis is getting anxious. He’s worried that you might inadvertently wander into quicksand and then that puts others at risk trying to pull you out, so Albert has made something just to remind you to pay attention. It’s a dildo, dearie, that’s all… A dildo that’s joined to the end of the leash and the idea is that if someone pulls on the leash and you resist, it will pull the dildo up and give you a nudge. He knows you don’t really like anything up there, and really that’s why he’s made it like this; he thought you’d pay more attention to it. Of course, if you do get nudged and move as you should, the dildo will drop back down again and nothing more will happen. And that’s it, really. The only time when it might actually cause you some discomfort is when you don’t do as you’re asked and continue to resist. Then it could conceivably be pulled into you, but I’m sure you won’t ever let that happen. Let me fetch it for you and you’ll understand better…” and Irene went back into the kitchen to fetch the device.

A dildo… They're going to control her by threatening to use a dildo. They were still labouring under the impression that she hated anything that penetrated that part of her body. Blackney had told them as much and now they were going to threaten her with just such an occurrence if she didn’t do as she was told. Kate relaxed and smiled to herself. It had been so long since she’d felt anything in that area, she’d positively welcome the opportunity, but she had to be careful; she must at least appear to be alarmed at the prospect or else they might realise their original intent was based on a fallacy and chose something else.

Irene re-entered holding something behind her back.

“Now I don’t want you to be frightened, dear. Remember, it’s just to remind you to follow the leash. If you don’t let the leash pull tight, you’ll never even feel it touch you,” and she revealed what she was holding behind her back. Kate gave a high-pitched, muffled shriek and Irene had to drop the dildo onto the floor in order to grab her arm as she teetered and threatened to topple backwards.

“Now there’s no need for dramatics,” said Hodge re-entering the room. He’d been standing just outside the door to gauge Kate’s reaction and he wasn’t impressed. “I know you can get babies through there, so this should be no problem. It’s barely larger than a tennis ball,” he added as he picked up the wooden dildo from the floor. It was, indeed, only three inches in diameter and two feet long with a smooth, tapered top and rounded tip. Its simple upper profile became more complex lower down the shaft where a slot had been cut along the shaft’s centre line to house a narrow pulley wheel and a five-pound iron weight had been fixed to its lower extremity.

“You pay attention to what Irene says: if you don’t pull on the leash, you won’t even feel it. And even if you do pull, it won’t do you any damage; it’ll be trapped between the guide rings, so it can’t enter you more than seven inches.”

Kate gazed at the monster Hodge was holding: a smooth, three-inch-thick wooden dildo shaped so that it could be pulled into her, and weighted at its tail end so that should it ever be pulled up, the weight would pull it down again as soon as the leash tension eased.

Her dramatics were not faked… The thickness of the dildo far exceeded her expectations and she wasn’t sure that she could cope, but it looked like she’d have no choice. It didn’t take her long to decide to stay extra compliant if being impaled by that thing was the alternative.

✽    ✽    ✽

Hodge knelt before Kate with the tub of lard to hand.

“No good having a threat if you can’t use it,” he murmured and scooped a handful of the white grease from the dish to press between her legs. She groaned and tried to wriggle, but the movement was minimal. Next, he wiped his hands on a cloth before sliding the persuader up through the two hoops already fitted to the backplate and locking it in position with a wooden peg through its shaft that then prevented it dropping through the lower hoop or rising excessively through the upper. In its rest position, the dildo was now accurately poised with its pointy tip one-inch below but ominously directed at Kate’s fixed and very slippery pussy.

Once he’d threaded the new waxed cord of her leash under the dildo’s pulley wheel and tied it to the bracket behind, pulling the cord rotated the pulley and moved the dildo upwards. He tried it, pulling four-inches through the pulley and watched as the dildo rose by two-inches, just enough to nudge the tip of the dildo against the mouth of Kate’s vagina. She made a muffled squealing sound, which Hodge considered confirmation of success and he eased the tension. The cord and pulley wheel arrangement also had the advantage that, although the dildo and attached iron weight weighed a total of ten pounds, it only took a pull of five pounds on the cord to lift it. Pleased with the action, Hodge clipped the loose end of the leash through the snap links at her belly, collar, and oral plug.

“Are you going to give it a proper test, or shall I?” asked Albert. Hodge looked at Kate’s face now with the leash cord hanging from her mouth and her head shaking fervently from side to side. He pulled the cord two inches through the gag and Kate dropped her head two inches so that the dildo didn’t move. She was now looking straight down between her breasts and could just see the outer surface of the monster between her legs. Then he pulled it another six inches and the dildo rose three. Kate began squealing as soon as it covered the first inch and she felt its touch again, and she continued squealing as the top two inches parted her labia and began inveigling itself within. At two inches in, it was already the size of a small beer bottle and more than was comfortable.

“You have to pull it in all the way,” said Albert, but his father shook his head.

“I don’t think that will be necessary. We can see that the mechanism works fine and I’m sure Daisy understands the implications. She’ll behave from now on. Take ‘er outside and hook ‘er up. I’ll fetch Lydia.”

Kate was waiting for them when Hodge finally appeared with his daughter still munching on a cheese sandwich.

“Come on, lazy bones. The tide will be coming in again before we get out there,” said her big brother.

“What’s that?” she asked point to Kate’s new persuader.

“It’s because she’s not been following your instructions.”

“But she always does,” protested Lydia.

“You said she doesn’t pay attention and walks into rocks and quicksand.”

Lydia rapidly reassessed all that she’d said recently about Kate’s failings, failings which were, in truth, her fault for not looking where they were going, and said, “Oh yeah. That...”

“Well, this will keep her focused. You pull on the leash and if she doesn’t react in time, she gets some compelling persuasion.”

“But daddy said she doesn’t like anything up there and, anyway, that’s much too big.”

Albert grinned. “That is rather the point,” and he gave the cord a series of short tugs to make the dildo bounce just enough so that Kate knew it was there and emitted a series of nervous squeaks.

“Er, ok…” said Lydia and took the leash from Albert.

✽    ✽    ✽

Under the circumstances, that day’s cockling expedition went better than Kate ever dared to hope. Perhaps due to guilt at misdirecting her father rather than admit she was at fault, Lydia seemed especially careful not to pull on the leading rein too hard and, as a result, Kate barely felt the touch of the persuader at all. She was tempted to deliberately provoke its rise just to feel its potential, but was fearful that it might prove too much and instead, kept the leash slack. This was the more sensible option because it allowed her to keep her head raised virtually all the time and by continuously scanning the area in front of her that was visible between her blinkers, she could guide herself around outcrops of rocks and dubious areas of sand. The day’s haul of shellfish was substantial and everyone climbed back up to the cottage in high spirits.

Disconnecting Kate from the backplate was now much more complicated and took Albert several extra minutes, but it was clear to him that it was time well spent because there were no new instances of Kate being rebellious or inattentive. It was Lydia who then refitted her chastity guard and when Kate was finally allowed to flop down on her bed with a huge sigh, Lydia gave her a pallid smile.

“I’m sorry they’ve given you that big wooden cock. I wouldn’t like it in me; it looks much too fat. I shall be careful not to pull too hard,” she said. “I’ve already told daddy that I think they’re being cruel to you and he says he doesn’t want to hurt you, but you have to learn to obey commands.”

Kate wasn’t sure she believed everything Lydia said, but promising not to pull too hard was a good start and Kate gave her a “Ah oo” reply.

“Sweet?” she asked and offered her bag of humbugs. Kate shook her head.

✽    ✽    ✽

A few days later, Kate was once more on the sands and now what seemed like a nightmare had become more or less routine.

“You need to move a bit,” said Lydia kneeling at her feet to release the clip between her ankles. Then she took hold of the leading rein and turned Kate in a circle to move closer to where the men were raking up the shellfish.

“That'll do,” said Hodge and Kate stopped to watch Lydia kneel again to reconnect her ankles and leave her with a new view. She lifted her eyes to the grey sky and in front of her the sands stretched for thousands of yards towards the watery horizon, their seaward limit delineated by a roll of white surf. Hodge and Albert were busy to her left raking up cockles and dropping them into sieves, while Lydia leant against the cart on her right staring at the hills.

“If you got to bed earlier, you wouldn’t be so tired,” called out Hodge.

Lydia said nothing.

“Suck one of your sweets. They always make you feel better.”

“I haven't got any left,” she called back.

“Well, we’re almost done here. The tide has turned and we should be going.”

The men took their sieves to a nearby pool and rinsed the sand from their most recent haul before tipping them into a basket on the cart.

“I really don’t feel very well,” moaned Lydia and Hodge told her to climb up onto the cart and she can ride back. Kate felt the movement on the drawbar as her weight moved the cart and then Albert released her ankles and turned her around to face homeward.

“Come on. Walk…” he murmured to Kate and he set off after his father. Behind him, Kate strained to pull the heavier cart and squealed when she felt the wooden dildo touch her lard-slickened sex. She quickened her short paces to match Alberts long strides and the dildo retreated back between its hoops. It left her breathing heavily and staring down at her clinking feet and her breasts hanging from the black rubber jacket like strange fruit that swayed from side-to-side in time with her steps.

✽    ✽    ✽

Back at the cottage, Kate sat at the kitchen table and watched Irene give Lydia a mug of sweetened tea.

“I have an illness,” said Lydia quietly to Kate. “Daddy says it’s a type of diabetes and I have to be very careful with what I eat because I'm not good at controlling the sugar in my blood. Sometimes I have too much sugar and that makes me feel hot and itchy, and, if it’s really bad, I get a horrible headache and feel sick, and at other times I don’t have enough sugar and then I just feel very tired. It’s why mummy has just given me tea with sugar in it. I’ll be fine in a few minutes…”

Kate just sat looking at her. If she’d been able to speak, she’d have said that doctors can now control the disease with injections of insulin.

“Stop boring Daisy with things she can't understand,” said Irene. “Come on, I’ll take you up to rest on your bed for a bit,” and Kate watched Irene help Lydia from the kitchen before turning her attention to the mug of tea Irene had made for her. With all the fuss people were making around Lydia, nobody had thought to clip her mittens to their usual park position at her belt and when Irene returned, she found Kate lifting the mug to her mouth clasped between stiff, mittened hands.

“Oh look, Dennis. Daisy can drink from the mug by herself…”

Hodge stared in wonder at the unexpected spectacle and then said, “Perhaps she can do other things. If we fix a spoon to her mitten, she might even be able to feed herself.”

Kate nodded her approval and exclaimed, “Ahh…”


Chapter Twelve

Trial on the Sands

Twelve days… That’s how long it took for the tides to work through their cycles and for low tide to reoccur late in the afternoon. It was now twelve days since Hodge and Albert had revised Kate’s backplate and low tide was once again late in the day. Although the morning had been relatively bright, there was now a problem: clouds were gathering in the west and the sea looked lively with white caps visible beyond the receding tide.

“I vote we go for it,” said Albert. “Tomorrow, the tides won't be in our favour and if we don’t go today, it will mean two days lost.”

“Fetch Lydia, then. We can always return early if the weather worsens.”

Kate wriggled, fighting the anal pole that was clamping her hips and convinced Albert had adjusted it tighter than before. Then she tried to look behind her at the sea and the approaching weather, but he’d tied her rein close to the rail and she couldn’t turn her head enough. She could, however, feel the monster dildo if she pulled on the rein and was giving it little nudges.

The late afternoon low tides were worse now that the autumn daylight was beginning to fade so early. Kate found it frightening to hear the sea approaching and not be able to see it through the gloom, but Hodge seemed unperturbed.

“What’s this?” asked Lydia holding up a metal spike tied to the end of Kate’s rein.

“That’s my idea,” said Albert. “It’s a sand anchor. We've given you a longer leading rein so you can use the anchor to hold her in place instead of keep crawling around her feet to link her ankles each time we stop. Just press it into the sand with your foot and it will prevent her moving more than a few feet from where you leave her.”

Lydia smiled and held up the spike to show Kate. “Come on then; we’re going,” and she unfastened the rein and turned Kate to face the sea. Kate hesitated, but Lydia resisted the temptation to pull on the rein. “I don’t like this any more than you,” she murmured looking out to sea at the black clouds. “It’s going to rain and, to make things worse, it means another late supper because it’s going to be past eight before we’re back.”

The rain held off all the way to the fishing grounds, the sun even breaking through for brief periods, but that only seemed to highlight the contrast between the bright sand and the heavy black clouds over the sea. The drizzle started after about an hour and after two, the rain was heavier and Hodge decided to call it a night. Although it was still early, dusk had turned rapidly into night as the dark clouds filled the sky. It was still possible to see the black profile of the hills to the north and the faint glimmer of light from brighter skies reflecting on pools of water to the east, but hodge and Albert were only discernible when they stood before the lights of Morecambe.

“You get on, Lydia,” he called. “I just need to wash the sand from my shoes. We’re right behind you.”

“Thank God for that,” murmured Lydia and pulled up the sand anchor before turning Kate towards the north shore and home.

They walked for about half-an-hour before Lydia stopped and pressed the stake back into the sand with her foot. “I'm bushed,” she said. “Let’s just wait for daddy to catch us up,” and she moved to the back of the cart to look out for them. Minutes passed… ten… fifteen. Kate could hear neither Lydia behind her nor her father and brother passing by and finally she manoeuvred around the stake until she was once more facing out to sea. She could see very little: faint phosphorescence from the surf and a thin line of grey light on the distant horizon suggesting the heavy weather would pass later in the night, but there was no sign of any persons. Panicking, she took a few paces forward, but the leading rein tightened pulling her head down and nudging her with the tip of the dildo, and still she couldn’t see Lydia.

She reversed the cart, backing it up until she got to where Lydia had pressed the anchor into the sand and gave it a kick. Unsurprisingly, nothing happened; only the very top of the stake was visible, so she tried another approach. She wrapped her ankle around the cord and, backing away from the stake, tugged at it with her foot. Even swinging her leg to give the cord a sharp jerk failed to dislodge it, so she untangled herself and approached the stake again. This time, she wrapped her foot back around the cord closer to the anchor, winding it tighter and tighter until her rubber shoe was against the side of the stake, and then she tried to lift her foot. Nothing moved…

For several minutes, she stood wiggling and lifting her foot until soundlessly, the metal slowly slid from the sand. Then she hurried forward to where she expected to see Lydia and there, behind a small outcrop of rock she saw her dark shape lying on the sand.

Lydia was unconscious on her back and no amount of prodding with a toe could rouse her. Kate suspected she knew what it was, a diabetic coma, and if she didn’t get medical treatment, she could die. But that prognosis was irrelevant with the tide fast approaching; she’d drown long before a doctor could reach her.

There didn’t seem to be any way Kate could help her. Her hands were clipped fast to her waist and, although she could conceivably drop to her knees, what then? She probably couldn’t even rise to her feet again. But she couldn’t just leave her.

The anchor… It was her only chance. She trod on the cord with one foot and pulled the stake closer with the other, repeating it until she had the stake at her feet and next to Lydia. Now for the difficult part: slowly, she manoeuvred the cart back and forth without disturbing where she’d laid the stake until she was the far side of the girl, and then she pushed Lydia with her foot. The idea was to roll her over the stake so that the cord wrapped around her body, but it was hard. Lydia wasn’t a big girl, but Kate could only use a foot and then only in short pushes because of her shackles. Lydia’s hips rolled, but her shoulders didn’t, so Kate backed up the cart, turned it to the side, and approached her again towards her head. Now she could tip her shoulders over and her hips gratifyingly flopped flat so she was now on her stomach with the rain beating on her back.

More shuffling of the cart and Kate kicked her legs straight before moving back to her hips. Lydia now had an arm trapped under her body and more time was lost before Kate could free it. Lesson learned, she moved around until she could move her other arm above her head to prevent that also becoming trapped and then went back to rolling her again. Little-by-little, Lydia was turned until she was once more lying on her back with the cord of the leading rein beneath her and the anchor stake at her far side.

She paused, flicking her head to clear her rain-sodden hair from her eyes and peered at the girl in the gloom. She backed up the cart to approach Lydia’s head and, using her foot again, felt for the cord to reposition it across her body to her shoulder. Then she moved back to the stake to carefully lift it and flip it across crossed her body to her other shoulder. It was a sequence she repeated over and over until the cords were thoroughly entangled, and when she finally pulled the cord with her foot, it tightened about Lydia’s chest, but the stake hung down over her shoulder to stop the entangled cordage unravelling.

Now Kate looked about her. Still, there was nobody in sight, but she doubted she’d see them against the black hillsides. A line of surf phosphorescing in the dark was uncomfortably close and she realised connecting with Lydia had used much valuable time. She had to move and recognised the dark outline of the hillside where the cottage was situated, but had little idea of the path she should take to get there. She backed up the cart and turned it, initially towards the sea to take up the slack and the leading rein pulled tight to nudge her with the monster dildo. Taking a deep breath, she pulled again and felt its mass press apart her labia and its tip edge into the mouth of her vagina. She sensed Lydia had not moved at all and metaphorically gritted her teeth to pull harder, giving a muffled scream as the whole of the monster’s considerable girth slipped into her until the peg through its side hit the top hoop of the backplate. It stopped and she breathed again, now with the monster trapped within her, her head pulled down so she could only see the faint outline of her feet, and tears and rain water clouding her eyes. This was it now, the moment she found out whether she could move Lydia, and with renewed determination, pressed forward to slide the girl’s unconscious body across the damp sand.

She turned as planned in a wide arc until she was facing the hillside and then stopped again. She needed to check that all was well behind her: that the rein was still secure; that Lydia was still on her back and had not rolled over to suffocate; and that the cord was not strangling her. Slowly, she backed the cart and felt the wooden dildo slid from her and back into its parked position to leave her gaping open and gasping for breath. Then she backed the cart into a tight turn until she was looking back between the blinkers of her bridle at Lydia and, as best as she could see, all seemed well. To the west, fluorescence showed the surf to be closer than ever with the hiss of the waves filling the quiet night and she turned back towards home to pull again, giving another muffled scream as the dildo squeezed back into its reluctant housing.

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate dragged Lydia for what seemed like hours, trying never to allow the tension to relax in the rein, but with her chin pulled low against her collar, she could barely see anything in front of her and several times she splashed into water she deemed too deep for Lydia. At those times, she had no option but to reverse the cart with all that entailed between her legs, and seek a dryer route even further from the land. Eventually, she felt like giving up. All around her was pitch black and everywhere she stepped was into water. The lights of Morecambe were far to her right, reflecting off the sea in hazy streaks through the relentless rain. She thought she could even make out people on the brightly lit promenade, but they were no use to her at all. The tide would drown them both and there was nothing else she could do.

She backed up the cart and the monster inside her slipped back into its park position. She couldn’t see Lydia lying on the sand, but she could feel her with her toe as the water began to lap around her head. Out to the west, the sky seemed brighter and as she stood gazing at the grey light, the dark clouds thinned above her and the pale light of the moon lit up a vast expanse of water directly in front of them. If she went further, they would both drown within moments. To the west, out towards the sea, long tracts of water were illuminated, but there was also a long sand bar. She couldn’t just stand still and drown, so she turned, silently screaming as the leading rein tensioned, and retraced her steps with the incoming tide dogging her heels and pushing her ever further from safety.

She’d gone no more than a few hundred yards when she heard shouting to her right and stopped. She took a pace back to ease the tension on the rein and let the dildo to slide away, but that allowed her to lift her head and turn her gaze towards the land. There were three weak torches flickering about three hundred yards away against the dark profile of the hillside and across an expanse of water that was much too deep for Lydia to survive, but as Kate watched, she could see the torches slowly getting closer with weak beams occasionally illuminating figures splashing waist-deep through the strong current.

It took the men more than ten minutes to struggle through the incoming tide with Hodge and Albert repeatedly calling out Daisy’s name. When they finally reached the sand bank, she saw there were actually four of them: Hodge, Albert, Frank, and another older man whom Kate assumed was Frank’s father, Harold Pennyworth.

All interest in Kate was immediately lost when they realised that Lydia was lying on the sand behind her. Hodge untangled her from the cord and lifted her in his arms, and then, after a muffled discussion behind the cart, he and Frank set off back through the water towards the land with Lydia lifted between them.

“Come on, you,” called out Harold’s gruff voice and he pulled up the rein from between the wheels of the cart and led Kate towards the rushing water. Albert took up position on the leeward side of the cart and Harold moved out into the current, pulling the rein taut and unwittingly driving the monster back into Kate.

It might have been better if Albert had pulled out the second peg from the drawbar to allow her to stand erect, or even abandoned the cart altogether and concentrated on getting just Kate safely across the water, but Kate struggled through the strong current with the cart still attached and the water splashing against her bare chest. Harold was holding fast onto the rein, tugging it when he felt the need to give Kate assistance.

Fifteen minutes later, Kate emerged from the water drained of all energy and with hair like a bedraggled cat. Irene and Frank’s twin sisters were all waiting on the shore, Irene kneeling beside Hodge and stroking Lydia’s sodden hair while the girls held umbrellas over them. The twins saw Kate was trembling with cold and approached with comforting words, but seeing the complex arrangement of her harness and leading rein, they didn’t dare touch anything and backed away.

“We lost two of the baskets in the current,” said Albert, but Hodge had other things on his mind.

“Unload the others. We need to get Lydia to the doc’s as quickly as possible and we’ll use the cart,” and that was the moment that Kate realised that her ordeal was not yet over. Kate wasn’t yet aware of the fact, but the doctor lived in the next village two miles distant along the lane. Irene laid her cardigan on the bed of the cart and Hodge laid Lydia gently on top of it, covered her with his coat, and then they were off, Albert pulling Kate’s rein and Hodge and Harold jogging either side of the cart. With her legs shackled, Kate’s speed was limited, but that didn’t make Albert any less patient. On the downhill stretches, the rein was mainly slack with the dildo just giving her the occasional nudge, but on the uphill sections Kate struggled despite Hodge and Harold helping to push and the dildo was pulled hard against its top peg.

The rain had stopped by the time they reached the dark village with the only light coming from cottage windows or streaming from the open doorway of the Crown Inn. Kate didn’t see anyone except for four men smoking pipes and drinking beer outside the inn as she approached, but then again, she was blinkered and couldn’t turn her head. The men didn’t speak as the little procession hurried past and Hodge didn’t offer any explanation.

Doctor Green’s house was in darkness. Albert turned Kate towards the gate and wrapped the reins around the gate post, and she watched the three of them carry the unconscious Lydia up the steps and bang on the door. The outside lamp illuminated and the door opened to admit them, and Kate was alone.

✽    ✽    ✽

The men were in the doctor’s for over an hour; an hour when Kate was fixed to the post so tightly that she could barely move an inch without pulling at the rein. She saw no-one, but heard the occasional whispered voice and the quiet clicking of shackles as folks passed behind her. Finally, the men emerged alone, but it appeared the news wasn’t so bad. She heard Harold talking to Hodge first, saying that she’ll be fine. “A day or two’s rest will put her right,” were his exact words and Hodge grunted agreement.

“She’s just tired now,” he said. “And maybe a little confused.” Then he turned to Kate. “I'm sorry you got left out on the sands. You must have been terrified out there in the dark when you didn’t know which way to go, but we were all so lucky that Lydia got herself entangled in your leading rein and grateful to you for pulling her back.”

“I don’t suppose she had any choice in the matter,” offered Albert. “She just panicked and its lucky for us she ran in the right direction.”

“That maybe so, but Lydia wouldn’t have survived without her even if she didn’t know what she was doing. Take the locking pin out and let her stand upright. She’s worked hard this evening and the least we can do is to help her pull the cart back.”

So, Kate walked back beside Albert with the two elder men helping to push the now empty cart. Albert had not removed the rein, but he wasn’t pulling it either and that allowed Kate to look around her as they walked. The same men were still drinking outside the Inn and this time Hodge greeted them by name and wished them a good evening. They nodded back with a banal response, but their eyes were all on Kate.

They walked on between rows of cottages now illuminated in the clear moonlight, some with their doors on the roadside and others set back behind the shadows of dark shrubs and trees. There was a small village shop and post office with notices in its dark window, closed now of course, and then the village police station. At this, Kate did stop and Albert had to tug gently on the rein.

So close and yet so inaccessible. If she could only get them to listen to her… Not her voice, obviously, but maybe a scribbled note to contact Captain Eaton.

“Come on,” said Albert. “It’s only the police station; nothing to be afraid of,” and she was obliged to walk on listening to Harold making jokes behind her about her previous felonious life.

An hour later, they trudged up the track to the cottage and Albert tied the rein to the railing outside the storeroom, its light suddenly illuminating the track and alerting Irene to their presence.

“She’s alright,” said Hodge as the woman hurried from the cottage. “The doctor said her diabetes got the better of her and she must take more care in what she eats and when. He said it was low blood sugar that caused her to lose consciousness and he pushed some honey into her bottom. It didn’t take very long before she started to come around and when he thought she could swallow, he gave her more honey on a spoon.”

“She’s awake now then?”

“She seemed tired, but otherwise alright. The doc said we should collect her in the morning.”

“Oh, that’s wonderful news. And thank you, Daisy, for saving her.”

“Daisy didn’t have much say in the matter,” said Albert repeating his previous assertion. “Although she can't remember doing it, Lydia had wrapped the rein around herself before she lost consciousness, although I think she only did it to stop Daisy wandering off. Good thing she did though.”

“Pity she didn’t think to climb into the cart,” said Hodge. “I see Daisy’s had your dildo up inside her a lot this evening,” and they all peered at the ring of lard around the base of the dildo that the sea hadn’t managed to wash away. “Good thing you put enough grease there.”

“It’s not all stuff I put there. Most of this she made herself,” observed Albert.

“You mean she got excited with the dildo?”

“It certainly looks that way. I should say it’s cured her of her fear of impregnation.”

Hodge didn’t look happy. “That’s not necessarily a good thing. Now we have to be doubly careful not to allow her to go out rutting. Frank might have her if he thought he could get away with it.”

Kate was slowly shaking her head as she stared at them while they discussed her most intimate tendencies, but she couldn’t yet make any sound. It was true that by the end of the evening, she’d become accustomed to the feel of the monster dildo and it no longer incited the same sense of fear, but that’s not the same as actually wanting it pushed up inside her. It was also true that much of the lubricant now smeared around the base of the dildo was self-produced, but that was an involuntary response to the physical stimulation and not really a measure of her personal level of arousal. And as for actively seeking a physical congress with Frank, that wasn’t at all high on her list of priorities.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was late and Kate still needed to be released from her restraints, milked and fed before bed. And then, despite the late hour, Albert had a little experiment he wished to conduct to prove his theory.

Irene milked her before she was disconnected from the cart because that was most convenient for Irene. Kate was obliged to lean forward again and her pose locked with the second drawbar bolt. Then Irene sat before her on her milking stool with a basin on her lap and tugged on both teats simultaneously, skilfully aiming the resultant jets of milk into the basin. Kate closed her eyes and thought of Frank, Albert… Captain Eaton; anyone but Irene.

A light meal of scrambled eggs, a visit to the outside privy, a quick wash with a sponge and cold water, and Kate was ready for bed. Albert connected her nighttime tether to her collar and her mittened hands to the belt around her waist, and then, as he and Lydia had done for several weeks, looped the ropes around her knees to hold them open.

“I have something different for you tonight,” he said to her and held up a large carpenter’s screwdriver. She gazed at the long blade with wide eyes, not at all sure what Albert intended. Then he reversed the screwdriver and, now gripping it by its blade, held it up to her face. Its handle was eight inches long, circular in cross-section, and an inch-and-a-half thick with a bulbous head and a wavy-shaped handle intended to improve grip.

“What do you think? Do you want it?”

Kate didn’t answer, but just stared at the erotically-shaped tool.

Slowly, Albert lowered the handle to her face and, as if unconsciously, she opened her mouth to accept the rounded head over her tongue. Albert grinned, rotated the tool, gave it a few small pumps, and then removed it.

“Ready?” he asked and then looked at her sex to see her secretions moistening the fold between her labial lips. “Sure you are,” and he slowly touched her, gently moving it against her before nudging it inside. Kate gave a quiet moan that lasted all the time the smooth polished wood was gradually sliding into her, ending in a sharp gasp as it touched her cervix.

“Ooo, you are cured, aren't you?” and he began slowly pumping her while the fingers of his other hand sought and found her clitoris.

✽    ✽    ✽

Hodge and Irene left early the next morning to walk into the village, leaving Albert with Kate. There was to be no fishing that day, not because of Lydia, but because the tides were wrong, and Albert just left her in her bed. They were back with Lydia looking as healthy as ever about ten o'clock and the family sat down with Kate for a late breakfast. Hodge repeated everything the doctor had told him about Lydia’s diet for the benefit of Albert and to reinforce the information in Lydia’s head. In essence, she was to have regular meals of regular size with bland, tasteless constituents… and no humbugs. If she started feeling tired, increase the size of the meals, and if she became hot and sweaty or developed a headache, decrease the meals. As for the humbugs, she wasn’t to have any unless she started to feel faint, and then she could have just one.

Lydia was given a slice of buttered toast because she’d already had a small meal at the doctor’s and Kate was given a mug of tea. Irene smiled and unclipped her hands so she could show everyone Kate’s new trick, but after the tea, her mittens were reattached to her belt and Lydia fed her another scrambled egg. People dispersed to begin their day leaving Kate sitting alone at the table and she noticed a newspaper Hodge had brought back from the village. It was open where Hodge had been sitting and Kate moved across to read it. The main article was about unrest in Germany where groups of people were being unfairly harassed. In some areas, shops were being ransacked and looted and people beaten in the streets. What seemed to be making the situation infinitely worse was the fact that the authorities were doing nothing to help those people.

She read on… Pictures of a rail crash and a report about unidentified aircraft that had been seen overflying RAF airfields. They arrived without warning flying fast and low, and then disappeared into the landscape before our own planes had time to become airborne to intercept them.

“Oh, dearie, you don’t want to be looking at pictures like that,” said Irene and swept the paper away.

“Arh arr,” cried Kate, but Irene just said she’d show her a nice picture book when she had time.

“It’s story-time on the radio,” said Lydia and took Kate into the sitting room. “I know what happened on the sands,” she said in a quiet voice. “I didn’t wrap myself up in your leading rein at all; you did it,” and she grinned. “You came over to see what had happened to me and I just got tangled up in the rein as you moved around me. It was so lucky, really. A hundred-to-one chance… And then you had to pull me all the way back because you couldn’t untangle me. I know you had no choice and it must have been really uncomfortable with that huge dildo being pulled inside you, but I'm very pleased it happened. I would have drowned otherwise. There’s just one thing I don’t understand: how did you release the sand anchor. You can't just pull it to the side because it won't come out; you have to pull it upwards to release it and that’s really hard. All I can think is that it was in a particularly soft area of sand; was that it?” and she stared at Kate waiting for an answer that was not forthcoming. “It was lucky this time, but I’ll have to tell Albert and he’ll use a longer stake so it can't happen again.”

As far as Kate was concerned, the rest of the day was wasted. While she sat uselessly on the small settee listening to tedious trite on the radio, the country was being spied upon by foreign aeroplanes… and she knew how to stop it.

✽    ✽    ✽

That evening, after dark when they’d put Kate to bed, Albert showed Lydia what he’d learned about Kate’s newly acquired taste for dildos and they both grinned as Lydia brought her to orgasm and beyond with Kate thrashing ineffectually on the bed in a futile attempt to mitigate the stimulation.

“See,” said Albert. “No sign of her dislike of anything up there now.”

“She loves it,” exclaimed Lydia with some surprise.

“Maybe too much. Now she’s more likely to go running off looking for a receptive male.”

“But she’ll be locked into that chastity guard.”

“Of course, she will. But do you think that’s going to stop her trying. Who knows what goes on in that head of hers. We need to be extra vigilant.”

It must have been ten o'clock and the cottage had been quiet for an hour. There was to be an early start in the morning and they’d need to be ready soon after seven if they were going to make full use of the low tide. Everyone was asleep; everyone except Kate. She lay on her back with the tether chain from her collar locked to the wall staple and her hands still clipped to her belt. They’d removed the rubber jacket, that was only for day wear, and released her knees, of course. They never left her like that to sleep; that was just for her nightly masturbation sessions intended to keep her sexually sated.

She couldn’t sleep. All she could think about was Blackney and Emilia, her two most hated individuals in the whole world, and Captain Eaton, her white knight who had now lost her. It was imperative that she gets a message to him. Every day that passed is a day lost and the danger to the country increased. She wriggled her hands inside the metal mesh of the mittens. That was a cruel trick of Blackney’s. Her hands had been rendered almost useless even when they weren’t clipped to her waist and there was no way to remove the mittens because he’d used rivets and not locks to permanently attached them. She pulled at her wrists trying to break the hold of the belt, but that too was a fruitless exercise.

Despondently, she kicked off the bed cover and stood. She already knew the tether chain wasn’t long enough to allow her to reach the outside door, but that didn’t stop her trying again. Three-foot too short. She couldn’t even kick the door because her ankles were shackled. In pure frustration, she turned to look at the wall staple with its large, rusting padlock and threw her head back trying to break the lock. The staple’s lock held, but the new lock at her neck burst open.

She paused breathing hard. She couldn’t see the lock or reach it with her hands, but she knew it was open because she’d heard it, but how to release the shank that was still hooked to the tether chain? All she could do would be to shake it and hope it bounced free, but before she tried that, she climbed back onto her bunk. A heavy lock falling onto the stone floor could rouse someone. Then she did the shaking and after a minute or two, it sprung free, but not how she expected. Her collar suddenly hinged open and dropped onto the mattress with the tether chain and padlock still hooked on.

Was luck finally with her? She rushed to the door to grip the handle between the mittens at her waist and turned, and the door creaked open with a blast of cool air. This time, she knew exactly where to go and it wasn’t to Pennyworth Farm.

✽    ✽    ✽

She was wearing nothing but the mittens and the belt around her waist. The gravel was sharp under her bare feet and the wind cold over the rest of her body, but she didn’t hesitate. She moved as fast as her shackled feet allowed down the track to the lane and along the lane towards the village, and for the whole of the journey, she saw no-one. The village, too, was asleep. She estimated the time to be about eleven; there were few lights in the cottages and only the moonlight to light up the street. Three-hundred-yards into the village was the police station and that was showing a light.

She crept up the steps to the door, looked around her at the quiet of the night, and then took a deep breath and rapped on the door. Twenty harrowing seconds later the door opened and a young constable in uniform stood staring at her with his mouth hanging open.

Nothing changed for several heartbeats until at last he gathered his wits and stood aside and, with an expansive gesture, invited her in. Kate walked through to the back office and tried to communicate with an unintelligible guttural sound and a wiggling wrist to indicate that she wished to write.

“Can't yer speak?” asked the constable and she shook her head.

“D’you want a coat?” Another shake and she wiggled her hand again.

“D’you want to write something?” he asked staring doubtfully at her metal mittens and she nodded.

“Hold on a mo…” and he left the room. When he returned, he was talking to someone over his shoulder. “She says she wants to write a message, but I can't see how she’s going to manage it.” He fetched a notebook and pencil, and then unclipped her right hand from her belt. Kate was trying in vain to pick up the pencil when an older man entered the office, a sergeant with three stripes on his shoulder.

“I don’t know who she is because she’s not wearing a collar, but she can't pick up the pencil,” said the constable.

“What on earth are you doing, Constable Rimes?” exclaimed the sergeant. “That’s Hodge’s girl. She’s an imbecile and doesn’t even know how to speak let alone write. Her hands are in those gloves because she can get violent. Clip ‘er hand back quick…”

Kate stared at the men for all of two seconds and then burst into action pushing the constable hard towards the sergeant so both men tumbled down behind the counter. Meanwhile, Kate bolted for the door and by the time the men recovered their feet, she’d opened the front door and disappeared into the night.

The sergeant stood in the doorway looking left and right. His indecision resolved slowly and he moved down into the lane, but Kate had disappeared into the night.

“Take yer bike and fetch Hodge. This is his problem; he’ll have to find ‘er before the stupid bitch freezes.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Albert found her the next morning sheltering in a barn amongst the straw and pulled her roughly out.

“Don’t hurt her,” said Lydia. “You're frightening her.”

“I’ll fucking frighten ‘er. She’s cost us a whole day’s fishing. What on earth did she think she was doing?”

It was a rhetorical question that no-one but Kate could answer, but back at the cottage, everyone was trying to guess.

“Perhaps she was trying to get back to her last master. Maybe she just doesn’t like it out on the sands,” suggested Irene. “I wouldn’t blame her after her recent experience.”

“She didn’t seem too upset yesterday,” said Albert. “I have another suggestion… You remember Mr Blackney told us she used to have a full sex life and then suddenly became afraid of any sort of phallus? Well, I think I accidentally cured her of that fear with the modification I made to her backplate. She pulled that wooden dildo into ‘erself when she was out on the sands, she didn’t have any choice if she didn’t want to drown, but I think she found she liked it. I tested her last night with a different dildo and she absolutely loved it.”

“You think she went out looking for male company?” asked Hodge.

“Exactly. The police station was really the only place showing a light that late at night. I think that in her addled brain, she was looking for a copper’s dick, or at the very least his truncheon.”

“Well, what do you suggest we do about it. We can't let her go running of all over the countryside. That’s twice now and it just goes to show that her security isn't strong enough.”

“She’s very determined. Of course, we ought to increase her security, but now we can do more. She’s already protected by a chastity guard… What if we show her she doesn’t need more than that?”


Chapter Thirteen

Recovered

Lydia was sitting on her three-legged stool in front of Kate and humming.

“Have you nearly finished?”

“Just about. She’s dry now, but look… There’s more than half-a-pint in the basin. If you’d buy a mechanical pump like Mr Pennyworth, she’d easily top four pints a day in no time.”

“We can't afford a fancy pump. You'll just have to persevere by hand.”

“We could increase how often I milk her. Say six-times-a-day? It is much easier now you’ve made her a milking stand.”

Kate was silently shaking her head at the suggestion.

Hodge regarded her with a cold stare, walking around her upturned hips to lay a hand on a bare cheek. “You should have let me cane ‘er. D’you know how much she’s cost us in lost days? The girl’s more trouble than she’s worth. Even the milking stand cost Albert half-a-day.”

“Now that’s just not true, daddy. She works very hard out on the sands and don’t forget she was the one who pulled me to safety away from the incoming tide.”

“That was just pure luck. She had no say in the matter.” He looked at the milking stand that Albert had made; another morning’s work lost to her care. Kate’s head was trapped through the hole in the low headboard and her torso held horizontal with her breasts hanging down through the holes in her rubber jacket. She was rocking her chest for reasons unknown, but with her mittens linked in front of her belly to her belt and her elbows pulled towards each other behind her back by a second belt just to reduce her scope for wriggling, the only effect it had was to swing her breasts beneath her.

“If you’ve done now, I've got some measuring to do and then she can go and sit in the living room. We’ll not be needing her for the cart today. Tomorrow will be early enough.”

“You’ll like this, Daisy. I know you will,” whispered Lydia into her ear.

“She’d better… If nothing else, it will demonstrate to her how futile it will be trying to seduce anyone else.”

Lydia moved away with her bowl of warm milk to watch as her father used a measuring tape behind Kate and between her legs. She remembered how much fun the Pennyworth twins were having trapped in a similar fixture; Kate didn’t seem to be enjoying herself so much, but then again, it was difficult to tell when she couldn’t see her face. Her father’s solution to Kate’s tendency to roam was to buy a hood from one of the local ‘female’ shops. Many people used them, usually as a short-term expedient providing a way to demonstrate to a woman why she should be more considerate, more compliant, or merely to keep her docile and quiet for a while. Hodge intended a more long-term use for the device on the basis that if Kate couldn’t see, she couldn’t run away, and he’d chosen one of their heavier models for the purpose. He’d told her that she’d be wearing it most of the day and all of the night; in fact, whenever there was a risk that she might abscond.

It was well-made in thick leather and had the facility to cover the eyes, or the mouth, or both, all while being locked securely in place with steel lacing at the back from the crown of her head to the base of her neck. The thick pads over her eyes were currently strapped in place and locked, as was the oral plug with the straps’ bright metal fixings and the accompanying steel rivets shining against the dark leather. It left Kate subdued and Lydia feeling uncomfortable, but her father was adamant. It meant that the only time Kate would be really aware of her surroundings would be on the sands, and then her view of the world would be directed by the leading rein and restricted by the blinkers.

Hodge had finished his measuring and refitted the chastity guard, and now nodded to Lydia to indicate she could take her away. Lydia lifted the headboard from her neck and Kate unfolded to look blindly about her, trying to make sense of her surroundings. “Come on,” said Lydia quietly and tugged gently at her leash to lead her across the track and back into the cottage, warning her of steps and obstructions along the way.

She settled down in her usual position on the settee and, as instructed, Lydia clipped her ankles together before turning on the radio and moving to the kitchen to begin her chores. Mid-morning, she brewed tea and carried a mug in for her, allowing it to cool before unstrapping her oral plug and lifting the mug to her lips. It was only two days ago that Kate was sitting in the kitchen holding the mug for herself, but now Lydia was prohibited from removing the eye pads or the restraints on her arms.

“I'm sorry,” said Lydia, “But daddy is really mad that you run away again. Perhaps in a week or two, he might consider relaxing some of these conditions or even removing your hood altogether.

Kate responded with, “Ah arr…” and shifted uneasily.

“I wish I knew why you did it. Albert thinks you were just looking for someone to seduce.”

“Arrr,” and she shook her head.

“No… I didn’t so. You just didn’t want to go back out on the sands then.”

It wasn’t really a question that Lydia posed, more a statement, and Kate hesitated. She really didn’t want to go back out onto the sands, but that wasn’t the reason. She shook her head again.

“No? Oh God, Daisy. I wish you could talk.” She stared at her charge for long moments and then, with a sigh, said, “Drink up this last mouthful of tea; I've got to get on.”

That was it then until lunchtime. The radio spewed unwelcome news and a concert program of martial music intended to inspire a sense of patriotism in an uncertain world, but it just made Kate feel powerless and frustrated.

Before one, Irene called Lydia to the kitchen for lunch and after releasing her ankles, she tugged gently on Kate’s leash to encourage her to rise. Hands guided her to a chair at the kitchen table and once more her oral plug was pulled from her mouth.

“Can I open her eyes?” asked Lydia

“Why does she need that?”

“Daddy, that’s just cruel. She needs to see what she’s eating.”

“She’s only got her herself to blame,” he said, not for the first time. “Alright… Unstrap her eyes, but you need to cover ‘em as soon as she’s finished.”

Kate blinked with the sunlight and then surveyed the faces all looking at her, some cold and unforgiving and others more sympathetic.

“Toast and cheese today,” said Lydia and held up a strip of cheesy toast to her mouth.

✽    ✽    ✽

Kate’s early afternoon was broken by a milking session at two that was easier owing to the fact that Albert had moved her new milking stand into her room along with Lydia’s milking stool. The procedure went as well as could be expected and Lydia carried the small basin of warm milk into the kitchen to add it to her earlier yield. Back in the bedroom, Kate was motionless as she waited for Lydia and then allowed herself to be led back to the sitting room. There, she sat in silence with her head drooping until a knock at the front door aroused her with a start. The door opened…

“Lydia… Are you there?”

Footsteps from the kitchen, passing through the sitting room.

“Hi you lot.”

“Albert says your father has bought a hood for Daisy to stop her running away.” Frank’s voice…

Frances: “Can we see? Is it one of those big, black ones with lots of shiny metal and straps?”

Then her sister joined in again: “It must be quite exciting wearing one of those, especially when you're not wearing much else. Just think: anyone could touch you, you'd never be able to complain, and you’d never know it who it was.”

“Of course, you would. You could tell by their voice,” said Frank.

“They may not speak,” suggested Eveline. “They could just tickle or pinch you, or do anything really, and you’d never know where they’d go next. I’d be jumping all over the place with just the thought.”

“Ooo… Spooky” said Frances and added ghostly sound effects.

“She’s in here…”

Kate was conscious of people moving into the room and gathering around her, of breathing and clothes rustling. Finally, Frances said, “D’you keep her like this all the time?”

“Daddy says when she’s not out on the sands. Not when we’re all eating of course; we have to take the plug out of her mouth then and sometimes daddy will let me open her eyes too.”

“All night?” asked Eveline in a quiet voice.

“Particularly all night. That was when she ran away last time.”

“Can you open her eyes now so she can see us?”

“I can't; daddy has all the keys.”

“She can't see or move her arms. She can't do anything,” said Frances quietly.

“Her tits look good when she’s like this,” said Frank and he reached out to a nipple.

Kate jumped with his touch and Frances thumped him on his shoulder. “Leave her alone… You mustn’t.”

After another silent minute, Kate was aware of them leaving. They filed out without another word and then the front door clicked shut.

“They’ve gone,” said Lydia quite unnecessarily as she walked back to the kitchen.

Supper was early and went much like lunch with Lydia feeding Kate while the rest of the family ate in silence. After the meal, Albert removed her chastity guard and Lydia took her outside to the privy and then, still hooded, to her room. By this time, it was dark outside and the rest of the house had already retired in preparation for an early start in the morning, but Lydia still had jobs to do, the first of which was to milk Kate again. It was like milking a goat or a cow. Kate was just there – perfectly still and silent trapped in the milking stand – and Lydia wondered if that’s what it was going to be like from now on: her charge reduced to a dumb animal that nobody speaks to or takes any notice of. She felt she should make an effort and asked Kate if it was uncomfortable being milked like that. Kate shook her head and the conversation seemed at an end.

Lydia reconnected the night tether chain to her collar and then released her from the milking stand. She next had to remove the rubber jacket; it would be unhealthy if she wore that twenty-four-hours a day, and she started by unclipping her mittens from each other and unbuckling the belt from behind her back that restricted her elbows. Kate slowly unfolded her arms and stretched, rolling her shoulders and twisting her arms in all directions to relieve the stiffness. Then she began moving her right mitten blindly in the air in a pattern that looked just like writing. Lydia smiled, but then began to pay more attention; it was just like writing to the extent that Kate was repeating the patterns with surprising accuracy.

“Do you really know how to write?” she asked.

✽    ✽    ✽

“I don’t want to hear any of your nonsense,” snapped Albert. “Tell it to father when he comes back. Meanwhile, he’s told me to move this back into the workshop and to get her milked. If you won't do it, I’ll do it myself.”

“You can't, you don’t know how.”

“It can't be that difficult if you can do it.”

“You'll hurt her.”

“Well then…” and he carried the milking stand through the outside door and across the track to the larger workshop.

Kate had already visited the privy, but her chastity guard had yet to be refitted and milking came before breakfast. Lydia knew that after several days lost for one reason or another, the plan was to go fishing on the receding tide at about eleven with Kate once more pulling the cart, but first there was much her father should know. The trouble was he left the house early that morning and had not yet returned. He’d left instructions that Lydia should wait until he returned before dressing Kate in the rubber jacket, so she was only wearing her boots when Lydia led her across the track, moving slowly at the steps and the threshold to the workshop because she still had the leather hood locked over her head complete with eye pads and oral plug. She’d been like it all night, Lydia had no way to remove them.

“You're a prick,” she said to her brother as he stood with his arms crossed, but nevertheless, she did as she was told and trapped Kate in the stand.

“You haven't even got her arms secured properly,” he said.

“She doesn’t need more,” but Albert wrapped a belt under her elbows and pulled them tight behind her back to tension the mittens at her waist.

“Start pulling on those teats… She’s beginning to drip on the floor.”

“You're a fool, Albert Hodge. You don’t know anything,” and she banged the milking stool down on the concrete floor beside Kate’s head and reached beneath her to tug at the fat nipples and express the milk into a basin.

She was still pulling rhythmically at Kate’s tits when she heard a vehicle outside and Hodge entered in the company of another much-younger man.

“This is Ed Baron. He’s our new blacksmith from West Stoke.”

Lydia stopped milking Kate. In fact, gazing at the new visitor, she forgot all about her. He must have been ten years older than her, but she could easily have forgiven him that. He was tall with a quiff of fair hair and the muscled body of a stereotypical blacksmith, and when he returned her gaze, he rendered her speechless.

“Look what he’s made for me,” said Hodge and brandished a steel rod with a small triangular plate on its tip. Intrigued, both Albert and Lydia moved closer. “It’s an embossed triangle with our company initials in raised letters inside it. See… HCC. That’s the Hodge Cockle Company’s new logo. We can use it to sear the sides of the cockle boxes as well, so everyone knows they come from us.”

“As well as what?” asked Lydia.

“It’s a branding iron. It’s to mark our property so that if she slips her collar again, everyone can see she belongs to us.”

“You can't brand her.”

“Not me. Ed’s going to do it. I thought on each side of her tits because that’s where everyone looks first.”

Ed was squatting beside the milking stand and carefully inspecting Kate’s breasts hanging below her chest.

“Just here?” he asked cupping the nearest one as a dribble of milk leaked into his palm. She felt soft in his hand, but then he had to use both hands to hold her still when she started squirming.

“Yep, just there and on the other side too. Make sure the brand is the right way up when she’s standing erect so people can read it easily.”

Ed walked around the head end of the stand and, by now, Kate was far from acquiescent; she was wriggling like an eel and making her breasts nod wildly, accompanying the extravagant display with high-pitched muffled snorts and grunts from within the thick leather mask. Several small padlocks retaining straps down the back of her head flicked through steel rings, and the two larger ones retaining the heavier straps holding leather pads over her eyes and mouth knocked against the side of her head.

He walked on to peer down at her elbows pulled tight behind her back by the second belt with her hands hugging her narrow waist.

“Are you sure you want to do this? She’s very young and it’s going to be a shame to burn such perfect skin.”

“She’s no use to anyone no matter how pretty so is. The girl’s an imbecile. Got brains like porridge and is as shameless as an alley cat.” Kate’s hooded head was now shaking frantically. “It’s why I got you to make ‘er a new chastity guard, Ed. Seals ‘er up so she can't seduce any innocents and at the same time keeps ‘er fully stuffed so she’s got no incentive to roam.”

Baron moved again, this time to stand behind her and look down at the puckered anal muscle and the intricate folds of her labia. Then he lifted the new guard he was carrying from its cloth bag and considered its fit within the genital detail he’d been contracted to fill. This guard differed from her old one by being equipped with two integrated phalli, one of which was of impressive girth, whilst still retaining a shield that would isolate her clitoris from any interference.

“I think the front phallus is much too thick. She’s not going to be able to cope with it.”

“Ah, that’s where you're wrong. I know for a fact that she can accommodate that size.” Hodge chuckled. “You thought she was off looking for men to seduce, Albert, but now she won't need to. She’ll have all she can manage inside ‘er all the time.”

“She is very wet,” said Baron looking down at the translucent fluid dribbling from her vulva.

“Being milked does that,” explained Lydia. “It doesn’t necessarily mean she wants you to lock those inside her. Anyway, just filling her up won't actually satisfy her; it’ll just make her frustrated.”

“I just want to stop ‘er running off all the time, and if making sure she’s always fully occupied doesn’t work, at least I’ll get ‘er back if she’s properly marked.”

“Daddy, you can't brand her. She’s not who you think she is.”

“What on earth are you talking about.”

“She’s not Daisy May; her name is Katherine Fletcher and she’s an engineer.”

Hodge burst out laughing. “Don’t be stupid, girl. Whoever heard of a female engineer? She’s a half-wit who can't read or even speak. Whatever put that nonsense into your head?”

“She did. She told me last night.”

Hodge was still laughing. “…In a dream.”

“I asked her if she could read and she nodded. Then she went on to tell me her name and that she’s an engineer. I called out letters and she nodded when I got to the right one. It took a long time, but she spelt everything out perfectly. She’s not an imbecile; Mr Blackney was lying to you.”

“You’ve been dreaming, Lydia,” said Albert. “Dad’s right. Her name’s Daisy May Hodge and she belongs to us. We paid for her and we need her to pull the cart.”

Hodge was rapidly losing patience. “We’ve wasted enough time here. I don’t want to hear any more. Grease ‘er up, Albert, and you, Mr Baron, you can use that blowtorch over there to warm up the iron,” and he tossed the branding iron to the confused smith.

“I'm really not happy about this,” said Baron hesitating with the branding iron in his hand.

The smith may have had his reservations, but Albert did not. He slapped a handful of lard against Kate’s upturned underside and began working it into her, making sure that plenty was pressed into both her anus and vaginal tunnel.

“Daddy,” wailed Lydia, but Hodge had had enough and snapped at her, telling her to be silent and to go to her room. With a last pleading look at her father, Lydia ran from the workshop while Albert took the new chastity guard from Ed Baron to begin lubricating its twin phalli.

He offered the iron crotch plate up to the entrapped girl and she squealed when she felt the touch of the three-inch-thick iron cock. Albert grinned as Kate continued squealing with evermore zeal when he began turning the guard left and right with a screwing action to inveigle its blunt tip between her reluctant labia and into the mouth of her sex.

“There’s a good little pussy,” he murmured and twisted the plate straight to align the tapered point of the anal plug.

“Wait…” cried Ed Baron. “You can't do this…”

That was the moment that the workshop door burst open and Lydia reappeared, breathless and bright-eyed.

“Stop… Something’s happened… There’s a big, black car with a chauffeur parked in the lane and a man talking to mummy at the door. He has Constable Rimes with him.”

The three men stared at each other as if frozen in time and then Hodge hurried from the building. Albert, Baron, and Lydia followed and stood in the track overcome with curiosity, Albert still holding crotch plate with its twin, greased phalli. They couldn’t hear what is being said, but judging by the gesticulating Hodge was doing, whatever was said wasn’t to his liking. After a few minutes, Hodge and both visitors turned towards the workshop and the onlookers scampered back inside.

“This man says he has a repossession order for Daisy May,” said Hodge in a dismayed voice. “He wants to take her away, although I can't for the life of me see why he wants ‘er. She can't even speak.”

“It’s all above board, Mr Hodge,” said Constable Rimes. “It’s all signed and everything…”

Kate was as still as stone as she listened carefully to their conversation.

“But I paid money for ‘er,” complained Hodge. “What am I supposed to do?”

“You’ll be well compensated,” said the man and Kate suddenly erupted into frantic motion as she tested every restraint holding her to its limit. “I have been authorised to offer you two-thousand-pounds.”

Hodge just burst out laughing. “Two-thousand-pounds for an imbecile!” It was enough money to buy ten of his cottages, but then a cunning glint flashed in his eyes. “What if I don’t accept?”

“Dennis…” exclaimed Irene from the doorway. “Of course, he’ll accept. I always knew there was something special about ‘er…”

“In that case, Mr Hodge, I’d be obliged if you’d sign these papers and accept this banker’s draft. Perhaps we can conclude our business inside your cottage while somebody removes, er… Daisy May’s encumbrances.”

“The shackles and those metal mittens she’s wearing are all riveted onto her. I can't take them off.”

“Well, do what you can and perhaps your daughter would be good enough to find her a dress she could wear.”

“Do you want all of her restraints removed? She’s liable to run off, you know...”

“I don’t think that’s a serious risk, Mr Hodge,” and Air Commodore Eaton gave Kate’s rather eccentric figure a last look before following Irene into the house.

✽    ✽    ✽

Irene brewed tea while Hodge, ably assisted by Constable Rimes, digested the transfer papers for Katherine Fletcher, aka Daisy May Hodge, and finally endorsed the bottom of the last page next to Eaton’s signature with Constable Rimes acting as a witness. With the transfer legally completed, they sat back to consume the tea and await Kate while Hodge and Irene badgered Eaton with a barrage of questions and Eaton deflected them all.

Kate, when she finally appeared next to Lydia was wearing one of Lydia’s summer frocks. She looked drawn and bedraggled, but exceedingly happy to see Eaton and embarrassed him by running up to him for a hug. He smiled at Hodge and tried to ease her away, but she was clinging onto him too tightly with tears wetting his jacket. When he did manage to partially extract himself, she clung to his arm and wouldn’t let go.

“Mr Baron,” said Eaton to the smith. “Do you have the tools to remove these rivets from her gloves and shackles?”

“Back at the smithy I do.”

“Then I suggest that should be our next port of call. Please lead on.”

It wasn’t until they were outside and Eaton was holding the car door open for her, that Kate finally relinquished her prize, but in the back of the Daimler, Eaton’s disposition changed. “What’s he done to you?”

Kate stuck out her tongue and said, “Arrh,” moving a metal mitten from side to side across its surface. Eaton leaned in close and touched it with his fingertip. He could feel the two small spheres sewn within it and, if he pressed gently, the steel rod linking them and rendering the organ inflexible.

“The man’s a monster,” he murmured and sunk back in the seat with Kate silent on his shoulder.

Ed Baron was quick and professional and directed Kate to a heavy work bench upon which was bolted a hand-driven grindstone. He moved a metal cuff until he could touch only the head of a rivet against the stone and then turned the handle with one hand while pressing the rivet against the stone with the other. He had to keep stopping to pour water over the rivet, not just to improve the cutting efficiency, but also to stop the metal from becoming too hot, but after ten minutes, the rivet dropped from the cuff, the cuff dropped open, and the mitten dropped from Kate’s hand. Her left hand was liberated just as quickly followed in short order by the shackles with Kate sitting on the bench with a foot over the wheel and grinning, although for the sake of propriety, Eaton then refitted the same shackles using his own small padlocks.

The impediment Blackney had installed inside her tongue was not so easily resolved.

They drove to London that day and Eaton had plenty of time to give her the news regarding the radar project and its recent renaissance.

“Once we realised some test results had been doctored, we examined everything and the whole, spurious façade came tumbling down: the fraudulent costs, the sabotaged equipment, the misdirected development, and, of course, you. You were the one thing he didn’t even attempt to explain away. He couldn’t do anything while you were there overseeing the project; without you, he could manipulate circumstances as he pleased. We regrouped the original team and they're working on a demonstration unit even now, but they need you back…”

He looked down at her smiling face silently gazing up at him. She looked beautiful despite the lank hair, unfamiliar in its colour and style, and matted from being held within the leather hood for so long.

“I'm sorry we took so long to find you. Blackney, of course, refused to divulge your location and Emilia only knew that you'd been sold to someone in the north of the country by the sea. We’ve had people investigating all sales north of Liverpool, but it’s been slow work. We tried to trace you by identifying the transport contractor, but Blackney had been clever: not only did he not use the same removal company that moved his belongings back to London, but he’d chosen one many miles from Hastings. We’d already given up with that line of enquiry when I was searching through the Hasting’s house for the umpteenth time and met a young lad in the garden. Brian… We got to talking and he said he knew you; that you were Mr Blackney’s girlfriend and that Blackney used to keep you chained up in the garden. I asked him if he saw you leave and he said he hadn’t; that you'd just disappeared without saying goodbye. But what he had seen was a small removal truck in the drive when he was going to school one morning and he was able to describe not only the colour, but also the picture of a bird flying with a box in its talons that was painted on its side. He remembered it because he liked birds and thought it looked a bit like an eagle. That was just three days ago. We identified the company, a small removal business in Lewis, and they looked up the delivery details of a girl to a Cumbrian address.”

Three days later, Kate was admitted to a private hospital for the operation. It wasn’t a complicated procedure, but it did involve a general anaesthetic and several days recuperation during which she wasn’t supposed to speak at all and only consume liquids through a straw.

It was a painful time for Kate. Her tongue hurt as if she’d bitten both sides at once and her breasts ached. Over a period of a few days, they went from being hard and engorged when just looking at them was agonising to just achy, partly from her ducts adjusting to not being milked four times a day and partly from the psychological effect of losing something that had been such a large part of her life: the shared intimacy and lost sexual stimulation; the forfeited oxytocin… Even the sense of being controlled and manipulated by someone else had sometimes held a strange and unexpected attraction. Perhaps later, a month or so, she could indulge herself again. It would be easy to restart with a mechanical pump and an understanding accomplice, but for now, lactation was not appropriate.

A week later, she could speak, but her speech sounded slurred and with some sounds distorted. It took three weeks from the operation for her speech to return to normal and during that time, Kate convalesced in Air Commodore Eaton’s London home… with his wife.

She congratulated him on his recent promotion. “It’s because this project is so important,” he’d answered. “And if you feel up to it, we’d like you to help them back at the laboratory.”

“Back in the cage…” she mused, but Eaton smiled.

“No cage. This time, the ministry is going to do the job properly. They’ve agreed that you should be the project director with a contract of employment and a salary to match. You’ll be the boss: no cage, no restraints, no limits on what you can see or touch. They just want you to get the job done. I know this is going to be hard after what Blackney put you through when you were last there, but they're good lads. They know you…”

“Intimately,” muttered Kate under her breath, but Eaton ignored her.

“They know you to be a gifted engineer and they’ll follow wherever you lead them. Just make this thing work because we need it.”

Commodore Eaton and Kate went down to Hastings together in the Daimler, the car gliding through the security gates with a nod from the guard and stopping outside the non-descript entrance to the grey laboratory building. Eaton alighted and walked around to Kate’s door to hand her the keys and she removed the shackles to drop them onto the car’s plush carpet. Then she carefully stepped out onto the tarmac, one slender leg at a time, until she was standing tall in her heels and black, knee-length skirt. Standing in the laboratory’s open doorway was Larry, just as he’d been all those months ago when she’d first arrived at the laboratory. He was now the acting manager, and his face was creased in a broad grin as he held out his hands towards her.

✽    ✽    ✽

Blackney was tried for treason, a crime that carried the death penalty, but there were exonerating factors to consider, mainly that he was not actually working on behalf of any foreign government. It was his own conscience driving him and his own misguided judgement causing him to come to such a disastrous conclusion. He was committed to prison and was expected to remain there for a very long time.

And what of Emilia? She was prosecuted too, but only as an accessory, and her committal was to a low security prison situated on the Sussex North Downs close to where she and Blackney shared the rented house near Hastings. Kate arrived there mid-morning to be greeted in reception by a severe-looking, mature woman. She forced a smile when she shook Kate’s hand and then looked down at her shackled ankles.

“You’ll have to take those off. This is a mixed prison and it sends totally the wrong message if the male prisoners see a shackled female visitor.”

Kate sat on a chair and produced her own key from her bag to remove the cuffs while waiting for her escort. A young man wearing a prison warden’s uniform introduced himself as Lester and led the way through a steel-mesh door into an area where both male and female prisoners intermingled. Both sexes were dressed in similar clothes: the men in shorts and t-shirts and the women in short skirts and the same tight tops. The females were shackled, of course, but otherwise no-one seemed to be hampered by any form of restraint until Kate noticed a girl wearing a metal cage about her head.

“Looks can be deceiving,” said Lester. “The prison has a policy of allowing the prisoners freedom to mix and move about as they wish. Some even share cells, but they're punished all the same and very effectively too; we seldom have reoffenders. I suppose it’s cruel really, but they're all caged in one way of another. The women have belts that can't be displaced because they're pegged in place and effectively seal away their entire vulvas, and the men all have penis cages and have no chance of an erection, so neither sex can access their own genitals. Teased by the women’s short skirts and t’s that display their nipples through the thin material, all they can do is to fondle the women’s tits and that only deepens the frustrations of both sexes until they’ll do anything to avoid returning here.”

“Yep… That’s cruel,” agreed Kate. “And that one with the cage about her head?”

“Oh, that’s only because she took things too far. She was probably uncooperative or cheeky. If they really make themselves unpopular by, say, refusing to do their chores, we can adopt other sanctions. Miss Bellgrove is working in the laundry today; I’ll take you to her,” and they walked along a corridor and down a flight of steps to the basement.

Emilia was by herself standing beside a row of washing boilers. She was ironing and the pile of t-shirts beside her looked daunting.

“Can you remove her cage so I can talk to her?” asked Kate and Lester unclipped the large bunch of keys that were hanging from his belt. He looked at the lock behind Emilia’s head and then sorted through the bunch, selected the right key after a long half-minute, and then removed her cage along with the fat plug that was filling her mouth.

“Press the red button by the door when you're ready to go and I’ll come and refit it,” he said before leaving them alone.

Emilia looked at her guest with a vacant expression. “Hello Kate. You're looking well.”

“Emilia…”

“Come to gloat?”

“It’s all part of my recovery. They tell me I need to see you so I can have closure.”

Emilia nodded as if she understood and put down the electric iron she was holding in both hands. Her wrists were cuffed closely together and a chain linked them to her collar, so she had to stoop slightly to reach the ironing board. “It’s hell in here. I’d rather be in an ordinary prison. Four years with a metal cock locked inside me, but it’s just there… All the time, the fucking thing’s just there teasing me and I can't do a fucking thing about it,” and she lifted the hem of her skirt to show Kate the metallic panel dropping down her abdomen to enclose her pubic mound and all behind it. “The fucking thing’s nearly two-inches-thick and deliberately weighted so it rocks about when I move in case I forget it’s there.”

She leaned against one of the boilers and stared at Kate. “Four fucking years… They didn’t need to send me here you know, but they found my toybox when the searched the house and thought it would be funny to give me a dildo I couldn’t remove. They even took away my nipple rings so I can’t play with them.”

“They told me you could be out in two if you're good, but I suppose that cage that was around your head and your cuffs say a lot about your behaviour.”

“People just grab your tits around here and I got fed up with it and pushed a guard.”

“It was a guard?”

“They're the worst. The male inmates soon get tired of feeling you up because it only makes them more frustrated, but that doesn’t apply to the guards. It’s why I'm chained down here in the basement,” and she kicked the chain that linked her shackles to a ring in the floor.

Kate glanced at her t-shirt where her oversized projectile tits and obvious nipples were stretching the thin material. Without a bra to contain and steady them, she couldn’t avoid teasing the male inmates and staff by gently swaying and quivering with every step.

“My solicitor told me they’ve reopened the radar laboratory. I'm glad… I didn’t share Blackney’s obsession with pacifism; just got swept along with him I suppose. I'm sorry about what he did to you too. I didn’t know he was going to do that. Was it very bad?”

“I wouldn’t choose to go through it again.”

“Where did they take you?”

“Cumbria. Nice area… Interesting coast.”

“Really… I've never been there. Would I like it?”

Kate just grinned remembering Emilia being voluntarily harnessed to the lawnmower. “You might. I’ll give you a name to contact when you're released. Umm… Have you ever wondered what it would feel like to lactate and be milked five times a day?”

Emilia looked confused. “No…” she said shaking her head.

“Well, think about it. You might like that too.”


Chapter Fourteen

The Blacksmith

Kate moved into the ministry’s house on the wooded hillside above Hastings that both Eaton and Blackney had used. It felt odd living in that big house by herself and standing before the bedroom mirror brought to mind a miscellany of conflicting memories, not least the sight of Emilia iron clothes in the prison basement, so different to all her other reincarnations.

It had to be said that in many ways she missed the company, both Blackney’s and Emilia’s. She’d never want to see Blackney again, but Emilia… well, who knows? She puffed out her chest and turned to the side to study her naked profile. A good shape, she thought. Surely, there was someone out there for her… Her problem was that to be a woman alone, free to come and go as she pleased, was unusual and society generally wasn’t organised to cope well with the possibility. Obviously, the marriage bureau was out of the question and she couldn’t just frequent local bars; those women were assumed to be professionals and all owned by pimps.

And then there was her new status to muddy the waters further: “Katherine Fletcher, Property of Director, HM Defence Procurement” it said on her new, polished collar with an engraved Ministry Seal stamped beside it. Surely, that was enough to put off even the most ardent of suitors?

She bought herself a small, red MG to travel to the laboratory each day. Larry had been giving her driving lessons and after the third, she considered herself proficient enough to drive alone. As for the radar development, it took very little to improve its performance to the point where it could be demonstrated to the ministry. It detected aircraft flying within a forty-mile radius of the aerodrome and when positioned on the cliffs above Dover, its range over the sea extended to more than sixty miles. The early standard was rushed into production, but Kate and the team were given further contracts to refine its resolution and to develop an airborne version that could be fitted to the front of hunting aeroplanes. There was even talk of having a commercial system that could be used to guide incoming airliners, but that was put on hold on account of security fears.

Kate had Christmas in London with the Eatons, but was otherwise occupied with the project all through January and into February. Mid-February and it was time for a break, and she knew exactly where she wanted to go.

It took her all day to drive up to Morecambe and she booked herself into a grand Victorian hotel on Morecambe’s esplanade. The next day was cold but bright and the tides were right with low tide occurring mid-afternoon; it was time to renew acquaintances. The first stop was Doctor Green’s surgery and then along the lane to the Hodge Cockle Company. There were changes. The small cottage had been repainted and there was a new shelter built beside the workshop that was now housing a shiny, new tractor. She parked the car beside the cottage, removed her shackles, and walked up the path between low ridges of melting snow. Higher up the hillside, the snow was still thick, but nearer the coast, it had almost entirely disappeared. She knocked on the door.

Hodge opened it and stood looking at her in bewilderment. He knew the face was familiar, but nothing else was. Before him stood a young lady in a dark business suit and heavy winter coat. Her hair had been restyled and cut in a low fringe above her sunglasses.

“Good morning,” she said in a refined accent and removed her glasses to reveal dark, smoky eye makeup. He was still staring at her when Irene looked over his shoulder and gasped.

“Daisy…” she cried and pushed Hodge aside.

“Kate,” said Kate. And then, “Hello, Irene. How are you all?”

“Daisy,” echoed Hodge. “And you can talk…”

“Come in, come in out of the cold and I’ll brew tea. Would you like some cake? Lydia’s in the workshop and will be a while yet, but Albert’s upstairs… Albert… Come and see who’s here.”

Albert recognised Kate straight away, but didn’t say anything, just stood and stared.

“She can talk,” said Hodge for the second time. “How is that possible?”

“It was a little trick of Mr Blackney that prevented me from talking. I'm fine now.”

“Oh, Dennis. Can't you see that we got it all wrong?”

“You were misled,” said Kate. “It wasn’t your fault Mr Blackney lied to you.”

“But why would he do that?”

“He was trying to hide me, but fortunately, I had friends who didn’t stop looking.”

“Does he know you’ve been found? Are you safe now or will he try again?”

“No, he won't do it again. Not now… How’s Lydia? How’s her diabetes?”

Irene looked surprised. “You know about that? Well, she’s alright, but we have to be very careful with what she eats and sometimes she doesn’t feel very well. She’s in the workshop if you want to go and talk to her.”

“Knock on the door first,” said Albert, speaking for the first time.

Kate crossed the lane towards the workshop. Next door, the storeroom had been recently refurbished with new clapboard and fresh white paint, and empty wooden crates were stacked neatly beside the twin entrance doors, each with the HCC logo seared into the wood. There was a light on inside the workshop and the sound of machinery clicking like a metronome. She knocked.

“Who is it?” called out Lydia. She sounded out of breath.

“It’s Kate… Daisy May.”

“Daisy,” squealed Lydia. “Daisy, come in. Please come in…”

Kate opened the door and stepped inside to see Frank hurriedly turn away to straighten his clothing. Lydia was lying over the milking stand, now modified to hold her wrists as well as her neck, and a new milking machine was bouncing teat cups below the sort of breasts that she had always wanted.

“Daisy. Oh Daisy, it’s really you… You look lovely,” and she struggled in the milking stand as if she only had to stand up and it would all just fall away. “Oh fuck… Frank, get me out of this.”

“It’s alright,” said Kate squatting at her head. “We have plenty of time,” and she gazed under Lydia’s chest where the glass cups were misted by strong jets of milk.

“I'm being milked,” she said with a big grin. “And we’re getting married. Daddy’s buying us a cottage just up the lane. And we’ve been trying for a baby.”

Kate noticed then Frank’s goofy grin and Lydia’s skirt neatly folded up over her hips.

“Perhaps I should wait in the house…”

“No, don’t do that. Stay and talk to me. You’ve got a lovely voice and, anyway, Frank does me four times every day.”

“Are you keeping well?”

Lydia shrugged. “Mostly. Sometimes I feel sick and have headaches, but mostly I'm ok. The worst thing is that I have to eat really horrible, boring stuff while everyone else has proper food.”

“You don’t.”

“What?”

“You don’t have to eat boring food. I've spoken to Doctor Green and he’s going to see if he can put you on insulin. It’s a hormone that controls the sugar in your blood. Your body has trouble making enough of the stuff itself, but with the treatment you should be able to eat the same as everyone else.”

Kate stayed for lunch and watched Hodge and Albert leave in the early afternoon for the sands on their new tractor dragging a much larger trailer behind it. Then she left. She had one more stop to make.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was five miles to West Stoke along the lane, but once there, it was easy to find her destination; she’d been there before. ‘Baron and Son, Blacksmiths’ announced the sign over the door and Kate parked the little MG close by. The road was clear of snow, but icy as she swivelled in her seat and locked one cuff of her shackles onto her ankle. She extracted her other leg to attach the second cuff and then carefully stood; it wouldn’t do to slip at this stage. She was trembling when she reached out for the door handle of the workshop, but it wasn’t from the cold wind that was sweeping down the narrow street. She paused to steady her breathing before depressing the lever and entering. Inside, the workshop was warm, hot even, with Ed turning an iron in the blazing coals. He looked up with the sound of the door closing behind her and smiled. It was an instinctive reaction, but then his smile faded as he sought to add a name to the face.

“You may remember me. We met in Mr Hodges workshop last September.”

“With a branding iron…” he added.

“Yes,” she murmured and a shiver travelled up her spine.

Ed Baron was just as she remembered him; better because now sweat was discolouring his t-shirt and glistening on his muscled arms.

“You’ve changed…” he said. “You’ve recovered your voice. I remember you very well.” His face was showing no trace of amusement even though he must have been recalling her naked body trapped in the pillory with the girl milking her and the over-sized iron phallus he’d prepared especially to keep her fully occupied.

“I hoped you would,” and she allowed her overcoat to flap open. Beneath it, she wore a dark, woollen jacket over a white blouse with a matching short, woollen skirt. Both the jacket and the skirt had been carefully tailored and together with the long coat, couldn’t fail to draw attention to her black stockinged legs made longer by her heels. She looked down at the silver shackles with their integrated locks and bright chain linking her ankles and moved a foot to the side. The chain clicked taut and the tight hem of her skirt stretched open between her thighs.

“I have been experiencing problems with my shackles. I was hoping you'd have the time to look at them for me.”

He gazed at her, but he wasn’t looking at her legs; he was looking directly into her eyes. “Problems with your restraint?” he asked.

She idly touched the collar around her neck as she felt her sex moistening with anticipation. “Umm…” she mused. “I don’t think it can be working properly because my legs keep opening.”




✽    ✽    ✽   The End   ✽    ✽    ✽
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Sarah is studying history at college, but she’s bored. Her boyfriend has found a solution to life’s tedium: he’s off to join Islamic militants, but warns her that it wouldn't be a good idea for a Western white girl to follow him even if she did wear a burqa and pretend to be a Muslim.
Sarah finds her own solution on the internet in the form of a very attractive Corsican Freedom Fighter and convinces her friend, Ellie, that a short holiday on Corsica may be just what they need. It doesn’t take long for their simple college break to become spectacularly more complicated with one of the girls fighting to keep control of her own body whilst the other seems intent on adding both to her friend’s restraints and her indignities.
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